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	THE ARENA 


	by 


	S. M. Knights 


	‘The Workout’ 


	The arena was sweltering. The intense Sun in a cloudless sky blazed down on the brown dirt floor of the Roman Empire’s largest arena. It was work out time for the gladiators. In many instances, this rule applied to both men and women. They worked out in the nude. 


	The arena had been divided into three sections for training purposes. Advanced warriors worked out under a special canopy. It filtered the sunlight, and reduced some of the intense heat. 


	For those less advanced or mid-skilled warriors, the center of the arena was set up for them. Also, in the center was the punishment area. This area became known to the gladiators as the pit of pain. The remainder of the arena was devoted to the training of new warriors. If punishment was dealt out, it usually was a whipping. Whipping became the most common form of punishment for a new warrior in his or her lessons. 


	The trainers were the only ones allowed to wear any kind of clothing. Some of them preferred to be nude due to the extreme heat. Others wore a brief loin cloth or combination skimpy halter and loin cloth in the instance of a female trainer. 


	On this day, four trainers were female. One was nude. Another was topless and the other two wore the skimpy halter and loin cloth combinations. The nude was a tall well-muscled blonde named Velanna. 


	Velanna enjoyed her status as a result of a successful fight with a gladiator named Tiver. Tiver was a brute of a man with a firm dislike for women. Velanna defeated him and killed him with the favor of Emperor Tiberious. 


	Velanna was a proud woman who enjoyed being naked. On this day she would be allowed to train some of the novices. Her arch enemy, a black girl by the name of Elba, was also assigned to train novices with her. 


	“Elba! I see you and I are training novices today?” 


	“So we are, Velanna.” You are undressed, I see, for the occasion…” 


	“Why Elba, are you ashamed of your body to cover it with a small top and bottom masking?” 


	“Why should you care, slut. Being naked is natural for you and slaves. You can be ready to enjoy some hard cocks while you work…” 


	“Bitch! If I weren’t so eager to complete my lessons today, I’d show you a thing or two…” 


	“Go ahead, don’t let that stop you. If you want a test of strength I tell you what I will do. I will remove my ‘masking’ and we can have it out here and now naked on the arena floor. Just girl to girl. What say you?” 


	“That’s fine with me! Right now…” 


	The two women prepare to fight when Flavious, the owner of the arena steps in. 


	He is angry with his two favorite female fighters. 


	“That’ll be enough! Get started with the lessons and keep your feelings to later.” 


	“It was all her fault, master. Showing up as a trainer all naked and hot to fuck!” 


	“You black slut, I…” 


	“I said STOP IT!” 


	“Let me do her now, master, and you can watch me beat and humiliate this naked blonde bitch!” 


	“Wait! You gave me an idea, Elba. You know I’ll set up a special event for the two of you in the up coming games. A naked white woman, in hand to hand combat, versus an equally naked black woman. I’m afraid that’s the way it will be, since I want to keep the two of you as future attractions. I won’t let you kill each other. No, the winner whips the looser publicly in front of all the spectators. 


	It’ll be a full fleshed black snake whipping. The looser will be spread eagle between two posts that will be mounted on a turn-table. I’ll have four naked slaves at levers turn the device so that everyone will watch where the whip lands. Then the looser will hang on a cross for the rest of the day. Fully naked in the hot Sun.” 


	Valanna looks at her boss with a sly smile, “Flavious you are a devil aren’t you.” She snuggles closer to him, pressing her breasts against his bare chest, she whispers, “I just bet you’d wish that I’d lose? Don’t you..?” 


	He looks at her with a lusting sort of look. She’s feeling randy he’s thinking. 


	“Flavious, maybe you’d like to have me flogged now for being naked and tempting you…” Valanna whispered in a very low voice to him, “Remember when I hung naked on the cross in the hot Sun? How my breasts bounced and swayed as Carlos flogged them. My sex split and hurting on the wedge. I actually rubbed my clitoris against the wood to make me climax. As Carlos’ whip flogged my breasts and stung my nipples I felt a helpless pleasure flood me. I could actually feel the Sun burning down on my nipples as I hung there that long afternoon. Remember how I was brought to you that evening. My arms still bound to the cross piece. I was 


	a well whipped and punished slave girl…” 


	“Carlos! This female, whither she’s a trainer or not, shouldn’t be allowed to go about so temptingly naked. It’s improper for her to instruct novices while being thus exposed. Have her lashed with the eel skin after she has spent two hours of full exposure to the Sun. Following her lashing, spread her on the cross with a wedge at her sex. Leave her in the Sun until it goes down. Then have her brought to my quarters. Understood Carlos?” 


	“Yes, my lord Flavious.” 


	Elba is smiling to herself as she refashioned the skimpy halter top over her full breasts. The loin cloth barely covers the bare curves of her ass and sex. 


	She shines ebony in the Sun. 


	As Valanna is spread for her exposure to the Sun. Elba looks at her and smiles. 


	She relishes the thought of Valanna being whipped. In truth, she can hardly wait until she defeats her. Thus being allowed to administer a real whipping with the black snake whip to blonde Valanna’s sun-bronzed nudity. 


	Not without her faults, Elba felt the cruel hand of punishment. How Carlos whipped her sex once when he caught her masturbating herself. He’d hung her upside down and gave her a blistering with the strap between her spread legs… 


	Elba shook her head and focused back to the present. She heard the slap of the eel skin and Valanna’s stifled moan. Again the slap of the eel skin whip and Valanna gasped a punished cry of a suffering slave girl. 


	To Elba, Valanna’s punishment faded into the back ground. Her mind now ready to get down to business. 


	She saw a young male novice. He was watching Valanna being whipped. The young man’s erection 


	growing harder with each stroke of the eel skin on Valanna’s bronze curves. 


	Elba went over to a rack set up to hold training devices. She selected a supple switch and a sturdy narrow staff. Noticing a pair of large staffs, she grabbed them and sauntered over to the boy. 


	“You find that blonde bitch exciting under the whip, boy?” 


	“Mistress… I… I’m not sure…” 


	“I am. You are swelling a lot aren’t you? Maybe you’d like to slip that swollen organ of yours into that bare blonde’s slit wouldn’t you? See how she sweats and glistens in the hot Sun? Look at her breasts heave and bounce as the eel skin snakes around them. Look there, her red nipple hard and ridged perked up to the Sun. That eel skin chafes a girl’s sore nipples. Makes you want to suck on ‘em, doesn’t it! Imagine her mouth on your penis. She could be made to suck on you while she’s being whipped. Wouldn’t that be very satisfying? Oh, notice that eel skin clinging to her bare sex. It’s fingering her. She’ll cum under the whip you know. I have seen her cum before, many times. Wait until she hangs on the cross. 


	Her sex will be spit on a wooden 


	wedge. Valanna squirms nicely and comes whenever she is crucified…” Elba looks at Valanna and then back at the boy who is now stroking himself and nearing a climax. 


	“Go on cum for me. Squirt yourself all over the place. After all, if you get caught by Carlos, he will let me whip you and put you up on a cross. Maybe next to Valanna… Maybe even on Valanna!” 


	With those last few words from Elba’s sing song voice, the young man climaxes. 


	He squirts a stream of white cum that shoots out for several feet. He finishes and has a look of satisfaction on his face. This must be his lucky day. Carlos didn’t notice him. Elba did and it excited her. 


	Along with Elba, a full ripe brunette with perky breasts and long braided hair. 


	Noticed the young man’s display of virility. She walked toward Elba and with her mouth slightly open, she licked her upper lip. 


	“I saw you cum.” She told the boy, who was slightly younger than her. 


	The boy looked at the lovely brunette and began to blush. He put his hand with embarrassment over his sex. 


	Elba snapped at him, “Never cover your sex! Either of you! I have chosen to train the two of you. Now, both of you must never be shy with each other. When you go to the arena in a show, shy-ness will get you both crucified.” 


	The girl looked at Elba and nodded. Spreading her legs apart slightly she spoke her name to the young man, “I am Melissa. I come from the land of the Greeks.” 


	“Beckett is my name. I am from the Normans.” The young man replied dropping his hand from his sex and exposing his now somewhat flaccid cock. 


	While the formality of name exchanges was going on between the two novices, Elba noticed two blonde Amazon twins. These were her kind of raw material. She would mold these four into gladiators. 


	Elba motioned the two Amazons over to her side. She appraised their bodies and examined them closely. Learning their names she told Melissa and Beckett. 


	“Here are Teka and Tanya. Amazons from the island of Lesbos. I suggest you keep your tongues in your mouths. If Carlos catches you, your sex will pay dearly under the strap. I know, I’ve paid painfully under the strap. These two novices are Melissa and Beckett. Doesn’t he have nice balls…?” 


	Teka and Tanya looked at each other and shrugged their shoulders. In a quick motion, they stuck their tongues out at each other and touched them together. 


	“Teka go over to the rack and bring back four hefty staffs. You will start your training now.” 


	Teka walked absentmindedly naked toward the device rack. To be kept constantly nude made her no longer care. She along with her sister had been captured in a battle over Lesbos. They both had been sold into slavery, being kept constantly naked ever since. Faint lines across Teka’s back revealed her acquaintance with the whip. 


	Elba took the four staffs and felt their heft. She handed one to each of the novices. Before she could begin, Teka and Tanya had positioned their staffs crossways at the end just between Beckett’s legs. Bringing up each end to a point just above their heads the staffs wedged Beckett’s cock and balls in a squeeze. 


	He let out a cry and dropped his staff. The two Amazon’s smiled at each other. 


	They slapped the palms of their hands together. 


	Elba looked with a bit of surprise, “I see you learn quite fast, my Amazon twins. In your past you must have had some training…” 


	With a motion too quick to see, Elba quickly brought her narrow staff in rapid upward strokes. Landing two quick blows to the bare clefts of each twin. They dropped their staffs and gripped their crotches. 


	Beckett sighed a relief. Melissa made a surprised sigh. Tanya was on her knees and Teka was down on one knee rubbing her sore twat. 


	“Now when I begin my training, I do expect your full attention.” Elba made her words clear. 


	In four more quick but not nearly so hard strokes, Elba planted a stinging kiss of her staff to four inviting hard nipples. The two Amazon’s clutched their chests. Teka crisped up her forehead. Tanya whimpered. 


	“Your first lesson. Be ready for the unexpected…” 


	Tanya cried a pitiful whimper, “You got my nipples so hard and fast, please…” 


	“Want more?” 


	“No! No, my mistress…” 


	“Teka?” 


	“No. No.” She shook her lovely blonde hair. 


	“I must complement you both, though, that is a very good move to render a male helpless. Beckett, a defense for this action is put your staff in a more vertical position. Like this. If you see two females with staffs like these two Amazons, you can figure they will try this move. When you block their move, bring your staff around to catch a exposed flank.” Elba demonstrates by stopping short of striking Teka’s bare flank. 


	“Melissa, if you are fighting two other women. They will likely not try that crotch move like they did on Beckett. Instead they will try to lure your defense down and put one staff between your legs, like this and slide the other one behind your back arching you helpless while they beat your bare sex with the first staff. The way to counter this move best is to take a quick offense. Use your blunt end quickly on a breast, at the nipple. While one is recovering, you can fight the other and trip her, like this. Then when she is down, use your staff for a quick blow to her bare sex. Then turn on the other one and disarm her like this and bring your staff up between her legs. They will both give up helplessly to your speed. Remember speed is the key in all of these moves. Understand…?” 


	Beckett, Melissa, Teka, and Tanya all nod that they understand. 


	“We’ll go slowly at first until you get the hang of the moves. Here, I will show you one more move. Melissa and Beckett, you are fighting with Teka. Teka, opposition to a male and female is difficult. You are a surprisingly agile warrior already, so I will expect more from you. In fact I will expect a lot from you in the very near future.” 


	The four look with a puzzled expression on their faces. They are aware something is up. 


	In the background Beckett looks back over his shoulder to see a nude and lovely Valanna being crucified. Her position on the cross is one of open supplication. 


	She glistens in the Sun. 


	“Beckett! Never mind what that blonde bitch is going through. By comparison, you will be suffering while she watches…” 


	The boy nods. He glances back again and his cock twitches. Teka notices and nudges Tanya who looks at his member and sniggers. Melissa focuses on Elba. 


	“I will expect a quick learning of your lessons. Flavious who is the owner of the arena expects to exhibit some of his novices in his first show of the season. This is scheduled next week. I expect to have at least two of you ready by then. Slow learning will earn you twenty lashes with a three tail whip. The marks quickly fade. If you are lazy and lax at your workout, you’ll get twenty lashes with the flogger. If you talk back or are dis-respectful of me or anyone, especially Flavious or Carlos, you’ll receive a flogging and two hours on the cross. If Carlos, not me, catches you in sexual gratification whither it be each other or yourself as individuals, you’ll be strapped on your bare sex and left in the Sun for half a day. Any escape attempt, will be punishable by not fewer than fifty lashes and the cross for an entire day. In the instance of a woman, you will find yourself spending time on the bar with your bare sex split on hot metal. Males, will stand in the hot Sun with a fist sized stone tied to the end of your cocks. Further punishments will be delivered as myself, Carlos, or Flavious sees fit. One more thing. Each day you will notice by the punishment area there is a grist mill stone. It is now empty. The first grain crops from the fields are due in a few days. Flavious’ policy is that we take care of ourselves. You are provided good healthy food. The grain tales time to have it milled. As you can see there are four groups of novices. Four novices to each group. Every four days, this group will spend one day laboring at the grist mill. For a group of exceptionally quick learners. This means everyone and not just one or most of you, but everyone. Carlos will allow a group to be excused for a day on the mill. The poorest performing group will take their place. This day will be chosen once per week by Carlos. As you will soon see, labor at the grist mill is hard. Your pace is kept constant under the lash. The work is in the hot Sun. You will be oiled to keep your skin from blistering off. Any questions?” 


	The four stood in complete attention and let the words soak in. Melissa looked at Beckett, Teka and Tanya looked at each other. 


	Elba picked up her switch and narrow staff. The others took up their quarter staffs. “Shall we begin?” 


	For the rest of the day, the four listened and worked on mastering the moves. 


	Melissa got her sex sliced twice for failing to get her staff in the right position. Elba used her switch to raise two thin red lines across Melissa’s tender bare sex. 


	Elba got really exasperated at Teka and Tanya. All they did for almost an hour was complain about their exposed breasts and nipples. 


	It was apparent that Elba had had enough of these two and their gripes. She grabbed them by their wrists and led them over to a couple of posts inset into the ground. 


	Using a length of leather, she first bound Tanya to one of the posts facing the Sun with her wrists over her head. Then she did likewise to Teka at the other post, her wrists over her head. 


	While Beckett and Melissa watched from a few feet away, they saw Elba take up her switch. She flexed it in the air. Standing first to Tanya’s side, slightly to the right she 


	readied the switch. Using side arm strokes, she beat a steady rhythm across Tanya’s bare breasts. Targeting her 


	nipples. 


	Tanya jerked at her wrists and thrashed her legs about, but the leather held her in place. She voiced a series of gasps and moans as well as squeals and protests. The switch sounded like it was thumping on full boata bags of wine. It made a kind of THWIP sound as it struck her well developed mounds. 


	It was difficult to tell if her breasts had become red from the switch or their cruel exposure to the blistering hot Sun. Her nipples popped up hard and erect as if defiant to obey the commands of the imposing switch. 


	All that Melissa or Beckett could see was Elba delivering a steady action of her switch. It actually looked as if the writhing nude blonde standing against a post was inviting her punishment. 


	By the time Elba had finished with Tanya she was ready to start on Teka. Tanya was bathed in sweat and still faced the Sun. She was whimpering and twisting about for a while after the switching had stopped. 


	Beckett saw her breasts swaying and jiggling as she writhed in her bondage. 


	Tanya’s head lolled from side to side. 


	Teka offered a slightly larger pair of breasts than Tanya. Her bullet tipped nipples were standing at full 


	attention as Elba took up her position. There were no coy plays or actions with the switch. Teka was going to be punished and that was all. 


	In place, Elba resumed her action now on Teka. The reaction was about the same for Teka as it was for Tanya. After all they were twins. 


	Teka’s breasts and nipples soon swelled up red and puffy in the hot Sun. Jerking and thrashing her legs about didn’t deter the switch or make it hurt less. It did give the owner of the two switched mounds a bit of respite and something to do besides suffer. 


	Moans, groans, and gasps filled the air once more as Teka did her girlish duty to protest vocally on the switching of her nipples. 


	Melissa had lost count as to how many strokes either of them had received. It really didn’t matter. The point was that Elba was the trainer and the twins were the trainees. The two blondes were paying for their smart ass actions. 


	When the object lesion was over. Elba untied them. With their nipples puffy and red from Elba’s drubbing with her switch, she scolded them loudly enough for Beckett and Melissa to hear, “When you’re ordered to work out bare nipple naked that is what you’ll do. No moans, groans or complaining. The Sun hasn’t burned a pair of nipples yet off of any girl on this island. Now, you two will spend extra time nude and I want to see your nipples standing proud and erect at all times. Even if you have to tease them publicly! Exposure is good for them! Do you understand?” 


	“Yes, mistress.” They both nodded their heads and replied at the same time. 


	Tanya felt the hot afternoon Sun licking at her tender nipples. She gave a envious look at Elba’s thin halter. Wishing that she could wear it now to cover her red sore buds. 


	Some move made by Beckett was not quick enough for Elba. A flick of her switch sent a sharp sting up the tip of his cock. It made it droop a bit at the shock. 


	Beckett was having a hard time until now keeping his eyes off of Valanna writhing on the cross. Her sunburned nudity glowed reddish copper in the afternoon Sun. 


	Melissa had become a bit uneasy at working on her stance. It seems that each time she took a proper stance, Elba would use the switch to coax her to keep her balance. A simple poke would give Melissa such anxiety she would almost jump and close her legs. “Girl. I warn you. Keep those legs spread and in balance. If you don’t I’ll put you in a spreader bar for two days. You won’t be able to close your legs at all. You’ll find it most awkward to learn your lesions with that on.” 


	“Yes, mistress. But you’ve sliced me a couple of times between my legs. My sex hurts and I’m afraid you will do it again and… And… Oh, my, I have to pee…” 


	“Little bitch of a dog. Squat down now and pee! In front of us all! Do it or I’ll switch you raw! You, Tanya, go to the shed and fetch me a spreader. Be spry!” 


	Tanya took off on a run. Her switched breasts bouncing with each step she took. 


	Melissa winced and turned red with embarrassment. Her body crying out to relieve itself. Nervously, she squatted down and as Elba snapped at her, she produced a stream of yellow liquid that formed a puddle. 


	The puddle formed a dark oval shape in the brown dirt of the arena floor. It seem to stay on the surface for a few moments. Then as if by evaporation, it filtered down into the ground. Leaving a brown muddy circle about the size of plate. 


	Tanya returned with a spreader. She handed it to Elba. 


	“Little animal! Cover up your place. Do it with your foot! Now bend over and hold your ankles. Keep your legs as straight as possible.” 


	As Melissa bent over, her sex bloomed in full view from between her slightly parted thighs. A few drops of urine still could be seen from her red clitoris peeking out between her lips. 


	“Hold on to your ankles. If you let go, I’ll string you up for a whipping. 


	Instead you will only have to take three licks from my switch for being a hot bitch in front of your group. I sensed you to be in heat the minute I laid eyes on you. You white sluts dribble obscenely at your slits when you get randy. Now, I warn you, don’t let go. This will burn a bit…” 


	The switch hissed and struck her squarely across her jaunty cheeks. Just above her sex. This produced a muffled wail nearly causing her to let go and stand up to rub her behind. 


	A second blow cut into the cheeks just below the first one. Without letting go, she wiggled and danced hissing and whimpering in pain. 


	The third stroked was the pay off. It sliced squarely across her behind at the level of her sex. The tip of the switch impacted the tip of her bud. Raising a red welt like the ones before. 


	Melissa saw a red flash of pain. She released her ankles with her hands stretched in full outward fingers. They did remain at the level of her ankle bones. She wanted to rub herself and soothed the pain. It throbbed to her very sole. 


	This hurt so much, that someone could have twisted her nipples nearly off and she might not have felt it. Elba told her to stand up, but not touch her behind. 


	As she did, she turned slightly to try to see if she was bleeding. Beckett looked and saw three wicked red stripes. One slightly below and across the meaty part of her ass. His member began to throb. 


	“You want to fuck her don’t you? And you Melissa, you want to be fucked by him, right? Well go on. Fuck her. Do it right here and now on the arena floor. Give her a good fucking! So that she’ll always be ready for you I’ll make it easy. 


	Spread your legs girl. You, blonde slut, Tanya, put the bar on her!” 


	Melissa reluctantly spread her legs. Tanya secured the spreader on each of Melissa’s slender ankles. It was obvious Melissa was hot. Her sex was sopping wet. 


	“Okay, man animal, mount the spread bitch! Go on, mount her!” Beckett moved closer to Melissa. He put his hands onto her shoulders. 


	“No! Fuck her from behind, animal!” 


	Melissa smiled at him and turned around. Getting down on all fours. She stuck her whip streaked ass toward his crotch. With her legs held wide by the bar it was easy for him to slip it into her. He began with easy strokes. 


	“Harder! Fuck that little bitch harder!” Elba used her switch on his ass making him thrust deeper into Melissa. 


	“AAA!” Beckett wailed. 


	“OH! A-AH!” Melissa sighed as his cock sank deeper into hot wet sex. It really didn’t take long for Beckett to dump his cum into Melissa. He really did want to fuck her. She wanted him to fuck her too. It was this public exhibition of their union that was so despicable. But it didn’t cause him to fail with his climax. 


	Or 


	hers for that matter. 


	“Well you two put on quite a show. For just a casual fucking. You can ram it home can’t you, lover boy? As for you, my sweating white slut. Two days with that thing on your ankles. Obscene isn’t it? In fact it’s down right humiliating, having to walk… Oh did I say walk, I mean waddle about sprawl legged. With 


	your cute bare sex all on display. All wet after a fresh fucking! You won’t notice it. But, white girl, by tomorrow you’ll be ready to hate it. Everyone will be looking at your spread sex. Wondering if you want another fucking or two or three… Or, maybe just a whipping between the legs… Or, possibly both… I warn you all, let this lesion being taught to this white bitch here teach you to be wary! I am serious about your lesions. Melissa, if I were you and I must say I’ve been in your position before, prey that you don’t get pregnant by him. Oh, hey girl, you’re going to fuck him again, tonight when you sleep together. He won’t be able to resist you, all spread and waiting for him. In fact you’ll be fucking him a lot before I let you out of this bar. Let me give you a suggestion. Suck him off at night. Keep those balls of his drained, then he won’t be draining them into you. Besides his white cum probably tastes good and it’s so good for you… Remember, if you get pregnant, it’s off to the fields you go. Bare ass naked to work long hours on the harvests.” 


	The two Amazon’s looked at each other. They knew Elba was serious. The last thing they wanted was to be put in a spreader and be fucked. Unless it was by another girl… 


	An Afternoon By The Pool 


	On the day after their labor at the mill. Valanna and Teesha ended up by Flavious’ pool. Suffering another type of humiliation. Each of the two blondes found herself baking under an intense Sun as they walked slowly about column of marble. Each of them had been fitted with a whipping yoke. The end of each yoke was looped with a coil of rope which tied around the column. The yoke was heavy. 


	It clamped around each girl’s neck and wrists. Forcing her stand with them outstretched about eighteen inches on each side. At the level of her head. 


	On this hot special day, Flavious’ young redheaded slave girl Ariel stood holding a switch. The two girls slowing treading about the column had been blindfolded. Their bodies by this time were showing signs of sunburn. They’d been there since mid morning. It was now coming up noon. Ariel had been ordered, under the threat of being forced to join the duo in their pointless trod, to use the switch on either of them as they walked past her. 


	The little dear looked so innocent. Standing there in her glorious nakedness. 


	Fumbling with the switch and looking at each girl for a place to use it on. It was nothing that would require any mind boggling thought process on Ariel’s part. After all, thought Flavious to himself, he didn’t keep her for her intelligence. 


	Mona was splashing about the pool and pleasing her master. She glanced at Ariel standing and holding the switch but not striking. The girl looked just darling with one finger in her mouth pressed against her upper teeth. 


	Mona didn’t like Valanna. She disliked blonde’s in general. But, she would do anything for her master. 


	“Ariel, go ahead and use the switch on them. Go on or I’ll make you a target too!” Coaxed Flavious from the pool. It was nearing lunch. And he’d wanted to see a few marks on the two sweating blondes as they stumbled and staggered about the white marble. 


	Ariel nodded her obedience to her master’s will. Her eyes fixed on Valanna as she slowly strolled around and into position for Ariel to use the switch on her. 


	She raised it high and brought it down on the upper slopes of Valanna’s well curved ass with a loud THWIP sound. 


	Valanna twisted and staggered almost tripping. She regained her footing and with a hiss took in air between her clenched teeth. She exhaled a breathy sigh, “AAA!” 


	A red line formed where the switch had landed. Her sunburned ass quivered as her muscles cringed in anxious anticipation of another hit. It came, only a bit lower this time. Again the red line of a welt appeared while Valanna repeated her painful gyration and exaltation. 


	“Good show, Ariel. See you can do it!” 


	“Thank you, master. May I go pee, sir?” 


	“Yes, you may, Ariel. Go and pee…” 


	As Ariel laid down the switch, Flavious motioned to Mona, “When she gets back we’ll have lunch. Then you go up there and show her how to really do these two. 


	I know you want to fix these two blondes, don’t you?” 


	“Yes indeed master…” 


	“What will you do to them?” 


	“Master, I will give them a new meaning to sore nipples and twats…” 


	“Oh, yes tonight we’ll give Ariel a new meaning to sore nipples and twats…” 


	Flavious smiled at Mona. 


	she smiled back at him. 


	It didn’t take long for the little pee girl to return. Flavious motioned for her to join him in the pool. She did. When they’d finished their lunch. Flavious had Ariel feed the two girls in the yokes. It was then back into the pool for some more fun. Flavious signaled to Mona and she climbed out. Still wet she stood in the sunlight stretching. Flavious admired her beauty as she flexed her dark well toned body luxuriously in the Sun. She quietly reached down and picked up the switch. 


	For the next two hours, Mona made Valanna and Teesha wish that they’d never been born women. Her switch found their clefts, butts, backs, thighs, waists, breasts, nipples, and tummy buttons of both girls countless times. 


	Mona was in heaven applying the switch to these two sweating blondes. They would stumble, twist, stagger and wail a pleading picture, as they twisted this way and that. 


	Mona was deadly accurate. She could hit a nipple or a pair of them. Sometimes landing a whistling arch of a blow to a casually exposed cleft. Hitting the clitoris squarely on its tip. Causing whichever of the two blondes struck to slip and almost fall. 


	Valanna took a nasty one between her legs that caused her to drop down onto one knee. The rope stuck higher on the column. It made her choke and gag until she managed to regain her upright position. Mona poking her nipples all the while she struggled to stand up. Mona thought that Teesha’s back was really looking sunburned. Mona tested this idea with a full application of the switch directly across the middle of her back. Teesha vocalized a wail that Flavious heard underwater as he’d dunked his head just as Mona had struck her. 


	It turned a white color before it became a red welt. The sure sign of a sunburn. 


	Teesha hopped at the effects of the blow. Walking a few steps on her tiptoes. 


	With her head back as far as the yoke would allow. 


	Flavious heard another firm application of the switch. This one made a definite hollow kind of sound. Like Mona had slapped a couple of water filled gourds. It was odd sounding and even got Ariel’s attention. A FLACK sort of sound. He looked to see Valanna reeling about to keep from falling. As she twisted this way and that, he could see the red welt forming across her twin breasts. Both nipples had popped up erect and tall with a swelling red stripe forming over their tips. 


	Valanna’s face was screwed up in a painful strain. Her breasts bouncing and swaying as she tried to remain standing. This was a tough one that Mona had delivered to her breasts. Valanna gasped and vocalized a scream that sent her spit flying. 


	Before Flavious had time to react, Mona had danced about the column to lay a twin to it on Teesha’s breasts. He couldn’t actually see the stroke as Mona delivered it when the column was between him and Teesha. He could tell from the sound and Teesha’s reactions that Mona had struck her breasts. Either at or close to the nipples. 


	Again, the switch was high and bounced a blistering hit squarely on Teesha’s sunburned breasts. The girl shook her head but didn’t make a sound. At least until she caught her breath. Then she let out a wailing plea of pain and to please stop. 


	Flavious was climbing out of the pool when Mona gave a sifting stroke to Valanna. There was that hollow sound again, like two full of liquid gourds being struck. This hit made Valanna cough and gasp as she fell to her knees. The rope slid with her this time so she didn’t nearly strangle herself. 


	A red welt formed. Crossing over the top of the other one at the juncture of her left nipple. The nipple itself looked swollen to nearly twice its normal size. 


	It was blood red and looked very well ready to pop. Mona was on her way to deliver another volley to Teesha’s bare shuddering breasts when Flavious ordered her to stop, “That’s enough, Mona!” 


	“Master, I…” 


	“I said that’s enough…” He walked over to where the two women were now down on their knees. Taking in deep breaths. 


	He lifted their blindfolds off. “I might have known it was you, Mona. I didn’t think Ariel had it in her to wail on us so…” Valanna glared at Mona. 


	“Shut up, all of you!” Flavious ordered. 


	“Master, Mona beat us too much. She hates blondes and it shows. Just look at our breasts? My left nipple is pounding, ready to pop!” 


	“Yes, master. Look at Valanna’s nipple. Look at my nipples and the awful one she landed on my clit…” Teesha whimpered. 


	“Shut up, now, the both of you. Whimpering about over your hurt nipples and clits. Be thankful I don’t give you something to really whimper about. Just because you’re right doesn’t mean you have to rub it in. Mona, you were pretty hard on them. I could tell you were hitting too hard by the sounds of it. So, take position three. Be quick about it.” 


	Mona winced and looked a bit sheepish. She took up the position with her chest out, back arched and her hands folded behind her neck. Her legs spread. Face the Sun, Mona.” Picking up the switch, Flavious ordered her to turn towards the hot Sun. She felt it on her breasts. 


	She turned holding her stance. Her large breasts swayed back and forth. Her bullet tipped nipples grew erect as he tweaked them. 


	“Well you two blonde sluts deserve some atonement from Mona. She was pelting you both harder than I’d intended. However, I won’t release you two from these yokes, just yet. Had I decided to do that, I would have allowed the two of you two hits to one. Let me see, that’s two hits on each of you times two makes four, again times the two of you make a total of eight. I will allow you to tell me where you wish me to place Mona’s strokes?” 


	“Oh, master, her breasts and nipples!” Valanna piped. “Master, that’s fine, but give’em to her in her cleft. Right on her bare clit. Bounce it off!” 


	“Okay, Mona these two have indicated breasts, nipples, clefts and clits. By my count that’s two for each. You’ll have to stand there, quite naked and bare while I apply these strokes. Can you do that?” 


	“I-I’m not sure, master. That switch hurts somethin’ awful…” 


	Flavious looks at it and nods. Already he is showing signs of excitement. His cock is twitching harder and harder, “Oh, you three, I am going through a lot of work here and I expect some satisfaction. Say a good cocksucking?” 


	“Yes, master, oh yes…” They all three agreed. Ariel looked on with fascination. Flavious looked at 


	her, “You too!” 


	She smiled prettily, “Yes, master.” She really liked to suck his cock. She did it very well. He felt the Sun on his body and knew that it must be even hotter to Mona. Her breasts juddered visibly. Taking careful aim, he brought the switch down with a swat. It made a sifting sound like water being struck. He’d caught both of her nipples and laced them with a red band of fire. He cocked his head to one side as he had felt a slight 


	vibration in his hand when it’d struck her hard nipples. “See the difference between the sound of my hitting her 


	breasts versus the sound I heard when Mona here hit yours. Look I’ll demonstrate. Now listed carefully…” 


	In the mean-time, Mona was shuddering and trying not to make a fuss. Her nipples hurt. In position, he struck again. This time harder and the hollow sound of gourds full of water being hit rung out. It was that unusual FLACK sound. 


	Valanna and Teesha both flinched as he hit Mona. 


	Mona swayed and reeled a bit. It was all she could do to keep from putting her hands over her breasts and dance merrily about. She held her lips closed. 


	Letting out a muted moan from behind her sealed lips. Her breasts juddered and quaked about from the blow and her slight motions. 


	Flavious looked at Mona for a moment. He then quickly turned his attention to the kneeling Valanna and Teesha. “There, hear the difference?” 


	Valanna and Teesha both nodded slowly. Teesha’s eyes were closed. Flavious saw that. “Here, I’ll do it again for you and I expect you to listen up. I’ll do it quicker this time. Ready Mona?” 


	Mona nodded with her eyes closed. “Oh, now Mona open your eyes. You embarrass me. You’d think I was killing you or something. Open up now, nice and wide. You are a Nubian, remember? From girlhood you have been brought up with breast torture as a part of your life… An for this little insult to me, I’ll add two more strokes. Just call them my strokes, okay?” 


	Mona nodded and whispered a faint, “Yes, master.” 


	“I didn’t hear you?” 


	“Yes, master!” 


	“That’s better. Now here we go again. First the right stroke…” 


	His wand struck as to force her erect nipples back inside of her swaying breasts. It was that sifting sound again of water being struck. Mona danced a quick two step. And gave a little hop which made her breasts flop up and down a little. Dark nipples began to glow red. From behind closed lips came the muted whimper. 


	He steadied his girl, “Now the other one…” 


	A hollow sounding FLACK returned. Bare breasts bounced several times and shook as she quietly sobbed. Tears began to trickle down her cheeks. She was silent like a statue. Other than some subtle squirming about, Mona kept her position. 


	“Now did you notice the difference?” 


	“Oh, yes master, yes…” Voiced Teesha. 


	“Most surely, master…” Echoed Valanna. 


	“Good. Remember that.” 


	The next four found a new territory. Her cleft and sex. The first one fell across her neither lips. It made a dull ‘WHIT’ sound. Leaving a red welt in its wake. Crossing the lips of her bare clam with a small but visible line. Mona’s legs collapsed a bit trying to come together. Her nostrils flared with a quick in and out of air. Not a peep came from her lips. She blinked three times. 


	“Good thing you didn’t close your legs, Mona. It’d have earned you a flogging. 


	Firm stance, girl. That’s it.” 


	The next one was like the first only in the other direction. A real snapper that curled itself along the curve of her Mons and across the expanse of her bare lips. Again the ‘WHIT’ sound only this time Ariel could hear the limb slice the air before it hit. 


	Valanna looked at Mona in amazement. How could she take such a slicing and not react any more than she was? This girl was really strong. 


	Flavious admired her reaction of just a quick back and forth of her legs. Her ankles still in place and not a foot came together. Eyes forward but blinking several times. Her clenched mouth pursed for a moment and looked as if she would blast a howl. 


	He looked over at Valanna. When he did, Mona gave a quick shake of her head. He looked back and she had eyes front. Her breasts swayed gently with hard nipples probing the air. 


	Flavious motioned for Ariel to come to him. She did that. Dripping wet she stood with hard nipples. Pool water beading and running down the lovely curves of her nudity. 


	“Ariel lay down on the grass under Mona.” 


	She did. 


	“Now, use your fingers to spread Mona’s lips as wide apart as you can.” 


	She did using both hands. “Okay, keep your wrists and the rest of your fingers as far away from her clit as possible. Along with her lips of course.” 


	Ariel nodded that she understood. 


	“Don’t let go! If you do, you’ll get some of this switch like Mona here, understand?” 


	She nodded that she understood and replied, “Yes, master.” 


	This next stroke was a classic. Even Flavious felt that he’d out-done himself. 


	In a remarkably accurate stroke he pelted Mona’s clitoris with the evil switch. 


	The sound this stroke made was different. A woody sound like a small stick hitting a strip of beef or lamb. It was a sticky wet sound. Mona staggered somewhat. Flavious really thought she would loose it on this one. She blinked once. Then twice. He noticed that she didn’t seem to be breathing. Her breasts did a very subtle little bounce. What caused this was her heart beating. He felt her pulse and it matched the slight movement of her breasts. 


	Her body jerked a little once; then twice. He did see her shake her head rapidly about three or four times. Her lips parted showing her white clenched teeth. 


	Ariel felt her quivering more than saw it. It was a rapid motion unseen by the eye. She was looking right up Mona’s sex and saw a formation of white cream begin to ooze out from her vagina. Some of it dribbled down onto her face. Mona had an orgasm. Flavious saw her chest rise as she took in a breath. She let it out with a flair of her nostrils. Making a slight guttural sound deep in her throat. 


	The tide inside of her was leveling off. He could see her muscles relax a bit. 


	This was a real test of control for Mona. 


	It was time for his two. He’d save the best one for last. In a couple of rapid strokes, he raised two nasty welts across her ass. They were normal sounding switch noises. Hissing in the air and slapping on the skin. A quick bounce or two of her breasts and it was over. 


	Flavious realized that it would be this last one that would likely send Mona over the edge. He leaned over to her and whispered in her ear, “I’ll make a deal with you my girl. As I’m about to deliver you another one, your last, to your clit. I’ll give you permission to demonstrate to these girls and all, that you are human and release your emotions fully and orgasmic. This will cost you a nettling and two hours on the bar, bare, in my bedroom. If you decline this offer, you must stand and demonstrate to these women what you boast so heavily about. Your superior strength as a Nubian female. The choice is yours. I’ll give you one minute to decide.” 


	Mona thought about it. She really hated to be punished bare on the bar. Bare in Flavious’ time meant that she would have to sit totally nude and unbound on a finger thin piece of shinny metal. 


	The bar was a free form made of shinny round steel about half an inch thick. 


	When a girl was placed bare on it, she was totally nude and not bound. She had to sit on it of her own discipline. Holding her arms and legs spread. Making her sex thrust intimately on the metal. It was awful. No girl was ever able to stand more than a couple of hours, tops. “Time’s up, my girl. What will it be?” 


	“I’ll sit bare on it for you master and take a nettling as you wish…” 


	“You are wise, Mona, I really don’t think you could have handled it. And you know what would happen if you didn’t?” 


	“I’d have to take more of them until I did, master?” 


	He nods. “Are you ready, girl?” 


	She nods. No one witnessing this stroke could have imagined the display of actions, reactions, emotions and vindications that Mona could possibly have delivered. A veritable show in itself. 


	Ariel saw the switch fairly bounce off Mona’s swollen clit. She scrambled away to keep Mona from kicking her. Valanna thought that if master Flavious had raked a hot coal across Mona’s clit, she would not have reacted any different. 


	Teesha looked in awe. It was almost humorous to watch. Right after master Flavious had landed the stroke with its wet-wood-on-meat sound. Mona just put her hands down from behind her head. Took her fingers and put them on her clit to see if there was any blood. There wasn’t. Putting her hands on her hips she peed a steady stream of yellow. Was this all? The three girls began to wonder. 


	Flavious stepped out of the way. He dove into the pool. Mona looked at the three women. They all saw her eyes cloud up and weep. She took in a tremendous breath of air and on the exhale, let go with the loudest most bloodcurdling scream anyone on the island had ever heard. 


	Even the cows on the sides of the hills stopped grazing and looked toward the pool. Workers at the docks, stopped and looked towards the villa. In the arena where training was going on, everyone stopped to listen. Field girls stopped hoeing and raking. Slaves at the mill stopped turning. Cook and her help stopped preparing food for a moment. Carlos listened as he was applying the lash to an unruly kitchen girl. 


	Ariel covered her ears. Valanna and Teesha just winced as they couldn’t cover their ears. ” “AAAIIIEEEAAAHHHRRRGGGEEEOOOWWWAAAHHHOOOAAAIIIEEE-A!” 


	Flavious had ducked underwater. Even there he could hear her loud scream. 


	Regaining her breath, she began to dance about holding her delicate sex and speaking incoherently. She spoke in her native Nubian tongue. Rolling her eyes and babbling on and on. 


	In a simple move, she dropped down to the grass on her ass and scooted like a bitch in heat. Standing up she went over to each of the girls and spoke Nubian in slow words asking questions. Making comments. Singing some short verse songs. 


	Spreading her lips to show them her beaten clit. Her next set of maneuvers took her to Ariel where she got down onto her knees in front of the girl. Spreading her legs she peed again. In Nubian, she asked for forgiveness of Ariel. Who patted her shoulders and smiled. 


	Ariel looked at master Flavious. She shrugged her shoulders in a sort of ‘I don’t know what to do’ look. 


	He smiled at her and motioned for her to jump in. She did. Mona stood up. She began to walk about with her hands in the air. As if beseeching an unseen spirit. 


	A few words began to spout from her lips now and then that they could be understood. However, for the most part she was still speaking Nubian. 


	Going over to the pool. She knelt down and cupping water in one hand and spreading the lips of her sex with the other, she tried to cool off her unbelievably swollen clitoris. 


	It was a really futile effort. So she dove in and paddled about. Getting out of the pool, she shook herself like a dog would do when it gets wet. Her breasts bounced and quivered this way and that. Mona then began to act more normal and walked about taking deep breaths. Voicing a few select words. It was this last reaction that made the two blondes get scared enough to make each of them pee. 


	Flavious smiled as he knew she was saving the best of her reactions for last. 


	Calmly she walked over to Valanna and squatted down. Raking her tongue over and around her mouth. She patted a place indicating Teesha to scoot over on her knees and set beside Valanna. 


	When the two girls were close enough she smiled at them. Squatting and peeing all the while she smiled. The two blondes squirmed uneasily. Using her thumbs and index fingers, she grabbed a nipple of each of the two blondes and gave them a playful kind of tug. Then a little bit harder tug as she steadied her balance. 


	Mona looked to one side, still holding onto one nipple from each blonde. 


	She cleared her throat. Licked her lips and looked back at them giving them another big full mouth, white tooth smile… She then said in very clear loud words, “THAT REALLY FUCKING HURT! YOU TWO BLONDE WHOREING SLUTS!” 


	The two blondes just sat quietly. Blinking their eyes. In short, Mona paid for her indulgence with ten wicked strokes from the switch. As it worked out, she got four across her breasts. Two at the juncture of her sex. Two across her ass. 


	And the ‘two’ on her clitoris. It was a good thing she was a strong girl. These were real knee bucklers. 


	The four of them sucked their master’s cock in the late afternoon by the pool. 


	Some with sore breasts and one with a very sore clit. 


	Ashbod 


	Flavious was on his way to his bed-chamber for the evening with Mona in tow. 


	He’d fastened a collar onto her and was leading her by a leash. As he entered, Lustina was dramatically disposed on the bar. She was nude, but bound. Her arms had been spread above her head to a special trapeze bar. Her legs are equally drawn spread to each side with cuffs and chains. 


	Made to ride the bar for two punishing hours as an attitude adjustment. Her brazen exposure revealed her small bare cleft resting fully on the bar’s shinny, finger thick length. Flavious enjoyed playing with this big breasted slave girl. 


	Sometimes, though, she’d get to smart ass for her own good. The bar would make her ‘think’ for a while. 


	Sitting with her back to him as he entered, she shuddered visibly with another orgasm. In her position, an orgasm mean her clit would become more sensitive to her pressing body weight. He could see her large breasts bulging on either side of the rippling muscles of her defined back. They swayed noticeably as she pulled and tugged at her bonds. Mona didn’t mind this little white cunt. 


	Brunettes and brownettes with dark suntans could almost pass as light skinned Nubians. Except when they had light colored, blue or green eyes. Sometimes, their nipples would tan as dark as their skin. Another trait of white women. It was blondes that Mona really didn’t like. “Lustina, your time is almost up. I’ll let you down. Mona here will take your place. You will remain here to observe Mona. She is to endure the bar, bare. Do you understand?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“The next time you smart mouth me, girl, you’ll find yourself roasting on this thing in the hot afternoon Sun. And, you’ll get a wet thong whipping across those large breasts of yours, which you seem quite proud of.” 


	“O-O-Oh, m-m-master…” 


	“Another orgasm?” 


	“Ummm…” 


	“The idea of roasting on this and a wet thong whipping makes you hot does it?” 


	“Oh – Oh – OH! Master! AH! AH! I-I-I’m not sure, I- Oh, please, master, sir, I-I-I can’t think right now…” 


	Flavious nodded to Mona to get him his single thong whip. Her head bobbed in obedience. She returned in a moment. Handing it too her master. Lustina quivered. Gasping she tried to quickly recover from her last orgasm. 


	Master Flavious loosened the whip. Sending it on a journey to coil itself about her undulating breasts. It found the two nipples hard, inviting and ready. What Flavious’ slave girls hated the most about his single thong whip was its ability to cling to sweaty or oily skin. 


	At times it seemed like it didn’t want to let go. This was one of those times. 


	Flavious gave a quick little jerk on the whip, but it stayed across her breasts. 


	Hiding her nipples behind a one inch wide single strip of leather. Its coarse side chaffing the tips of her suntan nipples. 


	A second yank pulled it free. Her large breasts really swayed back and forth with this action. Lustina tossed her head back took in a breath which made her breasts heave and let out a muted sigh, “A-A-AAA-AH!” 


	All the while she vocalized her pain, her wrists and ankles pulled against their bondage. 


	More strokes produced a similar set of actions on the girl’s part. Struggles, gasps, yanks and pulls, swaying breasts and throbbing orgasms. Mona winced each time the whip slithered across Lustina’s firm mounds. In its path there always seemed to be a red zebra like stripe to serve as a reminded of the whip’s power. 


	Lustina sweated and protested each stroke. She’d received twenty in all. Each one leading her to another orgasm. Judging from her gasps and moans, it was safe to conclude that she had at least twenty orgasms. 


	Master Flavious’ definition of bare means that a slave must endure whatever caprice had been dealt to her without being bound or wearing anything at all, period. For Mona, this would mean setting for two hours on the bar unbound and totally naked. 


	“Lustina you will count Mona’s orgasms using the stones and the red and white vessels. For each one she has, you will put a red stone from the red vessel into the white vessel. Understand?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“I want you both to listen to this carefully. You will observe that she maintains her arms either outstretched or behind her head. She is not to touch the bar, her breasts or anywhere else. Only her sex is to make full contact with the bar. She may have her legs and feet outstretched or dangle free without touching anything else especially the floor. It is permissible for her to wiggle her toes. If she should violate these orders you are to come and get me or call me. I will be watching you both from time to time so don’t try to keep anything from me, either of you! Do you both understand?” 


	“Perfectly, master…” Mona nodded closing her eyes at the same time. “Yes, I do, master.” Lustina gave another quick nod. 


	“Very well. Failure on either of your parts will mean a wet thong whipping and more time on the bar for each of you. With some of it being together. Now, I will use this lamp as the gage of time. Enough oil has been put in it to allow for the amount of time you will spend on the bar, Mona. When it has burned out, I will remove you. You will set on it, bare as agreed. I will allow you the mercy of orgasms without having to ask for my permission. As I mentioned earlier you are not allowed to touch yourself other than behind your head or neck. Do not cross your ankles or touch anything with your feet. At first, I expect you to set with both your arms and legs outstretched as if you were bound. To allow you to get settled in. I will attach the Ampalla stones to your nipples at some point to see if your nipples are as strong as you claim. A test of your Nubian pride, so to speak. To remind you again, do not touch your nipples. They are allowed to be touched only by air, myself, a whip, the Ampalla stones, or a switch. Anything violation of my orders and we start over adding a half hour to your time. Lustina, clean up after yourself. The bar needs to be shinny and bright. Not covered with your female juices.” 


	Lustina cleaned up her mess. Flavious and Lustina then helped Mona onto the bar. 


	Flavious parted the lips of her sex, exposing her already swollen clit. Stepping on the foot stool Mona oh so gingerly lifted her leg up and over to straddle the bar. Lowering herself to softly position the hooded head of her clit against the shinny metal. Flavious let go of her neither lips which settled on either side of the bar. 


	He then nodded to her to lift her feet off the stool so that he could remove it. 


	She did and extended herself to an outstretched position. It looked like the one he’d seen Lustina bound in earlier, only Mona was not bound. 


	To any of the girls Flavious had placed on this thing, the first few minutes were not that uncomfortable. In fact it seemed to be quite tolerable indeed. 


	When a girl sat on it for the first time her immediate reaction was, “Why all the fuss?” 


	Lustina went an got the stones to count Mona’s orgasms. Flavious lit the lamp which burned a steady bluish red flame. Everyone was getting into the next couple of hours. Flavious looked over to see Mona in her unbound spread eagle. 


	Her sex resting on the shinny bar. She had her back to him and he could see the gentle sway of her breasts. As she adjusted herself he saw a ridged nipple pop into view as she twisted a bit this way or that. He went around to view the front of his ebony slave girl perched all bare on the bar. It was plain to see that she was beginning to settle in. 


	Her wrists moved a bit and her fists opened and closed slightly. Toes that wiggled independently of the slow rotation of her ankles pointed with a yearning hunger for the floor. With her eyes closed, she strained to hold her position. 


	Time told him that the hurt part was near. She began to take in a breath and hold it. Causing her breasts to heave and shudder. She forgot for a few moments the rule about not touching the bar or her breasts. Using her right hand she made a quick adjustment of her sex on the bar. Just as quickly she put her arm back out and then brought them both behind her head. Her legs dangled now to each side. The two large toes on her left foot gripped the lower brace of the device just a second or two then fell back to a dangle. 


	Violation! Flavious was ready to forgive the quick adjustment as may have been all she needed to continue for the two hours. The toes on the brace; no slack. 


	Taking a switch out of the closet. He whisked it in the air. WHIT once, WHIT 


	twice. “Arms and legs back out Mona. Quickly! Your feet are just too busy and you must be reminded…” 


	“But, master, I-I...” 


	“No buts…” 


	The salute was three quick strokes to her nipples. Square on target. An unbelievable score. “OW! AAA! A-AH!” Followed by swaying breasts, swelling nipples and heaving chests. “Please, master…” 


	“You will maintain your position until I give you permission to relax. This or I will add another half hour to your time?” 


	“I’ll hold it like this, master… Oh, my nipples…” 


	“On my nipples, you say?” 


	“No, ma-master…” 


	Again he directed the wand to fall three times scoring direct hits on the hard buds. He could feel their vibration up the handle of the switch. Mona’s breasts bounced up and down. “O-O-OW! OH! AAA!” She rocked and twisted on the bar. Not doing her sex much good. 


	“I think she’s ready for the stones, don’t you, Lustina?” 


	“Master.” She really didn’t think so. “Yes, Lustina go and get me the Ampalla stones and the leather loops…” 


	It took only a few moments to fit them in place. Due to the erect condition of her nipples. Her breasts sagged a bit under the added weight of the stones. As they dangled their weight made her breasts sway independently of each other. 


	Instead of a more uniform direction as before. The nipples bent over slightly with the steady pulling of the Ampallas. These Ampalla stones were polished river stones about the size of a woman’s fist. Wrapped in stretched gazelle hide with a looped string of leopard pizzel which fitted over the woman’s erect nipple and gripped tight. 


	In the tribes of Nubia, traditionally these stones were the size of the woman’s fist who would wear them as punishment. In tribal marriages the husband would receive a pair of these as part of his bride’s dowry. About an hour had passed while Mona simmered through more than a dozen orgasms. Each time she had one, Flavious could hear a tinkle as Lustina dropped another stone into the vase. 


	Lustina told Flavious that Mona had brought her hands down to her nipples and quickly remembering her orders moved them behind her head. I was a good thing she’d told her master, as Flavious saw Mona commit the forbidden action. As promised, had Lustina let it slide, it would be her nipples paying the fiddler. 


	Master Flavious had promised her a wet thong whipping on her breasts had she failed in her duty. 


	While Flavious directed Lustina to strum Mona’s nipples with the switch, Carlos knocked for an audience. As he entered he looked to see an unbound Mona with her wrists crossed behind her neck, her ankles spread wide and Lustina drubbing her nipples with an inch wide switch. This was most definitely not to Mona’s liking. 


	Her entire body jerked and shuddered each time Lustina brought the lath down across her hard nipples. Nipples which from the looks of them, were by far too red and swollen to be anything but hurting. 


	Mona’s shuddering jerks weren’t doing her bare cleft any good. It was difficult to determine whither the switch falling across her nipples or the hard bar against her clitoris had made her twitch the most. More than likely it’d been both of these actions. 


	“What is it, Carlos?” 


	“The Galley arrived today as you know sir. I’ve taken care of the new arrivals as usually. Remember the two new girls, Gretchen and Felina?” 


	“What about them?” 


	“I caught them at it, master.” 


	“At it?” 


	“Yes, sir. Right in front of the rest of the girls, Felina had Gretchen on her knees holding the girl’s head making her gam her right there and then! The little blonde slut had her arms around gripping Felina’s thighs. Sliding her tongue in and out of Felina’s bare sex.” 


	“Where are they now?” 


	“Just outside the door. Pitus is watching them. I put them on struts and spreaders. Oh, I brought you another of the new blondes. I think Gretchen had been doing a Gam on her as well. She’d looked quite satisfied, master.” 


	A small ruckus occurred as the three were ushered in. Lustina had stopped her switching at Flavious’order. Mona had hit another orgasm. Mona was sweating noticeably. Lustina looked at the three being brought in. Felina and her arrived the week before. She smiled at her. Felina smiled back. 


	Gretchen bowed her head to the floor. Her honey brown skin glistened with a sheen of sweat. She had three red welts across her back at odd angles to each other. No broken skin. Flavious looked at the other blonde new arrival, “What is your name, girl?” 


	“Ashbod.” 


	Carlos snaked his thong across her back. Leaving a red welt in its wake. She twisted a bit and choked out a hissing gasp. Looking back over her shoulder with an angry look. “Call him master, girl!” 


	The girl coughed and snorted at him. Carlos raised his whip to strike again. She cringed. Flavious stopped him. “It’s okay, Carlos, thanks.” 


	Ashbod was a rangy dirt blonde with a few wrinkles. Her mouth was large and her eyes a deep blue. It was obvious she carried a few years over the other two. 


	Like most blondes her skin was a deep brownish-bronze color. This seemed to favor certain blonde haired white women. Especially those who had spent a number of their years naked and exposed to the hot Sun. 


	Her breasts sagged somewhat. Probably due to her years of constant nudity. 


	Sporting finger long nipples, they seemed to be flautist and hanging a bit more than he liked. She also was sporting several thin red lines from some kind of whipping. These were all over her except from her neck up and her ankles down. 


	“She’s not as young as these two, Carlos.” 


	“No, master. She’s a come along with the last batch. It seems her former master grew tired of her. She’d made a few attempts at escape. If you’ll notice…” 


	“He had me wisped he did! Sunned me first for ten hours. The old bastard! Then he put me on the pile and had those two black holes stone pop me…” 


	“What’s she talking about?” 


	Carlos shrugged his shoulders, “I don’t know, master? She’s been babbling on about the wisp and being sunned and the pile thing, really I can’t figure it out. I think she’s touched, sir.’ 


	“Did we pay for this?” 


	“Oh, no sir. Hestus tossed her in with the lot. Totally free of charge. We got the twenty six you ordered and this one as a bonus, so to speak.” 


	“If I’d have thought I’d paid for this one, believe me some heads would roll! 


	She’s completely gone as far as I’m concerned…” 


	“Master?” Lustina spoke respectfully. 


	“Lustina, did Mona fail again?” 


	“No, master. Mona’s fine. I know what she is saying. This one called Ashbod.” 


	“You do? Then let me in on it, after all I just own her and you too!” Flavious was getting a bit angry. 


	“Master, sorry, sir…” 


	“Okay, enough with the displacements, tell me.” 


	“I remember her from my first auction three years ago. She’s really quite attractive as I remember. It’s obvious to me that she’s had some abuse.” 


	“Lustina, let me coax you along a bit. If you don’t get to a point, you might find yourself back on that bar after I’ve given you a sound whipping with the thong. Do you get my point?” 


	“Yes, master, I was coming to it.” 


	“Good. I’d like that and I’m sure Carlos would too. Wouldn’t you Carlos?” 


	He nods, “Yes master!” 


	Lustina got the hint, “Well, we were both sold to a hidesman and his wife. It turns out the couple had lost a couple of slaves to the Grud. With no more disease about he purchased us. His wife liked me as she had a fondness for large breasted slave girls. He took Ashbod out to put her to work processing the hides. Ashbod was a lot prettier then. On the way to the drying racks, he forced her over a barrel and took her from behind. Still randy he finished fucking her in the ass.” 


	“Is wisping a new term for fucking, Lustina?” 


	“No, sir.” 


	“Good. I was beginning to wonder…” 


	“Well, sir, if I may…” 


	“Oh, believe me, you may?” He looked at Carlos and made a ‘she’s digging herself a hole’ sign. 


	Carlos smiled a bit. He nodded. 


	“Anyway, he fucked her good. Afterwards he left her with a black female overseer whose name was Biskette…” 


	Flavious sat down and leaned his head over resting his arm on a nearby bench. He started to nod. 


	“She really abused Ashbod a lot, didn’t she honey?” 


	Ashbod looked at Lustina and nodded slowly. Even she was bewildered by her story. 


	Flavious looked at Carlos, “You know Carlos, I’ll just bet Biskette abused Ashbod here a lot. Wouldn’t you say so Ashbod?” Ashbod now looked at her master. 


	She nodded even slower. Giving him a look like it wasn’t her fault this girl’s so stupid. He smiled back with an understanding smile. 


	“So, master. That’s it.” 


	“That’s it… Carlos, that’s it… Gee, I wonder what those red streaks are for?” 


	“Oh, master, those are the marks from where she’s been wisped!” 


	“Carlos we’re back to wisped again.” Flavious was obviously beside himself with anger. It was late and he was getting tired and really wanted to get on with it. 


	“Master, shall I give her a thonging tonight?” 


	“No, Carlos, tomorrow on the verandah will do. In fact, we’ll let her have a while to think on the bar. Then with a bit of Sun to roast her thoughts, she can endure the thong then. Besides, it’ll give Mona something to do while she recovers.” 


	Carlos nodded. 


	“Oh, I just have to ask this one of Ashbod. Girl, what is a wisping? Being Sunned? Put on the pile and stone popped by black holes? Go ahead and tell me, I promise I won’t flinch. Just be brief and give me the facts. Believe me, it’ll go much easier on you.” 


	“Master. Well the story this one told is true…” 


	“Ashbod, I know it is. Just answer what I asked for, okay?” 


	“Master, a wisping is a wrapping form of whipping with a whip that the other slaves called a ‘will-o-th-wisp’.” 


	Flavious started to ask what a ‘will-o-th-wisp’ was, but Lustina just kept right on talking. He raised his 


	left hand as if to say, ‘oh, that’s okay, don’t let me interrupt you.’ 


	“Biskette,” Lustina was on a roll now, “said that it came from Africa that’s all that I know. It consists of a handle about a foot long. Fitted with three incredibly supple wire thin thongs. More like switches covered with a coating of rubber or some such thing. Biskette likes to use this thing on a slave girl who’s been ‘Sunned’ for a while. Usually about ten hours or so. The slave is usually bound spread eagle or in other various ways. Getting sunburned all over and everywhere. In the late afternoon or early evening, around a camp-fire or bon-fire, the slave then gets spread and ready for the wisp. They are totally naked for this whipping. Whither she is use to being naked or not. Biskette gets a couple of strums or whoever is handy, to give the wisping. They must do the whipping naked, too. This `will-o-th-wisp is awful. It wraps and coils about a girl’s sensitive skin. Leaving red streaks and welts that sometimes take weeks to heal. I remember the thing coiling about my nipples, which are quite large, master…” Ashbod smiles looking down at her finger length red lengths dancing about as she shuffles her weight in her kneeling position. 


	At the word ‘strums’ Flavious started to ask a question. Obviously to ask what a strum was, but then 


	what did that matter. Why interrupt a slave girl on a roll? He decided to let her continue and if that term didn’t 


	slip too far into obscurity, why then he’d ask anew. 


	“They’d send that thing in a scorching swipe across my bare breasts. Allowing it to coil around and yank on my nipples. It hurt something awful, master… 


	Besides I was real sunburned and she let her two black hole whelps really flay away on me…” 


	Flavious held up his hand in an immediate halt, “Black hole whelps? I gotta hear about these!” He 


	murmured. 


	“Yes, Biskette’s two waif slim daughters. Twins actually. A couple of up to no good sixteen year olds with the largest black ass holes you’d ever want to see, master!” 


	Flavious slaps his leg, “THAT’S IT! Ass holes! Black holes! I knew it must have had something to do with the anus! Ever hear that one before, Carlos? Waif slim daughters with large black ass holes…” 


	Carlos stirred and made a subtle snore of a snort. Was he dozing a bit? Smiling a large smile, “No, master, for sure. Never heard of black holes. Makes sense though, ass holes, black holes…” 


	“Me either. Go on…” 


	“Well, they slithered those things…” 


	“Wait, let me interrupt here and I’ll let you go on, you’re telling a good story. How do you know they had large ass holes?” 


	“Oh, master, it was easy. You could see them between their cheeks. They were born with round, but well spaced asses. Peeking out between the cheeks, so to speak, sir, were their large black puckered bungs. I was told they’d spent the year before as butt slaves for a Persian prince. Riding on pegs that were at least two inches wide. I never saw that, to be sure…” 


	“Too be sure, go on…” Flavious smiled at Carlos. He smiled back and gave his head a slight cock to one side. Waiving his hand rapidly, “Go on. Oh, did you come?” 


	“Oh, master, I-I-I’m not sure I can answer…” 


	“Yes you can girl, unless you want me to start whipping you right now to see..?” 


	“Oh, master, I came and came, sir. Yes, I am a slut to the whip, sir.” Ashbod gave a slight blush as she lowered her deep blue eyes. 


	“How many times?” 


	“Oh, master, I lost count, really…” 


	“I believe you.” 


	“It was then that Biskette ordered me taken to her hut for the night. I was bound spread eagle to her sleeping mat. You know, sir, she didn’t Gam me at all!” Flavious raised his brows at this comment. 


	“But she rubbed her sex into mine almost all night. Literally fucked me in the same motions that a man would do. I have to admit that I came when she did this…” 


	Flavious looked at Carlos. Shaking his head in complete amazement, “Is there more?” 


	“A little, master.” 


	“There’s more, Carlos, how could I have guessed? Okay, proceed.” 


	“Biskette didn’t like blondes that was pretty obvious. The next day she took me out to the stone pile…” 


	Flavious mouthed but didn’t say anything the words, ‘stone pile.’ He nodded. 


	“Yes, the stone pile. Oh, Carlos, what could ever be the stone pile?” 


	“A pile of stones, master?” 


	“Carlos, don’t press your luck, okay?” 


	“Now, Ashbod, in your definition just what is an stone pile?” 


	“By the racks where the hides are dried there is a large pile of round heavy stones. Mostly white in color. I know they get awfully hot when they’ve been in the Sun for a while. At any rate she tossed me down onto the pile and motioned for her two whelps to come over and maw over my tits. Using the stones, they rolled them this way and that over my titties…” 


	“Were you bound?” 


	“Oh, yes. Staked out naked, spread eagle, facing the burning Sun. It hurt a lot because I was already so damned sunburned.” 


	“It sounds like you were quite raw…” 


	“Oh, master, yes I was raw naked. I mean there was nothing between my skin and the blistering Sun but air…” 


	“Air. Okay. I understand you were totally naked… Then..?” 


	“Biskette did tell her girls to go get the heme oil and cover me with it. She really didn’t want me baked to a crisp. The girl’s actually covered themselves with the oil then rolled around on me using their nude bodies to rub the oil into me with…” 


	“You must have drank it in, really…” 


	“Oh, no master, they rubbed it all over me. Using their breasts, nipples, arms, hands, legs, thighs, asses, backs, sex, any part of their bodies that they could rub me with…” 


	Flavious looked at Carlos, then back at Ashbod. He had a look of ‘did something just slip by me or what’ on his face? “Don’t tell me, Ashbod, you didn’t drink it in, did you?” 


	“When they put the oil on me, they really fondled me hard. Squeezing my breasts, all my muscles, my sex, my belly, and thighs.” 


	“It sounds like they kneaded you good.” 


	“That’s right, my knees too! How’d you know? Oh, they really wanted me…” 


	“Just a lucky guess…” Flavious wrinkled up his nose. 


	“I wasn’t a guest, master. They worked me over…” 


	“Right.” 


	“No mostly all over, you know my breasts, sex, th…” 


	“Ashbud?” 


	“Hum, master?” 


	“Finish please.” 


	“Yes, master. Anyway, as I was saying, they rolled some heavy stones over my breasts and belly. They made my tits hurt a lot! Biskette got mad because she’d ordered her two pucker bungs to give me a popping…’ 


	“Pucker bungs and a popping? Here it finally comes Carlos…” 


	“They turned me over and re-tied me so that my tits had been bound resting on two heavy stones. Pressing my chest into them, they took out two sticks with a couple of stones fixed into tips. Remarkably supple, they’d bring those stones down against my little pink ass hole until it became black and blue. I howled and wailed. They said I sounded like a fornicating female dog in heat…” 


	“A real fucking bitch in heat!” 


	“I guess you could say that too.” 


	“You know something Carlos?” 


	“No, sir.” 


	“I could have this one go around to the guests. Telling her story. Just for laughs, what do you think?” 


	“Hum, master… You may have something here…” 


	“I know we’ll call her a female stand-up comic!” 


	“Master… I know my tits are kind of saggy. But I plan to work on building them back up! One other thing, master?” 


	“What Ashbod? Don’t spare me any details, please.” 


	“Will I be whipped a lot?” 


	“Why?” 


	“Oh, just because…” 


	“Ashbod! Just because what?” 


	“I’m a blonde slave slut who likes to cum under the whip. Master, would you like to see me cum under the whip?” 


	“Sure why not?” 


	“I can’t think of any reasons why not, sir…” Ashbod replied. 


	Flavious looked at her, puzzled. “Carlos, lets accommodate this little bitch. 


	Spread her wide over there. Open her up so that we can give her a good whipping. 


	Lustina get me the thong and a jar of water, make it salt water…” 


	“Yes, master.” Lustina hurried off. 


	Mona gave off another orgasmic sigh. The lamp had almost burned out. Mona sagged a bit on the bar. Her legs dangled down on each side. Occasionally a foot and some toes would wiggle and flex. Ashbod had been fixed in place. Standing, she painted a classical picture of an all over suntan blonde, naked and spread eagle. Her head turned so that she could look back over her shoulder. Waiting for her master’s first lash. 


	Flavious walked up to her and began to fondle her breasts and nipples. Taking the finger length buds between his thumbs and fore-fingers, he pulled and turned them slightly. Ashbod whimpered and pulled slightly at her bonds. 


	Lustina brought him the thong which had been placed in the container of salt water to soak, “Master, as ordered, sir. Mona’s time is completed, sir, the lamp has just flickered out. Still holding onto Ashbod’s nipples, he looked at Lustina, “Good. I’ll be there in a moment.” 


	“Ashbod, when I get back I’d like to fuck your fine ass.” 


	“Oh, sir, yes… Wouldn’t you like to whip me first?” 


	“Blossom Before All” 


	Master Flavious took care to help his Mona down off the hated bar. She’d served her time well. It was a new record. Two hours totally bare on the bar. 


	“You may stretch yourself and rub your nipples and sex, of course. Oh, and Mona, I am proud of you…” 


	“Thank you, master, I am glad you’re pleased. Oh, master?” 


	“What is it Mona?” 


	“Master, may I ask a favor?” 


	“I suggest you not press your luck with favors. Or you might find yourself back on for another added 


	hour on that bar…” 


	“May I whip the blonde for you, master?” 


	“I might have known… I was about to wet thong her…” 


	“Master, I can wet thong her for you so she is ready for a fucking… That is if she gets as hot under the whip as she claims…” Mona smiled with a glint in her eye. 


	“Hum. It may prove interesting to watch you apply the wet thong to her. 


	Remember, I don’t want her cut or sliced up like raw meat! Or as well as a continued bare ride on the bar, you’ll get a bare wet thonging too! Understand? 


	I don’t think any girl of mine has ever taken a wet thonging, while bare on the bar… It might be interesting to see… If anyone can take one you can… 


	First, though, I will deliver you one stroke as you stand thus bare. Spread your arms and legs. Back to me. Good. Ready..?” 


	Mona nods. Flavious takes the handle of the thong and with a side arm stroke coils the wet thing around the Nubian slut’s breasts. It’s end found the middle of her back. The shinny thong impacting against her skin made a wet Sounding THWICK. 


	Mona twists and tosses her head back. Still holding her unbound spread eagle posture. She made no sound other than a short hiss of air she took in between her clenched teeth. The wet thing just seemed to clung to her nudity. With such awful persistence that made her shake her head several times. Flavious jerked on it a couple of times. Her breasts jiggled and shuddered as the wet leather works itself loose. In its wake, a red line appears. A single welted reminder of the wisdom of the lash. Painting itself across the Nubian’s erect nipples and scoring her well toned back. 


	“See. That’s how I want you to wet thong this sunbaked blonde. Let it soak in a bit. If you get in a hurry, you’ll cut her then I will punish you harshly…” 


	“Y-yes, master.” said Mona. Still a bit shaky after her single encounter with the wet thong. Master Flavious handed the handle of the thong to Mona. She dipped the thong into the jar of water. Taking it out slowly. Shook a bit of the water out of it. With a casual flick of her wrist the whip started a rearward arc. 


	Taking a good comfortable stance. The black beauty let the shinny wet strip slither easily across the blonde’s sunburned nipples. A subtle whirring sound preceded the wet slap of the leather against the blonde’s bare breasts. Ashbod jerked a bit. Tossing her head back she gasped a raspy sounding, “AAA!” 


	This stroke left a mark. Where it contacted her, a white line formed under the lash. Mona used careful tugs to get the whip to release the girl’s skin. When it finally fell away a dark red line had formed under the whip. 


	Ashbod shook her head. She began to sweat. Mona took careful aim. This stroke found the cleft of 


	her sex. Scoring a welt across her neither lips. Ashbod reared up in her bondage. Shaking her head a few 


	times. Again letting out a raspy gasp, “AAA!” 


	The whip fell away. A white line turned to a red one. Mona knew just how to whip a sunburned girl without damaging her skin. Another stroke snaked across juttering bare breasts. Indenting its path with fire. The wet thong bit her dark swollen nipples. Ashbod twisted and begged in a breathy tone of voice, “AAA! OH! 


	NO, PLEASE! STOP! A-AH! AAA! BY THE GODS, NOT ON MY NIPPLES... PLEASE! NO!” 


	While she begged, Ashbod twisted and writhed. The whip clung firmly to her nipples. The awful thong seemed to have a mind of its own. 


	Mona dealt another sifting slice to Ashbod’s bare nipped breasts. Again it clung to her almost raw tips. 


	Ashbod’s protests became hoarse cries. The ropes holding her openly spread eagle between the two columns in 


	Flavious’ bedroom creaked. She twisted this way and that to try to shake the clinging whip from her welted breasts. Finally it mercifully slipped away. 


	“Master, may I wet the thong again? It seems to be getting a bit dry.” 


	“Yes. Soak it for a few moments. Then give the little slut a well up stroke, understand?” 


	Mona smiled. Her white teeth looked large and straight in contrast to her dark skin. The well up stroke made Ashbod dance in her bondage. Hissing and howling all the while. 


	She thought to herself, ‘If only she could close her legs and rub her breasts… 


	To be denied this simple 


	pleasure. Her nipples screamed and her clit throbbed.’ 


	Flavious admired the picture the blonde presented to him. Standing as if she wanted nothing more than to be wet thonged. Her arms drawn outward and her legs spread wide, exposing her openly to the thong. Mona gave her another well up stroke. It split her lips of her sex and seemed to attach itself to her clit. 


	Sucking it nearly raw. 


	Flavious swore she pulled herself off the floor. The whip had buried itself so deeply into her cleft. Ironically, it looked like she had a tail. 


	Ashbod choked and coughed a bit, gasping, “OH! N-NA-AAA!” Her body shuddered, “S-S-STOP! PLEASE, OH MY SEX, OH MY S-S-SEE-EX! OOO-OH! AAA! OW-W! O-O-O-OOHH!” 


	Even with her legs spread as they were, the whip still clung firmly. Mona gave a quick jerk. A wet sound was heard as the whip dislodged itself from between the girl’s legs. At first Ashbod’s eyes grew wide. She actually looked to see if the whip took her clitoris with it. Shaking her head once. Twice. Three times. 


	“M-Master, oh Master, I can’t help it…” Ashbod tried to maintain her control. 


	That last one stung her to her very soul. She let go her pee. 


	“Whipped the piss out of her, did ya eh, Mona?” 


	“Master. She must have a weak bladder…” 


	Flavious stayed Mona’s arm, “You little pissing slut! Maybe I ought to let you ride the bar for an hour! Mona, give her more of the thong! Across her nipples this time! Until I tell you to stop!” 


	“OH, NO, Master, I’ll just die…” With those words, Mona delivered Ashbod a hefty stroke over both her erect nipples. The blonde girl twisted and struggled to maintain control. Shaking her head, she sucked in air between her clenched teeth. Letting out a small but breathy protest, “AH!” 


	Mona followed her master’s orders. Punishing Ashbod’s erect nipples with stroke after stroke with that damp thong. Ashbod danced the dance of a slave girl under the whip. Her nipples throbbed on her quivering breasts. 


	“M-Master..?” Ashbod’s voice quivered. “M-M-Master! PLEASE MAKE HER STOP 


	THONGING ME! AH! A-A-AAA! That thing is skinning m-my nipples… AAA!” She jerked and twisted again and again. 


	Mona, with a steady hand kept thonging the girl’s erect nipples. They turned a brilliant red, quite chapped and sore. “Mona, stop it please… I beg you…” 


	Ashbod’s voice was weak and her head lolled on her right shoulder. 


	Flavious stopped Mona’s hand, “She’s had enough.” 


	“Yes master.” Mona stayed her hand. 


	“Lustina. You and Mona take Ashbod down to the baths and clean her up. Lustina, before you go clean up her dribblings. Waste no time. The three of you return to my chambers spit-spot, understand?” 


	“Yes, master.” Lustina nodded, “Understood, master.” 


	Mona bowed her head, “Most clear, master.” 


	The three girls left. Flavious adjusted the drapes and put out a few torches. 


	Leaving only several lamps lit, he gave Carlos his work orders for tomorrow. 


	Then sent Carlos off for the evening. He went to lay down on his bed and started to drift off when Felina knocked on the wooden door. 


	“Enter.” He thought it was the three girls coming back from the baths. He was surprised that it was Felina, “Felina. Aren’t you assigned to clean up the bath house?” 


	“Yes, master. I just came from there. The three girls you sent didn’t see me. 


	Did you give them your approval to girl play, sir?” 


	“No. Are they?” 


	“Yes, master. It seems that Lustina wanted the new blonde girl to suck her nipples. Mona took hold of Lustina’s breasts holding them while the blonde one sucked on them. It goes on sir.” 


	“I see. Light those two torches. Go over to the closet and get a thumper switch. 


	The green one with the white stone on the end, will do. I think a bit of thumping on these three will drive a lesion home, don’t you think so, Felina?” 


	With a gleam in her eye, “Yes, I agree master. 


	“Felina, do you know how to use a thumper?” 


	“Master, I…” 


	“Good, I’ll demonstrate for you. Stand in bare position three…” 


	Felina knew she would feel the thumper. She dreaded taking it out of the closet and handing it to her master. Standing up straight with her arms crossed behind her head. Her legs spread about three feet and eyes focused straight ahead. 


	“Do you know where the thumper comes from?” 


	“No, master.” 


	“Africa. In fact this one I got on a visit to Egypt. It was first invented by the Nubians. They called it a 


	budding switch. A shorter version is sometimes used. Made using a strip of thin shank with a small stone sewed in the end, and attached to a wooden grip. The grip can be decorated with leather or polished ornaments. The device was used to punish young girls as they enter puberty. It’s humiliating to punish a grown woman with it. Though it can be done. I saw this one used on Mona just before I bought her from Lady Elexeus.” 


	“You bought Mona from Lady Elexeus, Master? She was most generous to sell her to you.” 


	“Elexeus had Mona in her garden near the pool. Another Nubian slave girl, Nerfa, was using this very budding switch on Mona. Mona was crying and whimpering like a little girl. After all, to the Nubians, she was being punished like a naughty little girl. Nerfa was thumping Mona’s clit and nipples with it. That’s all. 


	Just her clit and nipples. Not hard, just steady and firm. Like this…” 


	With those words he began a steady thumping on Felina’s sex. Square on her clit. 


	He then moved it up to her nipples and using a steady rhythm flicked her nipples. Making them bounce and bobble a bit. Felina’s breasts juttered visibly. 


	The corners of her mouth screwed up a bit. She opened her mouth and let out a soft exhale, “Aaa. A-ah… H-ho… O-o-oh… A-ah… Aaa.” 


	“See?” He stopped for a moment. Felina catching her breath, “Y-y-y-yesss, m-master… I see… Hugh… a-ah… Y-yes, master… Oh.” 


	“Well how would you describe the budding switch, Felina my girl?” 


	“O-oh, master… It made me feel so naked and ashamed. Like I was being punished for being a naughty girl or like someone caught me playing with myself… It was very humiliating, sir…” 


	“Good. Now look at your nipples and sex. See, not a mark anywhere. Oh, I think I hear our three naughty pool girls coming back now. You hide in the shadows over there. Take the switch with you. I’ll call you when I need you, go on now.” 


	“Yes, master.” She flitted across the room to hide amongst the drapes and columns. Flavious could hear the girls coming back. They were laughing and giggling a bit. As they approached his chambers their voices grew quiet. 


	With a giggle, “You’re wonderful…” Lustina chirped. 


	“You’re fingers are magic, Mona…” Ashbod cooed. 


	“Shhh! Quite girls, we’re here…” Mona knocked on the chamber door. 


	“Enter.” 


	“Thank you, Master, the bath was most refreshing.” Mona bowed her head in respect. 


	“Yes, Master, I thank you most sincerely.” Lustina nodded her head. 


	“Oh, master, it was fine…” Ashbod smiled. 


	“Good. Lustina, tell me about your bath?” 


	“Oh, yes, master, I-I really needed it. Now I smell so sweet for you… She moved close so he could smell her. 


	“Yes, you do smell cleaner. But, describe, in detail, your bath. And Ashbod’s bath. And Mona’s bath…” 


	“Well, master… I got into the water… First… Then Mona and Ashbod…” She smiled unknowingly. 


	There was some hesitation about her voice. 


	“And…” 


	“Then, I washed myself and swam about for a few moments. Ashbod washed herself… Mona herself… Master, why do you ask?” This was the wrong thing to say. Mona had winced, while Ashbod gulped a swallow. 


	He could sense she was hiding some details. Lustina knew better than to question her master. “Since when do you wonder why I ask? You are only to answer my questions, never ask them. Tomorrow, you’ll go back on the bar for two hours. In the Sun…” 


	“But, Master, I…” 


	“Following, you’ll get twenty with the wet thong! Care to open your mouth, again, and try for forty?” 


	Lowering her eyes, she shook her head no, in a quiet almost a whisper, “No, master.” 


	“No, master.” He mimicked her, “Be glad that I’m waiting until tomorrow to punish you. Because right now I see three naughty slave girls… Three very naughty girls, right Mona?” 


	“M-master…” Mona quivered. 


	“Right Ashbod?” 


	The lovely blonde drops to her knees, “Oh, master, please don’t have me thonged again. Look?” She sticks her chest out exposing her ruby red nipples that look so deliciously sore. Like they were made of jewels that had been inset to her chest. “Mona nearly skinned them off my breasts. Please sir, feel them…” 


	Flavious 


	touched the girl’s swollen nipples. He fingered them enough to make her whimper. 


	He felt them in the palms 


	of his hands. They were awfully hot. With concentration, he could feel her heart beating in them. Ashbod shivered again. Standing up on once again on the polished marble floor. 


	Looking at Ashbod, Flavious went into his so sweet tone of voice, “Now, Ashbod, be a good girl and tell your master exactly what happened in the bath?” 


	“Well… Master…” She squirmed and raked her toes on the marble floor. 


	“That’s it! All three of you on your knees, NOW!” 


	The three dropped to their knees. Mona went ahead and crossed her arms behind her neck. 


	“Good girl Mona, you remembered a proper position. The rest of you behind your neck with your arms. Spread your knees apart. I want to see those ‘clean’ 


	pussies of yours… Stick your chests out. I want to see those clean nipples. 


	All perky and hard.” 


	Flavious took Ashbod’s nipples between his fingers and again he tweaked them slightly. Ashbod whimpered softly. Still holding onto her nipples, Flavious asked Ashbod the same question, “Now, go on Ashbod, tell me all about the baths? 


	Oh, Felina, you may step out here now.” 


	Felina appeared. Fondling the thumping switch. Flavious gave a slight twist on her nipples and the girl 


	spilled her guts, “Oh, master, it was my idea to be playful… Lustina has such nice breasts. I really did like 


	sucking on them. Mona just helped Lustina to hold up her very large breasts for me to lick and suck. Lustina’s 


	fingers are so nice… I just love them… Mona’s tongue set me on fire… I like rubbing my nipples against hers… 


	You should see the contrast of my reddish bronze skin against her shinny ebony black skin… Oh, Lustina is a real…” 


	“Shut up, Ashbod.” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Mona, you most of all. What is my rule about girl play in the baths?” 


	“Master, not without your permission.” 


	“Why didn’t these two know that?” 


	“Master, Lustina did. I failed to tell Ashbod. I am sorry, sir.” 


	“Do you think a few days in the fields would help you three to remember?” 


	There was silence. 


	“Mona, tell out loud what happened to you when you went to the fields? The first time after you became a house slave…” 


	“Well, master, you sent me there. I was taken to the main grain harvest. I was totally naked. In and about the piles of freshly cut grain were barrels laying over on their sides. When I didn’t cut a good enough pile to start, the overseer threw me over a barrel and flogged me. After he flogged me, he fucked me in the ass…” 


	“Hum. Go on, tell them about the first night.” 


	“That night, I was placed in a cell with five other field girls. Three of them were Nubians, like me. It was them who budded me, sir…” 


	“Budded you, Mona? What was that?” 


	“Oh, sir, I can’t…” She began to sob a bit. 


	“You can’t what, Mona? Tell about it? Why?” 


	“It’s humiliating, sir. I’m a mature grown up woman. I’m not a naughty little girl…” 


	“Evidently they thought you were a brat. Go ahead, tell us what a budding is? 


	Unless you want a couple of more hours on the bar and a wet thonging along with this one,” He points to Lustina, “Tomorrow out there on the patio. In the Sun.” 


	“No, master, I’ll tell. A budding is, is…” 


	“Is what?” 


	“Master, it’s a punishment using a switch with a smooth stone on the end of it. 


	Sometimes a short handle with a strip of sinew and a stone sewn in the end. It’s then applied to the clitoris and nipples of a girl. Usually hard and long enough to make her cum…” 


	“Is the girl usually bound?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Were you?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“How were you bound, Mona?” 


	“I was bound, like a naughty girl gets bound, master.” 


	“How is that, Mona?” 


	“Thin corded by my thumbs and big toes, master.” 


	“In what position is that, Mona?” 


	“Naked and spread-eagle against the bars of the cell. Oh, dear Master, you know it was Branda that did it to me!” 


	“Did what to you, Mona? Tell us…” Lustina asked. 


	“She made me cum, bound like that. In my village, when a young girl is punished the most awful form 


	of humiliation is forcing a girl to cum or as it’s termed, ‘blossom before all.’ 


	As a young girl, this action is 


	thought of as a lesson to be learned. If the girl is a woman, she is usually labeled a slut by the other women and 


	from time to time she’s taken to the house of women where she’s forced to bare herself to slut punishments.” 


	“Why did they do that to you?” Flavious asked. 


	“Master, Branda got mad at me. She and her friends fixed me against the bars slut girl like. Branda budded me using a switch given to her by Harp, the black overseer who flogged and buggered me…” 


	“What did that budding do to you, Mona?” 


	“I-it made me cum, master, cum a lot.” 


	“Mona, why do Nubian’s call it budding?” Lustina wondered. 


	“It’s usually done to a young girl who’s just developing her womanhood. When she’s been naughty or caught playing with herself. In my village, a mature woman was never budded. Unless in private between two women playing with each other. 


	Budding was done to girls publicly.” 


	The three knew they were in trouble when their master announced, “Well, according to Ashbod you three were being naughty, right?” 


	“Oh, master, we were just being…” Mona started to explain but was interrupted by Lustina, “Bathing, master!” Mona looked at Lustina with disgust, “Oh, Lustina, will you pipe down. You’re only making it worse.” 


	“Oh, she’s working on forty with the wet thong, Mona.” Flavious added. Lustina whimpered. 


	“Mona, was that the only time you’d ever been budded?” 


	“No, master.” 


	“When did it happen before?” 


	“Master, at Lady Elexeus’ when you purchased me. Nerfa was using an Egyptian version of the budding switch on me.” 


	“Good. You remember. The thumper. Felina, string Mona in the Nubian girl’s position. Between those two columns will do. Cords on her thumbs and big toes only…” 


	“Oh, master, please, I’ll be good and watch over these two. Don’t let her bud me, please, sir…” 


	“You agree that you were naughty? Don’t you?” 


	“Yes, sir, it’s not that, but, it’s that she’s a white girl. And it’s awful for a white girl to bud a black girl… Please, master…” 


	“Stop the whining you were a naughty girl. Felina will apply the Egyptian thumper. I shall watch. You will be made to cum. Oh, you’ll cum and cum as I have shown Felina how to use the thumper. Egyptian style, nude and spread wide between these two columns. Oh, Felina will remain nude, too. That’s a comfort to you, I know. Ready, Felina?” 


	She nods. Flavious looks back at Mona, “Felina, you may begin. Oh, Felina, don’t miss. If you do, 


	you’ll get a sound budding yourself. From Mona. All right?” 


	Felina applied the thumper. She learned her lesion well. Never missing once she found Mona’s clit. Flicking a steady tattoo that sounded wetter and wetter as Mona neared her first climax. Flavious thought this had to hurt. Mona’s earlier ride on the bar must have made her clit very sensitive. It only took a few moments for Mona to blossom under Felina’s steady drubbing. 


	Felina resumed a fresh start on Mona’s nipples. It took longer for her to cum this time, as her nipples had lost a bit of their sensitivity as she’d grown older. But, Felina’s relentless application soon had Mona quivering. Her eyes opened wide and then rolled as she gasped in orgasm. Her breasts shuddering with the rhythm of the thumping switch. 


	Another dose on her clit and again on her nipples, had Mona fairly dripping with sweat. Flavious motioned for Felina to stop. Mona looked limp and exhausted, as Felina untied her. 


	Lustina painted an erotic picture. Standing with up-drawn, outward stretched arms pulled fairly taught by cords on each of her thumbs. Her legs spread wide and secured with cords around her big toes. Ready for her budding. The significance of budding is not as readily apparent to a white girl as a Nubian. 


	At least at first. The results are the same for each. Uncontrolled orgasms. 


	Felina began on Lustina’s clit. A familiar little pounding stroke that had Lustina dancing on the balls of her feet in no time. 


	The cords are remarkably effective for keeping a girl in place. Thumbs and big toes hurt awful if pulled or jerked on with any kind of force. 


	Flavious remembered this. He’d seen slave girls being punished on galleys or in labor camps by being strung up by their thumbs. He’d come to realize that Felina took to thumping with the switch like a duck takes to water. She’d got the hang of it real quick. 


	For Lustina her first orgasm broke a long period of almost total silence. In fact, all the sound anyone could hear was the wet little slap of the stone against the hooded flesh of her swollen clitoris. Lustina made a quick shudder. 


	Shimmied a bit. Then with a raspy gasp, she came. “AAA! AH! OH! AAA! A-AAA! 


	H-HA-AAA! AH-AH! AAA! OH MY GA-GAUD! AAA! HOO-O-OOH! AH… AAA!” 


	Felina still beat the steady rhythm for a while longer. Lustina came a while longer. Flavious looked at Felina. She was in seventh heaven, “This is fun, master.” 


	“Be careful what you say, girl, you may be next…” 


	
“Yes, master. More work, master?” 


	“Yes, go back to work, slave-girl…” 


	“Yes, master…” 


	Lustina’s nipples must be more sensitive than Mona’s. It only took a few ‘licks’ 


	with the thumper to have Lustina quivering and shuddering in the throes of another orgasm. The impact of the stone on her hard nipples made her large breasts vibrate. In waves, the blows coursed from her nipples to her chest and back again. As she climaxed, her voice echoed the thumps of the switch. Both nipples had turned a dark red and swelled to more than twice their size when Felina stopped her action. 


	Flavious gave her a nod to rub her nipples against Lustina’s. Felina could feel them throbbing. 


	Both Lustina and Mona lay panting on the floor. It was now Ashbod’s turn for the switch. 


	In position, Ashbod’s appearance made Flavious’ cock stand hard. The tell-tale lines criss-crossing her nudity from her earlier wet thonging added to her loveliness. Looking at her, Felina would like to be girled with this one. This sunburned blonde, displaying herself bound only by her thumbs and toes had made Felina’s clit twitch. Flavious motioned for Felina to begin. She did. 


	How ripe this blonde bitch must be. Felina looked at the end of the switch. Less than ten thumps had Ashbod creaming in orgasm. Her body drenched with sweat and her pussy fairly dripping with girl cum. Flavious went to her. Ashbod looked like she was going to faint. As he held her, his hard cock brushed against the crack of her ass. She whimpered. She’s ready for him all right. Steadying her, he nodded for Felina to continue. This time on her nipples. In all, Felina applied about a dozen to each nipple. Ashbod slipped again into the starry world of orgasmic delight. Not forgetting to breath, she gasped and moaned her passion. 


	Flavious shook his head. This girl was popping fresh and ready for a good fucking. He was just the master to do it. Felina released her. Dropping to her knees, Ashbod fell to sucking on Flavious’ cock. She took every bit of him and damn near swallowed him whole. 


	Flavious between breaths, gave his approval for Felina, Lustina and Mona to play with each other. They’d earned a little play time. 


	Training With Staffs 


	It was the fifth day of their training. Melissa, Beckett, Teka and Tanya by rotation skirted their turn on the grist mill. The first day, which was not counted had a sorry Teesha and Valanna sweating and straining at the heavy stones. 


	No one could have been more sorry than Valanna. She obviously felt the hurt from her exposure to the intense Sun. Teesha sweltered and strained with her nipples brushing on the smooth wood of the large levers. Girlish nipples flattened and then raised as the rough wood scraped their peaks. She’d been fitted close to the 


	lever by her collar. 


	The Sun was intense. Skin turned red and deeper reddish brown under the glare. 


	As erect nipples grew dark from the Sun, redness gave way to a blending of bronze skin and girlish nipples. Too exposed to be distinctive beyond an erect bud of deep brown. Seen in profile. The girls’ nipples stand erect and a testimonial to their erotic presence. 


	A simple stroke of the whip caught a wary breast. Causing it to bounce and its owner to wince with pain. It seems a bit too much for luck, but the tip of the lash grips the tortured bud with its snaky tongue. Focus is brought with a deep command from Elba, “Are you ready now, Tanya? Ready now to practice your posture and balance, Teka? Remember to keep your balance all of you, and Teka work on your form. Tanya protect those breasts of yours. Beckett, you must remember where you are most vulnerable. Melissa, you won’t get another lick on your pretty sex, like before, but I highly suggest that you keep those legs parted and your balance and stance square. Now, ready, attack!” 


	Four humans assumed a ready posture. Melissa stood ready and in quite good form. 


	Teka’s form looked flawless. Tanya exposed a bit too much of her right breast. 


	Another lick of the whip reminded her of her short comings. Tanya sucked in her breath twice. Each heave of her lovely breasts reflected the twin red lines recently placed there by Elba’s wrist whip. Her well tanned nipple rose red on its tip. Stinging in the late morning air. 


	Melissa’s neither lips seemed a bit looser than normal. A wet ooze seemed to flow from them. A simple feel by Elba and a quick sniff told her that Melissa’s juices were mixed with Beckett’s seed. Elba whispered to Melissa to be wary. 


	Should she miss a period, she’d find herself under the strap. Naked and laboring in the fields. And she told Beckett about Carlos punishing a lad by putting his cock into a bee’s nest. 


	The last time Carlos caught a gladiator tossing himself off, he had the lad put on a cross and flogged. Then he had a girl whipped until the lad reached a raging hard on. Bringing a bee’s nest to him, he had the boy’s cock put inside and stung until it swelled to more than twice its size. Six girls kept on fucking him until he begged to become a eunuch. 


	“I will warn the two of you,” Elba cautioned Melissa and Beckett, “Be wary of Carlos. He can sense when you two have been fucking. Most surely, it is easy to fall careless. He will catch you when you least suspect. Melissa, hanging upside down and having your sex strapped is not pleasant. I suffered that once…” 


	“Mistress, you mean he will really use a large strap on a girl’s naked sex?” 


	“Very much so.” 


	“I simply can’t accept his getting a bee’s nest and making me put my cock into it…” 


	“Believe it you two. He will know and I assure you that he will force you to do whatever he wishes. 


	He did so with me.” 


	“How? By whipping you?” Beckett noted with tone of sarcasm. 


	“Watch your tongue, boy! I could make you retract those words. In full!” 


	“Sorry mistress…” 


	“Accepted.” 


	“Look, I am beginning to fall in love with Melissa. I desire her body next to me at night. I want to marry her!” 


	“Keep going the way you are, and she’ll be swelling up nice and ripe. Deny master of his privilege to make Melissa pregnant by him and she will suffer greatly. She will be sent to the grain mills to labor naked under the lash. With all the other unfaithful slave girls.” 


	“How do you know of such a place?” Asked Teka. 


	“I was pregnant once. I didn’t know who the father was. The master sent me to the mill. I was flogged like a common sewer whore. Strung up naked and lashed daily. They kept me shackled and naked turning a heavy wheel. When my belly grew larger, it made no difference. I still labored plucky at the task. My breasts became heavy along with my belly. They got so big one time that I was singled out. Scheduled for a breast whipping an example to the rest of the girls. Oh, they flogged them real good. Raised hefty red welts and scored my nipples. It hurt like fire! I actually felt them throb! When they let me down I rubbed and soothed them, they commanded me to stop. When I didn’t they strung me back up again, and flogged my breasts even harder. When I stopped wailing for the second time, they cut me down, and arched my back on a strut. Forcing me walk around like nothing had happened. Both of my tits were in agony. My nipples were puffed to nearly twice their normal size, and red as cherries. The next day, they fitted me into a punishment yoke. Forcing me to exposed my breasts even more obscenely to the open air and the sweltering Sun. That evening, still wearing that heavy yoke, as the after dinner entertainment, Master Flavious switched my nipples until I fainted. He had Morgana, another trainer, suck on them until I came to. She was an expert at female breast torture. She milked me in front of all his guests. Still wearing that awful yoke. I was so humiliated…” 


	Melissa asked softly, “What happened to your baby.” 


	Elba replied distantly, “I gave up my baby…” 


	“That’s too bad, Elba…” Melissa lowered her head. The others were silent. 


	“Well not to worry. That was last year. You are here and now and will do what is needed of you to complete your training. Now, at my command all of you pose with your best form. Not a flinch. Or I will use my switch on your tender spots!” 


	Elba changed her mood to one of commanding mistress. 


	Melissa took up her defense stance. Her legs well parted and both feet secure to the ground. Holding her staff at the proper position. Elba checked her out. Teka posed in an offensive posture. Focus with her balance on the balls of her feet. Elba felt her muscles and checked her balance. 


	Tanya stood with a firm vertical staff. Her legs only slightly spread. With a ready to switch from defense to offense at a split second action. Elba had her demonstrate rapid defense and offense. Finally, Beckett stood with a diagonal staff position. One foot back and parallel to his shoulders. The other leg bent and slightly forward. His toe pointing forward. This scissors effect of his legs left his cock and balls to dangle somewhat vulnerable. It had been apparent that Elba had been letting Beckett off easy on corrective application of her switch and narrow staff. She took up a position in front of him and with a couple of quick moves, one of which he blocked, was able to land a all too firm blow to his nude sex. 


	Beckett coughed and grew intensely weak. He dropped his staff and doubled over. 


	With one hand on his throbbing sex and the other on his stomach, he vomited. 


	Melissa started to help him. 


	“Touch him slut and I’ll flog you myself and you’ll ride the bar for two hours!” 


	Elba snapped at Melissa and looked at the two Amazons. The Amazons made no move toward him. 


	Beckett coughed and wretched a few more times. He was in serious pain. 


	“He’ll be all right in a few moments. I have been too lax with him. It shows. If I were to allow him to go to the arena in two days, the three sisters would have beaten his cock and balls to a pulp. That would have ended your chances of marriage to him, girl…” Elba’s last remark was addressed to Melissa. 


	“He’s so weak, mistress. You shouldn’t have delivered him such a powerful blow…” 


	“I said that he’ll be fine! If I’d have given him just a fraction of what the sisters could deliver, he’d be 


	spitting blood up by now.” 


	Teka spoke, “Males are weaklings. A female could take a blow like that to her sex and still concentrate on her adversary…” 


	Elba looked Teka in the eye, “Ever been to the arena before?” 


	Teka and Tanya looked down and shook their heads in a negative fashion. 


	“Let me tell you. All of you…” 


	Beckett by now was regaining his strength and composure. Elba helped him up and nodded her concern for him. She focused now on her story, “At first, like you, I’d heard stories about the cruelty of the arena. You hear rumors and tales. You really don’t know what it is like until you are in there. This arena is mild compared to the old arena in Pompano. I was a fresh novice at that arena. It was my first time. Oh, I was a bit younger then and learner. They decided to use several of us blacks as a story of conquest. We were captives from a barbaric land, so the scene went. A few of us were assigned to be warriors. Myself, three other women and three other men fought with inferior weapons. We were disarmed and put into chains. What I did see was what happened to the few who were allowed to fight. Four women and two men fought with equal weapons against the Roman gladiators. What they didn’t know was that the gladiators were top fighters. Very elite and well trained. Two of them were women. One of them was a black woman. Two of the gladiators were also black men. Very strong…” 


	Tanya spoke, “They allowed you to watch?” 


	Elba nodded, “Yes, we were in chains as captives, remember?” Tanya nodded. 


	“Melissa, you love Beckett, right?” The two looked at each other and nodded with bowed heads. “There was someone that I once loved. He was not properly trained to fight, but was made to because of his size and build. He was very strong. His name was Tamon and he came from the same tribe as me. One of the female gladiators, a blonde named Tigra used a whip on Tamon. She let it out and wrapped its tip around his balls. Jerking on him he fell forward and gripped the long braid of the whip. He was screaming. Tigra smiled and gave him another jerk. The crowd began to go wild. I cried out his name. I begged them to stop and not kill him but capture him as a part of the spectacle. Tigra climbed into a chariot sliding the handle of the whip into a locking tube. She seized the reigns and brought the horses to a gallop. My Tamon bouncing and dragging behind. His screams diminished with his strength. He looked at me with pleading eyes. I struggled and succeeded to get free, but was snagged by a net. One of the women, Zelena, who I thought was a friend of mine, holding a sword had the chance to cut Tigra’s whip. Freeing my Tamon from certain doom. She looked at me and lowered her sword. I saw a gladiator come up behind her and I didn’t warn her. He was swinging a length of chain with a long sharp hook on it. It went over her shoulder and with a sudden jerk he pulled the hook up into her sex. In a similar action to Tigra’s jerking of her whip, he pulled firmly on the chain. 


	Zelena fell forward. She gripped the chain trying to relieve herself of the strain on her sex. The gladiator, Truxus, stepped into his chariot and secured the chain. Stirring the horses to a gallop he drug Zelena in a similar fashion to what Tigra was doing to my Tamon. By now Tigra had made one circuit of the arena dragging Tamon. Truxus sped up his horses to catch up with Tigra. They were racing…” Elba’s eyes begin to water. Her lower lip trembled. “Racing around and around the arena dragging my Tamon and Zelena by their tender sex.” 


	Elba was sniffing and wiping her tears. 


	The four novices stood in complete silence. 


	Elba looked with narrow focus at the two Amazons, “As I looked at him laying there, I saw Truxus’ chariot slow down. Zelena was still hanging on, somehow. I saw him release the chain and toss the end over a wooden archway. He hoisted Zelena up and up until she hung with her sex fully impaled on that shinny hook. 


	Her legs kicking wildly in the air. She wailed and screamed as she frantically tried to unhook herself. Oh, that high pitched scream! You know, girls from Lesbos, the scream that is kind of helpless like a deep sorta cramping scream?! 


	Women are stronger than men, kinda scream! Right, girls? Zelena struggled for about another minute or so, then she looked for some kind of help. A way out distant kind of help. Her eyes became big and then that empty stare of death… 


	So, you think women are stronger than men. They can take more? If my friend had helped my lover Tamon, he would be in my arms today. If Zelena had tried to help at all, she might have escaped that horrible hook. Listen well, you two blonde white girl sluts, in the arena you have to help each other. Saving a man, may someday save yourself. Maybe even from the hook!” 


	The novices looked at each other. Words escaped them. Melissa spoke quietly, “Elba, you have told us many things. That is one story that will stick in my mind forever. Your lover… How sad… Even your friend… 


	But why didn’t you warn her..?” 


	“I don’t really know. I ask myself at night sometimes. Maybe I was jealous. 


	Maybe I was angry because she didn’t help my lover. Maybe it was all meant to be. You know, I suffered that day, not just the loss of my lover and friend. I suffered at the hands of the Pompeiians. I wasn’t given just a simple flogging as the rest of my companions received. They made an example of me. I was suspended and drawn into as wide an X as human anatomy could allow. I was whipped and whipped until I thought I didn’t have any skin left to whip. 


	First I was flogged by two, white, slave girls. Then I was black snake whipped by a nude Nubian girl. She really knew how to use a black snake whip on my breasts! Then as a final tribute to their skill, another nude Nubian woman used a flail on my sex. All this while I was suspended spread eagle in the hot Sun. 


	As before, the crowd really cheered. More so while my breasts and sex were being whipped. When they crucified me, the only thing that saved me from the spikes was the female gladiator, Tigra. She admired my efforts to free Tamon and told the guard to not drive in the spikes. I actually felt the sharp steel spikes against my ankles and wrists. His mallet was on high when she stopped him. It was then that I learned my destiny was with fighting in the arena. Well, here I am.” 


	Melissa shook her head in amazement. She thought while she looked at Elba then she commented, “Are you sure this arena is not as dangerous as the one in Pompeaos?” 


	“I’m pretty sure. Flavious is a very sexual man. He puts on shows of a sexual nature. The most gore that I ever saw him put on here was a girl that he had impaled. She did deserve it. She betrayed her lover and caused another girl to kill herself. A very innocent girl at that. Needless to say, many cheered when she struggled on the staff.” 


	“You mentioned a sisterhood? Three sisters I remember…” Teka quarried. 


	“I am one of the sisters. Look there, you see that other black girl… The one by the tall white gladiator, 


	Brutis. That is Tee-O. She is a strong full bodied gladiator. Over there by Carlos is Roxanna. She completes 


	the three sisterhood. Half black by birth, she looks more white. Her hair is straight and she has blue eyes. Haunting blue eyes that are like yours, Melissa.” 


	“Will we ever fight any of you?” Tanya asked. 


	“Maybe… Someday…” 


	Beckett talking in shaky words, “Look, Elba, you made it clear that I am not ready to fight in the arena yet. I need more of your training…” 


	“You’ll get more. You will all get more training…” Elba smiled as a young slave girl ran up to Elba and handed her a note. Elba opened it up and read it silently. She rolled up the message and nodded to the girl she understood. 


	The girl smiled at the novices and ran back toward Carlos, who was now speaking to Flavious. The two men look toward Elba and raised their right hands. Elba raised her right hand and replied back with a big smile. 


	“What was that all about?” Teka raised her head toward the figures of Flavious and Carlos. 


	“It seems that all of the novices will be in the arena this next show. Remember I said the Romans like to stage scenes. Well, it looks like you will be in one of those scenes.” 


	“Oh, no.” 


	“Oh yes. It won’t be like the one I just described to you. So don’t worry over it. Sorry to scare you. It will involve scene in a slave camp. As I see it, you’ll be part of a rebellion. The experienced gladiators will be solders arriving to quell the rebellion and capture the rebels. When you’re captured you’ll be punished in various ways for your crimes. There will be lots of whippings, some rides on the bar. That ought to please Valanna! Maybe a few of you will hang on the crosses. No spikes of course, only ropes. Plenty of mock rapes and lots of sex, Melissa!” Melissa blushed. “You will all end up with sore nipples, twats, cocks, and asses. I understand most of the attention will be on Valanna and Teesha. They are going to be the conspirators of the rebellion. It seems that Flavious is angry with Teesha. Needless to say, Carlos is ready to subject Valanna to just about anything. The audience will made up mostly of vestal virgins. They are hungry for lots of raw wild sex. Most of you will end up with nothing more than lash marks and a sunburn.” 


	“Where will you be during this scene?” Beckett wondered. 


	“I’ll be with the sisterhood. We will play the part of female Centurions. I understand we will wear shiny helmets with red feathers. A chain harness that will fit in all the right places. If it is like the other one, it’ll fit well up into my sex, hump. Silver shinny boots with red laces. Mirror like shields that will reflect the Sun. Long polished swords with red handles. And I should say, nothing else. Looks like we’ll all be quite nude so to speak!” 


	“How about the solders? What will they wear?” Melissa was full of questions and wanted to get hers in now… 


	“Let me see… Oh, yes, here. They will wear only helmets and boots.” 


	“What kind of weapons..?” Teka became serious. 


	“It says here, staffs. Just plain old staffs.” 


	“Staffs?” Beckett says holding his balls. 


	“Staffs…” Elba sheepishly smiles, “Just plain ol’ staffs!” 


	Melissa kind of giggles, “Staffs.” As she mocks a fucking motion. 


	Tanya holds up her staff, “Staffs!” Like she’s ready to fight already. 


	Teka, smiles and jabs at Beckett, “Staffs!” 


	Beckett darts back, “Staffs…” He pokes his back at her. 


	Melissa in a good humor points to Beckett’s penis which has noticeably grown a bit stiff and larger, “Staffs?” 


	Elba, laughs and points at Beckett’s cock, “Yea! STAFFS!” 


	Teka, wrinkles up her nose at the reference to Beckett’s maleness, in a yuckish tone of voice, “Staffs…” She turns her thumb down, but cracks a sly smile. 


	Tanya, sticks her tongue out, nodding, “Staffs…” Covers her mouth and giggles. 


	Melissa licks her lips and jumps causing her breasts to bounce and bobble about, she sings, “Staffs, staffs, oh and more staffs, oh I love staffs, la, la, la…” 


	Elba joins in the fun and sings about staffs and hums a joyous tune in harmony with Melissa. They all take hands and do a ring dance. The hot Roman Sun shines down on the arena floor. Teesha and Valanna labor heavily at the wheel. In the distance, a whip snaps on bare female skin. A muted female gasp is heard. 


	The Show, Day 1 


	The scene that Flavious decided to unfold before the eyes of his heavily paying audience. Began in the late morning. By this hour, the Sun was hot in a cloudless sky. To get some local color on their lovely skins, many of the vestal virgins wore only skimpy clothing. That could be easily removed and put on. Some even show up completely nude with their own servants scooting nakedly behind them. Holding umbrellas and canapés. The servants sometimes tripped over each other trying to accommodate their mistresses. 


	Vestal Julia and her three lesbian step sisters, Mica, Marci, and Monica, bare, butt naked, take their seats. Ironically, setting next to a very nude vestal Ilonda. Ilonda makes no secrets about her preference for men. Two very large and well endowed males fondle Ilonda’s nipples. A very large and even more endowed black male fingers her smooth bare sex. Ilonda has one slave’s cock in her mouth as she waves her silk cloth at Julia. Julia frowns at her. She remembered the breast whipping she’d gotten from her one time back in Rome. 


	Over a silly argument. Julia was younger than Ilonda This program as Flavious has presented it to his audience consists of a mock slave camp. Supposedly, where the empire sends captives and criminals. A picture of depravity exists. In the scene are numerous Tao-crosses. Several whipping posts. The grist mill is in its usual place. A punishment bar. At least four black triangular wedges. Six racks. Nine wooden cages. Three drubbing tables. 


	Eight hoists. Five presses. Several 


	dozen breast clamps. At least twelve areas where there are stored whips, ropes, chains, cuffs, clips, hooks, and other support equipment. 


	As the guest are seating, the scene that unfolds before their eyes almost defies description. Two women and one man are fully nude and bound to crosses. One a male, a shinny black man is strung up to a whipping post. A black girl is tied opposite to him. His cock is erect and fitted into a hole in the post. The girl has her 


	legs spread and it looks like she has a part of his cock in her sex. Both have been lashed from the marks on 


	their backs. 


	A blonde girl, young, is setting on one of the wedges. Her sex is obviously split and hurting. She has been whipped across her breasts. Her wrists are tied over her head. A brown skinned girl with long black hair is tied facing away from a whipping post. Her arms are above her and slightly behind her. The cleft of her hairless sex is cruelly exposed as her legs are spread and tied to pegs set in the ground. She is facing the Sun. A black girl, nude also, is flogging her breasts and sex. 


	Behind the main activity, is the stone mill. Its four spoke-wheel are holding two blonde women, a beautiful brunette girl, and a quite handsome white male. 


	They are laboring to keep the wheel slowly rotating and at a steady pace. Like the other slaves in the scene, they’re marvelously naked. 


	Controlling the scene are numerous other members of Flavious’ staff acting as overseers, guards, mistresses, and law givers. The focus of the work seems to be on filling bags with dirt. Lifting them onto the bare backs of slaves. Taking them a small distance to be emptied. Then refilled again at the other end. Only to be returned to their original place. A pointless task. Not to be evaluated for what the slaves do actually. More for what will happen to them in the course of the scene. 


	Near each main section of the arena is a storyteller. Whose job it is to tell of the action below to the audience. Using descriptive words, the story is told with real action to serve as a visual stimulation to the story. 


	This production can be compared to a grand erotic theater. The difference being that there is time to take a more active roll. As some of the guests at times do. Teka, Tanya, Melissa, and Beckett fully naked and chained sweated at the heavy mill stone. All around them, whips snapped and men or women cried out in pain. 


	Melissa noticed that one of the other novices, Olivia was being strung up for a lashing after being declared lazy by the overseer. Her wrists are corded. A nude black male pulls on the rope so that her wrists are drawn above her head. She is nude. Rivulets of sweat are running down her back, front, and sides. A white woman by birth, with light brown hair, from the northern empire. Her breasts are big and full with dark erect nipples peeking up at the Sun. Her butt is small but very round and well muscled. Her skin has turned a reddish brown from her work in the hot Roman Sun. The overseer motions for another slave girl to stop her work and come over to him. 


	A dusky brunette steps toward him and listens to his words. Walking behind her, he rubs his cock in the crack of her ass. His fingers toy with her Sun kissed nipples. She nods as he whispers to her. Taking up the lash. The girl positions herself behind and to Olivia’s left. Looking at the whip she fingers it and shows it off to the crowd. They cheer and voice their approval. 


	A faint chant begins, “Whip her! Whip her! Whip her!” 


	It’s a slender single braided whip. About six feet long. It can leave a nasty stinging welt on sunburned skin. Coiled in the girl’s hand it formed three loops. She flicks it out behind her. Loosening it a bit. With a side arm stroke she snakes it around Olivia’s naked back. Snapping it in a wrap across Olivia’s sunburned nipples. Olivia tosses her head back and lets out a feminine whimper. 


	This other slave girl is an expert at snake whipping a woman. 


	As the overseer continues to fondle the whip girl’s nipples and sex, her name is Charma, she adjusts her stance. Charma slices the whip again this time over Olivia’s back. Causing it to curl around and snap on the tip of Olivia’s right nipple. The audience could almost see Olivia’s nipple pressed inward and then as if having a life of its own, pop back outward pushing the tip of the whip away. 


	Turning an angry red in the process. 


	This whipping was both cruel and seductive. Olivia danced and writhed as she glistened in the hot Sun. Charma snaked whipped Olivia some thirty lashes in all. By the time Charma had finished applying all the strokes of the lash, under the intense Sun, she was sweating almost as much as the girl she had just whipped. 


	The overseer began to fondle Charma with distinct purpose in mind to fuck her. 


	He brought his finger 


	down to Charma’s bare sex and parted her lips. His finger worked the girl’s hard clit causing her to wiggle her 


	butt against his erect cock. Her breasts rose and fell in heavy breaths. The tips of her nipples displayed the effects of a sunburn. His hands raked over them cruelly. As he dug in his fingers, the skin over her ripe breasts turned white then immediately back to a deep reddish brown. As things began to heat up for them, the overseer 


	parted the cheeks of her ass. Wetting her bung with oil and sweat from her skin, he slid his rock hard cock 


	deep into Charma’s girlish bowels. He ass fucked her in front of several hundred spectators. Ass fucking was 


	permitted between slaves as long as it was part of a scene. Usually this activity, in private, would have earned 


	them both a day on the cross. 


	As he fucked her deeply. She verbally announced the force of his thrusts with heavy exhaling. It didn’t take long for them both to cum. As he flooded her with his hot cum, she exhaled her vocalized whimpers of pleasure. The girl took a full load of his cum deep inside her guts. 


	As she regained her composure, she coiled the whip and handed it proudly back to the overseer. He kissed her passionately. Olivia was being let down and ordered back to work. Displaying ridged welts up and down her nudity. 


	As the audience began to settle into the spectacle before them, Valanna and Teesha appeared on the 


	stage. They began to incite some of the slaves to revolt. The setting was suppose to be during a break in the work. Valanna led a few slaves, both male and female to a spot where she’d hid some weapons. 


	In the focus of the scene, Valanna stood up and lifting a staff high into the air. She showed off her proud nudity. Her lovely blonde hair flowing in the soft breeze. As she stretched her curves upward holding the staff, faint streaks showed across her breasts and belly. Proudly, she displayed her whip strokes. 


	In the gallery, Mica whispered to Monica about Valanna, “She’s so deliciously naked. Her bare pussy looks very wet and sweet. And, oh, did you notice that simply chompy ass fucking that Spania girl got? Her ass was still leaking when she walked off ten minutes later. That made my pussy wet, for sure. Oh, by the gods, I’d just love to be deep fucked in my ass.” Mica wrinkled up her nose slightly as she fingered herself openly, “I’ve understood that Flavious clit clips those girls as a form of discipline…” 


	Monica whispers back, “Look close, she’s been whipped across her breasts. 


	Wouldn’t you just love to whip her. Oh, she is so brown and lush from her exposure to the hot Sun.” 


	“They probably spread eagle her when the lash her. A naked little blonde slut.” 


	“Naked in the Sun! I wonder do blondes just burn up in the Sun, Mica?” 


	“Yes, naked. Very naked. Oh, I suppose so. But then, I really don’t know. I saw a blonde hanging 


	on a cross one time. She’d been awfully whipped. But, she just seem to darken in the Sun…” 


	“I saw them bull whip a blonde girl one time. It was down by the harbor. She was a galley slut. They caught her stealing a chicken. A fish wife did the whipping. 


	She even took off her tunic to get a better swing of the bull whip. Yes! They used a long heavy bull whip. Delivered her a awful whipping.” Mica licked her lips and showed a obvious sense of arousal. “A real black snake whipping.” 


	Monica spoke in a low rasping whisper. “Could you take a snake whipping, Monica?” 


	“I don’t know. I suppose so.” 


	“I mean a real snaking. Naked in the Sun.” 


	“With the right motivation? Yes. Could you Mica? I mean bare cunt naked? Spread eagle under our hot Roman Sun?” Monica asked with a note of drunkenness. 


	“Maybe.” 


	“Maybe? Ha! You forget, I know you! You’d melt like pudding after the first lash.” 


	“Well, maybe if Carlos whipped me…” 


	“Oh, Carlos? Sure you’d get his hard cock when he’d finish with you. No, I mean a real good snaking. Like that galley slut received. Delivered by another woman. 


	Someone like that sultry bitch we just saw. What was her name..?” 


	“Charma.” 


	“Yes. Charma. She was the one who whipped that slave girl, Olivia. We saw that part as we were taking our seats. I remember her perky nipples as the overseer fondled them.” 


	Mica leaned closer to Monica, licking her nipple with the tip of her tongue, “You’d like to see me whipped by Charma wouldn’t you?” 


	“...maybe…” Monica rocked her head before and after she said that word. 


	“You’re not drunk enough for what I have in mind. Here have some more wine…” 


	The two lesbian sluts of Vestal Julia drank more wine and looked at each other. 


	Mica downed her cup first. Monica finished her cup and held it up for a refill. 


	Mica held her’s up for a refill. 


	As the play had progressed, Valanna led her small group of followers to the main part of the camp. Teesha, looking some what plump, dirty and sweaty took up a staff. 


	With a deft, quick blow from her quarter staff, Teesha knocked out one of the overseers. It was only a matter of time before the camp was over run with rebellious slaves. One of the slaves, a loyal male trying to gain his freedom by being an informant left the camp. He ran a long distance to find Marcus Flavious and tell him of the revolt. Flavious sent one of his most elite fighting forces. 


	In the wee hours, the forces landed a sneak attack on the rebellious slaves. 


	Rounding up all of them. Taking special care to secure the conspirators, Valanna and Teesha. Three special Centurions were sent by Flavious to administer any and all punishments to those unruly slaves. The battle didn’t last long. The slaves were armed only with staffs and offered very little resistance to the forces of Marcus Flavious. 


	It was now the next day, according to the story. Several women were being raped by Flavious’ men. Three of the anxious rebels were now being prepared for the cross. The three centurions had gathered Valanna and Teesha and were now ready to administer punishment. 


	By now Mica was noticeably drunk. Her words were somewhat slurred and she hicupped-cupped saying her name, “Mon_ca?” 


	Monica’s eyes had a sleepy look to them, she was quite drunk, “Yessssss.” 


	“Still wanna see mee wheeped?” Mica quipped. 


	“Not wheeped, you drunken slut. Whipped. Say it right. You sound so stupid and silly when your drunk.” 


	Mica was quite drunk, her words were very slurred, “I’mmmm noot drunnnk. You are though…” 


	She sucked in a hic-cup. “Buttsss… I like butts… His butt…” She pointed to Carlos. “I can takea wheepin, in 


	fact right now… Carlos don’t spare the whip on me. Use it on me. Whip me good and hard. Then use me 


	like the man you are. Fuck me hard and deep. Make me pregnant. Look at me, I’m nekked. All the way for 


	you. Whip my tits. Suck me and fuck me. Whip me. I won’t get dressed ever. I’ll stay nekked for you as long 


	as you like. Bare assed, butt fuck, nekked!” She takes a long swig of wine, “Butt fuck me, Carlos. I’m ready and I’m randy for you…” Mica took another long swig of wine and hic-cupped. 


	Monica looked about, “Sit-down you drunken slut before someone really takes a whip to you..! 


	Marci joined into the conversation, she too, was noticeably drunk, “Hey perky nipples. Come here and suck on mine…” She was addressing Mica. Putting her hands under her breasts and offering them to Mica. 


	Julia stirred and looked at Marci holding her breasts toward Mica. She focused on her three mouthy half sisters. “Thanks to the three of you for waking me up. 


	I wanted to see more of Flavious’ show. What’s this about being wheeped?” 


	Monica spoke with a clear voice, “Mistress, Mica challenged me to a contest. 


	Here are the guide lines and I request of you to rule on them for us.” 


	“Okay..? What are the guide lines?” 


	“Mica wants to see me whipped. Black snake whipped to be sure. I wish to see her whipped also. She wants Carlos to whip her and then she can get his cock when he finishes with her. I desire to see her naked under the lash of another woman. 


	Charma would do nicely. Set the rules for us Mistress…” 


	“Very well. When you can’t decide for amongst the three of you here is what will happen… Carlos. Carlos! Over here, it’s Julia!” 


	Carlos saunters up the steps to vestal Julia’s area. Smiling, he bows to her will. He is nearly naked in the skimpy loin cloth he is wearing, “Yes, Mistress Julia. How may I serve you?” 


	“Carlos. This is Monica and Mica. They need to be taught a lesion…” 


	“Understood, Mistress. I might add that getting a change in the script is costly, if you understand my 


	predicament…” 


	“Carlos. I haven’t disappointed you yet have I? Really, dear. Oh, you wouldn’t mind a peek under your loin cloth now. Just for old times sake?” 


	He untied the sides of his loin cloth. It fell slowly open. Mica’s eyes looked on with lust. His cock was nearly full and semi erect. It was smooth and bronze like the rest of him. 


	Julia’s eyes fixed on his male organ. She licked her lips, “I just bet you’ve poked a few of those young slits down there basking in the Sun? Eh, Carlos my darling? Go on now, you can tell me…” 


	“A few, mistress. Even the blonde slut you see there and now being readied for a flogging…” 


	“Valanna…” 


	“The very one.” 


	“How many times have you fucked her, Carlos?” 


	“In the past week, more than fifty times I’d imagine.” 


	“Keep that up and there’ll be lots of little Carlos’ and Valanna’s running about.” They both laughed together. 


	“This Valanna is into pain I can assure you…” 


	“We’ll discuss that later, but for now fetch me that girl I saw whipping the lazy slave girl earlier…” 


	You mean Charma?” 


	“Yeah, Charma. The one with the red, ripe nipples. Oh, could you arrange to have her breast whipped for me? You’ll find an extra bag of gold coins…” 


	“It could be arranged mistress. Would you care to have her brought to you here for her breast whipping?” 


	“Carlos you are most accommodating…” 


	They smile at each other. Mica and Monica are on their knees. They have their hands behind their heads and their breasts thrust forward. Their nipples are red and swollen from their fondling, Charma is slightly struggling as she is being brought up to vestal Julia’s position. A special wooden post has been set up for her whipping. Having been tied to it in such a manner to expose her breasts fully for the lash. In her bondage, the hot Sun scorched down on her gloriously bare nipples. 


	Arriving after her summons by vestal Julia, she seemed quite aroused. Vestal Julia spoke in a clear voice to Olivia, “You have your chance to take revenge on this slut who snake whipped you earlier. I here by order you to give this slave, Charma a breast whipping. You will continue to whip her breasts until I tell you to stop. She has been bound here facing the hot Sun for more than a hour now. 


	Notice that her breasts are red and ripe for your thong. You will use this three thong lash. Aim for her nipples. If you stop, you will take her place and your breasts will be whipped. Do you understand my orders?” 


	Olivia nodded. She pressed her finger into Charma’s right nipple. It turned white before it got a darker red. Charma’s breasts were quite sunburned. “You may begin, child…” 


	Standing to one side. Slightly to Charma’s right, gave Olivia plenty of room to apply side arm strokes across Charma’s naked breasts. She moaned and whispered a muted, “No.” This whip was by no means as cruel as the one Charma had used on Olivia earlier. Its three thongs made of supple rawhide left only a slight red path as they splayed across her tender sunburned breasts. Stinging nipples and the surrounding skin. Olivia knew the persistence of the whipping would tire her. Leaving Charma to suffer a long punishment under the brutal Sun. Olivia felt the hot Sun on her back and shoulders as well as the upper slopes of her breasts and buttocks. She was nude in the Sun while she punished Charma. 


	Each stroke made a whisking sound and a wet slap as it scored Charma’s breasts. 


	Charma vocalized a muted but throaty gasp or moan with each stroke. Sometimes she would only whimper at the lashes. Well whipped breasts turned a bright red in the Sun as the lashes scored direct hits on Charma’s bare breasts. Her nipples standing erect and scarlet under the relentless strokes of the lash. 


	Olivia’s arm was beginning to tire and she stopped to let it rest for only a moment. Julia reacted with a angry tone. “I told you not to stop.” 


	“Mistress, my arm is stiff and I need to stretch it.” 


	“Give the whip to Marci. Put your hands behind your head with your breasts thrusting outward. That’s it. Now Marci, lash Olivia’s breasts until her arm feels better. Monica and Mica, be thankful to the Gods that your breasts are not suffering the way these girl’s breasts are suffering. Prey that I don’t decide to have your nipples switched or some other such painful application…” 


	This lash was a bitter-sweet thong. It stung like fire, but it was not heavy or bruising. Olivia’s breasts began to turn red quickly enough. Her arm recovered quickly. Back in her position, she resumed her strokes across Charma’s breasts. 


	Her own, now well whipped breasts swaying as she applied the whip again across Charma’s flaming red tits. 


	Olivia’s arm began to get tired again. She stopped and in her rest, suffered another lashing of her own breasts. Then as if to renew her faith, she was handed back the thong and resumed again on Charma’s twin cones. Once, Charma thought it would be acceptable to faint. A couple of buckets of cold water revived her. It felt good going on as it cooled and soothed her Sun and whip scorched breasts. It did however have a draw back. The lashes now would cling to her breasts. Causing them to pull and jerk lazily as Olivia pulled the whip away for another stroke. Along with her breasts, her nipples would pay a dear price for being doused with water. It made them stand up more. Therefore they received more of the whip. The whip itself as it dried in the Sun, became more stiff and it would sting more until it soaked up more of Charma’s body oils from her scalded breasts. Before the whip had fully dried, Olivia’s arm gave out once more on her. Helping her tired arm up to behind her head, Marci felt sorry for Olivia and Charma. Following the orders of her mistress, Marci began whipping Olivia’s sore looking breasts. 


	Moisture still in the whip made it cling to Olivia’s breasts and nipples. She now felt that painful jerking action as the whip’s strands pulled on her breasts and nipples. They swayed obscenely as the lashes fell and pulled away. With a still tired arm, Olivia again resumed her whipping of Charma’s breasts. Now the strokes produced a guttural squeal of pain from Charma’s throat. Not noticing until now, portions of the audience had gathered to watch this painful ordeal being suffered for Julia’s benefit. It made Olivia feel more naked that before. 


	It must have been quite a sight to see. A fully nude woman breast whipping another fully nude woman. While she herself displayed well whipped breasts, swaying in the hot Roman Sun. 


	Charma’s cries became a deep gasping wail. Her breasts swayed and bounced under the lash. Blisters were beginning to form on the tips of her nipples as well as the sides of her swaying sunburned breasts. It was obscene. Julia held up her hand to stop the whipping. Olivia gasped a sigh of relief. Looking at Charma’s breasts, Julia noticed the very small blisters that had formed. Some from the Sun others from that nasty persistent whipping. Charma looked exhausted. Julia gripped Charma’s nipples tenderly. She gently shook her breasts. Charma nearly came un-glued in a painful gasp. 


	Smiling, Julia looked at the other women, “Those’ll be pretty sore for a while. 


	Let me see yours, Olivia?” With the same tenderness, she gripped Olivia’s nipples and shook her breasts. They felt hot and well whipped. Looking at her three lesbian step sisters come slave girls, Julia shook her finger in warning, “You see girls, I changed my mind about your playful idea of having each other whipped. Instead I decided to punish those two instead of you. Look at those very punished breasts. The next time you ask me to decided for you I will have the both of you breast whipped. Like them, naked in the Sun. Now service me and be quick about it! Before I change my mind again and decided to have your breasts flogged here and now!” 


	All three girls scrambled to accommodate their mistress. Learning full well and by vivid illustration the folly in asking a mistress to decided a selfish squabble. Charma and Olivia were sent to the kennels for the rest of the day. 


	Their breasts were in no shape to stand any more of the whip or the Sun. As they lay on their cots. Both of the girls thought about how cruel fate can be. To think of this woman the patricians of Rome called a vestal. Allowing her the power to inflict such a punishment on two women that she had never laid eyes on until this day. Ordering one of them strung up like a side of meat in the hot Sun. To be whipped on her breasts. Whipped in such a fashion as to force her to beg with a hoarse voice to stop. Whipped for so long that her breasts swelled up red and blistered from the harsh leather and exposure to the Sun. 


	Pain and humiliation ran vividly in Charma’s mind. She was laying on her back. 


	Her crimson breasts angry with their swollen, vividly red nipples slowly rising and falling as she drew her breath. They were so tender that she couldn’t touch them. Olivia, laying also on her back, with her twin breasts red and streaked began to sob. They hurt her more than she realized. The bullet like tips of her nipples were now in flames from the scorch of the lash. Her sobs were as much from the humiliation of being forced to expose her breasts for the whip as the whipping itself. 


	Both of them drifted off to sleep. In spite of the pain. Flavious’ sexual spectacular had three more days of revelry. Julia’s three lesbian sluts would suffer some pain or another before the show was declared over. After all they’d earned it. Mica began sucking on Julia’s marvelous round breasts. Monica used her tongue on Julia’s clitoris. These two girls displayed uncontrolled arousal. 


	Their eyes looking at the scene being acted out before them. Valanna by now was being flogged with loud resounding slaps from Carlos’ multi thong whip. For the enhancement of the show, he flogged Valanna in the nude. His cock swayed to and fro as he side armed delivered his lashes. For the most part, only on the Imperial galleys, when a slave was to be flogged, the flogger as well as the slave would be nude. 


	Galley slaves consisted of both male and female slaves. Sometimes the drummers were either male or female. It really didn’t make much difference. It was learned that a woman could pull the ores just as hard as a man. Carlos beat Valanna with as much vigor as he did that night he black snake whipped her. The strokes landing on her sun-bronzed breasts made them sway obscenely. Like Charma’s breasts, Valanna’ turned scarlet in the afternoon Sun. Standing with her arms outstretched between two posts. The whip streaked side curves of her breasts undulating to expose a turgid nipple. Just waiting to be sucked and soothed from their ordeal under the lash. The fingers of the whip flicked her nipples turning them an angry red in the glare of the Sun. To Valanna the tips of the lash against her nipples made them sting as if they were being pinched or bitten. 


	Meesha hated the wedge. She looked too young and fragile to be so harshly punished on such a cruel device. Brutis took a position on her right side. 


	Setting with her wrists together and drawn upwards. Her nipples made erotic targets. A metal bit had been fixed firmly in her mouth. He tested a switch for suppleness. It hissed in the air. The sound made Teesha shiver a bit. Sunburned breasts quivered slightly. She looked at him and crisped her forehead in a deaf plea to not whip her. Brutis whipped the supple switch to land squarely across both of Teesha’s sun-toasted nipples. A wet slapping sound could be heard. The rod indented the tips of her round bullet tipped breasts. Those puffy nipples of hers heaved up to expel the switch. The odd thing was for a few seconds after the rod fell away. Her breasts and nipples didn’t change a bit. Then her nipples slowly stiffened to a pucker as they turned bright red. The usual red welt appeared, some quarter inch in diameter and the same length as the where the switch sliced. Teesha let out a whinny and nearly lifted herself off the wedge. 


	When her weight settled back down her breasts bounced and jiggled a protest. A wail from deep in her throat followed that unusual sounding whinny. Another lick with the switch landed across where Teesha swore was the same spot as the previous one. It made her hammer her sex up and down on the wedge. More shivering of 


	breasts and protesting wails from a girl in pain. Brutis was an expert at switching a girl’s nipples. Six more sliced across Teesha’s raw nipples. Lacing the tips of her twin cones with fire. Spittle ran down the sides of her lovely mouth as the bit squeezed firmly against the corners her mouth. It distorted her full lips making Brutis’ cock yearn to be sucked by her. 


	Melissa had been released from the lever. Two soldier drug her toward a dirt mound. Forcing her down onto her hands and knees. They kicked her legs apart. 


	One of the men knelt down and sank is hard cock deep into her pussy. Another man knelt in front of her making her suck his cock. Her breasts swayed as the man who was fucking her slammed his cock firmly into her bare wet sex. Melissa was as randy as she could be. She loved sex, of all kinds. 


	Carlos went over to Brutis and stopped his switching of Teesha’s nipples. It wouldn’t have taken many more to have split her nipples. Carlos told Brutis, “I know you want to keep switching those nipples of hers. Don’t split them. 


	Remember the master wants her punished over the entire three days. Two more scalding swipes of the switch made Teesha bounce like a puppet on the sharp edge of the wedge. Some Roman slave girls referred to this form of punishment as ‘the dance of fire’. 


	Another novice, a white girl with blonde brown hair, exceptionally green eyes and firm breasts took Melissa’s place on the wheel. They shackled her with her back arched against the lever. Just to make her breasts stick out a bit further. 


	It made them easier targets for the whip. As the guests slowly began to exit. 


	Torches were lit about the arena. Flavious stopped to chat a bit with vestal Julia. Over a matter of two of his novices being severely breast whipped. 


	Julia heard the second set of bars slam closed. Her bare feet shuffled in the fresh straw strewn about the floor. Monica, Mica, and Marci were standing with up drawn arms. Their bodies glistened with sweat in the torch light. Flavious gestured to them, “I think it only fitting dear Julia that you watch. I also wish to thank you for your allowing me to use these three tomorrow in the arena. 


	They’ll take the place of the two severely whipped novices. By the way here is why they confessed to what happened to them?” 


	Sweating and whimpering, Charma was standing with her wrists over her head and her legs spread. Olivia was similarly tied and she, too, was crying. Their red and now deeply streaked breast bobbled up and down with their sobbing gasps for air. It was hot and stifling down in the dungeons. Holding a long black snake whip, stood a very naked Nubian woman. She was completely void of all body and head hair. Glistening, her body shined and reflected every curve in the flickering torch light. As she turned to greet Flavious, her nipples stood erect on well upturned breasts. Her body rippled with firm supple muscles. She was by no means fat. 


	Julia was naked and didn’t seem to mind it. Her body was well developed, but she was a slightly plump. She showed a slight sunburn. The Nubian, Flavious addressed as Mona, stepped toward Flavious and Julia. Coiling her whip as she walked. Her breast bounced slightly as she stepped along barefooted. She raised her right arm and slightly turned to hang up the whip. Julia saw the faint lines of a whipping here and there on her nudity. 


	Mona smiled at Julia and licked her lips. Mona liked women. As she let the chain slacken that held the two novices, they slowly came together. Due in part to their awkward bondage. Ending up breast to breast flattened squarely together. 


	Flavious addressed Mona, “Do you think they will be accusing of vestal Julia any more.” 


	“I doubt it, master. I made their sore tits a bit sorer.” She glanced at the two weeping girls with very red tits pressed squarely together. 


	“You snaked them, I see…” 


	“Yes, but I didn’t cut them any. Oh, the one with the not so red tits… Olivia, I got her a couple of times between her legs. Well up into her pussy I’d figure.” 


	“Good. It’ll do her wonders. It’s been a while since you’d been given a good whipping hasn’t it?” 


	“Almost two months now, master.” 


	“Vestal Julia?” 


	“Yes, dear Flavious.” 


	“Feel like swinging a bull whip tonight?” 


	“Maybe. On who?” 


	“This one right here. Mona can take a sound thrashing. I made a spectacle of her once in the arena. Full blown scourging and crucifixion. Notice the palms of her hands and the ends of her feet. I had the sharp nails used in places that I knew would heel. Had her hanging in place with ropes and a buffalo horn…” 


	Mona snuggled closer to Flavious, looking Julia straight in the eyes, “He hung me up between two blonde girls. Naked in the Sun. He knows how I hate blondes. 


	When I was let down, Carlos took me to Flavious’ bed chamber. Along with the two blondes, he fuck us solid for a week. Right darling master?” 


	“That one blonde, what was her name..?” 


	“One was Lanna and the other was Natalie. North land girls.” 


	“It might have been Lanna…” 


	“She was riding you a lot, master.” 


	“Anyway, Lanna ended up giving birth to another of her sex. Healthy and ripe little slitter…” 


	“Yes, that’s right, master. You fucked her all the way, belly swollen pregnant. 


	It was a sight to see. I’d have sworn that every time he fucked her she got bigger!” Mona’s eyes got big and she smiled a full teeth smile, “Master got me belly swollen pregnant two times!” She held up two fingers. 


	Julia in a somewhat ho hum tone of voice, “Really, belly swollen pregnant? 


	Twice?” She looks at Flavious with a sly smile, “You don’t say?” 


	He struck a proud pose. Fully nude. Julia was impressed with his semi erect member gently swaying two and fro. Mona knelt down and sucked on his cock until he moaned slightly. Taking hold of her smooth head, he forced himself down her throat with a firm thrust. She choked and coughed. It was the excuse he was looking for to have her punished, “Whore! You can’t even suck your master’s cock without choking! You shall be whipped!” With those words, Flavious grabbed on of Mona’s wrists. He led her to the center of the dungeon. Hoisting her wrist up he shackled it to a dangling cuff. Then he did likewise to her other wrist. Soon, she stood erect and on her toes. 


	“Julia, take up this whip and give her a good snaking. Wrap it around her hard. 


	Draw some red welts on her.” 


	“Wait, Flavious. Spread her legs and fasten them to those ring-bolts. As long as I’m swinging this whip. I want to make sure her female parts get a good feel of it…” As Julia took up her stance to bull whip Mona, Flavious noticed a whip that he had forgot he owned. It was a long, slender Manta-tail. Real long, about seven feet and supple as hell. It looked smaller, but was heavier that the bull whip. 


	“Wait! Look here…” Flavious held up the Manta-tail for Julia to see. Stopping just short of delivering her first lash. Julia looked wide eyed at the hellish whip. “I’ve never seen one of those! Where did you get it?” 


	“It was a gift from an Egyptian friend. He said it came from a distant Sea.” 


	Flavious smiled as he looked at it. 


	“Let me hold it.” As Julia tested its heft, Mona began to fidget uneasy. She wondered what caused 


	all their excitement. Straining over her shoulder, she looked to see. Fear filled her face. She’d heard legends of 


	that kind of whip. Made from the tail of a devil fish. In a soft voice, she made a feminine whimper. 


	“This’ll raise blood welts on her.” Julia whispered to Flavious. 


	“Yes, but she’s black and they won’t show as much as on a white woman… Want to see?” For a moment he frightened Julia acting like he’d use it on her. 


	“All right, she’s your slave girl. This could slice her real bad. I’ll use it with a light arm…” Testing its feel, Julia splayed it out behind her. It was a quick to respond whip. It sang with power as it sliced the air. Julia used a familiar side arm stroke. It made slicing impact. The whip scored the bullet like tips of Mona’s breasts as it traveled around her nudity. Finishing with a wet sounding SWIT in the center of her back. Mona shook her head as if to say no. But there weren’t any words. Funny, Julia noticed that the whip seemed to flow into Mona’s every curve. It was fluid in that sense. The most unusual effect of this whip was the time it took to register a welt. Already, Julia was ready to deliver Mona’s third stroke, when a high pitched scream broke the air. In the third slice, it found the level of her bare cunt. Passing over the upper part of her cleft, it didn’t look like it did much damage. As a matter of fact, it looked like her cunt was hardly bothered by the stroke. Which had finished up its travel by spending itself over the upper slopes of her smooth ass. 


	Mona jerked and writhed in her bondage. Sometimes opening and closing her mouth with awful pain. 


	Within a few seconds, a deep red line had formed in the whip’s path. Flavious saw the ruby score across the upper part of Mona’s cleft. Holding up his hand for Julia to stop, he examined Mona closer. Julia was coiling up the wicked whip. Stepping closer to the two, Julia began to admire her stroke work. She felt the ridges that formed the welts. They seemed quite pronounced. 


	Julia stepped back to deliver Mona a few more slices with the Manta tail. She administered eight of them so well that the whip hardly made any noise as it sliced through the air. The stokes found breasts, waists, shoulders, butts, and clefts. Flavious noticed on one particularly delicious lash the whip gripped Mona’s breasts. As Julia drew the whip away. It held tight enough to make Mona’s breasts shudder and sway as the whip pulled away. Mona lolled her head to one side and gasped a deep throated wail. Another nasty deliverance embedded itself into Mona’s bare cleft. The whip scored her smooth lips and slipped itself between them. It sucked on her clitoris with a kiss of fire. Finishing the last of her strokes once again on Mona’s wonderful breasts. She let the whip lazily cling onto Mona’s erect nipples. Painting a red stripe in its awful path. 


	“Flavious I have a surprise for you, tomorrow.” 


	“Why Julia! I love surprises! I can hardly wait!” 


	“Oh, what’s the difference, I’ll give you a hint…” 


	“I am understandably curious…” 


	“Remember that luscious little blonde nymph I got on my visit to Crete?” 


	Wondering, Flavious pondered a bit, “Blonde nymph..? Crete..?” 


	“You first saw her when you visited me a long time ago. Your father still ran this arena then. I remember you visited me in my villa in Espanna. It was the time you came and stayed with me for two months. I remember it was the time you challenged me to a contest…” 


	“Contest..?” 


	“Yes, don’t you remember the nudity contest. It was the next morning after the day you arrived. Of course we slept together. That next morning before breakfast, I got up and started to put on my tunic you stopped me. Your plan was that we both stay naked. Which ever one got dressed first for any reason, would submit to the other as a complete slave. I remember that I laughed. But you stood up very serious. A pact. ‘Bare naked’, no exceptions. Regardless of the visitors. In town. At the beach. At the games!” Julia giggled. 


	Flavious nods, “Now I remember. Yes. Oh, how I poured down the wine on the first few days. You, too! If I remember right. That messenger of Alurious, Jessup. 


	We’d been out by the pool most of the day. I recall that you’d quite a sunburn on your already sun-bronze skin. When you went in to get the message, he thought you were a slave girl. Two of your own slaves assured him that you were, vestal Julia. He was quite embarrassed. You were quite drunk!” 


	“I don’t remember that!” 


	“Oh, yes. You stood up to him and you were pretty angry that he thought of you as a slave girl. You pushed your quite attractive breasts against his armor. It was so funny because I remember you pointing to your breasts, back, butt, and belly to remind him if he saw any whip strokes.” 


	“Oh, you are right. Now I remember. I recall that I pointed to you and asked him if you thought I looked like a slave girl. Funny, I don’t recall what you replied…” 


	Under his breath, “You don’t want to know…” 


	“What was that? What did you say?” 


	“Nothing.” 


	“Good.” 


	“Really, nothing…” 


	“You’re making this worse…” 


	“I know.” Flavious realized he was in a corner. After a long pause, “I’m going to finish with a few more slashes with this hefty whip on your Mona. I guarantee she’ll feel them…” 


	She did. Wails followed wails. Breasts vibrated and shivered under the whip. Her bare sex slapped wet and sore with the awful tail. Mona twisted and writhed nakedly in torch light. As Flavious held up his hand for Julia to stop the awful whipping, he offered Julia a room for the evening at his villa. She accepted. 


	Julia was still quite attractive for a woman of her experiences. Her nudity glistened lustful in the glow of the dimly lit cell. As she coiled the whip and handed it to Flavious she smiled and said, “Why I do believe that you wish you could use this on me, you rascal?” 


	Flavious smiled as he took the whip. He looked back at her and then at Mona, sweating and painted with welts. “You’d probably like to feel Mona’s firm ripe breasts against your saucy tits, wouldn’t you?” Julia looked at Mona and then at Flavious and she licked her lips. 


	Julia hung easily by her wrists. Like it did when she used it on Mona, the Manta Tail clung to her nudity as Flavious snaked her with it. What’s unusual, Julia absorbed the obvious pain of more than thirty lashes. Blood red welts appeared from her shoulders to her thighs. She sobbed and whimpered during the last six strokes. Standing nipple to nipple, Julia flattened her jaunty tits against Mona’s firm breasts. Flavious fixed their wrists and ankles together. He wrapped a chain about their waists and thighs that forced the two women to press their clits firmly together. Julia felt the cleft of her sex press against Mona’s bare slit. Both girl’s clitoris’ were swollen and firmly erect. Their contact made them each shudder with excitement. 


	Mona came first. The wetness that poured from her made Julia’s clit friction against Mona’s clit enough to bring her to a blossom of an orgasm. In their sensitivity from the lashing each of them received, Mona felt the ridges of welts that formed on Julia’s naked breasts and sex. Julia felt the firm ridges that formed over Mona’s nudity. Whip sore nipples, ridged and erect, rubbed firmly one on the other. Both women’s orgasmic passions are satisfied more than once. 


	Julia and Mona both slept with Flavious that night. Julia’s sex got a good fucking from Flavious. Mona drained his balls. That night she drained them at least five times. Julia got to do most of the fucking. 


	No chance of Julia ending up with a baby. Mona wondered if she would be flogged and sent to the 


	mill with a baby in her belly. She had some time as it usually took three or four months for her to show. Earlier she felt ripe under the lash. 


	Day 2 


	It was late morning the second day of Flavious’ exhibition of the female slave revolt of Bistlana. The story teller was explaining the events that had happened and the ones that were about to unfold. Flavious noticed a quite naked and very attractive female walking up the steps toward Julia’s comfort box. As she got closer he noticed the rings in her ears, nipples and the one in her clitoris. 


	They sparkled in the Sun. 


	The action below began to grow more intense as the slaves were lined up for their afternoon assignments. Valanna was bound, nude and oiled, against a post facing the Sun. Her nipples standing bold and erect. A naked Nubian woman, well oiled, held a paddle. She was about to use it on Valanna’s bare breasts. Both of the women shined and nearly sparkled in the Sun. 


	Julia, wearing an open tunic to hide some of her welts, spoke first, “Flavious? 


	Recognize who’s coming up the steps now?” 


	“I’m not sure…?” 


	“Take a good look.” 


	“It couldn’t be? Lydia?” 


	“The very one.” 


	“She looks so young and healthy. Not a day over twenty three.” 


	“She’s only five years younger than me, darling…” 


	“I remember when you bought her, she looked your age.” 


	“She was three months pregnant then. That was her first child. Would you believe that she has given birth to ten? All of them females.” 


	“Really!” 


	“You remember those other three girls of mine? The ones you are using because I breast lashed Charma and Olivia. By the way, how are they doing?” 


	“Fine.” 


	“Good. Well, Marci and Mica are Lydia’s two oldest girls.” 


	“You’re joking?” 


	“No. I’m not. Oh, here she is now… Dear Lydia, how are you today?” 


	“Mistress. Master. I believe I am fine.” 


	She whispers to Flavious, “Poor dear she’s so simple minded. I once whipped her for dropping a small statue. While I was applying the lash she wondered why I was whipping her.” Flavious shook his head. He looked at her lovely eyes. So blue and clear. If desire is found in the loving eyes of a woman. Her eyes made love to the world. “Julia, you have a treasure here. Just her presence is enough to move me to desire her. Here and now.” 


	“Be careful. Lydia is ripe again. I’ve had sex with her and I can tell by her open desires, she is ripe.” 


	“I remember that pregnancy becomes her.” Flavious commented, “Her belly swells so beautifully.” 


	“Come here child. Remove your rings and make love to Flavious.” Lydia removed all of her rings. Even the ones in her ears. Smiling, she displays herself fully naked to Flavious. Her sumptuous body bronze from the Sun. “Master?” 


	“Yes, Lydia.” 


	“Would you like to whip me first?” Flavious’ cock began to twitch. He closed his eyes and thought of Lydia spread eagle. Oiled and glistening in the Sun. The whistling sound of the whiplash. Followed by Lydia’s feminine gasp as the wicked braid splayed itself over her nudity. He could see the very sight of her writhing and pulling at her ropes. Looking back over her shoulder waiting for more of the lash. Her tongue licking her full lips. Her nakedness already streaked here and there. A few welts over the shuddering curves of her breasts heaving as she took in deep breaths. 


	Imagination gave way to reality as his hard cock slid deeply into Lydia’s smooth bare sex. As he opened his eyes, he saw her smiling at him and rocking gently on his cock. He was very deep into her. 


	“Flavious, I know that when you let go into her, she’ll be swelling up soon. If you do, you might as well keep her here for a while. Use her and abuse her so to speak. Do give her a dose of that Manta’s Tail. In fact, you could have some real fun with her and Mona. Imagine them both pregnant. I know, set up a special wheel in your villa garden. Shackle them both to it and make them turn it. Nude with swollen bellies glistening in this hot Sun. Then you can invite me back to watch their progress, so to speak…” 


	Breathing and in a hard pant, “Deal dear Julia. You’re welcome here anytime…” 


	With those words, Flavious felt the cum pour out of his balls and squirt hot into Lydia’s fertile womb. Lydia closed her eyes and was happy. The time for feelings are never ready, at least in the Arena business. Lydia kissed Flavious full on the mouth. She then put her hand below her belly button. Looking at both Julia and Flavious she spoke in soft, but simple words. “Master. Mistress. I have once again offered my body for the well being of Rome. Master, should I carry your seed I am most noted for breeding fine, strong, and beautiful females. They will serve you well, at least so I’m told…” 


	“Sweetheart, you are doing fine. Your body is superb and you are strong of will. 


	You will be staying with me. Your mistress has granted me full dominion over you. I have a fine Negress named Mona. She is also quite pregnant. You both will be able to comfort each other.” 


	Lydia thought for a moment or two. Looking at Flavious she puckered her lips again and kissed him full on the mouth for more than three minutes. Her nipples became full and hard. She leaned back for a moment. His thumbs began raking on her nipples. Back and forth his thumbs ran over her nipples. She whimpered. 


	“Go ahead and work her, Flavious. Feel that sex of hers tighten. She’s ready.” 


	Flavious felt her vulva begin to open and close, squeezing his cock. He slid deeper into her. Feeling the tip of his cock start to tingle, he realized that this girl wanted all of him inside of her. Her words were in rhythm with her body, “Master, how you will punish me for getting pregnant. How will you punish Mona and me both?” 


	Flavious was now is a virtual rut. His mind raced to give description of what he would do to Lydia and Mona, “First, you will spend a long day of hard labor naked in the Sun. I might even have you flog each other. When you are both soundly flogged, I will allow you both to sleep with me.” 


	“Will you switch my nipples, master? They get very wet when they are switched.” 


	“Yes, your nipples will be soundly switched.” Lydia began to breath very hard. 


	Flavious felt his cock 


	swell inside her. He looked onto the scene below. Several slave girls were placing large black, solid triangles on the arena floor. These triangles were massive and supported by heavy legs. Two tall wooden uprights were set firmly in the ground with the triangles setting side by side between them. A heavy rope had been stretched over the top of the triangles. In all six of these devices had been placed between the two uprights. 


	Struggling below were six slave girls, one of them Valanna. The other five consisted of Teesha, Melissa, Eleena and the twin blonde Amazons. They were in chains. Completely naked. Valanna struggled in a wooden yoke as whips flogged her bouncing bare breasts. 


	The announcer brought the story up to date. The council had arrived from Rome. 


	Consisting of three female Centurions from the Emperor’s special elite forces. 


	These Centurions have ordered that all the slave girls are to be punished. 


	Starting with these six, they will be forced to `run’ behind the horses of the Centurions. Afterwards, each will receive a severe whipping while bound split on the black wedges. Valanna’s yoke was removed. Her wrists were now bound with a long hemp rope. Likewise, Melissa’s wrists were bound with a similar length of rope. Then a rope was applied to Eleena, Teesha and the twin blonde Amazons. Two ropes were handed to each of the Centurions. The women struggled and pulled against their ropes. As they took 


	their steps, their breasts would bounce and their asses quivered. 


	The soil of the arena floor was soft. Almost like running on a sandy beach. The ground was hot, from the Sun and it burned at their bare feet. At first the Centurions just gave their horses a nudge. This made the women lung slightly forward. With awkward steps, they stumbled and pulled against the forward motion of 


	the horses. This would be exhausting. Made to follow, naked behind these horses. 


	Struggling and pulling on the ropes that held them, each girl stepped up her pace as the horses began to walk faster. Making their first circle about the arena, the six jerked and heaved against the ropes. A Negress holding a long black whip, snaked it out to strike Melissa across her back. Leaving a red welt in its path. Curling around the side curve of her right breast. An exposed nipple felt the sting of the whip’s tip. Melissa let out a squeal that turned into a breathy gasp. She almost lost her footing. She caught herself in time to keep from being drug in the dirt. Nearly at a run now, the girls hurried to keep from being pulled off their feet. The horses were now in a firm gate. A hot Roman Sun burned down scorching bare shoulders and backs. 


	The pace was now a slow gallop and the women were running to keep up. Their arms being pulled in front of them. Breasts bouncing and asses jiggling. Eleena slipped and fell, the rope drug her on the hot soft ground. Stopping for a moment to let her get up, had Teesha breathing hard. That Negress with the whip, reminded them not to be clumsily. Eleena’s nipples felt the whip more than once until she got back on her feet. Teesha cried out under the effects of the snapping leather. 


	As the gallop resumed, the two girls broke into a full run again. Heavy breathing and running made the women sweat. Two more rounds about the arena and the three horses slowed to a stop in front of the wedges. Some of the women dropped to their knees. Their bodies besotted from a combination of sweat, oil, and the dust from the arena floor. 


	Eleena’s butt and breasts were sore from where she’d been drug. She plopped down into the soft red soil. Her body took on earthy tones mixed with the oils and sweat of her `run’. Her nipples perked upwards, red and swollen. Valanna was released from the rope and that awful yoke was once again fitted to her shoulders. It seemed heavier than before. Short whips snapped their anger against her breasts as she struggled under the weight of the yoke. The remaining five girls had now been fitted into wooden yokes like the one on Valanna. Once on the platform the women were doused with water to cleanse the soil and dust from their nudity. 


	Short lashes flicked against wet bodies. Exposed cruelly by the heavy yokes. The girls danced and yelped as the whips stung their sunburned nudity. In their efforts to escape the flicking thongs, Melissa and the twin Amazon’s bare clefts felt a sharp sting. Slowly one at a time, the six were lifted and placed astride the black wedges. Struggling, their feet kicked the air. Valanna’s clitoris looked red and swollen as her lips were inviting spread to receive the sharp crest. She rested squarely on it. 


	The audience felt the desire to feel what the wedges had been positioned to accept. Naked female sex splayed ready for pleasure and pain. Naked breasts bobbled and swayed in the Sun. Each girl was positioned so that her cleft was split on the upper crest of the dark triangles. Flavious watched as deft fingers spread wide the bare clefts of the six girls. The girl’s lips were parted on each side of the crest. The girls positioning the women on those things felt the heat that was building up on the triangles. The black shapes absorbed the heat from the Sun. Soon these six girls would sizzle in the torrid heat of the blistering afternoon. 


	Chains were now on their ankles. The yokes had been removed and their wrists were spread and drawn up to the overhead rope. Their weight centered on their bare clefts split on the black triangular crests. Swollen clits chaffing in the Sun. From time to time, the slave girls assigned to punish these six women would slap and kneed their bare breasts. One dark-skinned, dusky brunette twisted and pulled Valanna’s nipples until she wailed a pitiful gasp. Leaving Valanna she strolled to the approval of the audience toward Melissa. Bending over she took Melissa’s nipples between each of her index fingers and thumbs. With a firm jerk upward she pulled them into a distorted upward stretch. The audience applauded and cheered. 


	She let them fall with equal speed. They bounced and quivered on her chest. With a steady rhythm, she began to slap Melissa’s breasts. Noticing with each slap, how Melissa’s breasts turned a subtle white then took on an angry red color. Her breasts were quite sunburned. 


	“Like to suck on my nipples, slave girl?” The dusky nude asked Melissa in a mocking tone. 


	“AH! If that will please you…” 


	“Please me? Like you, I’ve been naked under this awful Sun. Lick my nipples and soothe their sunburned tips…” 


	Melissa began to suck on first the girl’s right nipple. She then moved to her left one. This girl tasted like the 


	Sun, Melissa thought. At last, the girl stood up and sauntered over to the two blonde Amazons. Using her index finger and thumb again, she hoisted up the twin’s tender breasts by their equally tender nipples. The girls fairly bounced on their crests with pain. 


	“Beg me and call me mistress and I’ll leave your Sun ripe nipples to rest! This position should make your words flow with ease. Go on!” She gave an extra jerk to each set of buds. First one set then the other. In turn. 


	Flavious noticed the heat boils coming off the arena floor. Those girls must be blistering in that heat. 


	The women began to cease their struggling on the crests. A few fainted or rested their heads against their up drawn arms. A small bunch of slaves scurried about with soothing oil to coat the punished girls. He watched them apply it to the six nudes. It made them glisten and shine in the Sun. As he watched their hands fondle bare breasts, belly, arms, clefts, butts, and legs he felt his cum ready to shoot into Lydia’s cunt. When he came, he was buried deeply inside Lydia. She was very, very ripe. 


	Lydia came with an equally unbridled lust. Riding on Flavious’ cock, she could feel his cum shoot deeply into her. She had a joyous look on her face. Julia looked at Lydia with a sly smile. Within the next hour after Flavious and Lydia spent them-selves a few more times. The girls on the wedges of pain were about to be whipped. 


	A naked Nubian female, young with full large breasts and ripe ridged nipples. 


	Took up her position with a long black whip. She uncoiled the whip with a deft flick of it behind her. She brought it around in a side arm stroke. Her goal was to wrap it around Valanna’s breasts. It made a whisking sound as it traveled. It made a wet, slapping sound as it contacted Valanna’s breasts and nipples. She tossed her head back and let out a painful gasp. The impact made her involuntarily grind her sex against the awful crest. Her pain wracked clit reminded her not to do that again. In all this Nubian delivered Valanna thirty strokes with the lash. Mostly on her breasts. 


	The next girl in line was Melissa. As with Valanna, the Nubian delivered a series of thwacks that echoed off the arena walls. Melissa wailed and struggled briefly as did Valanna. Her sex was even more sore than before. 


	Eleena was angry at having to be punished along with the novice slave girls. 


	Eleena was a yearling. She should be allowed to do the punishing. The whip sang its song on her bronze skin. Her breasts bounced and her nipples hurt. Streak after streak formed on sunburned skins. Eleena was punished with the rest of the girls. Finally, those twin blonde Amazons. Their bodies were so sun-tanned that their nipples seem to disappear on their breasts. That Nubian’s whip found their hot tips and scalded them with more fire. Their clefts made wet popping sounds as they bounced their painful dance on the wedges. Ironically, these two were the first to climax. Their sweaty, oiled bodies in delightful orgasm as the whip snaked or coiled itself about their nudity. 


	Flavious noticed that the Nubian was none other than his best performing yearling, Adima. Looking at her naked. Standing with her breasts high on her chest swinging the black whip was a erotic scene. Mock contrast to the two blonde Amazons climaxing on the wedges. Adima finished up her whipping of the six, with a few more slashes to Valanna’s breasts. She didn’t leave it at that, but delivered more to the other five. Those six girls had been well punished. 


	The story teller announced that following the punishment of these six. They were called the conspirators. Eight more would be crucified and twelve more would be exercised behind the chariots. 


	Julia looked at Flavious and wondered, “Are you going to leave those six on the wedges?” 


	“For now. The ones that will be running behind the chariots won’t be those six on the wedges. It’ll do them good to just sit there and sweat.” 


	“I see. Those girl’s are going to have very sore pussies. They won’t likely be able to do much of anything.” 


	“They’d better. Or they’ll go to the cross.” Flavious looked at Julia. 


	Lydia looked at the wedges. She’d been tortured on them before. She knew that they were designed to punish a woman. Up the steps came Mona. Nude and showing off her welts. She glistened in the Sun, “Master, is there anything I can get you?” 


	“Mona. Make love to Lydia here. Keep her quiet and at ease. I expect to see you two with tongues in each other’s bare clefts. Mona, first come over here. I do feel a bit of a rise at seeing you. Spread your legs and lower yourself onto me. 


	That’s it. I might as well give you another fill of my seed. Julia, she’s such a randy bitch…” 


	“So I notice… She was a delight to whip last night. Can I have her when you are finished?” 


	“Yes. Mona, service mistress Julia before you play with Lydia. Understand?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	Mona rode her master. Her pussy, wet and bare sliding up and down his firm cock. 


	Quickly brought his balls to a boil. Flavious ran his hands over her firm breasts, teasing her nipples. His fingers tracing the ruby red welts criss-crossing her body here and there. Mona’s ebony skin was shinny in the hot Sun. Her total 


	lack of any hair, even her head, made her enticing exotic. Firm muscles rippled beneath smooth black skin. Her 


	strength would be an asset for both women as they labored at the mill. 


	Flavious closed his eyes and with a firm thrust he unloaded himself deep inside Mona. Mona gripped his shoulders as she met his thrust with a solid downward lunge. She felt her abdomen get warm from his pulsing release. The couple spasm in orgasm as they gripped each other in tight embrace. Mona whimpered and Flavious moaned as they kissed and fondled each other. Lydia looked at her master and Mona. She smiled and pampered them. Kissing Mona’s right nipple. 


	Julia looked at Mona with renewed lust. In her anxiety, she could hardly wait for Mona to service her. Mona licked her full lips, closing her eyes with her head tilted back. 


	Preparations were underway for the final show of the afternoon. The women on the wedges were being released. Following their bondage, the heavy yokes had been re-attached. Whips began to snap on oiled, sunburned skin. The girls writhed and whimpered with the stings. Valanna’s sultry bronze body glistened brazenly. 


	Snapping whips flicking over dark red nipples made several sets of breasts jutter visibly to the audience. The twins paid the price for being young, blonde and nude. 


	Slaves began to set the stage for the next caprice. Twelve naked beauties were being led in chains. Three of them were black. Time for the chariot ride. What Julia thought would be a dozen naked beauties being drug about the arena behind a couple of chariots was in error. The appearance of two very odd looking carts caught the audience’s attention. They were hooked up to two chariots, “Flavious just what ingenious devilish devices have you cooked up this time?” 


	“Dear Julia, didn’t I tell you?” 


	“Tell me what?” 


	“Oh, yes, I didn’t have time to tell you yet. These are those special Tong Carts. From the northern lands of the Chins. It seems that when Chin war lords conquer a village, the young women are gathered, usually after a long night of rape and pillage. Several of these carts are waiting. A list of names is read, and every young woman who didn’t willingly give to the warlord’s men are made to ride this thing back to his village. Naked in the Sun. Usually they are whipped as the carts bounce along. Needless to say, dear Julia, the girl’s bare pussies are split on the sharp upper crest of that wedge shaped beam. You know, I might have known that the Chins would have invented these carts. Those wedges came from their lands. It would make sense that they would have a mobile device to punish a female. I had these brought at a great expense, I assure you. I plan to have six girls placed on each cart. Three groups of two tied face to face, breast to breast. Their bare cunts bouncing on those sharp crests.” 


	“Flavious… Dear Flavious… You really know how to entertain…” 


	“You are welcome as always dearest vestal Julia. But I trust that you will not be hostile towards me. As I plan to have your three lovelies bounce about on those carts as well as nine of my fine strong novices.” 


	“No bother, I assure you. They more than deserve the punishment.” 


	“Good. I wish you to stay the night again with me. I am planning a feast and orgy. I also have a special surprise for you with these two well fertilized slaves of ours…” 


	“Oh delightful, Flavious. What do you have in mind?” 


	“You’ll see. I can tell you this, that Mona will like what I have. It is a specialty from her former homeland, Nubia. It is quite old. I acquired it from a friend in Egypt. She assured me it is genuine. She even demonstrated it for me…” 


	“I am quite curious…” Flavious smiled at Julia and drank a hefty swallow of wine. Julia did the same smiling as she drank and letting some of it flow out of her mouth and down onto her breasts. 


	“Mona, clean up that messy wine from mistress Julia’s breasts.” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Lydia, you help, too.” 


	“Yes, master. Mistress, I will help please you…” 


	The late afternoon Sun baked down on twelve helpless, nude slave girls bound to a simple, but painful cart. They weren’t simply tied to it, they were in fact married to it. Its crest having its way with them, body and soul. As the chariots drug the heavy carts about the arena, the oiled women rubbed against each other. Bare breasts, some showing whip marks, bounced and friction nipple to nipple together. The girls wailed long and loud in agony. As their equally bare slits rose and fell against the sharp crested beams of the carts. These women had been bound in such a fashion as to force them to press their nude bodies together. Their backs had 


	been arched against heavy struts. A wooden spreader had been placed between their ankles and each ankle bound to the spreader. Like the struts against their backs, it was heavy and awkward. 


	Two blondes from the Northern providence. Both were quite dusky and bronze from their exposure. Their nipples seemed to disappear on their chests due to long hours of labor in the hot Roman Sun. Even their bare and smooth clefts were as equally dark as their shoulders. These two had been bound differently. Only a single heavy strut had been used. One was placed between the two of them. At such an angle that it caused 


	their bare breasts to rub on the wood instead of against one another. By the time their torture was finished, the two would display very red and easy to spot nipples. The constant rubbing effect, produced a very heavy orgasm between the two. Spasm followed spasm. The two squealed and gasped with abandon as they rode that rail. Julia’s girls were not enjoying their little jaunt on the Tong Carts. Their wonderfully bare breasts bouncing and rubbing together. Mica and Marci seemed to be getting an extra hard bounce. The cart was earning its reputation for bringing the most stubborn of females into submission. 


	Mica and Monica’s bare clits had became so red and sorely chaffed they could hardly breath. Merri’s Cleft was burning now more with desire. She had been bound to a full breasted, brown hairdo beauty. Sporting quite exceptionally hard nipples. This brunette’s nipples had become so erect and hard, that Merri didn’t want to leave them. She could feel them pressing shameless against her own lovely breasts and nipples. The brown hairdo girl looked hard at Merri, “I want to feel your nipples against mine. The pleasure of it makes the hurt between my legs go away. I will want you to sleep with me tonight. Make girl love to me, sweetness…” With those words, the girl kissed Merri full on her lips. She felt her tongue move against hers. 


	“No. Please they’ll flog us if we sleep together tonight!” 


	“What’s a whipping, compared to exquisite pleasure?” The girl replied with a sultry whisper. 


	“I, I, am not sure…” 


	“I am a Roman woman. Sold into slavery here at the arena of pleasure because of a debt. I have felt the lash many times for the sake of my sexual pleasures.” 


	“I do not wish a flogging.” 


	“Never-no-mind that. You’ll get one if the overseers decide to lash you. What is your name, girl?” 


	“Merri.” 


	“Mine is Diana. I am the fourth daughter of Pestilus. He sold me to him to pay off a debt he owed to Flavious. That man has had me several times. Usually following a flogging. It makes him real hard to see a Roman woman under the lash. I’ll be a part of tonight’s entertainment at his orgy. Join me. We can both be lashed tied together. He likes that. The last time he put me against that black Nubian of his, Mona. By the Gods, she has hard breasts.” 


	“The whip hurts more since we’ve been so exposed to the Sun…” 


	“Stop whimpering, it’s hard to talk while we’re bouncing about on this wedge… 


	OH!” Her words were cut short by a sudden hard bounce of the cart. Merri nearly passed out. She felt the woman’s hard nipples against hers. Diana gasped and let out a wail, “Stay with me, Merri…” 


	As the carts made their rounds, five crosses were being set into the ground. Who would be their prisoners tomorrow? The audience began to retire. Time to get ready for the evening orgy. 


	Flavious slapped both Lydia and Mona on their bare behinds. Lydia rubbed her butt and smiled sweetly to her master. Sticking it out for another. He accommodate her. Whips snapped on lazy backs as the slaves prepared the arena for evening. Torches were being lit. More of them were being lit at Flavious’ 


	villa. 


	The Luna Switch 


	At Flavious’ villa, the inside dining and entertainment gallery was a bustle of activity. Most of his guests were either nude or nearly so. A few of them had on tunics of red, blue, green or yellow. Dancing girls were swaying to and fro. 


	Most of them nude. A few were wearing skimpy two piece garments or skirts with a vest. The men who danced did so mostly naked or with only a small pouch to contain their sex. 


	He had musicians from around the know world. Egypt, Rome, Athens, Phonecia, Crete, India, the Orient, and black Africa. Each one pounding out rhythms and beats both exotic and primitive. 


	There were large columns holding up the ceiling. To these were tied a few of the girls from today’s arena activities. All of them were naked. A few had been flogged. More food was being served in huge quantities. All sorts of sweet meats, fruits, vegetables, hams, chickens, fish, and beef meat. Flavious had the best of cooks to prepare his food. 


	In the background were all sorts of chatter, music, dancing and the sounds of food being eaten and plates being rattled. His guests cheered as more food was brought. Some of them ate with abandon off the bodies of beautiful slave girls. 


	With an obvious intent to take a break from the food and frolic, Flavious motioned to Julia to follow him. She did going down a long hallway that led to the lower catacombs. 


	As they descended she heard the whistling sound of a whip lash followed by a woman’s scream. It was constant and in rhythm. The lash sounds and the woman’s wailing grew louder. In a few moments, she saw the source of the sounds. It was Diana. Her body glistening in the dim torch light. Her back laced with welts. 


	Standing nude, bound spread in a wide `X’ fashion in an archway, with her back toward Julia and Flavious. 


	The flogger spread its lashes across her back. Wrapping around to catch her exposed breasts. The stroke made them quiver. She tossed her head back and let out a scream. Again the whip scalded her nudity. A little lower this time. Just above her waist and slithering down to catch her cleft. The lips of her sex shamefully exposed, were puffy and red from her ride on the Tong Cart. Now the whip scored her womanhood with red laces. 


	Two more found the summits of her ass. Red welts had formed on those sweet curves. As she stood with spread legs, Flavious nodded for the flogger to send a couple of them up between her casually spread legs. 


	It produced a wet, slapping sound that made Diana rapidly suck in her breath and let it out. Vocalizing a 


	throaty gasp. Diana twisted and writhed against the leather strands that held her wrists and ankles. Flavious held up his hand for the whipping to stop. He motioned for the whipper to take up another position. To attend to her front. 


	Looking at Flavious, her hair disheveled and her body covered with sweat and welts. Diana smiled a lusty smile at him. She looked down and saw how hard his cock had become. 


	“Wanna fuck me, don’t you? Animal!” She spit at him. Flavious just looked at her and with his mouth slightly open, he wiped off the corners. He looked at Julia who was openly fingering herself. 


	Diana chided, “Go ahead. Slide it inside of me. You can do it, Flavious, like you’ve done it many times before…” 


	“Whore! Slut! She dog of Rome! Lash her! Lash her breasts and sex! Punish the slut! Flog her!” 


	The whipper took up his lash and laid the thong across the sunburned summits of her already lashed breasts. They bounced and quivered under the blows. 


	Diana wailed and screamed. Exhaling her breath through her teeth as she rolled up her eyes in pain. 


	Up between her legs the whip punished Diana’s smooth sex. Making her jump and strain against her bonds. 


	She was beginning to get drunk from the whip. Her focus was fading with the sheer hurt of the flogging. The lashes fell across her breasts and sex with such fury that both hurt equally at the same time. 


	Flavious held up his hand. Diana shook her head. Her body sweating and straining against her bondage. Looking at him with much more submission. She shook her head in a sobbing tone of voice, “No more. Please, master, don’t lash me anymore… Fuck me… Please fuck me my master…” 


	Flavious removed the skimpy tunic that he had on. With his cock quite ready, he buried it into Diana’s spread open cunt. He pumped her with such force that her breasts bobbled and jerked on her chest. They were quite red and laced with welts. All he wanted to do was fuck her until he came. Their loins slapped together as he pumped her. She was nearing a climax. After all, the whipping made her nipples and clitoris sting. This was having its effect on her, too. 


	With a loud moan and gasp, Flavious came inside of Diana. She responded with a equally powerful orgasm. Her moans and whimpers mellowed with his grunts and sighs. 


	While he was still inside of her, he grabbed her hair. He spit into her face. 


	She closed her eyes and opened her mouth slightly. She let out a gasp as he slid out of her. Her cunt was dripping with his spunk, “Be glad I have the mercy to fuck you. If I were you I’d be ever so grateful of your master for not putting you on 


	the bar for spitting in his face. That sore little cunt of yours wouldn’t be able to take it for long on that hateful bar, now would it?” 


	She shook her head in a most negative way. Flavious told the guard who had been flogging her to go 


	and get his Manta Tail whip. He nodded and left as Flavious spoke to Diana, “Now, I can’t just let your spitting in my face go, can I?” She shook her head no, but slower. He continued, “You see, you did it in front of my guest, vestal Julia. Julia punishes her slaves for such an action, don’t you Julia?” 


	“Most certainly, dearest Flavious.” 


	“With this I will give you a choice. But you must make a choice. If you don’t I will impose all three punishments for you. And you wouldn’t like that now would you?” Again Diana shook her head negative. So Flavious continued his thought, “So, here is what you must choose. First, you can agree to set for two hours on the bar. With nipple clips and weights attached to them. Two, I can have Jano here flog you for another hour and then he can fuck you for at least another hour after that. Or, three, I can let my dear guest Julia here administer twenty lashes to you with the Manta Tail whip. 


	After which you can return to your cell and bed down with her slave girl, Merri. Though I must admit that the Manta Tail does hurt a bit much. More so on already whipped and sunburned skin. Which shall it be Diana?” 


	Diana began to think. She didn’t want to be flogged any more, even with more fucking. Another hour under the lash and she’d give up. That awful bar. She’d been on it before. Under normal circumstances, she could take that punishment, but that ride on the Tong Cart made her pussy so sore. It was now down to twenty with the Manta Tail. Though she’d never felt it, she heard Mona talk about it earlier today. She saw Mona’s welts. They looked awfully angry and red. 


	“Well, Diana, I will give you until the count of ten. Then I will have all three done to you. One… Two… Three…” Diana was sweating even more than she did under the lash. She squirmed in her bonds. “Six… Seven… Eight… Nine… 


	Ten… I told…” 


	“Master, I have chosen… Let it be the Manta’s Tail. Please, have mistress Julia lash me with the Manta’s Tail whip.” 


	“Very well. Mistress Julia, it seems that this mouthy Roman slut will accept a whipping from you. Twenty lashes I believe is the count. A goodly number with that whip. I don’t recall using the Manta’s Tail on you before, Diana. Do you know what kind of whip it is?” 


	“I am not sure, master. I know that my sore pussy can’t take that bar. It’s still very sore from my ride on the Tong Cart. The flogging just had to stop. My sunburned skin felt like it was beginning to peel off under those strokes. It seemed the lesser of the evils, dear master.” 


	Flavious looked at Julia, “Did I tell you how she came to be a slave girl?” 


	“No. She looks like a Espanna girl. Her skin is quite dusky and dark. Yet her hair is a lighter brown.” 


	“Yes. But she’s Roman. Notice that her nipples seem to blend into her skin color. That’s a sign of prolonged exposure to the Sun. An Espanna girl, like Charma, has nipples when exposed to the Sun for a long time become dark. She’s from the Northern providence of Rome.” 


	“Yes… I see that now. Her eyes are between blue and brown. Quite lovely in fact…” 


	“Her father, or so she claims him to be, is Pestilus. She is suppose to be his fourth daughter. The old bastard couldn’t sire a dwarf let alone four beautiful daughters. He owed me ten thousand pieces of silver for a special party he arranged. He never paid. I sent Brutis and Cleon over to collect from him. He slammed the door in their faces. I contacted some friends who have influence in the Senate and with the Emperor himself. Pestilus came over with two Praetorian guards at his back. He offered to pay some of the debt with gold and the balance with this girl he said was his fourth daughter. I accepted his offer. She is quite attractive with a fullness to her body.” Flavious began to caress Diana breasts. Playing with her nipples and tracing the red puffy lips of her sex, which were now quite wet. More-so from his fingers than from her desire. 


	Julia used her finger tips to trace the lash marks on Diana’s back. Stopping to kneed her firm ass cheeks. The palm of her hand cupping up between the girl’s spread legs to her swollen, recently fucked sex. 


	Diana’s nudity looked quite erotic spread in the flickering torch light. Just enough light to show that she’d been 


	flogged. Shinny side curves of her full breasts rose and fell with her breathing. Occasionally she would shift in her bonds, causing her breasts to sway this way or that. Allowing one viewing her from behind a peek at the erect tips of her nipples. 


	“You know, Julia, I knew this girl’s mother. She was one of the most beautiful women in all of Rome. I remember her name was Antonia. Pestilus was not her only husband. She was married first to a Senator named Trackius. Being quite a bit older than her, he died three years after they were married. She had a daughter by him, named Romanna. Later she married a centurion named Lieucentias. He was killed in the fourth Spana uprising. They never had any children. Her third husband, a wealthy merchant from the North, Marcivious, lived long enough to give her two more children. Both of them girls, Chrissanda and Ariel. He ended up lost in a storm at sea. No trace of him was ever found. Finally she married Pestilus. It was bad from the start. She married him for wealth. And, because she’d been deemed cursed at having so many husbands who died. It was obvious that she didn’t love him. I firmly believe that she never slept with him. Antonia did have eyes for a handsome young apprentice of Marcivious’ named Flavious…” 


	“You?! Don’t tell me Diana is your daughter!” 


	“No she isn’t. I’m not sure I’d ever loved Antonia. In fact, I think I hated her. She wouldn’t sleep with me. At least until after she became pregnant with Diana.” 


	“Who is Diana’s real father?” 


	“According to Antonia, it was Zurellas the Gladiator. Apparently, she stripped herself naked and joined in with the street whores who were hired to sleep with the gladiators. Being singled out for amusement by the overseer, he strung her up for a flogging. Zurellas watched as she was being lashed. The sight of her nudity writhing under the whip excited him beyond his usual desires. When her flogging was completed, he asked to have her brought to him. He used her fully and without any display of affection. In short, he simply fucked her. She’d aroused him while he watched her being lashed. When she went home that next day, she 


	staggered in, naked. Claiming that she was falsely arrested for being a thief and was flogged by one of the jailers. When Pestilus looked into the matter, there was no record of her arrest. He laughed at the poor abilities of the local guards to keep records of arresting an attractive woman. Sometimes the bastard would joke amongst his friends that she’d deserved the flogging for not properly identifying herself as a Roman patrician. It was later on that one of the street whores found Antonia’s dress. She took it to Pestilus’ house, returning it in hopes of a reward. In the course, Pestilus fucked her. He then learned from the street whore the truth behind Antonia’s story. The whore got her reward, several gold coins. Pestilus arranged another sort of punishment for his unfaithful wife. When she was shopping at the bizarre, a couple of soldiers came up to her. 


	They’d planted a small statue inside her cloak. Pretending to have been called by one of the merchants to check out Antonia’s attempted theft. The lie she told her husband, was now coming to pass. They arrested her and put her in the dungeon with the other criminals. When she clamored her innocence, the jailer, a brute of a man came over and shook his whip at her. Telling her to keep silent. 


	Antonia protested and wailed as other criminals and street sluts came over and fondled her. The jailer, annoyed with her yelling and protesting, opened up the cell and pulled her out. He motioned for assistance to strip this thief and put her against the whipping post. He’d make an example of her. With swishing lashes, the whip wrapped itself about Antonia’s slender nudity. He delivered her forty such strokes in all. She hung naked and limp from the whipping post. Her case was found guilty. For that she got another whipping and a day on the cross. 


	This husband of hers finally came up to her as she hung nude on a cross near the outskirts of Rome. Her arms out-stretched and bound to the cross-piece. Her legs tied behind the upright crossed at the ankles. Her legs, somewhat spread revealing her bare Mons to anyone caring to look. The weight of her body resting on a round peg inserted so as to bisect the cleft of her sex. Her naked breasts, whip-streaked, glistened and bobbled as she sobbed. Her lovely hair blowing in the warm breeze. She was sweating, crucified naked in the hot Roman Sun…” 


	“Wow, you know a lot about what happened to Antonia. How did you come to know so much detail of this story?” 


	“I was the only one who tried to defend her… When she was found guilty, I protested all that I could. I pleaded for a lighter sentence… The judge would have granted my wish had I been her husband. Since her husband arranged the whole thing, he left it be. She was to be lashed and crucified. I was looking up at her hanging on the cross. Her husband showed up. He looked at her and not at me. I remember his words, they are burned into my memory. He told her how unlucky she was at having been caught stealing twice. How lucky she really was at being allowed to go free when the Sun goes down. He looked up and squinted at the intense Sun. 


	He then focused back on her breasts rising and falling with her breathing. He glanced at me standing there. With a slight smile that curved up the corners of his mouth, he pointed to Antonia’s bisected cleft. Speaking as if her lovely sex was an object and not of her as woman and his wife. `That cunt seems to fuck everything, including this cross, more than it does me. And, I’m its husband! 


	The problem is that it’s attached to a whore and a thief. You know what, brother?’ I hated him for calling me brother. `I had the last say so! She’s hanging there now because of her lies. Her deceitful lies! Oh, yes, to look at her suffering naked in the Sun. Whipped and crucified for all to see. Leaves me feeling a bit triumphant. I will tell you this, you street whore. To offer yourself to be whipped and used for the amusement of arena gladiators is not my idea of a good wife! Oh, it was one of your sister whores, Felena, she fucks nicely like I am sure you do, who told me about your antics. That is why you are here now. Keeping up with your own injustice. Making your factious lie actually happen to you. Only as a supposed second offense, I had you crucified as well as lashed. One more thing, wife turned Roman whore and now back to wife again, when you are set free make your way back home. Naked of course. Beg me to let you into the house. Prey that I don’t let you go back to the streets as a naked whore, fresh from the cross…’ With these words he left her. She looked up into the sky and cried heavy sobbing tears. I wanted to put my sword through him right there. But, the thought of dying for no end stopped me. If the child inside of her was mine, I’d have probably killed him. But to a degree the bastard was right. She should have slept with me and not went off whoring.” 


	“Pestilus actually had her punished because of her lies more than her actions? 


	This child inside of her, though, she shouldn’t have been so severely punished being pregnant. Was he aware that she was pregnant?” 


	“No. But, I have always felt that this caused her to die giving birth to this one. I wanted a child by her, but not to be. Zurellas’ daughter she is. I disliked Zurellas he wouldn’t give any consideration for Antonia when I told him of what happened. He was convinced that I was lying. The woman he’d seen being flogged and the same one he fucked afterwards was just a street whore. Nothing more or less. Why should he give up his gold for a baby that sprang from the belly of a street whore? I asked him if he cared for the child. He only told a foul joke. Something about a whore having a piglet for a baby. I glared at him and left. I remember his laughter echoing in the inner halls of the arena in Rome. I’d promised myself that I would only have shows that amuse and excite audiences when I owned an arena. As it was, Antonia grew pregnant and she died giving birth to Diana here. Pestilus sent Antonia’s daughters, all of them off to her sister, Appalonia, in Pompallos. Antonia’s sister was a madam. Needless to say, the girls received a explicit education. But, by rights they are daughters of Pestilus. A wealthy Roman merchant.” 


	Julia shook her head in amazement. Diana swallowed hard and shifted slowly in her bonds. She sighed and looked as if she would cry. Was Flavious’ story about her mother true? 


	By this time the guard returned handing the Manta’s Tail whip to Flavious. He bowed his head and started to leave when Flavious stopped him, “Wait, Jano. Hang this slut up in the dining gallery. Julia will deliver her strokes while she dangles before the crowd.” 


	Diana began to sob and protest, but her pleas fell on deaf ears. Julia and Flavious, now both quite naked, walked arm and arm back up to the gallery. 


	Chatting idly as they walked. They heard the noise from the orgy getting louder as they neared the hall. Within a few minutes, a suspended Diana hung high enough for all to see. Nude and glistening with her arms wide and cuffed by the wrists from a bar hanging down from the ceiling. Her ankles equally spread and cuffed on a bar that was anchored by a chain to the floor. In her mouth was a shinny bit to gag her. It made her slobber like an animal. 


	“My dear guests, you see before you one of the girl’s from today’s show. She’s been a naughty and insolent slave girl and deserving of punishment. I have given the honor to our revered guest, the vestal Julia. Julia has agreed for the amusement of you all to whip her while she is fully nude also. Julia feeling the spirit of our show, yesterday submitted to a lashing from me. Notice how she displays my handiwork. Her body full and exotically striped by the lash. She will use the very same whip on this girl hanging before you. It is my special whip. A gift from Nelifa of Egypt. The fabled Manta Tail whip.” 


	The audience gasped and applauded as Julia uncoiled the whip and held it in the air. Turning slowly to show off both the whip and her lovely stripes. An area had been cleared enough for Julia to swing the whip. She tested the space and swung the whip a few times snapping it in the air. In a overhead arc, she brought the whip across Diana’s sunburned shoulders. What must have been nearly inhuman strength, Diana’s body tensed enough to make the leather creak. 


	The only sound was the swishing hiss of the whip slicing the air. Its wet sounding impact on her skin. Followed by the strain of the leather cuffs. Diana must have held her breath for the first stroke. After she’d let it out, only a muted wail escaped from around the bit in her mouth. The whip clung to her. 


	Julia pulled the thing off of her dragging it slowly. Diana jerked and twisted in pain. She let out another stifled wail. 


	By now the audience had a chance to murmur and whisper to themselves. Commenting about her lush nudity swaying to and fro ready for another stroke. Not in any mood to disappoint the onlookers, Julia took her position for delivering another stroke. This one was a side arm slice. 


	Hissing and whirring the evil length wrapped itself about and over Diana’s sun-drenched breasts. Her nipples had been struck fully on. Both of Diana’s breasts bulged on each side of the wicked lash. It gripped them good. Sending a burning scald deep into Diana’s very being. In a futile display, Diana twisted and undulated her body. A vain effort to dislodge the lash which clung firmly to her breasts. Her head shaking back and forth. Not a sound came from her. Julia once again slowly drug the whip off Diana’s bare breasts. When it fell free, her breasts swayed to and fro. Bouncing away from the painful grip of the whip. 


	Diana sucked in a deep breath, then let out a pitiful wail against her bit. This stroke had taken her breath away. 


	One guest, a pretty blonde who was having her nipples licked clean by a young man who’d put jelly on them. Blinked her eyes and licked her lips as she saw Diana’s nipples swell up red from the painful stroke. She winced and looked at the young man and told him to bit her nipples. Carlos who was holding a black slut on his lap, looked up at Diana being lashed. Slipping his cock into the girl’s wet cunt made him groan. He grew even harder as Julia delivered another stroke. This one from below. In an well gauged upward stroke, Julia landed her third lash squarely into Diana’s bare sex. The Manta’s Tail, shinny and supple, slithered its very tip up inside the suffering girl. Striking her clitoris fully on its sensitive tip. This stroke clung, but not very long. It fell away leaving a very angry red line on her neither lips. 


	Diana jerked in nearly uncontrolled spasms. Before the whip fell away, she let out a guttural gasping sound that made most of the audience shiver. Tossing her head back she gasped long and painfully. Her body twisting and swaying erotically in the air. Julia smiled and looked about her. The audience was enthralled at her accuracy with that whip. 


	She looked into the eyes of several of the female guests. They looked back at her as if she was a cruel overseer. At one young girl, she stepped over to her and held her face. Smiling at her sweetly. Then with a ferocity that even made Flavious nervous, she glared at the girl, “Want some of this, sweetness? Think of it. Wrapping around your firm breasts. Scoring your nipples. I’ll bet you’d like one up between your legs like the one just delivered to her? Wouldn’t ya?!” 


	Looking about the room, she eyed a sultry Nubian girl having her sex licked by a young blonde girl, “You! You there the black bitch with the big nipples. Stand up with your arms in the air and show these happy guests how an African takes a whipping!” 


	The black woman stood up naked. Proudly showing off her large swollen breasts. 


	Making eye contact with Julia, she raised her arms and spread them in the air. 


	Her breasts rose upward as she did this. Slowly turning her back to Julia, she looked back over her shoulder. Julia noticed the full side curves of her bare breasts undulating as she moved. A whistling crack of the whip made it wrap itself around the girl’s breasts. Like it did on Diana, the whip clung. The black girl obviously holding back a scream, bit her lips. She held her arms forcefully above her head. Fighting a urgent desire to reach down and uncoil the wicked whip. Using a simple flick of the whip handle, Julia uncoiled it from the girl’s swollen breasts. Like it had happened with Diana, as the whip slithered away, her breasts bobbled, swayed and bounced. 


	The black girl hopped up and down a bit with the pain. This also caused her breasts to flop up and down. Their tips standing ridged and hard. In its wake, the lash scored a nasty red ribbon across the girl’s full nipples. 


	The black girl fought back a scream with a lip-biting effort. 


	“Want another, African girl?” The black girl lowered her arms and crossed them over her whipped breasts. She showed less defiance than before. In a all to quick motion, she shook her head no. With a smile, Julia replied, “I didn’t think so, bitch. Anyone else for a dose of this hefty lash? Now, I expect to hear some cheers and see a few happy faces enjoying the display of womanhood here being lashed for your amusement. This is hard work snaking this slave-girl. I’m not just a hired overseer. I expect support and respect! Not sympathy for this slut, understand?” 


	The guests now applauded and cheered Julia as she continued the whipping of Diana. The gallery now echoed with resounding thwacks from the Manta’s Tail. 


	These were immediately followed by loud applause and cheers from the guests. 


	This overlapped the wails, gurgles, gasps and screams of the tormented girl hanging from the ceiling. As the whipping neared the end, the audience was becoming quite excited. More couples began fucking. In some instances women fondled each other. Some of the revelry involved men doing each other. It was the final four strokes that delivered Diana into the throughs of a brewing orgasm. In all likely-hood only Flavious and Julia sensed the girl’s nearing orgasm. An full resounding scream from the black girl that Julia had whip-stroked, captured the attention of several guests including Julia and Flavious. As the girl was being fucked fully by one of the yearling gladiators, he began twisting and pinching her whip swollen nipples. Julia smiled and returned her focus to the dangling Diana. 


	Flavious noticed that his sultry guest, Julia was bathed in sweat. Almost as much as Diana glistening in the flickering torches that lit the large gallery. 


	Naked bodies were everywhere. These final strokes were delivered again to Diana’s more sensitive parts. It was the next stroke that brought her to orgasmic boil. Diana felt the very blood in her veins become hot. Her sex throbbed with pulsing quivers. Wails that usually could be heard above the guests, now became deep heaving moans. The girl was having an orgasm. Stroke followed stroke on breast, butt, back, thighs, and sex. Sending her howling and moaning into deeper orgasm. 


	As the final stroke fell away, Diana lapsed into a faint. 


	Flavious ordered her lowered and revived. Julia began to coil up the whip. She took a deep breath and let it out. Wiping the sweat off of her brow. Looking a Flavious she smiled. As he looked at her erect nipples, Julia smiled and commented “Whew. I could use a bath. Want to join me, Flavious?” 


	“Yes. Splendid idea.” He clapped, Lydia and Mona lifted their heads. Their tongues had been buried in each others sex the whole time Diana was being whipped. His eyebrows narrowed, “You two. I might have known. Which one of you started this tongue action?” 


	They both looked at each other and smiled. Mona pointed at Lydia. Lydia pointed at Mona. The two giggled. 


	“You two randy bitches. Julia and I will show you a thing or two. You two won’t be so full of giggles when you see what I have in store for you! Now be spry both of you and prepare a bath for Julia and myself. Also, have Georgia and Clarice gather her brood to prepare the main bath for our guests. Get busy or you’ll be carrying out my orders with some serious welts on your backs, butts, and breasts. Go now and be quick about it!” 


	The two girls scurried naked with breasts bobbing and feet slipping on the polished stone floor. Lydia almost slipped and fell down. Her foot squeaking on the mirror like floor. Julia gave a snicker as she handed Flavious the whip, “Aren’t they just like children? Having a slave is like having a child. They need protection and direction both at the same time.” 


	“True, Julia. But one major difference. You can have sex with a slave, but not with your child!” 


	A guest perked her head up. Looking at Flavious, she smiled and licked her lips fondling a young nude boy, “Speak for yourself, dear Flavious.” 


	In a whisper to Julia, “I really don’t like this thing of sex with children. I think our society is wrong in doing so. I know, some of the most influential patrons of Rome have young slaves of both sexes. It’s just not right…” 


	Julia looked at the woman who was now sucking on the boy’s hairless cock. 


	Focusing back on Flavious she commented, “I prefer mature slaves with full breasts and healthy cocks.” 


	“Julia? Ever had a man-woman?” 


	“Oh, one of the hermaphrodites?” 


	“Yes. I guess that’s what you call them. Different aren’t they?” 


	She shrugged her shoulders. A male slave had just finished wiping her off with a damp towel. Taking up a couple of cushions she resumed her seat next to Flavious. He toyed with her erect nipples as Julia drank thirsty on a full cup of wine. It made her feel light headed. Lydia returned to inform Flavious that their private 


	bath was ready and the large pool was also now ready for his guests. Standing up, Flavious announced to his guests that the pool was available if they needed a bath. He warned them not to used it as a toilet or they’d pay with their skins. 


	Julia and Flavious entered his private bath chambers. Mona and Lydia were already in the deep blue water. Five other slave girls waited naked with towels and other accessories for their comfort. A small orchestra was playing with harps, flutes, and chimes. A gentle warm rhythm. 


	“The water is warm and fine, Flavious. Oh, how wonderful it is to have you as my friend. You let me whip your slave girls and now bath with you. All for a few gold coins and the use of my Lydia.” 


	“Julia darling. I must admit that you are looking your peak. Vestal or not, you are very attractive. I was getting hard watching you whip Diana as much as I was watching Diana writhe under the whip.” 


	Flavious reached for Julia and embraced her with a scissors hold of his legs. 


	Playfully, she shoved him away and swam towards Lydia. Mona and Lydia were in full embrace with breasts flattening nipple to nipple as they kissed. The four of them swam for quite some time. Enlisting the aid of the slaves standing about for massages and some mild stimulation. It was after a short time that Flavious sent a couple of the little nymphs after some food. 


	One of the girl’s was assigned as a taster. The food was superb. As they sat near the edge of the pool eating and drinking. Flavious called to Julia with another of his lusty ideas. This one involved Mona and Lydia. The dark hairdo urchin that had tasted their food stood holding a wicked looking switch. Mona’s eyes focused on it and her lower lip quivered. It was a Luna Switch. 


	“I tell you, Julia, Nelifa has the best collection of torture instruments in the entire world. I thought Rome was the most complete place source. No way can Rome keep up with Alexandria. Especially, Nelifa’s private collection. She gave me this switch. Look at Mona, she knows what it is.” 


	Julia looked at Mona’s eyes grow large with concern. She never seemed to take her eyes off the limber limb. Flavious snapped his fingers, both Mona and the urchin jumped, “Look closer at it, Julia. Notice the polished horn where the main part of the switch is fitted. That is a water buffalo’s horn. See how it curves and fits the hand. Touch your bare cleft with the end of the horn. Go ahead, it won’t bite you as long as you are holding it…” He chuckles to himself. 


	Julia put it gently against her cleft. Letting the sharp end of the horn press into her ridged clitoris. She 


	voiced a soft whimper, “Stings a bit on the sharp end, doesn’t it? Mona tell mistress Julia about this switch. Tell her also, how old it really is.” 


	“It looks brand new, Flavious.” 


	Mona cleared her throat. She walked cautiously toward mistress Julia. It was obvious that she was afraid of the switch, “Mistress. This is a Luna Switch. 


	Known in nearly all the tribes of Africa as `A Woman’s Word’. It is made from the sacred Jabbina tree. The switch is cut in a ceremony of the full Moon. By a virgin girl who is showing her first blood. She places the cut end of the switch inside of her to split her virgin’s flesh. The fresh blood from her giving is then run along the entire length of the switch. It is then placed into a special horn from a water buffalo that has been killed in the full Moon by the same virgin. She uses the body of the buffalo to make the glue that holds the switch in the horn. Until the glue mixes with her virginal blood, the switch will not remain in the horn. Only true virgins with pure blood can make the glue that holds the Luna Switch firmly inside the horn. In the Nubian tribes, this switch is used by a woman to punish another woman or girl. It is controlled by the men and is handed to a woman who wins an argument with another woman. Only if she is granted the right to punish another woman or girl. The rules are strict about its use. The woman who is doing the punishing must be completely naked. As is the woman who is being punished. There can be nothing on either of them. Clothing, jewelry, dirt, paint, oil, food, absolutely nothing what so ever. When both women are declared fully naked and clean, the switch is handed to the one who is to punish. The one to be punished is held by her wrists and ankles by other fully nude women. When the sign is given the punisher applies the 


	supple switch to the bare nipples of the other girl. The strokes are well spaced. There is no hurry. One girl punishes the other girl takes it. That is all. There is much pain to the girl who is being switched. I have seen this punishment delivered three times in my tribe. I received it once. The girl who whips has been trained not to split a girl’s nipples. I received it once not as punishment, but during training on how to use the switch. It is part of a woman’s development to acquire skills with the Luna Switch.” 


	Julia swished it in the air. It’s quite supple and full of flexibility. It’s easy to use, too easy. 


	Mona continues to show the switch to mistress Julia. Pointing out its construction. Julia listens to Mona and flicks it here and there as she speaks, “It is also said that the blood of the virgin who cut the switch keeps the switch forever supple. This one is at least eight thousand years old.” 


	“Eight thousand years..!? How do you know this is so?” 


	“Look at the switch, mistress. See the ebbs on the outer bark. The tree that produced this switch is about twelve thousand years old. This tree lives a very long time. Some are suppose to be over a million years old. The bark of this tree is from a young tree. The youngest tree that has ever been found by my tribe is now more than twenty thousand years old. Just before my capture, I was allowed to witness the ceremony that makes a Luna Switch. This switch is most surely of Nubian origin.” 


	“You are very informative, sweet Mona.” 


	“It is said that if the one who applies the switch is not fully naked, it will cut the nipples of the girl she 


	punishes. If this happens, then there is an injustice. The rolls switch and the girl who was to be punished now does the punishing. It is further said that if a girl wishes to use the switch on another girl for an untrue reason or a lie, the switch will cut the other girl’s nipples with only a mere touch. The rolls will then change. The switch will be used on the deceitful one. Lastly, only a purely clean, nude woman can apply the switch with the proper effect. A man cannot apply it. It will cut a nipple with just a touch by him and it will then make his balls become hot. He will have to stroke himself off to make the fire go away. Fucking won’t do, only by stroking himself can he be set free of the hurt. 


	It is also said that if he strokes himself off in front of the girl he was going to switch, it will cool off faster for him…” 


	Julia found herself fascinated by the pure lust of Mona’s story. Her mind began to work like Flavious’, 


	“Flavious. I have an idea for a very lusty, private display. First, let me test this story of Mona’s.” 


	She motioned for one of the urchins to come over to her. The girl crossed her hands over her nipples and shook her head. This girl had very large breasts. 


	Just right for what she had in mind. Reluctantly, she moved towards Julia, “Put your arms up, girl. I order you.” 


	“Do it, Lustina!” Flavious ordered. The girl raised her arms above her head. 


	Julia stood up fully bare naked. Freshly washed. She looked at the girl and said she wanted to strike her nipples. For no real fault of her own, just that she wanted to. With a firm stance, she brought the switch across the girl’s hefty bare nipples with a single deft slice. It dented the twin perks with a firm SWIT that sounded like it hit a wet piece of cloth. As the limb was pulled away, her nipples regained their original shape. For a moment, they looked as if nothing had happened. Then with a sudden pang of fire, a ruby red welt appeared across them. The girl squealed. She went into a proxy of suffering. But her nipples weren’t split. Julia was completely nude and her reasons for applying the switch were truthful. 


	Motioning to the other urchin to step forward, Julia readied her switch. First she laid it down. She then went into the water. Not drying herself off after she got out. Putting on only a small towel over her head. She picked up the switch and motioned the girl forward. This girl was most reluctant to obey. 


	Flavious shouted an order to the girl, “Honey, obey your mistress or I’ll have you skinned with the Manta’s Tail!” 


	The girl shuffled over to mistress Julia who chided her in an accusing tone, “Look here you little bitch, I saw you fucking my Lydia! Now I am going to punish you!” 


	This was a pure lie. She knew it. Taking up the same position as before, the girl put her hands over her head. Julia arranged things. Bringing the switch on high she lightly struck the girl’s pointing nipples. 


	In what seemed only a fraction of the force she’d used on Lustina, the girl’s nipples fairly bounced with a tap of the switch. As before, it seemed as if nothing would happen. With a high pitched scream. The girl grabbed her nipples. 


	Some blood spurted between her fingers. They’d been split. It wasn’t a lot of blood and the girl squealed more out of fright than hurt. Julia’s mouth dropped open. She looked at the whip in her hand. Shaking her head, she handed the switch to the slave girl as if she were in a trance. 


	Spreading her legs, and putting her hands up and behind her head, Julia thrust her breasts forward. The slave girl taking the switch took aim and let it slice down across both of Julia’s firm nipples. Again a stroke dug deeply into her buds. Again and again the switch sliced the air. Striking Julia’s bare nipples making them bounce and swell in red pain. Julia never flinched. Stroke followed stroke. Flavious looked on with horror and was powerless to interfere. It was Mona who cried out a Nubian word, that no one had ever heard before. It broke the spell. 


	Julia let out a powerful scream and clutched her switched nipples. The slave girl was handing the whip to Mona. Her nipples were now quite cured. Lustina’s nipples were still streaked and sore. Flavious looked at Mona and motioned Lydia to come over and soothe her mistress’ sore nipples. Lydia sucked on them with both lust and care. Looking at Flavious, Julia had a sheepish smile on her face. 


	Her fingers soothed her sore nipples as well as Lydia’s wonderful tongue. 


	“The last thing I remember was seeing the blood on Honey’s nipples. Then I woke up with my nipples burning under the switch. What happened?” 


	Mona was right. The switch is powerful. “Julia, what did you have in mind for this switch?” 


	“Mona. Mona! Lydia. Lydia! How are your nipples doing tonight, you naughty girls?” 


	The two slave girls, Honey and Lustina looked at each other and smiled. The orchestra played softly on. Looking for all the world like an innocent plaything, the Luna Switch rested on the stones near the pool. It sparkled in the torch-light. 


	Breasts… Stones… Nettles 


	The cool waters soothed Julia’s hurt nipples. She eyed the wicked limb near the water’s edge. In her mind she wondered how many sets of nipples suffered under its hard bite. Breaking her mind drift, Julia outlined her plan, “Okay, here is my idea. Mona, you will come before your master and ask to punish Lydia’s nipples. You find them saucy and deserving of a scalding under the switch. 


	Because you desire to hurt Lydia for being a pregnant blond slut. Also, because not only do you wish to switch her perky nipples, but Lydia also enjoys the switch. Which is no lie she truly does. Lydia, you will go to master Flavious and agree with these words. Allowing Mona to punish your ridged little buds with that switch. Honey and Lustina, you and 


	those two over there…” She snapped her fingers at the two girls who stood stupidly listening to her. 


	“Gretchen and Ebony.” Flavious answered automatically. 


	“Yes. Gretchen and Ebony along with…” She snaps her fingers at the other girl. 


	“Felina.” Master Flavious adds. 


	“Felina. Take hold of Lydia. Hold her spread eagle. Grip her tightly. Hold her spread and ready for the switch. Mona, does that switch do awful things if you use it on her cunt?” 


	“No. Its main purpose is to be used on bare nipples. I am not aware of anything special happening if it is used on a girl’s bare cleft. Other than to make it hurt. Oh, yes, I must remind you that the horn can be used on the girl being punished. It will make her want to fuck anything for a period of one full Moon. 


	I don’t mean a simple desire to fuck. I mean a compulsion to take a sound fucking from as many males or phallic symbols as she can find.” Mona replied in a matter of fact tone of voice. 


	“Oh, Good, even better!” Julia really liked this idea. 


	“It is a relentless compulsion once she’s had the horn inserted into her.” Mona added as a toss out. 


	“You don’t say?” Julia was tolerant of this interruption. 


	“As a matter of fact. A full horn from the Cape buffalo.” 


	“No kidding. I’ll be darned.” Julia gave off a smile that suggested no more interruptions. 


	“True to form.” Flavious smiled. 


	“I was afraid of some weird reaction.” Julia muttered. 


	The slave girls looked at each other and shrugged. Julia pointed to Mona, “Now, approach your master, Mona. Say to him what I have told you to say. Lydia, go and stand beside Mona.” 


	Telling her master what Julia had told her to say, left him ready willing to comply with the plan. Lydia confirmed Mona’s desires to punish her. Flavious had a small alternate plan that would add some spice to this unfolding scene, “I see dear Mona. But first you must undergo a Roman test of valor. You and Lydia will oil each other to a sheen. Then with a signal from me, you will wrestle nude in that area with more oil put on the floor. Standing up will be a task for you both. Whoever pins the other wins the right to nipple whip the other. Fair?” 


	Julia smiled and nodded her agreement. The two slaves nodded. So did all the rest present. It seemed 


	acceptable to all, Flavious nodded, “Good. Set up the special oil pool. You two prepare one another. Naked combat is good for the soul. Right, dear Julia?” 


	“Most indeed true, dear Flavious.” 


	Within a short time the two girls were coming to grips with each other. Enjoying their grappling and fondling of their private parts, Mona used her fingers to probe Lydia’s smooth cleft. Lydia used her fingers to find Mona’s sensitive ass-hole. Wet and oiled, the two explored different ways to make each other climax. Lydia tried to rub her nipples on Mona’s but they only slipped and slithered across Mona’s glistening chest. Lydia felt the erect tips of Mona’s nipples brushing over her chest and slippery but quite naughty against her own firm buds. 


	The girls gripped and slipped in each other’s grasp. In one position, Lydia managed to slide her nipple nearly into Mona’s wet oily sex. It felt hot inside of Mona. She tried to slide more of her ample breast into Mona’s slit. In a vane effort to keep the girls in line, Flavious stood, quite nude himself, holding a three thong training whip. He flicked it across Lydia’s back. It clung and made the girl screw her mouth up in pain. He pulled it away and left a scarlet set of three lines across her naked back. 


	Lydia still pressed her breast firmly into Mona’s wet cunt. The tip of her nipple felt quite hot and it began to 


	tingle. She wondered if she’d been feeling the same sensations that a man felt when he was inside a woman. Her nipple was sensitive. Was it as sensitive as the end of a man’s cock? Mona to say the least felt a pang of erotic passion as Lydia tried to press her large breast deeper into Mona’s sex. The women struggled with their passions as much as they struggled with themselves. A quite well delivered flick of his thong, Flavious had caught Mona in a wrap that stung her left nipple. She squealed and jerked to free her bud from the chafe of the 


	rawhide. Her dark skin shinning in erotic spender. The tip of her left nipple turning a deep red at the mercy of the harsh whip. 


	Bare breasts now suffering from exposure to three strips of rawhide. Shuddered and undulated about as if they had a mind of their own. Trying to escape the sting of the lash. Due in part to fatigue, Lydia had to lift herself up so that her breast slid out of Mona’s cleft. Her nipple looked exceptionally agitated and erect. Wet now not only from the oils, but from the moisture that was pure Mona. A very glutton, Lydia worked her other breast into a position to slide down into Mona’s sex. This time, Flavious took special aim and brought a firm whip-stroke down onto Lydia’s bare back. She lunged forward and with a quite hard downward thrust of her breast waiting against Mona’s cunt. 


	This did it. Lydia’s breast slithered into Mona’s gaping slit with relative ease. Her entire right breast was lodged inside of Mona. Mona’s opening closed tightly over Lydia’s boob. Both girls looked in wide eyed surprise. Anatomically this was impossible. Even Julia straightened up. She couldn’t believe this really happened. The five other slave girls were in a tether. Giggling and rubbing their own nipples together. One of them, Gretchen tried to put her breast into Ebony. A kind of mock contrast of blonde and black Nubian, like the two locked breast to cunt in the oil pit. Flavious couldn’t believe this really happened. He snapped the whip across Lydia’s back, but she was firmly inside of Mona’s cunt. 


	Even with the obvious humor of the situation, to Lydia a discomfort was settling in. Her breast felt like it was inside of a shrinking leather bag. Thinking back, she remembered hearing other slave girls talk of being punished by being sewed into freshly skinned leather hides. Hung up in the Sun while the hide would shrink and squeeze them something awful. Mona felt fully engorge with Lydia’s full breast forcing her cunt to expand. In her deepest memories, she recalled stories of women being placed on large almost mushroom shaped prongs. 


	Sometimes their masters would fist fuck them until their cunts would stretch and hang loose. With a tingling feeling, Mona felt a warm fluid building up inside of her. Lydia was wet with milk. Mona’s shrinking cunt was squeezing some of it out of her now. 


	It could be attributed to a well placed blow of Flavious’ three thong. But as the thongs settled over 


	Lydia’s exposed nipple, it made her jerk in pain. With a sucking smack of wet flesh adjusting itself to the air. Lydia’s breast popped free. Wet once again with the juices of Mona’s lusty sex. Julia let out a snivel and shook her head. 


	She thought she’d seen it all tonight. 


	Flavious ordered Honey and Lustina out of the oil pool. Barking orders to all five of them, he ordered Mona and Lydia scrubbed clean with special shampoos. 


	After a refreshing swim and more food, the action continued. Lydia’s right breast was a bit red from its encounter with Mona’s vagina. Lydia in a soft tease of a 


	voice, noted that maybe Mona’s baby wanted to suck on her nipple. They all had to chuckle at that! Both girls now completely squeaky clean. Stood ready for their ultimate challenge. With that bizarre encounter with Lydia’s breast, gave a lot of truth to Mona’s accusation of Lydia’s impudent nipples. 


	Picking up the switch, Julia handed it to Mona. Lustina and Honey were elected to hold onto Lydia’s wrists. Gretchen and Ebony gripped and spread her legs. 


	Felina stepped behind and held Lydia’s arms and using her own legs forced Lydia to stand in a spread eagle. Mona took up her position. With careful aim, she held the switch ready. These strokes fell as if in slow motion. A steady back stroke produced a firm slice of the 


	switch. It was a simple wet kind of sound. Like that of water being struck. 


	Again, the tell tail dent across Lydia’s bare nipples. They sprang back up pushing the rod involuntarily with them. 


	As if nothing was any different, Mona lifted the switch back up. Renewing her previous position. Again the awful whisking sound. Followed by the wet sounding SNICK of ancient wood against soft girl flesh. Two nipples again shoved the wood upward as they popped back to regain their normal appearance. 


	Another renewal of positions. A swift slice of wood through the air. A sore but still normal looking set of nipples held fast to their task of tossing off wooden intruders. For what seemed like forever, this action became almost repetitive. A high born switch. Two impacted nipples. A slight jerk of Lydia’s chest. And the whole darned thing began again. 


	It was almost euphoric. Like nothing else in the world could ever happen. What did however, happen, was that Lydia had finally caught her breath. This switch had from the get go, literally knocked the wind out of her. The open gape that was her mouth and the wild rolling of her eyes were the tell tail signs of pain that went surprisingly unnoticed. It happened in a split second. Lydia’s chest heaved a deep breath of air. A high pitched careening scream poured out of this wonderful girl. Enough for Julia to cover her ears. It made Mona stoop her switching for a few moments. The orchestra stopped playing its tender harp music. Flavious even covered his ears. 


	The five slave girls held her fast. In spite of her strong struggles. Lydia shook her nudity in such a way that both of her breasts swayed to and fro. As if by magic. Two delightful nipples, erect and healthy turned a bright crimson. 


	Sending a pulsing pain coursing through their owners. In the course of history for Mona, Lydia was the first blonde, or for that matter, white woman to be subjected to the Luna Switch. I guess that a woman’s race was of no matter. What did matter was if she could accept the switching. 


	Nubian women had been educated to accept such pain on their bare nipples. No known school had been started to tell a girl how to react to raw pain of this magnitude. Lydia was doing quite well. She’d regained some of her composure. 


	From appearances she was settling back to receive more of these awful nasty slashes from the Luna Switch. It felt literally like a knife was being drawn across her bare nipples. 


	Her eyes filled with tears as she tried to get use to what was nothing more than snott slinging pain. To gaze at her nipples, actually looking quite healthy, it became hard to understand the fuss. Positions were again taken. The switch was on high once more and another series of deft strokes found bare nipples all exposed and waiting. Like troopers lined up for the onslaught. Lydia’s nipples repelled the invader into their space with pride. It was obvious that both breasts and nipples were most unhappy with the attack. Never the less, they pouted their sassy bounce and braved the attack. 


	It was Lydia’s tears that melted Mona’s heart. She knew that Lydia couldn’t hold out much longer. Why, she herself, fainted with the first six when she was a young girl. Looking at her red, puffy eyes, Mona grimaced at Lydia and gently cupped her breasts into the palms of her hands. Not realizing that Lydia’s left nipple brushed against the awful horn of the switch. It vibrated as if it was being tweaked. 


	Mona at the orders of Julia, took up her position again. With a high arc, the switch sliced the nipples squarely on. Keeping with Nubian tradition, to slow up was to show remorse and mercy, she rapidly sliced Lydia at least thirty more times. This caused the blonde to slobber and gasp. She coughed and struggled against firm hands that held her in place. How could Mona be so accurate with this switch against her bouncing nipples. No matter as to how, the fact is that she scored a hit every time. Her throbbing nipples pounding to jump off of her chest and escape the relentless switch. It came in a complete flood. Blow after blow was so unceasingly accurate against her red, turgid nipples. Lydia formed words that didn’t make it out of her mouth. 


	Mona was in her Nubian rhythm now. Ironically the orchestra behind her began a primitive beat of the drums. Almost in time with the blows of the switch. How could any woman give herself up to such a switching? No mercy. All that could be heard most of the time, except when Lydia caught her breath enough to scream, was a swish of the switch followed by a pronounced wet sounding `SNICK’. Lydia’s bare nipples were being punished beyond human endurance. She looked about her and seeing the steady rise and fall of the switch across her nipples began to slip into a drunken pain wracked zone of unconsciousness. 


	Things began to fade around her. The throb in her nipples began to disappear. 


	She tried to focus on Mona but even she began to fade away. A cold bucket of water revived her. Felina dried her off. The switch began again. This time her reactions were more vocal. She gasped a deep throated wail with each stroke. 


	Again the real world began to fade. Blackness. Julia motioned for Mona to stop as she commented, “I’d say she’s had enough for now. How many would you guess you gave her, Mona?” 


	“Mistress Julia, about a hundred and sixty.” 


	“I’d say you never miss a one. Look at her nipples will you. They must be fairly blistered.” Flavious 


	looked and lightly touched one of Lydia’s pulsing nipples. 


	“Flavious, look no blood. Not a split piece of skin. Every stroke fell directly across her bare nipples. Not a missed stroke anytime. Mona, you really do know how to punish a girl.” 


	“It’s not me, mistress. The switch has a purpose. To punish those who desire punishment.” 


	“It makes my nipples throb just looking at her.” Gretchen piped. 


	Flavious motioned for silence. It was now time to revive poor Lydia. Another change in the plan, so to speak, he continued, “Mona, you will revive Lydia. 


	Both of you will go back into the oil pool. I suggest that you do something to her to make her wish to punish your superb nipples. With all candor aside, I don’t care what excuse she uses.” 


	With out any further delay. Mona and Lydia began to recapture their old spirit. 


	In fact, Lydia was beginning to accept her torture under the switch as just another new experience. In the oil pool, Lydia and Mona started their usual play. Lydia was still a bit woozy from her awful nipple torture. They were a might sore at that, too. 


	“Mona you can do anything that you like to get a rise out of Lydia. Even heavy fondling.” 


	Lydia and Mona began a playful slapping and poking of one another. This quickly led to more pronounced play. Mona taking hold of Lydia’s right breast by its sore nipple didn’t help matters any. She gripped it in a firm clamp on its very sore tip using only her thumb and index finger. What seemed like only a splash and slip, found Lydia with her back to Mona and her butt firmly against Mona’s bare sex. She even felt Mona’s firm breasts pressed against her smooth back. 


	This action led to Mona’s quick seize and fondling of Lydia’s sorely ripe nipples. How much of this torture could Lydia take? Lydia began to chide at Mona to let go of her nipples and quit fondling them. The action was making them quite sore. 


	Mona brought her foot up against Lydia’s ass-hole. The effect of the oil allowed Mona’s big toe to slip into Lydia’s small butt hole. This was a renewal of Lydia’s main concern for her tender rectum. Even with the oil, Lydia’s nipples began to get sore from the deft fingers of Mona’s hands. She really began a pattern of sore worry to Lydia’s erect and recently switched nipples. Literally pulling and twisting those buds, Lydia was now in helpless pain. Her nipples tipped sore with the fire of harsh fondling. Left her in a throbbing world of hurting. Flavious called a halt to the awful treatment of Lydia’s flaming sore nipples. Lydia gasped a sigh of relief. 


	With a new call to arms, Flavious heard Lydia’s plea to be allowed to punish Mona for what she called crimes against her nipples. The fact that her twin cones were obviously sore gave justification for Flavious to grant her wish. 


	Julia presented Lydia with the Luna Switch. Mona gasped and shuddered in anticipation of the sting of this whip. Mona presented breasts full and ready for maximum impact. Her nipples stood high and proud. Both girls complete in their bare nakedness. One being held in readiness. The other completing her last minute adjustments. Julia looked at the scene and began to fondle herself. 


	Flavious did the same. 


	“Doesn’t Lydia look simply delicious in her bronze nudity. Holding up that switch…” 


	“She makes a darling contrast. In such a position to lash a lovely African like Mona. Ironically with a device of her tribe’s own making.” 


	“You know, I have a feeling that Mona will take a great deal more of the whip than Lydia did.” 


	“You may be right.” 


	“I know I’m right.” Flavious looked with a glance of anger at Julia’s apparent hostility. He sensed a kind of `know it all’ tone to her voice. 


	With all positions in ready. Lydia raised the awful switch to a high. In a carbon copy of Mona’s strokes, Lydia subjected Mona to nipple splitting pain. 


	Mona simply gave her head a quick shake. No candor about this girl. No apparent assessment of how hard or easy the stroke was. Just a simple shake of her head, followed by a ear piercing scream. It lasted for only a few seconds. Lydia rubbed the limb across Mona’s swollen nipples. They took on the appearance of dark rubber. Another stroke, in the manner of strict delivery. It fairly bounced off those rubbery nipples of Mona’s. Another quick shake of the head followed by a shrilling scream. Lydia’s application of this African terror switch, for females. Continued at a frightful pace. Stroke followed stroke. Each one impacting over bare nipples and leaving their owner in such a horrible state of affairs. Mona became almost uncontrollable. Her feelings focused only on the tips of her nipples. 


	Mona’s mind began to drift, she recalled her instructor, Girl Tigra. Tigra became the only girl in the tribe to sustain nine steady hours of the switch. 


	Her secret was preparation. She rubbed her nipples against stones. Over the coarse bark of old trees. Knelt before the high priestess and had her nipples raked with coarse leather. She had herself bound, naked facing the hot Sun. All to make her nipples more able to withstand the pain. As Mona’s mind drifted, she began to actually accept the searing pain of the nasty strokes of the hard switch. Her body jerked with each stroke, followed by a shrilling gasp moan. The jerking made her breasts bounce and shudder visibly. Unprotected nipples turned from a dark, earthy brown to a puffy bright crimson in a matter of a few minutes. “(SWIT) AH! (SWIT) AH! (SWIT) AH! (SWIT) AH!” 


	On and on went the nasty horrid switching. Ripe nipples becoming blistered under the relentless rod. 


	Her red nipples sought only solace. The endless array of strokes made Mona drift into and out of a faint. No 


	swollen eyes ready to pop tears. Just a girl faced with a gut jerking, fingernail snapping, vice gripped world of pain. Her blazing nipples ready to pop rich red blood at the very next stroke. Funny thing, but the blood never came. For either Mona. Or, Lydia. 


	Remembering her early days of slavery. Mona recalled how she howled out loud when she had been selected for a breast flogging. A thin Danuba overseer. Armed with a slender, cowhide whip. In a demonstration of his absolute power over the female slaves, elected to breast flog Eleeta and Mona. Eleeta was a slender, Nigerian maid. Both had been strung up naked in the Sun. Their wrists over their heads. The two girls standing nipple to nipple waiting for their flogging. 


	Seeing their erect nipples rubbing together. The Danuba man used his hand to excite the two sets of breasts. He re-positioned them back to back. Using nasty side arm strokes, he delivered a stout breast flogging to both Eleeta and Mona. 


	That was the first time she ever recalled actually howling under the lash. She howled like a bitch in heat. It was this howling, that she recalled to most. So much that it was like she was howling now. In actually her whimpers turned to howls. She’d closed 


	her eyes to re-open them looking at Lydia still applying the switch to her blistered nipples. 


	At first she almost didn’t recognize Lydia. The expression on her face was distorted. She had her mouth slightly open and her tongue was in the left corner of her lips. What was becoming unusual to Mona was the large white spots that appeared before her eyes. Sometimes these spots turned red. At first she didn’t think of the pain. Yet it was certainly there. The steady rise and fall of the switch gave her the only proof that she was being beaten with it. The sharpness of the impacts had by now become dull thuds. She was so drunk from the effects of the switch, that all she was conscious of feeling was her breasts bouncing on her chest. It actually had began to feel like Lydia was just raking the switch on them and not actually beating her with it. 


	Her nipples took on a very raw look. Swollen to nearly twice their normal size, they’d become a bright red. After her howls had subsided, she began a deep throated, but faint moan, “(SWIT) Hunga… (SWIT) Hunga… (SWIT) Hunga… 


	
(SWIT) Hunga…” With each stroke of the switch, came a wet sound, followed by her breasts bouncing, followed by her faint throaty moan. On and on went her switching. Mona’s tender nipples seemed to be able to stand this punishment for ever. In what now must have been more than a few hours, Mona’s pain evolved to a new level. She couldn’t faint. All she could do is linger. For as long as it’d take. Linger and linger, stroke after stroke. As more time went by, Mona had now lapsed into a euphoric state. She was not unconscious nor was she awake. Her moans had become a hiss of breath between her teeth. What was ominous was the way her head lolled and rocked only slightly as the whip struck. The only thing that remained consistent was the sound of the switch against her nipples and the steady bounce of her breasts. Her nipples were flaming red blisters on her chest. Looking ready to explode with the next stroke. No such a thing. By the story of this rod, she could take several more days of this slicing. 


	In one of the bravest actions anyone ever witnessed, Ebony steeped up between Mona and the nasty switch. In such a quick action, that it was too late for Lydia to stop her stroke. That one stroke, split Ebony’s twin tips squarely. It brought sense to Lydia and everyone else. Even to Mona. As if by magic, Ebony’s perky buds looked almost unharmed. A bit of a sting actually, but absolutely none the worse for ware. The odd thing was the condition of both Lydia and Mona’s nipples. They looked simply raw and blistered. It was as if both women had used the switch for hours on each other. Yet clearly, Lydia gave out long before Mona. While Lydia was slashing Mona’s nipples, hers actually appeared somewhat normal. 


	Without thinking, Flavious picked up the switch without it being handed to him by a woman. Bad idea. He dropped the switch and grabbed his balls. In a panic state, he grouped for Julia. She went to him and looked at the switch, saying with concern, “Flavious. Flavious, did you pick up the switch?” He nodded. 


	“Quickly, you two on your knees. I want you both over here on your knees facing each other, nipple to nipple. I really don’t care how sore your nipples are. Get over here now!” 


	Mona and Lydia looking at each other, stood and walked over to Julia and Flavious. They knelt down and looked at each other and gingerly pressed the tips of their breasts together. Both girls let out a soft whine. 


	Seeing the two sets of ruby colored nipple tips pressing together, eased some of Flavious’ hurt. He began to get an erection, looking at the two girls gently rubbing their sore nipples together. Julia coaxed the two girls, “Keep it up girls. It’s working. Now, Flavious stand up and take yourself off squirting over these wonderfully switched pairs of nipples. Come real heavy over the two of them.” 


	He began to pump himself in strong, heavy strokes. The length of his cock grew and swelled in his hand. It turned as red as the tips of the girl’s nearly raw nipples. The approach of his climax, now fully evident due to the moisture expelling from the tip of his cock. As he neared his climax, he closed his eyes. 


	His mouth dropped open and he began gasp. Tossing his head back, he jerked almost wildly on it for several seconds. He rolled his head back forward and with a shudder of his body and a ripple of his muscles. From the end of his cock poured forth a thick white cream. It came out in squirts that jetted down on the girl’s twin breasts. As he finished the last of his orgasm, he settled down and gave Julia a real relieved look. His sense of relief in part from his climax and part from that awful burning in his balls going away. 


	Julia noticed the two girls rubbing their cum coated nipples and breasts together. Ironically they appeared to be a lot less sore than before. They were now rubbing quite firmly and almost slapping their tits together. Almost giggling. By now the five other slave girls were busily fingering either each other or themselves. Gretchen was on her knees and had her long tongue buried deeply into Ebony’s bare sex. Her fingers fondling Ebony’s perky nipples. 


	Ebony’s eyes were almost rolling with pleasure. She was enthralled with this blonde’s tongue lapping deep into her bare slit. The smooth dark skin of the girl glistened as her 


	passions rose. In deep gasps she whimpered, Gretchen… Oh, my Gretchen…” She continued in breathy 


	moans, “Oh… Oh… Aha… Stop it sweet girl, before you’re caught… Oh… 


	Oh…” Ebony climaxed as softly as 


	she could. A deep moan and shudder, followed by a fluttering of her eyelids. She came, more than once. 


	“Julia wouldn’t you say Gretchen took a few stolen liberties with Ebony?” 


	“Yes, Flavious, I’d surely say that. You think she needs a good whipping to teach her not to steal?” 


	“I’d say a lashing or flogging would be in order. By all means one administered by the very victim of her theft. She was sucking the very passion out of little Ebony. I bet she did that completely without asking. Not only a thief, but a rude one at that, too.” 


	“Ebony, come over here and bring that little blonde thief with you. Drag her by her hair.” 


	“Flavious, just look at those two. Ebony has such nice round breasts with perky nipples. Gretchen, just look at her melons. So bronze and dusky.” 


	“You know Julia, when I bought Gretchen, the overseer was punishing her. She’d been strung up by her ankles between two posts, naked. Her sex puffy and swollen in the hot Sun.” 


	“How was he punishing her?” 


	“A Nubian girl, evidently being punished herself with nipple stones dangling down from her buds, 


	held a fist full of nettles. She’d been whipping them over Gretchen’s bare breasts and sex. She veritably 


	howled for relief.” Flavious described. 


	“Oh, yes, nipple stones, I’ve heard of them. Aren’t they an Egyptian method of torture for a Nubian woman? Devised because Nubian females spend their entire lives bare breasted.” Julia quarried. 


	“The Nubian had been nettled herself. Her nipples were swollen beyond belief. 


	The lips of her sex had 


	swollen to nearly twice their normal size. She hated to have to stand there and nettle this little blonde slut. I 


	recall Gretchen had peed as a result of the nettling on her bare cleft.” 


	“Well, Flavious, shall we have her nettled now?” 


	“No. A simple lashing will do. Let Ebony do it. You go ahead and order it. Have Honey and Lustina prepare her. Send Felina for the whip. Those blondes are very sensuous under the lash.” 


	“Flavious, you are a rascal.” 


	“Julia? Sleep with me tonight. I’ll have these two in with us again.” He points to Mona and Lydia. 


	“Maybe I’d enjoy Mona whipping Lydia with a regular whip and not that clever switch.” 


	“Good idea. For now, do as I have ordered and let Mona and Lydia swim and play the rest of the evening. Oh, let them know you are staying. To play…” 


	The scene was arranged. Gretchen was strung up with a single rope, by her wrists. Her legs spread and bound wide. She had her back to the view of Flavious and Julia. The side curves of her breasts shuddered visibly, as she struggled in her bondage. Felina handed to Ebony a slender braided whip some six feet long. 


	It was coiled. As she looked at it. She glanced toward Flavious. She smiled and uncoiled the whip letting it snake out on the marble floor. Flavious took a big drink of wine and acted like it was another situation to be dealt with. Gretchen looked back over her shoulder at Ebony. Her forehead crisped up. Julia nodded her approval to begin the whipping. In a whistling crack of the whiplash, followed by a muffled scream. Again, the lash bit into the tawny fleshed back of the nude blonde’s splendid skin. She shuddered and let out a muted gasp. 


	Another stroke brought a welted snap and gasp from the lovely naked girl dangling from a tether. Lash played on lash followed by gasp and groan. Gretchen writhed and twisted in her bondage. As she began to sweat more under the lashing, the whip sounded wet as it struck her skin. Julia noticed Gretchen’s bronze nudity being scalloped with welts. One of Gretchen’s nipples became swollen under the dint of the lash. Flavious noticed how Ebony drug a number of strokes across Gretchen’s breasts letting the ends of the whip chafe her nipples. A knock on the door from a guard by the name of Panos that led to another encounter of similar proportions. Panos opened up the door that led to Flavious’ swimming area. Inside he glanced to see a girl, Gretchen, dangling from a single rope tether. The door creaked as it swung wider revealing a sweating 


	Nubian girl lashing a very nude Gretchen. The blonde’s body was streaked with red crisscrossing welts. 


	Panos saw Gretchen toss her head back and gasp as the whip coiled around her breasts. They swayed and bounced under the awful stroke. Flavious asked impatiently, “What is it Panos?” 


	“Message from the Emperor, Sire.” 


	“Let me have it.” Flavious put out his arm. 


	As Flavious read the message from Imperial Rome. In the background could be heard the steady cracking of the lash against Gretchen’s bronze nudity. Panos glanced now and again at the sumptuous writhing of the lovely blonde slave girl. 


	She was just being whipped for the amusement of her master and mistress. 


	Flavious noticed Panos’ eyes falling over toward Gretchen. He continued to read, “It seems that Rome want’s my expertise at staging an event. Julia, the Emperor himself wants me to set up a sexual arena for his personal amusement. One that never closes.” 


	“I think I know what he has in mind…” Julia whispers a lot of ideas into Flavious’ mind. Flavious nods his approval of her whispering, “Good. Dear one, stay with me for a few weeks. You can help me give the Emperor his arena plans…” 


	“Thank you, master. For allowing me to serve you…” 


	“Besides, Julia, you will get a chance to watch Lydia and Mona grow larger bellies. I’m going to work on them both again tonight. After I give you a thrill or two…” 


	“Dearest, no seed in me please. After all I am making a good life of being a vestal. You do know what happens to a vestal that gets pregnant?” 


	“I’ve heard that they are flogged constantly…” 


	“She is chained in a deep grotto. Naked turning a slow heavy mill stone. Being whipped by a tall, nude, Nubian woman. At night, the girl is made to have girl sex with the Nubian woman. Usually she is kept in a special cage. Chained to the bars from time to time to be used by all of the vestals. When she begins to `show’ her swollen belly, she is then left to the mercy of the Nubian. She is used in many obscene ways. One of the Nubian’s favorite tortures is to suck and massage her breasts to fill with milk. She then milks the girl several times per day. This causes her nipples to swell and become very sore. Sometimes the Nubian uses a supple switch on the girl’s tender nipples. Causing her to cry and wail as she slaves at the wheel.” 


	“Sounds like you know what happens to them?” 


	“There have been more than one pregnant vestal, my dear Flavious. Just not me. 


	Besides, I love to watch…” 


	Slave Mistress Julia 


	It is now more than two weeks since the orgy and special show that Flavious put on for his honored guests. On the last day of the spectacle, Caesar himself showed up. He was most excited with the blonde Valanna. Flavious was informed that Caesar had more than one orgasm watching Valanna being punished. A naked blonde Amazon hanging on a cross under the hot Roman Sun is enough to make any-man’s cock grow ridged and hard. More so when she is properly scourged before being hung on the cross. Standing with her arms and legs outstretched between two heavy set wooden posts. Valanna was lashed so that the whip curled around her breasts and sex. Sweating and streaked from the whipping. Her body writhed and glisten under the brutal Sun. 


	Valanna climaxed before the crowd as the whip cracked over her Sun-bronzed nudity. The whip had a way of slithering between her legs to score her swollen clitoris. That was a scene to remember, Flavious thought to himself as he read Caesar’s letter of gratitude. He was looking forward to another spectacle. Of even greater 


	imagination. A knock on the door brought no interruption to Flavious. Again the knock… He called, “Enter.” 


	It was Carlos. “The slave girl Gretchen was discovered sneaking away from the Novice quarters, Master. Apparently, she had been playing with Charma and Olivia. I saw her fondling Charma and kissing Olivia’s breasts. When she discovered that I was watching, she ran away. I caught her and locked her up in a 


	cell alone.” 


	“Good work, Carlos. You serve me well. Tomorrow morning have her strung up by her thumbs, bare naked, in the compound. Oil her well. Leave her to roast to a reddish brown under the Sun. Later in the afternoon, lower her down enough to let her feet touch the ground then prepare her for a sound flogging.” 


	“Yes, master. Do you wish me to flog her now, master?” 


	“No. We’ll let Lydia do it tomorrow afternoon. See to it that Lydia makes the little slut howl. No mercy. Or Lydia goes up in her place. Make sure that Lydia is nude when she flogs her. Keep me informed as to her progress. When the flogging is completed, bring Gretchen and Lydia to my chambers. Oh, put a field yoke and spreader on Gretchen for the night. Make the yoke a large heavy one. Go ahead and put her back in 


	the cell with her friends. They can play with her while she’s helpless.” 


	“Understood, my master.” 


	“Carlos?” 


	“Yes, lord?” 


	“Find Lydia and Mona and send them to me. Also, inform mistress Julia that I need to speak with her. Tell her to bring those three randy little sweet cakes with her.” 


	“Absolutely, master.” 


	He leaves. Flavious looks over more business. He is interrupted by a commotion by the outdoor pool. Going to his verandah, he watches as a quarrel is underway with Ebony and Felina. Lustina and one of the kitchen girls, Stephanie, are fondling each other. All of them are naked. The fight begins to get hot as Ebony uses her claws on Felina’s back. Felina kicks Ebony in her side and knocked her down. Felina then gets a grip by using her wonderful legs as a pair scissors. 


	Firmly trying to squeeze the wind out of Ebony. Funny, but Ebony is not struggling as much as before. In fact, she is beginning to look kinda blue. 


	Flavious calls for a couple of guards. In a quick few moments, the fray is broken up. Ebony is gasping for air. The two soldiers pull the women apart. They stop fighting. Flavious looks down on them commenting, “I don’t mind a bit of playful fighting or even a small argument, now and again. I will not however stand for this kind of near death situation. Specially between by household slaves! Put them up back to back. Give them each a breast lashing and a cunt lashing. Then put them face to face, with rings on their well whipped nipples and clits. Make them rub against each other long enough for each of them to climax several times. When they can’t take anymore, have them brought to me with their backs arched on struts.” 


	The guards saluted Flavious with a, “Hail!” 


	Ebony and Felina were taken to a large wooden whipping post set up near the edge of the garden. Ebony was first to be strung up. Her mind was just beginning to re-focus from nearly having the wind squeezed out of her. As the ropes were wrapped around her wrists, she could feel the guards fondling her breasts. The ropes that held her wrists were joined with the ropes that fastened Felina’s wrists. The guard that tied up Felina pulled the ropes tight and both girls now stood back to back with their arms over their heads. Another set of ropes quickly forced the two women to spread their legs. 


	Taking up positions, Ebony and Felina saw the two guards shake loose their floggers. Felina felt the hot Sun on her breasts. Ebony felt it against her back and the upper slopes of her butt. Felina’s butt flattened against Ebony’s round ass as they braced themselves for the lashing. Ebony saw the guard’s arm draw back and with a ominous slicing sound the lashes struck her. Slicing fully across her bare breasts and nipples. As the thongs fell away, some of them drug across Ebony’s erect nipples. Felina being of light skin. Took her lashing facing the intense Sun. It would add to her torment. The guard like the one whipping Ebony, flicked his whip back. Using a side arm stroke he landed the black lashes with a loud `WHAP’ across Felina’s rather large globes. Flinging her head back, she let out a horrible gasp. Like his fellow guard, he drug the whip across Felina’s breasts. Noticing a chaffing effect as the long black thongs slithered across her erect bronze nipples. 


	Spending a lot of time in the Sun, caused Felina’s nipples to become reddish brown. Matching the deep bronze color of her glistening body. Felina had been under the whip before. It would not be the last time. 


	As the lashes rose and fell across the girl’s tender breasts, welts began to form. They criss-crossed and laced 


	the two sets of twin melons with fire. For a few moments, the guard stopped and fondled her breasts. He tweaked her nipples between his thumb and finger. Felina squealed and arched her back upward. Following his steady pull on her nipples. 


	He felt the hot Roman Sun on his back. Without much thought, he was sure the Sun must be awful to the nude girl in front of him. As he twisted and pulled on her nipples, he noticed the telltale sign of a sunburn. The skin on her breasts would turn white as he pressed on it with his finger. Then get red when he released. He was forming a shadow blocking the Sun on Felina. He stepped away. 


	The hot Sun resumed its scorching of this lovely Tutonic girl. 


	With bare, well whipped breasts glistening under the Sun Ebony responded to the guard’s advances. Using his thumb and forefinger, he squeezed her nipples and twisted them first this way and then that way. It made her sigh and whimper. By now the two guards, Vectus and Zeneibus, had removed their rather skimpy loin cloths. Sporting large erect members, the two poked them with humor at the bare clefts of the bound nudes. 


	Taking up their floggers, the two guards resumed their flogging of the two culprits. Female breasts fairly bounced and swayed under the rain of lashes dealt to them. Felina howled as Vectus flogged her. He drug the lashes across her breasts allowing the strands to snag and pull against her erect nipples. 


	Zeneibus licked his lips as the flogger clung to Ebony’s skin. It indented itself and sprung back off her breasts. As he drug the whip away, several strands would scrap and chafe her nipples. Making them turn a bright shade of red. As the day wore on, both girl’s began to sweat. The effects of the whip and the hot Sun, began to take its toll. 


	The custom of the times allowed the two guards to take the women after their flogging. If they became pregnant, it would mean the fields and time laboring at the heavy harvest wheel. Many a pregnant slave girl, wished the day had never come while she labored naked at the grist mill. Swollen belly and heavy breasts bouncing and undulating in the Sun. Bare breasts juttering under the lash. Dark fingers of the whips splaying and leaving red welts in their paths. Dark copper colored skin, glistening and ready, sported heavy dark nipples. Due to the effects of long exposure to a very hot Sun, breasts and sex took on a dusky languid color. The whip would arch and impact forced a sharp squeal to peel from the lips of the girl being lashed. It would raise more welts. As the whip impacted Felina’s breasts, it would cause them to visibly bounce. Sometimes they would sway to and fro. 


	Zeneibus’ cock grew large and erect as he watched Ebony’s breasts and sex turn red from his whip. He rubbed the end of his cock against Ebony’s bare slit. 


	Sliding the swollen end inside of her made him moan slightly. The lovely Nubian whimpered and mewed. With a firm thrust he slid completely into her. Vectus took the hint from Zeneibus and likewise inserted himself into Felina’s bare cleft. 


	It was a simple and quick thrust that allowed him to slide well inside Felina without resistance. Both men tweaked and pulled on whip and sunburned nipples. 


	This made the girl’s gasp and moan with a mixture of delight and ecstasy. Their thrusts made the girls whine. A virtual symphony of gaps, wails, sighs and groans. 


	In his bed, Flavious read a new message. The Vector Marcus Elexeous was due to arrive in three days. He always wished that he’d have bid that extra twenty gold servos for Gretchen. Flavious would have a special welcome for Marcus. He’d show him Gretchen. A punished Gretchen. In the bath. Now there was this matter of two fighting slave girls. They should be arriving soon. A loud three thump knock sounded on Flavious’ chamber door, he responded, “Enter!” 


	Staggering under the weight of the heavy yokes, Ebony and Felina stumbled in. 


	Driven with the whips of Zeneibus and Vectus licking at their privates. Nearly parched from their ordeal in the Sun. The two women staggered and dropped to their knees before Flavious. The lashes licking at them from all angles. Each stroke 


	drawing a muted gasp or whimper from the girls as it curled about their exposed nudity. He held up his hand for the two guards to stop. 


	“Lesions can be painful. I hope that you two have learned your lesions well?” 


	“Master. Please forgive us…” Ebony quipped in a breathy tone of voice. 


	“Guards, nipple clamps. You must learn to bow and beg before I will forgive. 


	Dear Ebony, you being a Nubian should appreciate the reminders of heavy stones on your nipples. Am I correct in understanding that a stone the size of your master’s fist is enough to bring you to instant orgasm? You may answer with bowed head…” 


	Ebony knelt with the heavy yoke on her shoulders. Her forehead touched the polished marble right at Flavious’ feet, “Master, please forgive this humble slave girl, you are correct, sire. The size of the stones matching the size of my master’s fist will bring me to instant orgasm. I cannot speak for my sister in sin, she is a white girl with different customs…” 


	“Understood. Felina, what say you about having weights attached to your quite swollen nipples? I could make you stand up with this yoke on while Vectus fixed a couple of egg shaped weights on your nips… Or I could have him use the knotted thong on your sore nipples should you decide to protest the weights. One way or the other, you will suffer as your dark skinned sister… With nipples bent to the task of pain. It will be up to you as to how long they will suffer! 


	Understood?” 


	“Yes, my master.” 


	“Oh, one more thing Felina, should you decide on another type of punishment instead of the weights. I will have Vectus put breast clamps on your ample bosoms. Before he attaches the weights. Think about it…” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Guards prepare them for the bar.” 


	“No, master…” 


	“Please, dear master, not the bar…” Begged Ebony. 


	“Such protests. See to it they spend an extra hour as they enjoy protesting it so much.” The bar was just that. A polished, shinny length of metal in a semicircle design. Crested to accommodate two errant females. 


	Worked and tempered with a smooth round strut the size of Flavious’ middle finger. Deftly mounted on a wooden support in the shape of two large `A’s. At its base, situated some six inches above the floor were additional struts to give support to the structure and a place to fasten probing feet in a “proper” 


	spread. Removing their yokes, Flavious decided to add to the girl’s discomfort by placing a heavy beam over each girl’s 


	shoulders. Stretching their arms out ward and along the beams. Tying them at wrists, elbows, and their arm pits. Solace was only allowed as the two women pressed against one another. Ebony began to feel her cleft burn against the metal. Felina’s clitoris pressed squarely down on the thing. She felt the lips of her sex on each side of the bar. Ebony felt the folds of her sex slipping firmly over the bar. Her clit began to tingle. Vectus fixed Felina’s right nipple into a ring that would be shared by Ebony’s left nipple. A similar ring repeated the action on Felina’s left and Ebony’s right nipple. 


	Zeneibus moved towards the two women. He had a pair of polished blood stones inset with golden clips. In a all too simple motion, he first clipped on one stone to Ebony’s right Felina’s left ring. Then he clipped the mate to it onto Ebony’s left and Felina’s right ring. Two sets of sorry nipples bent to the heavy task of the stones. These stones forced the girl’s nipples to press closer together. They gasped and bit their lips. 


	“I highly suggest that you two try to stay as still as possible. If you squirm about, your clefts will suffer 


	dearly. Here I will illustrate for you…” Flavious went to a shelf near his bed. He took up a long braided whip that lay coiled and waiting. Testing its flexibility, he uncoiled it. With a all to easy side stroke of his arm he brought the whip around. It made a lazy slice through the still warm air of his bedroom. At the level of their breasts, it coiled its wicked self under the girl’s out stretched arms. It made a wet sound as it contacted the two girls’ 


	skin. 


	Both of them tossed their heads as far back as the beam would allow. Ebony gasped and Felina gave off a deep throated whimper. The whip clung to their sweating bodies. Flavious pulled it off the girls, forcing them to twist and grind their bare sexes even further onto the hateful bar. Toes and feet wiggled and sought the solace of solid floor. It might as well have been a mile to the ground. Dealing the dusky white woman and her black sister in pain a total of twenty such slices. Flavious coiled up the whip and went back to the shelf. His bedroom fairly echoed with a choir of pitiful cries, gasps, throaty moans, AHS, no’s, and oh’s. The two women sweated in earnest. 


	Flavious signaled the two guards and walking with them he put his hands on their shoulders, “You two have done well. I hope that you have availed yourself of the customary reward…” 


	Vectus replied with a large smile on his bearded face, “Yes, M’lord Flavious. I have always found the girl Felina attractive.” 


	“Good. And you, Zeneibus?” 


	“Ebony is delectable dish, sire. Her sex slithered down onto my shaft like she was full of melted butter. And those nipples, lord Flavious…” Zeneibus shook his head and drew a big smile. 


	“Come. Let us join in some nosh. Oh, I wish you both to keep these two for a time. Say until their bellies swell. Then you may send them off to the fields for a few months of hard labor. That’ll suit them well…” 


	The girls on the bar heard the men talk. Their voices began to fade as Flavious outlined his plans for them. Ebony sat in tingling pain with her eyes closed. 


	She felt Felina’s hot breath close to her mouth. Felina put her tongue against Ebony’s lips. She opened her mouth. Felina’s sex began to contract in a dull prickly sensation. Her nipples didn’t seem to ache as much as before. She felt for a few moments that she could stand this torture. It was Felina’s first time on the bar. 


	Ebony, on the other hand, had been on this bar before. She realized its pain. 


	Understanding that Felina was in the first stage of this torture. Ebony touched Felina’s tongue with hers. Felina mewed, “Oh, Ebony, forgive me. I want you now so much. Help me. Make me come on this thing…” 


	Ebony, in a breathy voice, obviously beginning to feel the pure effect of the bar, “I forgive you, silly girl. This is your first time on Flavious’ bar?” 


	Felina nodded slightly. Ebony, swallowed hard and licked her lips against the hurt, “It’ll hurt something awful in a few more moments. I really must admit, orgasms help. Whatever you do, don’t faint. I can’t hold you up with these heavy beams on our shoulders. Also, you’ll have…” 


	Before she could get the words out, Felina made a effort to shift her weight. 


	Bad idea. Felina lost her balance and her chest slid to one side causing a awful strain on the rings. Coupled with the weights, two sets of breast paid dearly for Felina’s action. “AAAAAAHHHHH! OOOOOHHHH, MY GOOOODDDD!” Ebony forced herself using every muscle in her body to set up right. It didn’t work. She felt a burning strain on her left ankle. The girls had shifted to her right, Felina’s left. Ebony vocalized a throaty gasp, while Felina sighed and wheezed, “We’ve got to do this together…” Ebony was in agony. Felina was breathing heavily, nearly in a panic. 


	“Felina! LISTEN TO ME! Shift your weight to your right and use your right leg to pull yourself up. I’ll work the same way using my left. Ready?” 


	Felina nodded sniffing in a slobber. Ebony nodded and gave a breathy count, “On three. One. Two. Three!” The two girls pulled with their legs and leaned over with their torsos. A very severe strain against the ringed breasts on opposite side caused a near faint in Felina. “For the love of the Gods, Felina, don’t faint. Oh, 


	this hurts…” 


	Slowly the two girls began to set themselves straight. As they resumed their square upright setting position, the awful hurt in their breasts subsided. It was far better to set with a sore cleft than to nearly rip apart their nipples. 


	It was Felina who began to sob. As she did, it caused the stone weights to bob up and down. Ebony gasped and shook her head, “No. No, don’t cry, girl. It’ll make the weights bobble and pull on our nipples…” 


	Ebony in a fluster to stop the bobbing effect, opened her mouth and kissed Felina. She used her tongue the way she’d been taught as a young girl. In combination with the bobbling effect of the weights, and the reassure on the girl’s cunts. Both of them soon felt a burning orgasm building on the tips of their clits. It surprised even Ebony, that Felina could recover so quickly as to have an orgasm. She did. In a flood of ohs and ahs, she let her gates saturate the metal bar. It dripped to form a puddle below on the marble floor. Ebony’s 


	clit and experience couldn’t stop her juices from flowing to form a similar puddle. Ebony had heard of some masters flogging a girl for making such a puddle. It wasn’t her first nor would it for sure be her last. 


	“My but you two are already puddling.” Spoke Lydia in a saucy, sarcastic tone. 


	“No. Dear Lydia, they’re not puddling, but merely piddling…” Quipped Lustina. 


	“I know what Flavious will do with these two when he sees the size of those little pools of juices.” Chided Honey as she swayed to the shelf where Flavious placed his whip. 


	“Oh. This must hurt darlings.” Lydia lifted one of the blood stones and tested its heft. She let it drop with obvious intention to cause the two girls pain. 


	“AAAhhh!” Felina tossed her head back. 


	“Hunnga…” Ebony, rolled her head over onto her strained shoulder and slowly blinked her eyes. 


	“See girls, good reaction.” Lydia affectionately fondled both Felina and Ebony’s breasts. 


	Ebony was the first to speak. She did so in a tone of voice of a girl obviously recovering from an orgasm. “What do you girl’s want with us? Can’t you see, master Flavious is punishing us?” 


	Honey narrowed her focus on Ebony, pulling on her long single braid of hair, “We’re here to punish you some more.” 


	Felina choked out a few almost audible words, “By whose orders, Honey?” 


	“By my orders, honey…” Julia stepped out of the shadows, “I just spoke with master Flavious and he is going to be arranging this evenings entertainment for a while. I would like to amuse myself with you two. I intend to have some assistance. What do you think of my assistants?” 


	Ebony nodded, “Yes, mistress.” 


	Felina closed her eyes and nodded while moving her lips to say `yes mistress’ 


	only nothing came out. 


	“What did you say, dear Felina, I couldn’t hear you?” 


	Felina nodded her head. She really did loose her voice due to the pressure on her orgasm sensitive cleft. Julia grew a bit impatient with Felina. She motioned to Honey. 


	Uncoiling the whip, Honey snaked it across Felina’s back allowing the tip of the lash to snap on the side curve of Felina’s sore breast. It raised a welt immediately. “AAAHHH! YES! OH MISTRESS, I LOVE YOUR ATTENDANTS!” 


	“Good. Now we can have some fun. Mona?” 


	No answer. 


	“Mona. MONA!” 


	Still no answer. “Lydia, go and get that lazy slut Mona in here. Be quick!” 


	“Yes, mistress.” 


	“Lustina and Honey, you two slither your naked selves upon that bar behind these two. Yes, let your cunneys slide down onto the bar. I won’t bind you to the thing. If it starts to hurt, lift yourself off using either Ebony or Felina for support. Lustina, work on their breasts. Honey, work on their clefts. I’d love to see a four way orgasm.” 


	`The tow girls obeyed their mistress and glistening with oils applied before they stepped into the chamber slid easily onto the bar. Their slippery bare clefts fitting down onto the shinny bar leaving their toes seeking the floor. In a erotic display of female endurance, Lustina stretched herself into a wide `X’. 


	Only her sex was 


	supporting her weight. Honey, her blonde hair thick and disheveled quickly mounted the bar. Allowing her oiled cleft to slide her toward Felina’s firmly mounted nudity. She could really take the bar’s ability to torture. 


	Julia remembered Flavious telling her that he sometimes punished Honey and Lustina on the bar for hours. They loved it. He like the way they orgasm on the thing. Recalling, she remembered him telling her about the time he had finished bathing and quietly entered his chamber. He saw the two girls setting on the bar kissing and fondling each other with their clefts firmly over the hard metal. 


	The two un- restrained girls began their orders. Lustina’s relentless fingers pressing and teasing Ebony and Felina’s nipples. Honey’s hands were pinching and worrying the girl’s sore clits. Julia was surprise as to how quickly the four orgasm. As Ebony and Felina kissed and quivered in mutual orgasm. Felina again in her wide `X’ orgasm and worked her hips to cause an even harder friction on her clitoris from the bar. 


	In a broad stroking fashion, she worked her hips to rake harder friction on her clit. Honey was actually fucking the damn thing. Julia was all amaze. These two girls seem to be in love with the bar. She wondered if it was possible to torture them on it. They seemed to love it so much. Watching these two girls carrying on a love affair with this torture device made her remember the Povo twins, Angelica and Andrea. There were two of the sloppiest little muffins in all of Rome. 


	In a serious contest of pain, she saw those two be crucified face to face. Oh, not before she earlier witnessed them having their quims skinned with a twelve inch chain mesh. Then their breasts flogged with wet horse hair whips. As they were hung on the cross, their skinned clefts were salted and split on a very shiny sharp wedge. All they did was squeal and climax over and over under the hot Roman Sun. Now there were these two. Julia thought that in every Roman household with female slaves, there must be a couple, related or otherwise, that just love to be punished. 


	As the girls cooled down on the bar. Lydia and Mona finally showed up. “There you two are! Lydia I sent you for Mona more than an hour ago. What took so long?” 


	“Mistress, she wasn’t where I usually find her. I found her out by the Arena. 


	She was watching the gladiators strain.” Lydia spoke with a bowed head. 


	“An so you decided to stroll about on your own, Mona?” 


	“Mistress, I…” 


	“I what, Mona?” 


	“I, I, I’m sorry mistress…” 


	“I’ll show you sorry… And you, too, slow moving cow!” 


	“You two, bar lovers, come here.” The two randy little sluts, glistening with a combination of body oil and sweat from their orgasms. Brushing their disheveled hair from their faces. In unison, spoke, “Yes, mistress.” 


	Julia pointing first to Mona and then to Lydia, “Since this one likes to wander about outside in the Sunshine. Spread her between those two columns on master’s Sun deck. Do the same with this blonde sow. Let them ripen naked in the Sun. Oil them well. Then when they’ve had plenty of Sun, lash them with the five thong whip. Make it sting on their sunburned skin. Don’t whip their bellies. Why, I do believe that Lydia is starting to show just a bit. Or are you being a pig sow and eating too much?” 


	“Mistress, I am becoming with child. I promise that I will as always watch my food intake. Master will not like me fat, but will find me lusty while pregnant. 


	He pumps me four times per day now…” 


	“You randy little bitch. As for you Mona, how many times a day does master pump you?” 


	“Mistress, equally as many…” 


	“But your belly is not looking as round as Lydia’s, does this mean that we can whip you harder?” 


	“If you desire, mistress. I am but a bare, Nubian slave girl. If you wish to lash me, do so until it pleases your every desire. I am certain that I am with child nearly as much as my pregnant slave sister, Lydia.” 


	“Do you sleep together?” Lydia answers the question for them both, “We sleep together with you and master Flavious, mistress.” 


	“Still you must be punished. Carry out my orders and return quickly, bar sluts.” 


	The two girls scramble to their task. Using rope in a nearby chest, Lustina and Honey first bind Mona between two columns facing the Sun. She is standing with her wrists out stretched and her legs spread. Lydia is next and as she is spread between a second pair of columns, it is more noticeable that she is pregnant. 


	Honey squeezed her breasts and milk squirted out into her face. She squeezed again and opened her mouth to swallow some. It tasted sweet. Lydia is a sweet girl. 


	Using her thumb and forefinger, Lustina lifted Mona’s breasts upward enough to let her feel the hot Sun on the tender undersides of her breasts. She lifted them higher and Mona followed her upward and began to breath between her teeth. 


	Lustina twisted Mona’s nipples and let her breasts fall back to a more normal shape. They bounced twice as Lustina let go and let them drop. She repeated the action on Lydia’s milk swollen breasts. Lustina felt the wet stickiness of Lydia’s milk on her fingers and hands. Finishing the details of the two girls’ 


	bondage. Lustina and Honey went back inside to their mistress who asked them, “Are they well secured?” 


	In unison again, “Yes, mistress.” 


	“Good. In a few hours, the Sun will begin to set. When the Sun is lower, Lustina you will go the verandah and lash Lydia. Honey, when Lustina is finished with Lydia, you will take the whip and lash Mona. I will grant you the custom of the guards. You may sexually use the girls when you have finished lashing them.” 


	The two girls nodded their approval and with bowed heads thanked their mistress. 


	“Now lets work on these two…” Julia’s attention fell on Ebony and Felina. 


	The Roman Sun was now lower in the sky. Lydia’s nudity glowed a deep copper colored bronze. Her sunburned nipples seem to blend into the rest of her color. 


	Their position on her breasts marked more so by their erect tips. Julia’s thumb and forefinger squeezed on her nipples. They turned white and immediately red. 


	Lydia gasped. In the hot afternoon, Flavious and his two guards joined the activities staged by Julia. She could put on a good show for a vestal. At the center of the deck was a old fountain that had been replaced with a larger one further near the end of the deck. The pit and center of the old fountain made an ideal mock up of a harvest mill. 


	Using the heavy beams that Ebony and Felina had placed on them earlier, Julia created a simulated field mill. By looping the ends of the beams about the center of the fountain, the girls could pivot about the fountain’s base as if they were laboring at a field mill. The effects were outstanding. Ebony and Felina were now 


	slowly trodding about the fountain. Their backs arched against the heavy beams. 


	Lustina and Honey, in their own Sun drenched nudity lashed the two girls if they slowed at their labor. 


	Julia walked back toward Flavious, Vectus, and Zeneibus. Vectus was stroking himself as he watched Honey deliver a stinging slash across Felina’s breasts. 


	Felina staggered a moment, tossed her head back and let out a deep gasping cry, “AAAAAHHHHH!” A similar stroke delivered by Lustina caught Ebony. She stumbled a bit, and shook her head a couple of times. With a strain, she held back a wail. Letting her pain dissipate between her clenched teeth. As quickly delivered second stroke to Ebony’s breasts made them sway. 


	Rapidly a third stroke fell, directly across her sore nipples. In a well controlled for the pain she received, Ebony gave a nasal sounding squeal. The third stroke made her knees nearly buckle. Honey was unmerciful on poor Felina. 


	In her staggering trod, Felina just was too trusting and casual about the way she let her legs spread wider. In a very deft flick. A wet splat announced to the on lookers that Felina was a sorry girl for spreading her legs. 


	The thongs seemed to cling to her burning cleft. Making the lips and clitoris turn blazing red and leaving a track of three red welts in their path. Felina’s knees buckled. A rain of lashes across her back, shoulders, butt, breasts, and sides forced her back to her feet. 


	“Halt.” The girls stopped their weary trudge. Lustina and Honey lowered their whips. “Vectus take Honey’s whip and keep these two in a steady trod. Zeneibus, you take Lustina’s whip and follow me. Lustina and Honey, come along. Julia, you should see this too.” 


	Back inside of his bed chamber, Flavious had Lustina and Honey scramble back upon the bar. “All right, sluts, no bondage on the bar, just make love to each other on it. Zeneibus, lash them while they play on this thing. Julia lay on the bed with me and watch. I promise you this won’t take long and when they’re finished, it’ll be time to whip Lydia and Mona.” 


	The show that Lustina and Honey put on for the couple on the bed and the nude male whipping them defied description. The weakest man in the world could get an erection watching these two. Julia became so aroused at the contortions of these two, she mounted Flavious and road him like a stallion. Flavious was about to climax. He told her, but Julia’s lust was so great that she let him flood her. 


	Julia leaned down and flattened her breasts against his chest. She heard the faint strokes of the whip slapping against the two women on the bar. Their muted little whimpers escaping like short bursts of feminine protests. “Flavious, dear one. Make me your mistress. I have you inside of me now. Let me live with you from now on. Make me pregnant like you did my Lydia…” 


	“She is a slave girl… Do you wish to become my mistress and slave girl?” 


	“Your nightly slave girl, sire. Master me and in here I will ride your bar and accept your lash. But only from your hand, master. Not from a guard or another slave girl.” 


	“You are setting rules, Julia. I will not have any rules set by a slave girl…” 


	“Yes, master Flavious, I am yours. I will accept any punishment delivered by your hands or another that you may order to punish me.” 


	“Done.” 


	“Flood me again, please, dear master…” As the two girls repeated their act on the bar. Julia received Flavious’ seed deep inside of her belly. Mona held stoic as the lash coiled itself around her nudity. Honey knew how to swing a long whip. If her strokes were not applied properly, Vectus reminded her with a swift stroke of the five thong under her arm and across her breasts. Lustina delivered snake stroke after snake stroke to Lydia. Keeping the lashes above her navel. 


	Sometimes the whip would wrap and cause her breasts to squirt milk. As with Honey, if Lustina didn’t apply a correct stroke, she was whipped by Zeneibus so that it flicked her nipples or sex. As a topping to this scene of punishment, Ebony and Felina had been finally released from their pivot. They were now both on their knees and sucking on Vectus and Zeneibus’ erect cocks. 


	In the afternoon Sun, Julia rode Flavious again. Her breasts quivered and vibrated with her orgasm as she faced the setting Sun. The torches were being lit as Lydia and Mona were released from their bondage. A kitchen slave notified Flavious that his guests were arriving for dinner. Julia and Flavious were bathing. In the bath, Lustina and Honey washed the couple. Lydia and Mona bathed each other. Ebony and Felina were being fucked for the third time by Zeneibus and Vectus. At the waters edge. A loud knock was at the door. Vectus answered. 


	He was naked. 


	Stumbling in was Valanna. She was bound in a captive’s brace. Following her was Carlos. He held a whip. “Valanna here tried another escape attempt. We caught her on the beach, master.” 


	Valanna had now huddled bent over on her knees. The brace made it difficult for her to stand erect. Welts rose here and there on the sides of her breasts, back, butt, and thighs. Besotted with dirt and sand, she was sweating. 


	“You really didn’t have to bring her here now, Carlos. Why didn’t you put her in the dungeon and rack her for a while. Use your imagination a bit. After all she is a delectable blonde Amazon. Must I send Julia down there with you to figure out some type of punishment for her. Drub her with laths and put her to work in the grain mill for now. I’ll look into this tomorrow. Tonight we have guests.” 


	Carlos took Valanna by her hair. She slowly rose as best as the brace would allow. Cursing and protesting, she called back to Flavious, “Master of cows! You sit in your bath while the real heroes of your Arena are tortured by this pig! I know you want to stage, erotic shows for the populous, but I and others only wish to fight for you. Let me be a gladiatrix and not a snivelling slave girl, lemoning your erect cock in this bath…” 


	Her words were cut off as Carlos slashed his whip across her breasts. She gasped and wailed a snotty whimper. “Get her out of here, Carlos!” 


	Julia whispered into Flavious’ ear, “Switch her nipples for that snivelling slave girl remark, Master. I’m not snivelling…” 


	“Carlos. Switch her nipples with fresh Oleander cuts. Then give her cleft a dose of the nettles. She’ll learn to keep her tongue. Oh, make sure she’s salted on her nipples and clit when you’ve finished.” 


	At the party, Gretchen was the very center of activity. She made a great serving dish. The guests ate from every nook and cranny on her body. Lustina and Honey liked washing the dish. 


	Friend 


	Vector Marcus Elexeous stood in Flavious’ parlor. He looked about at the drapery on the walls and the excellent art on display. A slave girl with bells on her breasts trotted through carrying a jar on her shoulder. She made off toward the kitchen. Her jingling echoed and died off to an inaudible tinkle in the maze of the villa. 


	Flavious and Julia had entered, both clad in skimpy togas. They eyed Marcus still in his travel cloths. 


	“Marcus it is a pleasure to see you. You look so hot and dusty in that garb. 


	Julia send for Mona to tend to 


	Marcus’ garbs.” 


	Julia said nothing, turned to go an fetch Mona, smiled over her shoulder at a gawking Marcus. She lifted her bare feet in a dainty manner. “Flavious my old friend. You are doing wonderfully. I must admit that I am a bit confined and hot in these garbs. That girl looked radiant. Who is she Flavious?” 


	“Vestal Julia.” 


	“Julia? Your joking. Julia’s much older than her. The last time I saw Julia, she looked old and tired…” 


	“Really, Marcus, it’s Julia. What she needed was some rest and relaxation. Like you do my friend.” 


	In a few moments, Julia led in Mona, with a collar and chain leash. Mona was now beginning to show her rounder belly. Marcus eyed the dark beauty he nodded as he spoke, “Pregnant, eh? Yours?” 


	Flavious smiled and commented as he nibbled on an olive, “Marcus, why have you come?” 


	“You son of a stallion. Well, I guess it won’t be a secret for long. Caesar wants another show. One that is a real stopper. He wants to see more of your blonde Amazon, Valanna.” 


	“I’m sure things can be arranged. I have a new cargo of fresh female and male slaves arriving tomorrow. You can see them for yourself. Give him a first hand report of the new arrivals. They come from Greece, Norse, Spana, China, Egypt, Eglandas, Germanus, Rusk, North Africa and a newly discovered land in the distant far West.” 


	“Sounds delightful, Flavious. I told the Emperor myself of your special talents. 


	I remember how you out foxed me on that purchase of Gretchen. How is the dear girl?” As he spoke those words, as if on cue, Carlos led in a naked Gretchen with her back arched against a strut. Her breasts bouncing and jiggling as she struggled against the strut. Marcus looked astounded as he spoke out loud, “Carlos, what has she done this time?” “The normal, sire. Can’t keep her hands off the novice girls in the Arena cells.” 


	“Marcus, she’s a randy little lesbian.” Marcus raised his eyebrows. He appraised Gretchen’s sexual beauty. She was kneeling with her legs slightly spread. Her clitoris peeked out between the lips of her sex. It gave her the appearance of a street whore. Her back arched on a strut made her breasts stand out. On display so to speak. With bowed head, Gretchen heard the sentence pronounced on her. A tear rolled down her Sun bronzed cheek. 


	“Carlos, Julia and I will be bathing shortly. String her up in the archway inside of the baths. Have Honey lash her. We’ll be down shortly to witness.” 


	Carlos nodded his respect for his master and left dragging Gretchen with him. 


	“Flavious? Would it be possible…” 


	“Yes. It would. Mona, take Vector Marcus to the ruby room. Assist him. Marcus, join Julia and I in the bath house in half an hour or so. As soon as you are settled in. You’ll find comfortable clothing in the room. Did you bring any slaves with you?” 


	“Yes. Jasmine.” 


	“Ah. Have her join in with us. Mona will show you the way.” 


	At the door to Flavious’ private baths, Mona lightly knocked two then three knocks. The door opened. As it creaked wider, Marcus could hear a slicing sound of a whiplash followed by a girl’s high noted cry. It seemed distant. He could hear but not see the girl being whipped. As he stepped in, a shadow of a girl standing with her wrists crossed above her head and her legs spread played on the far wall. Another shadowy figure appeared behind the girl applying the whip. 


	The outline was most surely that of another girl. From the silhouettes they cast, they were obviously naked. The outline of their erect nipples revealed a minimum of bare 


	breasts receiving the lash. 


	Marcus could see Julia and Flavious playing in the waters. Lustina and Lydia were bathing them. Ebony and Felina were fingering each others nipples and whispering as they obviously had a good vantage point to view the whipping. The lashes grew louder as well as the outcries. Two torches burned brightly behind the girl standing and being lashed. Marcus saw it was Gretchen. She stood with her arms crossed at the wrists. A single cord drew them through a ring above in the archway. Her legs were spread and tied at the ankles to ring-bolts set into the stone. The girl whipping her was also blonde. Her name was Honey. Both girls glistened with sweat. Marcus could hardly take his eyes off Gretchen. He watched as the whip snaked around her nudity. It left a red streak in its wake. 


	“She’s going to take several more lashes before I let her down, Marcus. Join in.” As the door closed behind him, Jasmine followed him in. She winced as she heard the sound of the whip. Jasmine was a dusky oriental girl. Her bare cleft in the perfect shape of a key hole. Dark nipples tipped her smallish golden breasts. Her hair was long and flowed down to the upper slope of her ass. Which was quite round and dimpled with noticeable ‘God’s thumb-prints’. Her legs seemed very long and her navel was cute and swirled about a large gold ring. A larger more noticeable gold ring passed through her clitoris. Though not inserted, were a matching set of rings for her nipples. 


	Marcus had her remove her nipple rings. She was nervous because each time he did, her nipples were whipped. “She’s lovely, Marcus.” Julia complemented. 


	“Yes, Marcus! How did you manage to keep her such a secret. With her looks alone, all of Rome must be in a tizzy. If I were you, I would surely hide her from the Emperor. Your secret is safe with us…” 


	All the while this chat was going on, in the background could be heard the steady rhythm of the lash. It made a steady “WHIST” sound followed by a slap of wet leather. Accented by Gretchen’s pitiful sharp rasping squeal. Marcus had Jasmine’s nipple rings on his thumb. At Julia’s coaxing, he re-attached them to her nipples. She seemed a bit more at ease as Marcus had never punished her while she wore her rings. In a show off manner, Jasmine turned this way and that revealing both her nudity and her rings. 


	The whipping of Gretchen continued. Honey’s arm was getting tired. Not half as tired as Gretchen’s nudity at taking her lashing. “Both of you join us now in the pool.” Julia invited with a most seductive voice. 


	Lustina fingered Julia’s sex beneath the water and fondled her nipples. She kissed Julia fully on the mouth. As Julia returned the kiss, she felt Lustina’s hard nipples press against her own. Mona was now in the bath and along with Lydia, they washed their master. Making his cock hard, Lydia took another fucking from him. He slid deeper into her. Deeper than before. He felt a warm swollen ridge deep inside of her matrix. It seemed to attach itself to the end of his cock. He actually felt like it was sucking on him. He flooded her with his cum. Another dose to reassure everyone that Julia’s slave girl was pregnant by Julia’s master. 


	Marcus slipped into the bath and Jasmine followed him. This was the first time that he could get a good look at Gretchen’s whipping. He got an instant erection looking at her twisting, writhing and wailing under the whip. She was beginning to look like a zebra. “Marcus I have noticed that you are diverted to looking at Gretchen getting her whipping. I am trying to make the little slut learn a lesion. By the way, Honey is a feast for sore eyes isn’t she?” 


	Marcus nodded. His eyes fixed on the scene before him. Gretchen writhing as the whip snaked around her breasts and again around her hips. He saw the bronze skin of the lovely nude Honey whipping Gretchen. Her breasts bouncing and undulating as her arm first went back and then again forward to apply the lash. 


	Julia swam over to Flavious and whispered in his ear. She nibbled at his earlobe and giggled. “Honey, stop whipping Gretchen for now. Join us in the water for a while.” Flavious ordered. Honey stopped the whipping, if only for the sake of her arm. It was quite stiff. She must have dealt Gretchen more than a hundred lashes. Gretchen hung silently and breathed heavily. As she did her breasts heaved and quivered. She was covered pretty much everywhere from the nape of her neck to her ankles with welts. 


	“Flavious? Can I go to her and use…” 


	“Of course, Marcus, put it to her hard. Honey, before you get in, coat Gretchen’s sex and ass with oil.” 


	Marcus climbed out of the pool and went over to Gretchen who was still heaving and breathing hard from her whipping. He began by fondling her whip swollen nipples. Then using his free hand, he manipulated her sex. Marcus didn’t even look at her, but he called to Jasmine to pleasure Flavious and Julia. She obliged. 


	It wasn’t long before Marcus was inside of Gretchen. He fucked her with a firm resolve. Flavious looked at Lustina and Honey. He glanced at the carved marble phalluses which lined the opposite side of the pool to where Gretchen was bound. 


	They were large and looked entirely too big for the girlish guts of Lustina and Honey. 


	“You two, bar sluts, mount the stone images. Be quick about it.” 


	The two girls looked at each other and scrambled towards the huge erect phallic symbols. In a all too sudden motion, Honey slipped herself down onto one of the large stone shafts. It made a wet gurgling sound. Julia saw it disappear inside of her. Honey was in a squat position. Lustina followed suit. Using extra bath water, she slid her ass over one of the large shafts. Her bowels seemed to make a protesting gurgle. 


	Flavious swam closer to them. “Comfortable?” The two girls nodded. He looked at Jasmine, “Good.” 


	In a simple but cruel move, he grabbed their ankles and yanked them towards the edge of the pool. Lustina was first and she settled down onto the shaft even more. Again the protesting gurgle in her guts. 


	Feeling better about doing it herself, Honey was nearly finished splaying her feet outward when he pulled on her ankles and settled her down hard on the symbol. Her vagina passed a little bit of air and swallowed the whole thing. 


	Both girls were now quite stuffed. Flavious really didn’t notice it, but Julia did. It was Lustina that didn’t take a breath. When she relaxed to take a breath some gas came out around her ass. She shook her head and bit her lower lip. 


	Flavious was swimming away and ready to make a comment about his two lusty slave girls when Lustina let out a horrendous wail. Her face was twisted in awful pain. Honey had screwed up her face ready to let out a whopper of a scream. She did, “A AARRGH!” 


	“Marcus these two really are hurting aren’t they. Could it be the size of those things?” Flavious asked. 


	Marcus smiled. Now he’d have something on Flavious. “Jasmine. Go to the largest one of those erect things that those two whimpering sops are protesting. Lower yourself, first your sex then later your ass over them and set with the patients as I have taught you.” 


	“Yes, my master.” Jasmine’s reply was sure and congeal. She got out of the pool and coated herself with the same oil that Honey put on Gretchen. Strolling over to the symbols. She found a pair of exceptionally large ones. They were close together. Rubbing herself in a very seductive way to coat her hands with oil, she coated the symbols. In a kind of rhythmic dance, she lowered herself down to allow the two large symbols to penetrate her at both ends at once. Slowly lowering herself down onto the hard stones, she allowed time for the air to quietly escape. This would reduce the pressure on her guts. In just a few moments, the girl was flat butted on the floor. Her legs out-stretched and she opened them and closed them in mock rhythm to unheard music. 


	Julia was impressed. To say the least about Flavious. “Marcus. Do I see what I think I see. Two shafts at once inside of Jasmine?” 


	“That is correct. When I bought her. She was being punished on a pair of shafts three times larger than these. All I saw was a small tear in her eye. I paid dearly for her.” 


	“I can see why. If word of her got out, Marcus, I’d just have to buy her and put on quite a show of her. You wouldn’t want to lend her to me for the Emperor’s party?” 


	Marcus shook his head. He was still fucking Gretchen. “Marcus, I tell you what, I will trade Gretchen to you for her. She’s got to be tighter that Jasmine…” 


	“Flavious my friend, let me think on it. Perhaps if you let me have Gretchen for the night it will help?” 


	“Deal. But only if you let Julia and I play with Jasmine.” 


	“That seems fair. Jasmine you will sleep tonight with Flavious and Julia. You wouldn’t throw Honey in with the deal. You know how I like to play with blondes.” 


	“Sure, but she is not part of the trade.” 


	“Agreed.” 


	Jasmine sat on the shafts for what must have been an hour. Honey and Lustina could not get off of them without help. Ebony and Felina helped them, but not without dropping them back down a couple of times. Much to the painful wails that echoed inside the bath. Jasmine giggled at the scene. With the grace of a supple dancer, Jasmine raised herself off the shafts with seemingly effortless motions. It was quite arousing to 


	watch. Julia fucked Flavious as she watched Jasmine’s dance. Marcus fucked Gretchen as he looked into her deep blue eyes. His fingers flicked her nipples. 


	His tongue lapped at the welts over her shoulders. 


	Flavious ordered Ebony and Felina to fetch some food as they would dine in the baths this evening. It was done. Marcus let loose on Gretchen’s ropes. She melted into his arms. As the last morsel of food on Marcus’ plate was about to be consumed, Flavious leaned over to Julia and whispered into her ear. She giggled and got up. Like a little girl she skipped over to the door and blowing Flavious a kiss, she left. Marcus was fondling Gretchen’s left breast. He fed a fig to her. 


	“She fucks marvelous, Flavious.” 


	“Yes. Especially after a whipping. I personally used my whip on her that night I bought her. She fucked like a bitch in heat.” 


	“You are lucky my friend…” 


	“Tell me, does your oriental Peony fuck as sweetly after a lashing?” 


	“Like a tiger.” 


	“A tiger?” 


	“Hum, you see when I do have her flogged I remove her rings. She knows she’s about to get it when I tell her to remove them herself. One of the hottest fucks I ever got from her was after I switched her nipples. I used a fresh laurel switch. It made them swell nearly twice their normal size. Stayed that way for nearly a week. Flavious, they really were puffed up. She couldn’t put her rings back on for ten days. Honestly, her cunt got wet if I even picked up the switch. 


	She’d clutch her nipples and whimper.” 


	Flavious smiled and shook his head. He plopped a fig into Lydia’s mouth. Mona was sucking his cock. 


	The familiar two followed by three knocks, told Flavious that Julia was back. 


	With her were Vectus and Zeneibus. All of them were naked. Ebony and Felina went to Vectus and Zeneibus. They kissed them. Immediately their hands fell to weigh the two men’s sex. Ebony was already stroking Zeneibus’ shaft to a ridged hardness. Flavious leaned to Julia, “Knowing you, it would have been difficult to keep your hands off these two studs.” 


	“Master, I promise you on my life, you are the only man who’ll fuck me while I live in your house…” Julia was sincere and truthful. Flavious looked at her and smiled, “You know I have ways of making sure.” 


	“My master may question me under the lash if he pleases. Put me up over there. 


	Where you had Gretchen bound and Whip me.” 


	Without taking his eyes off of Julia, he called, “Honey, go to my chamber and fetch my long black whip.” 


	Julia’s nipples grew erect and firm she was ready for the lash from her master. 


	She really was being truthful. “It seems I must give my special slave girl a lesion in keeping her hands to herself. Am I to trust her returning with two very handsome and nude males…” 


	Vectus started to speak in Julia’s defense, but Felina kissed him and made him shut up. She whispered to him, “Quiet you fool, she wants a whipping from him. 


	He is her master now. Just watch…” 


	“Am I to believe that this very beautiful slave girl just couldn’t manage to keep her hands to herself. Not to even touch these two hunkish males? Or, to keep them from touching her? I certainly can’t blame these two healthy men from a simple fondle of a breast or a finger into this lovely moist slit of hers…” 


	Flavious began to fondle her breasts and finger her lovely bare slit in front of the group. He even poked his little finger inside of her ass. “Or, even inside of her lovely bung.” Julia let out a mewing whimper. Flavious put his index finger up to Julia’s lips and she sucked on it. “As it is, I must lash this girl. Whip her just to be sure…” 


	His words were interrupted by Honey’s return. She handed him his black snake whip. He motioned for Honey to fix Julia into the same position that Gretchen had been bound earlier. Standing now with her arms above her head. Crossed and tied at the wrists. Her legs obscenely spread and corded to the ring-bolts in the floor. Julia was ready for a whipping. “I don’t want you to thing that I am particularly cruel. A simple lashing won’t do for her. It might get her too aroused. Slave Julia is here for punishment.” 


	Flavious begin her punishment with those words. He is a good looking man. 


	Standing up with his body fully poised he uncoiled his whip. It slithered across the polished floor. Like an evil bee, it hissed and flew to a spot in the center of her back. It was a shock to everyone as much as to Julia. An instant welt formed. Julia tossed her head back and let out a deep throaty gasp. Again, the whip flew and this time in a wrap coiled itself about her breasts. The tip of the whip curling about for a second wrap only cut short enough to snap on her right 


	nipple. The head as before tossed back and another throaty gasp escaped her lips. Lash upon lash, gasp upon gasp. Flavious whipped his slave girl to punish her wanton behavior. When at last the whipping stopped. He yanked back on her hair and rubbed his whip across her swollen nipples. She twisted and writhed brushing her nipples against his whip. Flavious snapped his fingers at Honey to get him his switch. She responded with a quickness that meant he could change his mind about the whipping if she displeased him. Up and down the switch rubbed on her erect tips. It was a thin cane like apparition. With a quicker than eye flick of his wrist, he painted her nipples with a thin red line. He repeated the stroke three more times. Lydia knew her mistress. She didn’t outcry with the switching, simply because it took her breath away. 


	It was awful for dear Julia. She became quite aroused. Marcus traced his finger over Gretchen’s welts. Mona felt obliged to suck on Marcus. Honey fell to her knees and sucked on Flavious while he plied the switch to Julia’s nipples. 


	Tiring of her nipples to switch, he continued on the lips of her sex. More than once did he strike her tender clitoris. Julia let out a yelp that sounded like a breathy combination of a hiccup and a scream. 


	Honey made Flavious cum into her mouth. Marcus exploded in Mona’s mouth. Both Ebony and Felina were on their hands and knees. Vectus and Zeneibus were busily fucking the two girls doggy style. First in their cunts then in their asses. A few more slices with the switch had Julia climaxing and gasping with oh’s and ah’s. As she came, Flavious squeezed and fondled her nipples. He let her loose. 


	Still hard from Honey’s mouth, Flavious lowered Julia to the floor. He took her there. His spunk squirting deeper inside of her than ever before. She was his and his alone to fuck. The pool refreshed everyone and more food was brought. 


	Flavious treated his friend Marcus to a private orgy. 


	The next day found a woebegone Valanna spread-eagle and drawn upside-down. A very taught position 


	in an Amazon torture wrack. This wrack consisted of a ridged sapling bent over and fastened to her ankles. Her wrists were fixed to a heavy stone by chain. 


	This sapling was slowly released drawing her upward. Needless to say, her bare sex roasted in the Sun. Flavious led Julia on a chain and collar. Marcus did likewise to Gretchen. Julia and Gretchen were nude. Flavious and Marcus were in thin togas. Lydia, nude, was walking beside Flavious. Mona carried a large umbrella. Carlos was standing with his arms crossed beside Valanna. He had his whip tucked into his trousers. 


	“Is she done yet, Carlos?” Flavious checked out the spread and exposed blonde. 


	“No master. I think a few more hours of this Sun will bake her nicely.” 


	“How do you intend to whip her, Carlos?” 


	“A lashing on her sex and breasts, master. It should be more effective after she’s baked a few hours in the Sun…” 


	“Flavious might I make a suggestion?” Flavious nodded to Marcus. In a low tone of voice, “Let me send for Jasmine to do a scissors on Valanna after she is whipped. I suppose that they will both have many orgasms…” 


	“Capital idea Marcus. I will send Lydia to get Jasmine.” His attention fell to Lydia, “Bring her to us by the pool in the garden. Go girl and be quick!” 


	Splashing about the pool, the assembly had began an pleasant afternoon. Lunch was served with plenty of wine. Julia and Lydia played girl games as Jasmine, now quite drunk, danced in her most seductive movements. Vectus and Zeneibus with Ebony and Felina joined into the activities. A male slave from the Arena told Flavious that Valanna was ready for her whipping. Marcus ordered Jasmine to remove all of her rings. This made the girl so nervous she squatted and peed. 


	All of them were naked now as they approached a still tied Valanna. Carlos had removed his clothing and coated himself will body oil. The women did so and coated the masters. Everyone had a fresh coat of body oil, even Valanna. 


	Marcus was the first to study Valanna’s bound nudity. He noticed how the Sun had baked down on the tender undersides of her breasts causing them to turn a reddish brown. Her nipples disappeared on the ends of her breasts. Revealing their location only by their erect tips. It startled him to see how dark and red her cleft had become. Already her clitoris was peeking out between sunburned neither lips. Marcus studied her and with a shake of his head, he began to figure out how this lovely Amazon kept her total all over tan. By unusual bondage. 


	Flavious nodded to Carlos to begin. Carlos took up a position slightly to one side and to the hanging girl’s right. He tested his whip. As the whipping commenced, Marcus developed a firm erection. Valanna was quite capable of arousing anyone. Valanna screamed as the whip sliced directly into her sex. She felt the leather split the lips of her sex to land squarely on her clitoris. Her sunburned clitoris. Ironically, her position made it nearly impossible for her to move an inch. All she could do is scream as the whip fell. Carlos was in no hurry to whip this lass. He watched her roasting slowly in the Sun. Her shinny bare sex ready for his whip. Poised, he took aim for another stroke. 


	This slash found her unprepared. It was a lazy stroke. It landed squarely in the split of her cleft. This time he let it remain for a while. To Valanna, the whip felt like it was drinking her. Sapping her inner strength. Inflicting a burning pain to the tip of her clitoris. The very weight of the leather on her sensitive spot made her quiver. Up until now, Valanna had been quite stoic about her whipping. Carlos moved to the limb that connected her ankles. He released it a few inches. Valanna groaned. Carlos’ whip wrapped itself around her supple breasts. On the wrack, her tight bondage prevented her from twisting or writhing. She shook her head and wailed. Again the whip snaked around her breasts. Again, she shivered and wailed her wracking protest. 


	As Carlos’ whip uncoiled for the twenty first time, Valanna’s breasts displayed numerous welts. Flavious held up his hand to halt the whipping. He motioned to Jasmine to do her thing. Jasmine closed her eyes and began to focus on the wracked girl before her. She undulated her hips and took in a deep breath. 


	“Wait, Jasmine, before you begin, remove your nipple and clit rings.” Marcus ordered. 


	This made Jasmine somewhat nervous. Usually removing her rings meant that she was to be whipped. When they were off, she started to hand them to Marcus. He shook his head no and pointed to Flavious. She knelt before Flavious and handed him her rings. Even without music, Jasmine began to sway her hips and undulate herself. She had a natural rhythm. Stepping and dancing, Jasmine moved in between the wracked girl’s spread legs. She lowered herself and rubbed her smooth sex on the blonde’s sunburned sex. Valanna let out a muted whimper. 


	“Watch this, Flavious…” Marcus smiled. In the next few moments, Jasmine concentrated her motions. In an almost unbelievable feat, her sex began to enlarge. The opening dilated to the size of a melon. She dropped down onto Valanna and her opening actually covered Valanna’s entire sex. 


	“I tell you, Flavious, she is actually sucking on Valanna’s sex with her own!” 


	Marcus emphasized. 


	Jasmine’s fingers went to her nipples. She squeezed and pulled on them. Rocking her sex back and forth on 


	Valanna’s sex. It was possible to actually hear some sucking sounds coming from the union of these two sexes. It was a wet, slurping kind of sound. 


	“When was the last time Jasmine was whipped, Marcus?” 


	“Oh, it’s been several weeks now, why?” 


	Flavious looked up at the Sun, “I think it’s time now. The little slut needs a good sound lashing. Here, now, under the hot Sun…” 


	“Flavious, that is fine with me. But, may I suggest that we watch her make herself and Valanna Come?” Flavious nodded and smiled at Marcus. The way she was working on Valanna. It wouldn’t take long. Valanna began to moan and toss her head back and forth. Orgasm was near. Just as Valanna gasped and groaned in the early throes of orgasm, Jasmine tossed her head back. Opening her mouth, she let out a throaty, “AH! OH! AAAAHHHH!” 


	Carlos had released a well whipped and sunburned Valanna. Her sun-bronzed nudity took on a reddish copper color. Even her nipples blended in with the reddish copper of the rest of her sunburn. Their erect tips displaying vivid reminders of long hours of naked exposure. Welts criss-crossing the swelling mounds of her gloriously bare breasts. 


	“Here Marcus, you may fuck this Sun and whip burned blonde as much as you like. 


	Carlos spread Jasmine for a lashing.” Jasmine began to weep softly. Carlos took her wrist and he jerked on her to coax her along. She stumbled a bit and followed him. Carlos led Jasmine over to a punishment area. It was situated in a clearing. He stopped beneath a long crosspiece that was held between two heavy wooden posts. Using rope, Carlos bound Jasmine’s wrists in upward and wide outstretched position. He then, using pegs inset into the ground, spread and tied her legs. She stood spread-eagle and worshipping the Sun. 


	Catching up a coiled whip that hung ready on one of the heavy posts. Carlos tested its heft and uncoiled in on the grass. A nasty looking whip. It’d been fixed to a polished bone handle. Carved into the handle was the image of a nude girl. She was standing erect with her wrists tied, crossed, over her head. Her ankles were bound and crossed. The unusual thing about this whip was its apparently shinny, slender appearance. A rather curious looking material. Marcus looked at it and motioned for Carlos to let him test it. 


	Handing Marcus the whip, Carlos smiled. It seemed quite heavy to Marcus. He looked at Flavious and cocked his head. “This isn’t leather, is it?” Flavious shook his head no. Marcus continued, “Funny, I’ve never seen anything like it. I imagine its the skin of some exotic African snake?” Flavious shook his head no, again. Marcus shook his head, “Humm. I know, the skin of an eel. I have one and Jasmine fairly comes in buckets when I use it on her. But it seems a bit heavy for eel skin…” He looks at Flavious and shakes his head again. 


	“It’s a Manta tail whip, Marcus.” 


	“Manta…? What?” 


	“I got it from an exotic Egyptian woman. You wouldn’t believe this thing, Marcus. I saw a black snake whip used on a unruly Nubian girl while I was there. 


	This sassy muff took more than fifty strokes with the snake. She acted like she never felt it. The overseer sent her back to work in the fields, nude. Later that afternoon, I saw her standing naked and spread-eagle in the Sun. This time the overseer was another Nubian woman. Clad only in a small loin cloth. Both her and the slave girl were coated with oil to make them glisten in the Sun. Some of the shinny-ness was due to a lot of sweat. You know the odd thing, Marcus is the manner t that the other girl whipped her. Very easy, almost lazy strokes. What I did notice was how the girl twisted and wailed with each lash. This whip wrapped itself around the girl and just clung to her. It made very little sound. A sort of subtle wet slap. Like patting Gretchen’s wet behind. When the girl overseer pulled on the whip to uncoil it from the slave’s body, the girl would really scream and jerk. Her breasts would shudder and sway as the whip pulled away. I learned that this whip came from a distant land across a vast Ocean. It was made by a brown-skinned people called the `Azuntex’. Supposedly, they would use it to punish unmarried women for 


	some tribal offense.” 


	Marcus felt the design of the handle. His fingers played over the carved upturned breasts of the figure. The handle was slightly worn due to use. Aside from that, it looked brand new. “Marcus, this whip I was told is more than three hundred years old. Yet it looks almost new.” 


	Nodding and still looking at it, “Flavious, have you ever used it on any of your slaves?” Mona shuddered. 


	“That one.” Flavious pointed to Mona. 


	“The black bitch, eh?” 


	Flavious nodded and smiled. 


	“Want to try it on a blonde one?” 


	“Valanna?” 


	“All right. But, I was thinking more like Gretchen here. Maybe both of them… 


	At the pivot…” 


	Jasmine was whipped, but not with the Manta tale. Carlos was handed back a braided strand of some six foot 


	length. He delivered to her some forty or so strokes. Most of them coiled about her breasts, butt, and sex. 


	It was now early afternoon. The group had finished a pleasant meal near the outside pool. A ominous post had 


	been inset into the grass near a row of statues by the pool. Two wooden beams with ropes fixed to one end were leaning against the post. Ready. Valanna and Gretchen had been heavily coated with oil. The afternoon Sun was burning hot in a cloudless blue sky. Her earlier whipping had taken some of the fight out of her. Valanna stood by while the heavy beam was placed across her shoulders. 


	Ropes then bound her arms out-stretched 


	along its length. A remaining piece of rope was looped about one end of the beam. Then around the post and back again secure to the beam. Valanna staggered for a moment, but regained her footing. The beam was quite heavy. Gretchen was fastened in the same way that Valanna had been. Being a little bit smaller, she had more difficulty managing the heavy beam. Valanna looked at Gretchen struggling with the weight of the beam, “Heavy for you, little house slut?” That snide remark earned Valanna a twist and a pinch on her right sunburned nipple. 


	She winced. 


	Flavious walked about the post looking at the two forlorn blondes. He pressed his finger onto the side curve 


	of Valanna’s right breast. Where his finger touched, it turned first white then a deeper red. It was clearly a sunburn. He repeated the action on Gretchen. 


	Fondling her nipples at the same time. He pinched her left nipple and gave it a twist. Like the one he used to shut up Valanna earlier. Gretchen let out a breathy, “Oh.” 


	Flavious addressed the two nude blondes in such a way as for everyone to hear, “You two will spend the remains of the day here at this simple task. To walk slowly about this post. Space your efforts to remain opposite each other. Both of you have been coated with thick oil. This should protect you enough from the Sun. Providing you don’t falter and allow the whip to lash it off your skins. 


	Keep the proper pace and you will suffer less. Simple as that. If you should falter in front of Carlos, he will whip you with this six thong leather whip. On the other hand, if you falter in front of Marcus, he will use this awful Manta tail on you. We shall test this now. Girls began your pace.” 


	Both Gretchen and Valanna began to walk. Very slowly at first to get their balance and footing in the soft green grass. Valanna slipped somewhat in front of Carlos. Carlos’s arm went out sideways and arched back delivering a swishing stroke that landed across Valanna’s back. It curled about her sides and scored her left breast and nipple. She tossed her head back and gasped a deep throaty moan. The action of the blow made her stumble again. 


	Carlos delivered a twin to the first stroke. Valanna squealed and sucked in her breath between her teeth. 


	The two girls slowly turned about the pivot. Their bodies bronze and glistening in the rays of the hot Sun. Both of their breasts bouncing slightly as they struggled to keep the proper pace. As Gretchen was making her second turn past Carlos, she stumbled slightly. Carlos reminded her with a stroke across her back, stinging her left breast. Gretchen let out a surprised quip, mingled with her normal voice, “Oh!” 


	For almost a small reason, Marcus snaked the Manta’s tail to coil over Valanna’s bare sunburned breasts. She nearly went to her knees. Tossing her head back, she struggled to let out a scream. It seemed the whip was squeezing her something awful. Marcus was uncertain about his stroke. He didn’t really wish to maim Valanna. Yet he was having trouble getting the whip to uncoil. Flavious stepped up to Marcus and with a quick twist on Marcus’ grip the whip loosened and uncoiled itself quickly. Valanna took in her breath and whimpered. Standing as quickly as she could she shifted the weight of the beam and took a deep breath. 


	Her breasts first rose then fell as she let her breath out. Marcus noticed how quickly a blood red welt formed 


	across her breasts. The width of the Manta’s tail. In the next few hours until the Sun went down. Valanna 


	suffered nearly thirty strokes with the Manta’s tail. This was in addition to more than sixty strokes from the six 


	thong. 


	Gretchen on the other hand, learned her destiny by receiving no more than twenty strokes of the Manta’s tail. Painted like a Zebra, she was gasping and waiting to die. So she thought. Carlos finished up on her by giving her nearly eighty strokes with the six thong. She stumbled and strained to keep her pace. The hot Roman Sun a scorching furnace. Her nipples licked red from the lashes. Seared crimson from the Sun. Valanna was use to the burning Sun. Her bronze breasts bounced and jiggled with each step she made. The clinging effect of the Manta’s tail and the six thong made them sway from side to side as the whips fell on her. Drawing womanly gasps and moans from her lips. Both girls fell to their knees as the last rays of the Sun disappeared behind the distant hills. Carlos released them from the heavy yokes of the pivot. The torches that lined the outside pool and garden were being lit. Jasmine came for the girls and put collars and leashes on them. 


	She led them back inside the villa. The others were gathered about the indoor pool. They were laughing and playing with each other and commenting about their sunburns. 


	Wringers 


	“Marcus you should see this new device that I purchased. I think you will find it most interesting. Ah, they are here now…” 


	Two male slaves, nude, were setting up a curious device. On its sides were two erect posts some six feet high each. Between and adjustable to accommodate various heights, were two quite smooth wooden rollers. They were connected to a special crank by a series of mesh gears that were also made of wood. The two rollers could be separated by pressure forcing up two somewhat heavy stones placed on the top roller. The device came equipped with several sizes and weights of stones. By being adjustable, its use became more apparent. “Flavious, this isn’t a wringer by some chance?” 


	“You guess right my friend. Have you seen one before?” 


	“Yes. At the slave mart in Hericleum. Two very large breasted Nubian girls were being milked by one of these things. They got their breasts whipped following their milking. At least one of them did. The other was breast lashed before her milking. Not as much came out as some of it was whipped out of her. Most impressive device, Flavious. But who is the lucky girl for the milking?” 


	“Lydia! You are to be first.” 


	A somber look came over the girl. She’d never been milked like this before. 


	Having it squeezed out of her by wooden rollers. Standing before the device. One of the nude male slaves took her right wrist and fastened it at eye level to the out side of the right post. Her hand was dangling in the air. Unable to grip anything. Her left hand and ankles were similarly bound. In this position, she is unable to protect herself. Her breasts were pressed against the rollers. 


	Waiting. Flavious nodded to Mona. She got out of the pool. Still wet. Grasping the crank she made one turn. The stones rose and Lydia’s breasts stopped halfway between the rollers. One of the male slaves put two stone weights one on top of each of the other stones. A few drops of liquid oozed from her nipples. Lydia made motions with her mouth, but nothing came out. Mona slowly turned the crank again one more time. It put Lydia’s breasts in to the hilt. She reversed the crank one turn. They were now half in and half out as before. More liquid oozed from the now red nipples. Lydia shook her head twice. She vocalized a guttural sound that came from her mouth; her lips barely moved. Flavious nodded to Mona to continue. Twice more the crank wound up and down. Slowly. Each time stopping half way so as to really squeeze her breasts. The male slave added two more stones with each cranking. Lydia was in a frightful state. 


	Mona cranked the device fully several times. The weight of the stones coupled with the squeezing effect of the smooth rollers forced Lydia to release her milk. It poured out of her in narrow white streams. Falling into small puddles on the shinny marble floor. Mona worked the crank forcing milk from Lydia. Lydia moaned and whimpered as the rollers squeezed over and under her swollen breasts. 


	This was done until no more milk came 


	from her breasts. 


	Flavious gave Mona some more orders, “Remove the rollers and squeeze her breasts by hand.” Mona worked Lydia’s breasts until it was obvious no more milk would come out. At least for now. “Mona, squeeze them hard. Good. Now whip her breasts.” Mona kneaded Lydia’s breasts until nothing else came out. She went over to a small wooden rack against the far wall of the pool. Taking up a six thong whip, she returned to a gasping Lydia standing helplessly between the two posts. “Mona, use side arm strokes and lay them on well. Raise welts! Make her wish she had more milk to give. Make her nipples pay for their short coming. 


	She’ll learn to produce more milk, or I’ll have her tits rolled and whipped every hour until she flows like a stream.” 


	“Yes, master.” Lydia was flogged with the six thong. Her large breasts swayed to and fro as the lash was applied. At first she gasped and wailed as the lashes fell. Her nipples swelled up and turned vividly red as the thongs spread over her swollen breasts. Red streaks gave way to a solid crimson color. Large breasts were slapped red by the six thong whip. Mona at first was visibly wet from the pool. By the end of the whipping she’d delivered to Lydia, she was dripping wet with sweat. So was Lydia. Mona was ordered to feed Lydia and give her sweet wine. She fed her until her belly looked somewhat distended. Leaving Lydia standing in her bondage, the rest of them swam and played. After about two hours, Lydia had to do her duty. Mona assisted her and when she was cleaned up, the rollers were put back in place. Lydia was ready to try again for more milk. 


	She drank more sweet wine. 


	Flavious ordered six stripes delivered with the braided thong to her breasts. He told Mona to deliver them square onto her nipples. No mistakes, or her nipples would suffer. Mona positioned herself. She uncoiled the whip. It slithered itself across the polished marble floor. She side arm delivered it to land squarely across both nipples. It did. The tip dispensed itself across her back. 


	Its coils paid her nipples a painful grip. Lydia tossed her head back and wailed, “AAAHHH!” 


	A second stroke just like the first one followed. Lydia wailed again and twisted. Her breasts swayed as the whip uncoiled itself. She shuddered. Flavious was in a state of mindlessness, “Give milk you cow! I could have you squeezed every moment of your life until you do! Continue, Mona, lash her until she gives us her milk!” 


	It didn’t take long. On the very sixth stroke, Lydia gave of her milk. Was she ready, or just by chance? 


	It flowed from her. Mona put the rollers back on and with a few cranks, Lydia was flowing like a fountain. 


	“Here Mona, fill my cup with the milk of Lydia!” Julia ordered. The whip produced a lot of Lydia’s milk. As far as milk was concerned, Mona couldn’t do much better than Lydia. It took more lashes and produced less milk than her blonde competitor. Lydia whipped Mona without conviction. After all she’d lashed her! Lydia forced food down Mona. She used a funnel to pour sweet wine into Mona’s gullet. Mona let go with her pee. It earned her sixty lashes. Lydia took great delight in delivering them to her. Mona’s nipples took to being sore from the onset. It only took a few lashes to get them that way. What made the whipping of Mona so erotic, was the way her body glistened with sweat. Her nipples standing outward and hard, gave grace to her wonderfully nude body. The rollers slowly squeezing her breasts produced a series of mournful gasps and pitiful whimpers from Mona. In a final series of efforts with the rollers, Mona’s nipples finally squirted white milk. “I’d have thought she’d have produced dark milk, eh Flavious?” Julia quipped. 


	“No. Be mindful, Julia. Watch your tongue around your master least we see what color milk you can produce. I once saw a very sassy brown hairdo girl in Rome have her breasts beaten so hard they squirted pink milk…” 


	“Yes, my master. Forgive this humble slave girl.” Julia was on her knees, licking Flavious’ flaccid cock. Lydia was letting the rollers squeeze the milk from Mona. Mona was bound in the contraption the same way Lydia had been bound in it. Flavious was enjoying Julia’s attention when he ordered two additional stones to be added to the rollers. Mona let out a muted whimper. The rollers slowly wrung the milk from her breasts. 


	They looked red and her nipples appeared quite swollen and sore looking. Lydia let the rollers squeeze her nipples for a few moments. Mona groaned. For the next hour the group near the water played and dunked each other. Swam and had sex. All the while Mona suffered with the rollers squeezing her breasts. Now Lydia was again bound to the device and her breasts were being rolled and rolled. All the while, she squirted more and more milk. Mona was turning the crank slowly as Lydia had done to her. Jasmine entered with the two sunburned blondes in tow. She looked at Lydia. Dragging her two charges over, she made them look at Lydia. 


	“See this blonde one? She’s having her breasts squeezed by these rollers. When you two become heavy after your many fuckings, I am sure master will have your breasts rolled for their milk…” 


	“JASMINE!” Marcus snapped. 


	Jasmine began to shudder visibly, “Yes, master?” 


	“Bring the two blonde sluts over to me. Pray I don’t try to see what kind of milk you might give…” 


	“Yes, my master… My lord…” 


	She tugged so hard on the leash that Gretchen slipped on the marble floor. 


	Valanna lost her footing in one of the puddles of milk. “Careful, Jasmine. Break any of their bones, and I’ll have you flogged at the column before having your breasts squeezed all night.” Flavious reminded. 


	“Sorry dear master. Forgive me, master.” She helped up the two blondes. As she did, her fingers 


	contacted their skin. The tell-tail signs of sunburn appeared. First white spots where her fingers gripped them, 


	followed by the deep red spots in their wake. “Marcus these two are quite sunburned. Let them splash 


	in the pool for a while…” It was obvious that Flavious had something else in mind for them. 


	The two blonde’s were released from their collars and leash. They happily and playfully swam and savored the water. It felt cool on their hot skins. In the meantime, the rollers had stopped on Lydia and were removed. Now Mona and Lydia stood face to face bound in the device. One of the male slaves, was ordered to take up the six thong whip and lash the two girls standing face to face rubbing their sore breasts together. The lash made a wet sound as it slapped over the two women. Catching the side curves of their pressed together breasts. It made them squeal and jerk. First they pressed harder together and then pulled away from each other. Both girls unable to move very much due to their awkward bondage. As they settled in from the previous lash, their nipples lightly brushed together. Settled now from their writhing, the two girls stood and breathed heavily. 


	The other male slave had now positioned himself behind Lydia. So, one of them was behind her and the other behind Mona. Both armed with six thong whips. Their stance left Lydia’s left breast fully exposed and Mona’s left breast was fully exposed. Simultaneous strokes of the six thong whips curled the ends around each of the girls exposed breasts. Sore nipples got ever so sore. The leather showed no mercy to the two milk maids. A lesion in permitting even the most casual exposure of breast skin forced the two girls to square off to each other. It was less painful to stand nipple to nipple. As the whipping continued, the girls would press harder together. This forced more milk from erect nipples. The pressure of their contact made it flow over their breasts. Resulting in difficulty protecting each others nipples. The whip reminded them of this. Julia whispered in Flavious’ ear, “Dear master, have them both milked by the rollers while standing together. I’d love to turn the crank, master…” 


	“Done. So be it. Arrange the rollers to accommodate these two sluts. Have the males stop their lashing and come over here. Marcus and I have a task for them.” 


	“Marcus, here is an idea I have for our two sunburned blondes. Let’s have them whipped with the eel skins. It won’t take any skin off, but they’ll think it will. I’ll have these two males slaves spread them between those two sets of columns. Facing us. They will each take up the eel skin whips and lash these two. Watch the way their nipples swell and turn deep red. Their clits will swell and turn just as red as they are give the down under strokes. What say you?” 


	“Excellent. I want to fuck Gretchen when they’ve finished whipping her. I want to make her pregnant. You know, I might let one of the males fuck her too. Then I can torture her more when she becomes pregnant. Punishing her for unfaithfulness to her master. I’ll really pump her good. As for Valanna…” 


	“I’ll put her on the prong. I don’t want her pregnant just yet. I need her for the arena…” 


	The two men had their attention diverted to the scene that Julia was playing out before them. A simple enough display of womanhood. A dusky blonde standing nipple to nipple with a sturdy black girl. Both of them well whipped and sloppy with milk. Julia turned the crank slowly. Her first motions pulled Lydia’s breasts into the rollers. Pushing them against Mona’s breasts causing them to flatten a bit more. Milk oozed out and over Mona’s breasts. Lydia let out a pitiful whimpering squeal. Again the crank turned this time in reverse. Slowly, Lydia’s breasts passed again between the rollers while Mona’s breasts regained some of their shape as they pressed against Lydia’s squeezed breasts. As the rollers neared Lydia’s nipples, Mona’s nipples were ready for the rollers bite. 


	Slowly, the rollers pinched Lydia’s nipples forcing a deep throated gasp from her. Lydia’s milk dripped in white rivulets from Mona’s dark skinned breasts. 


	The rollers now took a grip on Mona’s breasts. Mona’s nipples were first to receive the rollers. A sharp shrill escaped from Mona’s lips. Julia noticed the trace lines of the lash crossing her breasts. The rollers began their draw on Mona’s breasts. It didn’t take long for her milk to flow. As her breasts were forced through the rollers, they pressed firmly against Lydia’s breasts. Causing them to now flatten more than before. All the time pouring out milk over Lydia’s sun-bronzed skin. 


	These rollers were pressing with the weight of eight stones on them. When the crank would go no further, Julia reversed its direction. The process of pressing and rolling the two girl’s milk swollen breasts continued. Repeating the squeeze, pressing, flowing and pinching effect. by now, the two sunburned blondes were standing nude in as wide of an `X’ as anatomy would permit. 


	Standing behind them were the two nude male slaves. Each one holding a shinny eel skin whip, some six to seven feet long. 


	To permit a more subtle application of the whip, both girl’s had been well oiled. They glistened in the torch light of the indoor pool. Harsh lesions of the whip being applied to sunburned skin cannot be fully explained. Only knowledge of a tingling sting amplified by a hundred as the eel skin makes contact. Oddly, the oil on the girl’s skin mingles with the supple whip. As it clings to their skin, it becomes clear. Revealing its effect on a swollen erect nipple or how well it spreads neither lips to sting a bare red clitoris. 


	The girls jerk and shudder under the effects of the lash. Wails become shrieks. 


	Gasps become deep throated moans. Bare, red breasts become redder. Bouncing and jiggling as the whips pull away. Ropes holding arms and legs stretched outward creak and strain. A scene of two totally bare naked, sunburned blonde slave girls. Both standing, bound spread-eagle before their masters. Each girl being whipped over her most private parts causing her to twist and writhe. 


	Displaying herself in her most wanton manner. A slave girl under the lash has only one thing on her mind. To be ready to please her master. Ready to accept any form of sexual pleasure that he could devise for her and for himself. 


	Flavious raised his hand. The whipping stopped. Two lovely nude blondes, their chests heaving, gasping and sweating. They were ready. “Jasmine, go to the kitchen and bring two of the scullery sluts. Be quick now.” Flavious ordered. He nodded to the two males, “You two go and bring the passion lance. The one carved out of polished stone. Place Valanna properly on it.” They nodded and obeyed. 


	“All right now Marcus, Gretchen is ready for you. As soon as Jasmine returns, she will service me. Meanwhile, you can use Gretchen as much as you like. Even whip her more if you wish…” 


	“Flavious, I can hardly wait to get at her. By the Gods, look how she glistens in the torch light. She looks almost golden…” 


	“Give her a few with the six thong. You’ll learn a new meaning to cock sucking.” 


	Following Flavious’ suggestion, Marcus took up one of the leather six thongs laying near Lydia and Mona. He looked for a few minutes at the two girls still having their breasts put through the wringer. Julia took advantage of her audience. She stopped the crank so that both girl’s nipples were sandwiched between the two smooth rollers. Lydia and Mona began to whimper and sigh. 


	Marcus stroked himself. He was impressively large. 


	The cook sent Jasmine to the cellar to fetch Andrea and Tina. These two would suffice the Master’s needs. As Jasmine descended the steps she heard a rumbling of stone rolling over stone. With it was mixed the clinking rattle of chains. It grew louder as she neared the bottom of the steps. In the warm, heavy air she heard the subtle slice of a lash through air to land on naked skin. This sound was immediately followed by a throaty female gasp. Several torches dimly lit the basement revealing a grotto in the center. Setting on the uppermost hub of a two spoke mesh of gears and levers was a nude girl of about eighteen. In her hand she held a long stick that was sharpened on one end and on the other end was coiled a thin braided lash. 


	Two nude girls with chains on their wrists, ankles, and collars had their backs arched against each end of the single diameter lever. They were shackled on opposite ends to each other. With slow and Laborious steps they pulled the levers that made the stone mill grind fresh grain into flour. Besotted with drudgery, the two women obviously kept their pace with the coaxing from the nude nymphet perched atop the center hub of the mill. Their supple nudity here and there streaked with red welts. 


	“The Master ordered that two kitchen sluts be sent to him. Cook sent me down to get these two. You’ll have to finish the grinding task yourself.” Jasmine gave the young girl her orders. 


	“So? Whazzat to me? I gotta lotta work’ere ta be done with. Get outta here before I employ youse to this task, yellowish brown girl… Gowan not, git!” The girl was obviously uneducated and of a lowly class of slave girl. She fit the bill for being a scullery whore. She did give off an air of sultry sexuality that might make 


	a male cock hard, if she were put to the lash. Her breasts were saucy, with very perky nipples. 


	Jasmine really had no time for a debate with this girl, she intended to follow her orders, “Best do it, girl. The Master won’t be kept waiting.” 


	“Humph. We’ll see about that…” The two girls continued their labor. The young girl, Jasmine found out her name is May, gave the girl Tina a poke with her stick square in the middle of her back. It made her lunge against the lever as she made another turn of the mill. May gave Jasmine a look of defiance. 


	“Look, May, if I have to I’ll get the Master myself…” 


	“Go ahead. He’ll surely have you lashed for disturbing him. Besides I’ll just say you didn’t give me any orders.” 


	“Don’t be a bitch, May!” 


	The girl stuck her tongue out at Jasmine. 


	“That’ll be enough, May!” Cook’s voice rang out. Cook finished the last two steps of the stairs. With 


	her followed a male slave and another female slave. “I’d intended for you to supervise Flower and Meatspride 


	only while taking the place of Tina and Andrea here. For this smart mouth of yours, Meatspride will supervise you and Flower. I expect the balance of the grain to be ground tonight!” 


	Meatspride was getting a noticeable erection. His eyes fell on Andrea’s large firm breasts bouncing with each step she took as she labored at the lever. 


	In a few moments, Tina and Andrea stood massaging their wrists and ankles. A forlorn and pouting May stood now with her back arched against the lever that once held Andrea. It was still warm from where her back touched it. Flower, a supple Nubian girl, took Tina’s place. Meatspride scrambled up on the hub sporting a hard cock and a wicked looking whip stick. 


	A quick flick of his wrist sent the whippy braid snaking across May’s small hard tipped breasts, “To work now, bitch!” 


	Another quick flick landed squarely across Flower’s large dark nipples. She tossed her head back and pulled hard on the lever. The stones began again their familiar rumble. Jasmine heard the rumble began to fade as she climbed the steps. The whip snapped and chains rattled. Two other slave girls gasped and squealed. 


	“We must hurry. My name is Jasmine…” Jasmine returned with the two kitchen sluts. They were 


	sweating and smelled of ground wheat. They’d been laboring for some time at the small grist mill in the kitchen basement. Their backs and fronts were streaked with welts. 


	“Master, the cooks sent these two. They are the most attractive of all the kitchen sluts.” Jasmine bowed 


	to Flavious. 


	“They will do. Have them washed. Hose out their guts. Clean those bare slits of theirs so they smell fresh. Coat them with fragrant oils. See to it.” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	The device that Flavious intended for Valanna defied description. It consisted of a polished stone statue the size of a dwarf girl. She was carved with a perfect anatomy. In her right hand she held a phallus some twelve inches long, and at least two inches thick. The tip of the phallus resembled a mushroom with a hole in the top. In her left hand she was holding up high a polished bowl. 


	Flavious nodded and the two males made some adjustments. With a wet sloppy sound the prong slid up inside of Valanna’s bare slit. Some air came out and it settled a bit deeper. Valanna let out a whimpering gasp. She was the image of a suffering slave girl. Standing spread-eagle, naked and well whipped with a prong well up her smooth sex. Her hips undulated slightly. A faint gurgle could be heard inside of her. Flavious motioned to the two male slaves. One of them went to a flower painted jar and picked it up. He poured out some of its contents into the bowl of the statue. It looked white and somewhat thick. 


	Another gurgle only louder could be heard inside of Valanna’s abdomen. She undulated her hips again, more than before. Some of the white liquid oozed out around the phallus. She let out a cry mixed with pain and passion. Mingled with her cry, was another cry from her blonde sister still spread next to her. This sound was preceded by the slapping sound of wet leather thongs across oiled bare breasts. Gretchen tossed her hair and shuddered under the blow. 


	As Marcus pulled the whip away. Gretchen’s breasts swayed from side to side. 


	Instantly painted with six angry red streaks. Another stroke followed in the previous one’s path. This time a deep throated gasp followed Gretchen’s tossing hair and head. As the whip was pulled away, again her ample breasts swayed. Her two nipples popped erect with angry red tips. Two lashes marked her round reddish copper colored butt. 


	Leaving deep red welts in their wake. Wet leather chaffed the smooth skin of her cleft. Seeking thongs found and punished a hiding clitoris. Making it pay for snuggling between protective bronze lips. Unable to stand the coarse rawhide’s scraping effect. The tender bud swelled red and peeked out from between the lips of Gretchen’s bare sex. 


	The ropes creaked and cracked as Gretchen pulled on them from all angles to try to protect her sensitive sex. The whip reminded her of the futility of such an attempt. Landing squarely on her bare sex, it slapped and raked an exposed swollen red clitoris. It left red streaks across her cleft. Tell tale reminders of her duty to her master. It also took her breath away. She tossed her head back and moved her lips but nothing came out. When she could catch her breath, her breasts heaved and rose upward. The sound was an incredible audio mixed with a combination of passion, pain, orgasm, and surprise. One last surprise came in the form of a lash coming down across her heaving breasts. This time the thongs drug roughly across her breasts. Gripping and stinging bare erect nipples swaying in the air. Gretchen shook her head and wrinkled up her nose. She whimpered and whinnied as he pulled her hair back. “Suck me, slave girl!” Marcus commanded. 


	“Yes, master.” Gretchen answered in a breathy tone. Marcus released Gretchen by untying the ropes from around the columns. He left the ropes tied to her wrists and ankles. 


	She fell to her knees and took his cock fully into her mouth. Sucking on him like her very life depended on it. Gave a sense of hunger to her efforts. He rolled his eyes. Flavious smiled at Marcus. He nodded his approval of Marcus taking his advise. Marcus nodded back and smiled. Again, he rolled his eyes. Gretchen sucked and sucked. Her lovely head bobbing back and forth with her sweet mouth drawing him in and out in a fucking motion that only a woman could properly do. 


	Valanna meanwhile was experiencing unusual orgasms. The effect of the white liquid was most exciting to her. Flavious noticed that it would not be fair to lash Gretchen with the six thong and not Valanna. He motioned for one of the slaves to give her seven or so lashes like the ones Gretchen received at Marcus’ 


	hand. 


	Valanna wasn’t able to move as much as Gretchen due to her riding the prong. She also wasn’t able to take any between her legs. So the majority of the strokes fell across her swollen breasts. The last three lashes produced only a stifled exhale of the word no. This was followed by a sullen spasms made her head shake. 


	The two kitchen sluts were now shinny and clean. Standing with their legs slightly spread and the arms at their sides, palms outward for inspection. 


	Flavious noticed the tell tale signs of shackle burns on their wrists. Their hands were a bit callous from contact with the wooden levers of the small grist mill in the kitchen basement. They had good figures and ripe breasts that were proud. Tipped with upturned nipples standing erect and waiting. He pointed to one of the girls. A pretty dark hairdo girl with round curves, “What is your name, girl?” 


	“Andrea, master.” 


	“Position yourself so that I may easily fuck you.” 


	“Yes, master.” She accommodated him. With all the activity going on, Flavious had a firm erection. The girl was remarkably tight for a kitchen slut. He looked over at Julia still cranking on the rollers making Lydia and Mona give up their milk. They looked sore and exhausted. He motioned to Julia to stop and release Lydia and Mona. Julia complied. When the two girls were released they dropped to their knees. Julia sauntered over to Flavious. 


	“Andrea this woman is Julia. You will address her as mistress, understand?” 


	“Yes, master. May I please you, mistress?” Julia raised her eyebrows. She moved closer to the girl 


	named Andrea who was now on her hands and knees with Flavious thrusting deeply into her sex. The girl’s tongue licked out and nestled itself into Julia’s slit. 


	It felt warm and delicious on her clitoris. This girl knew how to lick a slit. 


	She wondered how many times her and the other girl licked each other at night. 


	Flavious neared his climax. Just before he came, he pulled out of her. He squirted his cum over the girl’s bare back and butt. Quickly he motioned to the other girl. This one had light brown hair, with deep blue eyes. She was a bit more slender than Andrea with smaller breasts. 


	A closer look revealed that she was somewhat older than the other girl. Her smaller breasts made her appear younger. “Your name girl?” 


	“Tina, master.” 


	“Suck on me, little Tina. Make me hard again for I feel my balls filling up.” 


	Her mouth was warm and sucked with perfect skill. He wondered how many cocks this girl had sucked in her life. “How old are you, Tina?” 


	“Thirty, master.” 


	“Have you been a slave all your life?” 


	“Yes, master. I was born to a slave girl in Pompeii. She was a field girl, master. I was given over to a wet nurse. I can’t remember ever wearing clothing. 


	I began my training as a slave early, master.” 


	“I see. Continue you efforts.” It made Flavious grow hard. He imagined that here was a girl that he now owned. Thirty years old and never having been dressed a day of her life. Living thirty years in total nudity. 


	Throbbing hard, he withdrew from Tina’s mouth. He motioned for Jasmine to come to him. She bowed before him. “Andrea and Tina, go service the two male slaves working on Valanna over there. Lydia and Mona, into the pool. Soothe your breasts you two. I’ll give you both a sound fucking in the morning. Julia, come here we’ll have some fun with Jasmine.” 


	Julia smiled. 


	Amazons 


	It had now been several months since the last arena show at Flavious’ sexual pleasure drome. The mild winter months gave in to the warmth of spring. Flavious and Marcus were at breakfast. “Flavious, I’ve noticed a larger than normal swelling with Lydia. You don’t suppose she’ll have twins do you?” 


	“Possible. I contacted the surgeon twice. Both times he tells me he’s felt at least two sets of legs. He thinks there may be three sets of legs. Triplets, I should imagine.” 


	“You cleaver fox, you. If she has triplets, they’re is a chance they will be girls…” 


	Flavious smiled. “Marcus, Gretchen is looking a bit forlorn working with the spring harvest. After all, dear fellow, a girl in her ripe condition turning that heavy wheel under the hot Sun. She seems to be earning a breast whipping every day now. Then you have her milked and whipped again…” 


	“She loves it, Flavious. After all, you should know…” 


	“Hump…” 


	“Oh, I noticed that Julia is getting quite ripe. Since the weather is warmer, she is staying nude more. Her belly is very round. For a vestal that is…” 


	Marcus chuckles to himself. 


	“You’re right my friend. Think I should send her to the fields for a while? Put her under the lash?” 


	“I wouldn’t send her to the fields, Flavious. She’s a woman with stature. Not just a common slave girl or slut. Gretchen you can call a slave slut, but Julia is a mistress. No, my friend, not the fields. You might take the whip to her in your bed chambers. If you haven’t already…” 


	“Right you are, dear friend. Oh, I almost forgot. The supply ships arrive today. 


	One with new items, the other two with slaves and materials for my new addition to the villa. Come, let’s get our swollen beauties and venture down to the docks. There is always a delectable amount of action to be seen. We’ll take the sedan chairs…” 


	It was around noon when the two sedan chairs, loaded with Marcus and Flavious arrived at the docks. Julia was inside with Flavious. Jasmine was inside with Marcus. Mona and Lydia were following wearing only collars and leashes. Both women splay legged pregnant. Lydia, seemingly quite large and heavy. 


	The docks were a fever of activity. Naked slaves of both sexes were here and there unloading. They carried very exotic foods, cloths, large jars of oil, wines, and other such commodities. Their bodies glistening with sweat and being kept busy under the coaxing sting of the overseers lash. One of the ships was unloading a fresh cargo of slaves. First the males were being herded into a wagon and taken over to the arena holding area. The second load was females. 


	Here was where Flavious and Marcus wanted to take a closer look. 


	“Let me see the bill, captain.” The captain whose name is Leeshus handed a scroll that showed the entire contents of this shipment. Including the materials and slaves. “Eighteen males all total. Six white, five black, two Egyptians, and five Judains, they had better be all healthy, captain Leeshus!” 


	“Oh, but they are, sir. I have seen to it personally.” 


	“There is a pox-plague in Judai…” 


	“Yes, sire, but that plague is in Damascus. These five come from Jerusalem. 


	There is no plague there.” 


	“There better not be, my friend, or the influence that I have with the Emperor will be your first concern. Right Tribunal Marcus?” 


	“Yes, Flavious. The Emperor is most concerned for your safety and well being…” 


	The little mule of a captain swallowed hard, “Sirs, you must believe me that there is no sickness with any of these fine slaves…” 


	“Surgeon!” A man in a white robe trimmed with gold leaf stood by. “Sire.” 


	“Check these slaves over. I wouldn’t want any of them to have anything that might cause a problem for mistress Julia and the rest of these ripe females, understand?” 


	“Most certain, sire. It will be done quickly.” As the surgeon was checking the males. He discovered 


	that one of them was sick. The man came from Damascus. He was removed from the rest. His body was cremated. “I found only one, sire. He has been removed and the others are not infected. The females are in good health.” Flavious nodded. 


	“Well, captain, you were saying…” 


	“I, I, I’ll make adjustments to the bill at once, sir. I am a man of good word…” 


	“Captain, I will pay you. First, let me make a proposal to you. I have six young males that are just not acceptable for the arena. Let me pick out six of your galley slaves, plus one for the sick man. I’ll give you the six young boys, also, I’ll overlook this matter of the sick male slave.” 


	“Seven of my galley slaves, eh. You know I have both sexes pull the ores in my galley?” 


	Flavious raised his eyebrows, “Well?” 


	The captain shook his head and looked at his number one ship. He took in a sharp breath. Rubbing his stubble beard he put his tongue in the corner of his mouth. 


	Flavious and Marcus were whispering and pointing to the little captain and his ships. “Deal, sir?” 


	“Good. We’ll pick now.” 


	“Sir, I’d prefer a bit of time to prepare them…” 


	“I said we’ll pick now, captain…” The little fellow nodded. Flavious and Marcus went down the ladder to the ore deck first. The light was a bit dim, but sufficient to see. Not in use, but ready was the large drum to keep the beat going and pace the ores. Shafts of sunlight filtered down the cracks revealing the glistening bodies of the slaves chained to their ores. A giant of a man with no hair stood near the mast base. He was holding a whip. Standing against the mast was a female galley slave. The girl’s wrists were shackled slightly above her head and to each side of the mast. Her ankles were also fastened to each side of the mast. As Flavious and 


	Marcus slowly walked about the slaves, her form came into better view. Flavious looked at her. Her back was stripped with fresh welts. He looked at the captain. 


	The captain wrinkled his mouth a bit, “This one and another girl had been, been fighting…” 


	Flavious nodded and made a quick smile at Marcus. In the corner of his eye, he saw her slightly move her hips just a bit. She’d been impaled on a shaft. A muted whimper escaped her lips. “She’s impaled?” 


	“Part of the punishment. A large wooden shaft is inserted into the mast. When a girl is whipped, she is 


	forced to ride it. In the case of a male, the shaft is removed and he puts himself in the hole… It helps us to 


	keep control…” 


	Flavious looks at Marcus. Marcus just gives a grimace. “This spot’s empty?” 


	“That’s where the girl sits when she’s not being lashed or…” 


	“Impaled?” Flavious snapped his fingers as if to say, ‘now I get it.’ 


	“Sir, discipline is not the question here, is it?” Flavious looked seriously at the captain. He shook his head no. As they completed their tour of the slaves, Flavious was ready to turn and make his selection when Marcus spoke out, “Where is the slave that usually sits there?” 


	In the dim light, clearly an empty seat appears. “No one. I, I, I plan to get a replacement in…” 


	“Captain, don’t lie to me. I am somewhat familiar with operation of a galley. 


	You can’t leave only one on the oars. The rhythm will fail. It can cause the ship to veer off course.” 


	Leeshus, shrugged his shoulders, “The one who usually sets there is Sheeta the Amazon. Very strong and very difficult to train. That is why, the skinny girl is next to her. Flavious, she `can’ pull one ore by herself. Oh, sir, you can’t take her. My ship won’t be the same without her.” 


	“Where is she now, Leeshus?” 


	“She’s on the other side of the shroud. Up, spread-eagle in the rigging. I’d had her put there as an additional punishment following her flogging. Last night, the watch caught her and this one against the mast playing girl games with each other. Sheeta likes girls and not men. This morning, Sheeta was given fifty lashes and this one was given thirty. I had Sheeta spread-eagle in the Sun as an additional punishment. This one is getting a taste of the prong.” 


	“Ah, Marcus! I’d heard that Sheeta was one of his galley slaves. The Emperor will be delighted to watch her in the arena…” 


	Looking from the main deck, Flavious saw Sheeta’s spread arms and legs. Naked, she faced the hot Sun. The round cheeks of her ass splayed against the ropes of the rigging. Her wrists and ankles were bound with coarse rope. He could see the side curves of her breasts slightly sway as the boat gently rocked at the dock. 


	Her back looked sunburned. Her blonde hair blowing in the warm breeze. “How long has she been up there?” 


	“I had the watchmen turn her to face the Sun at mid-day She’s to stay up there until sun-down. Oh, I had her oiled. I didn’t want her skin fried off under this hot Sun.” 


	Flavious could see the streaks across her back and butt from the flogging. They followed around the side curves of her breasts. He could see the firmness of her muscles. 


	“Leeshus, I will take Sheeta and that dark hairdo girl at the mast. They seem to like each other. I’ll take the Nubian girl and her hearty male companion. The twin girls on the port ore and that brown skinned Berber girl. Any objections?” 


	“Would it do me any good to object?” 


	“No.” Marcus replied. 


	“Hump.” Leeshus tightened his lips and conceded. 


	“Look at it on the bright side, Leeshus, you’re getting six young males to replace these trouble makers.” 


	“The Nubians’ are no trouble…” 


	“Two of these boys are Nubians, Leeshus…” 


	“Really!?” 


	“Yes.” 


	“Well, you do drive a hard bargain, Flavious… Oh, one thing…” 


	“What is it, Leeshus, don’t test my patients…” 


	“Sheeta’s sentence must be carried out. She stays up there in the hot Sun for the rest of the day.” Marcus looked at Flavious and nodded, “All right, Leeshus, I’ll give in to that, provided you take the dark hairdo one off the prong.” 


	“Agreed, but she must join Sheeta on the other rigging for punishment in the Sun. Flavious, I must keep my respect for discipline in the eyes of the remaining slaves…” 


	Flavious nodded, but cocked his head to one side, “Very well, put her up with Sheeta.” 


	“Good. I’ll let you give her the other twenty she’s to get before going into the rigging. Part of the punishment of spread-eagle in the rigging is fifty lashes. 


	Luna’s only been given thirty.” 


	“Leeshus, don’t push me on this anymore. Or it’ll cost you hard gold!” 


	“Like I said, sir, you can lash her yourself. Here use my long flogger. It wraps around the breasts nicely. Luna dances nicely to this whip. It’s not the first time she’s fallen under the lash, nor do I feel it’ll be her last time…” 


	Luna stood nude and sweating under a cloudless sky. Her wrists drawn above her head by a length of rope. The fullness of her breasts heaved as she struggled with the bondage. Red tipped nipples strained free and vulnerable to the sting of the whip. Flavious removed the upper portion of his toga. Standing in the short base of his garb, bare chested he tested the lashes. In a sweeping side arm stroke, he snaked them across Luna’s breasts, WHAP! 


	She tossed her head back and voiced, “AAA!” 


	He repeated the stroke. Her breasts heaved against the strands of leather. She gritted her teeth but didn’t cry out. 


	With eighteen to go. Flavious worked to get a howl or two from his new slave. 


	The next five found her breasts. Each one leaving a firm impact with red welts forming. She shuddered at each stroke. Her resistance was wearing down. 


	In the delivery of these lashes, she made the mistake that most slave girls do. 


	She let her legs fall slightly 


	spread. Wide enough for the whip to sting her bare sex. Her cleft paid the price of her carelessness. This lash 


	drew a fresh vocal response from her. In the form of a deep throated gasp. 


	Julia had joined the men on deck watching the girl being flogged. Flavious stopped for a moment to kiss her. Julia whispered something into Flavious’ ear. 


	With a motion, he ordered Leeshus to spread Luna’s legs and tie them wide. As her legs were being spread, Julia started to lift off her toga. Flavious’ first rule of 


	compliance for a slave girl to flog another slave girl; she must be completely nude. Flavious stopped her. After all, he wouldn’t want a nude and pregnant vestal virgin parading about. Even if she was whipping another girl. 


	He whispered to her to send up Mona and have one of the litter slaves get Lustina. Lustina was to bring him his Manta’s tail whip. Mona came up onto the hot deck. She looked up at the nude blond spread wide in the rigging, and smiled to herself. Julia squeezed Mona’s tits enough to force some of the white liquid milk from them. It jetted forth in a stream the size of a boot lace. The blonde in the rigging was moaning for water. Julia motioned for Mona to scrambled up the rigging and put her nipple into the blonde’s dry mouth, “Give her liquid, Mona. She cries out for water, but give her your milk.” Julia chided. Mona looked unhappy about the idea. 


	Lustina arrived nearly out of breath. She was carrying a coiled Manta’s tail whip. Flavious ordered Lustina to remove everything, “I want you completely nude. Julia, oil Lustina and Luna well. This Sun is brutal. Also give the oil to Mona when you are done. Have her oil herself and that blonde package strung up there. Lustina, have you ever swung the Manta’s tail whip?” 


	“No, master. You have used it on me, but I have never been ordered to use it on another girl, sire.” 


	“Hum. Step over here and coil it around the mast. Use a side arm stroke. Firm. 


	Allow it to wrap solidly. Give it a slight jerk to loosen it. Let it fall naturally. Don’t pull on it. You could take her skin off, otherwise. 


	Understand?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Now, coil it about the mast.” The whip made very little noise. It coiled itself about the mast with ease. It made a wet slapping sound as it clung to the wood. 


	Lustina gave a couple of jerks and the whip fell away. “As I said, Lustina. Only a gentle jerk to loosen it, do you understand me?” 


	“Please, master, I do understand.” 


	“Very well, practice a few times. Then you’ll sharpen your skills on this fresh female nudity.” With eleven strokes to go. Lustina positioned herself behind and slightly to the left of Luna. She felt the hot Sun on her back. 


	In a side arm stroke that was both smooth and silent. The black coil circled first above her right nipple then squarely across the left one. Instinctively, Luna tossed her head back to ready a full scream. Nothing came out. This was the usual first time reaction to the Manta’s tail whip. It is simply breath-taking. 


	A gentle jerk on the whip handle loosened the whip’s grip on Luna’s skin. It made her breasts sway slightly as it slithered over her nipples. Lustina flicked the whip behind her. Holding her left arm out to steady her aim. Her right arm extended back. This action made her breasts bounce slightly. Her nipples were hard. The skin around them seem to pucker in the Sun. 


	The next stroke was a lazy wrap across Luna’s plump ass. It curled around her hip with the nasty end slithering up and inside the cleft of her well oiled sex. 


	Luna shook her head once. Then twice. Finally three times. It was on this third time that she let out a pitiful wail. So loud that it made the other slaves stop in their 


	tracks, “AAAAAIIIIIEEEEE!” 


	Flavious motioned for Lustina to leave the whip alone. He didn’t want her to pull it free just yet. Walking around to the front of the girl he smiled. She opened her eyes and stared at him. For a moment, he sensed her anger. She squinted her eyes painfully at him and with a thoughtless reaction, she spit on him. 


	Lustina looked at Julia with horror. She knew this dark hairdo girl was in for it now. Flavious took off the bottom of his toga. He was quite impressive revealing his erect male image. He wiped his face off. His eyes narrowed as he stood fully nude in front of his new property. In his right hand he took the end of the Manta’s tail. He began to work it up and down inside of Luna’s sex. 


	Closing her eyes, Luna’s mouth opened and she began to gasp. Not from pain, but from passion. He worked the end of the whip harder up and down inside of the girl. Luna began to moan and breath harder. She was boiling to a climax. He drew the end over her clitoris. It was becoming red and swollen. 


	Within the next few moments he replaced the end of the whip with his cock. 


	Pumping her with long, wet strokes. The ropes creaked with the strain of the girl’s wrists and ankles held up and spread. Her climax was near. In a gasp of passion. Luna climaxed. Her eyes rolled back and she vocalized her lust. She shuddered and shook her head back and forth. Flavious felt the girl’s sex grow tighter over his cock. This girl hadn’t been fucked in a long time by a man. He came inside of her. Flooding her with his thick white sperm. It squirted into her in hot jets. Oozing out the sides of her cunt as his cock continued to pump her. He finally withdrew himself. Flavious put his finger up her cleft. Coming up with a large glob of his sperm he rubbed it on her face. A second action between her legs produced three dripping wet fingers. He flung the wet stuff into her face, again. Using his thumbs and index fingers, he seized both of Luna’s nipples. In a firm grip, he twisted them. 


	Luna let out a gut grinding wail, “AAHH!” 


	“Lustina. Continue the whipping. Until I tell you to stop…” More than twenty with the Manta’s tail had been dealt to Luna. She now hung limply in the ropes. 


	Her lithe nudity streaked with vivid red welts. 


	Lustina and Mona walked slowly behind the sedan chair that carried her Master and mistress. Each girl sporting a pair of wrist cuffs and shackles they paddled along behind their owners. Lustina looked at Mona then back over her shoulder at the galley tied up at the dock. In the rigging, she saw a couple of nude Amazons. 


	One a blonde the other a sultry brunette, spread-eagled and glistening with oil under the blistering Roman Sun. 


	Luna and Sheeta were baked well done under a cloudless blue sky. 


	That evening, with their backs arched on wooden struts. Their wrists outstretched along the smooth wood. The two Sun-bronzed Amazons paid dear homage to their Roman Master and Mistress. They slowly paraded themselves naked around a stout marble column inset in the center of the dining chamber. Carlos had used a stout leather binding to form a loop that permitted the struts to be loosely attached on one end to the smooth stone column. In addition, he’d attached a wooden spreader between each girls ankles. Causing them to awkwardly stumble about the column. In his cleverness, he had equipped himself with a flail made of strips of 


	eel skin. As the Amazons slowly turned about the column, he would lash them across their out-thrust breasts. Leaving vivid welts and streaks criss-crossing two pairs of sunburned bare breasts. 


	With each stroke, the girl receiving the lash would emit a guttural deep gasp. 


	Vocalizing the sting of the lash against her already well punished breasts. With a gesture of his hand, Flavious motioned for Carlos to stop the whipping of the two girls. Both girl’s ripe breasts quivered and jiggled visibly with each stumbling step they took. Their nipples danced erect and puckered. Sore testaments of Carlos’ accuracy with the eel skin flails. 


	Flavious whispered to Julia as she was eating a plump, spiced chicken. Somewhat drunk on wine, she nodded her head and smiled as she stood up. Nude, Julia sauntered over to the two exhausted Amazons. Her hands still wet with moisture from the chickens. She licked her fingers and then got the idea to wipe her hands 


	on Sheeta’s breasts. As she did, Sheeta winced. Julia noticed how her fingers made white paths on the girl’s skin as she drug her hand over her firm mounds. 


	The blonde had a nasty sunburn all right. Looking Sheeta squarely in the eye, she tweaked the blonde’s nipples. Sheeta tossed back her head and mutely let out a short breathy gasp, “AAA! Oh, please mistress my nipples are so blistered.” 


	Julia got a smirk on her face, “Aww, pretty blonde girl’s nipples sore are they? 


	I could make them even more sore than they are now. Carlos, hand me a fresh switch.” 


	Carlos handed Julia a thin, supple jute plant switch. No one ever sliced flesh with it, but it delivered an 


	incredible sting. A sting that would move the soul. Sun blistered nipples were no place to test a new switch on. 


	“Now, blonde Amazon, let’s see just how sore your nipples really are!” With that said, she struck the 


	blonde, helplessly bound with her back on a strut, squarely across both of her nipples. The switch made a hiss 


	as it sliced the air. The sound of its impact resembled the sound of two hefty, full wine bladders being struck. 


	Sheeta couldn’t believe Julia hit her nipples like that. She looked down to see the vivid red line painted 


	by the switch across the centers of her breasts. Bisecting both cherry red nipples causing them to throb. She felt 


	her eyes cloud up with tears. The whole scene began to grow dim and it seemed to be in slow motion. She opened her mouth but nothing came out. She could feel her heart beating in her ear. As she tried to focus on Julia’s face, she saw her shoulder go back with the switch on high. Again the hissing sound of slicing air. The impact on her breasts was numb. She felt the limb dig into her nipples. 


	She looked down this time to see it indent her breasts. Causing her rubber like nipples to distort for a few seconds then pop back into their proper shape as the switch bounced away. 


	Her chest felt incredibly heavy and it was hard for her to breath. She forced herself to suck in air. In 


	actuality, she was afraid to breath as it would cause her to thrust her breasts outward. Making her fear that Julia 


	would interpret this act as asking for another strike with the switch. But, she gave up her fear to the need to get air. As she drew in her breath, her breasts heaved up and forward. Again, she saw Julia’s face and she seemed to be speaking but no words were coming out. Shaking her head, she saw Julia’s arm go back to slice her again, 


	only this time she saw a male hand stop her arm. Things began to become more normal as she got her second 


	wind. 


	“Enough Julia, she’s had enough. You’ll split her nipples if you keep that up. 


	Work on the other one 


	after all she’s the one who spit on me.” Flavious told Julia. He examined the blonde’s breasts noting the two 


	blood red welts across her nipples. He slapped her ass as she awkwardly trodden around the column. Luna 


	appeared from the other side. He noticed her coming, “Work on this one, her nipples look fresh enough. Carlos 


	I want these two brought to my chambers later on.” Carlos nodded he understood the command. 


	Flavious fingered Luna as he spoke to Julia, “This one’s has callused nipples. 


	Feel them.” Julia put her fingers on them. They felt hot, but more leathery than the blonde’s did. He smiled as he finished his words to Julia, “You can work on these for quite a while. I think they’ve hardened up a lot from being rubbed on the 


	wood of the ores, right Luna?” She snorted at his comment and spit, but missed and it landed on Julia. 


	In an immediate reaction, Julia laid the switch in a side arm stroke directly across Luna’s nipples. To 


	Julia, as the switch hit Luna’s nipples, she felt a sudden vibration go back up the shaft of the switch. It actually 


	felt like she’d hit a couple of small stones. Luna has very hard nipples. Luna’s only reaction to the switch was 


	a quick toss of her head and a grit of her teeth. As she glared at Julia with clenched teeth she spat out between 


	her teeth, “I can take anything you can dish out, bitch mistress!” 


	Julia accommodated her. It was an easy stroke. No weight was put behind it. 


	There didn’t have to be. 


	Not with a switch like that one. It hissed ominously in the air. The sifting slice impacted her firm cones with 


	a bead of fire. Wrapping and contouring to the shape of her breasts the switch did its job on Luna’s nipples. 


	Luna shook off the effect with a side to side shimmy of her breasts. This amazed those in the dining area who 


	watched the scene unfold between Luna and Julia. 


	Julia did another likewise stroke of the switch to Luna. This time Luna’s voice went a bit higher and 


	more of a shrill could be heard as she continued her defiance. Julia shrugged her shoulders and in rapid 


	succession, she let Luna have six quick throbbing strokes. Each one plastered itself on Luna’s hard nipples. 


	They could have been made of stone, but this switch was more than capable of melting the most stubborn of 


	sluts. Julia delivered in all eighteen stingers to Luna’s weathered nipples. 


	They glowed red in the dim torch 


	light of the dining area. That eighteenth stroke, made Luna’s knees buckle slightly as she gasped a breathy 


	plea for mercy. 


	Flavious stepped in. He fingered her swollen nipples. They still were rock hard. 


	He grabbed a fist 


	full of Luna’s dark hair yanking it back, “Hurt don’t they you slut?!” 


	“Y-Y-Yes, Master. They hurt awful master, please master have mercy on me, master, AAA!” 


	Flavious snapped his fingers at Carlos, “Get me a bit gag and the clips! And, bring a couple of those shinny bobble weights with you.” 


	As Carlos went to get the items he ordered, Flavious continued to finger Luna’s hard nipples. They 


	still felt like small stones sewn into leather. He looked at her watering eyes as his fingers squeezed and twisted 


	her nipples. Carlos returned with the awful clips, bit gag and weights. 


	“See these, slut?” Flavious grabbed her hair again. She nodded slightly as he dangled the clips and gag 


	in front of her. “You are going to continue to trod uselessly about this column. 


	Only now your nipples will be 


	adorned with these pretty clips, not to mention these weights as well. And, to keep your tongue still, you’ll 


	wear this gag. Carlos, release the blonde and have her bathed and pampered by Mona and Lustina. This one 


	will continue to entertain us while we finish our meal.” 


	As Carlos released Sheeta he gave her over to Mona and Lustina. He repositioned Luna so that the 


	heavy strut was across her shoulders rather than behind her back. Flavious attached the bit gag to Luna. Her teeth chinked down onto it as he now attached the clips to her nipples. One at a time. She guffawed and gagged. Her nipples were so hard that the clips barely made any indentation in them. Julia palmed her own 


	nipples as she had felt these clips before and she knew they were firm. Flavious hooked, one at a time again, the 


	
shinny bobbles to the clips. Causing her nipples to bend over slightly. As he teased them, the weights made her 


	breasts sway back and forth. In an idle action that looked as obscene as it did provocative. 


	“There now, don’t you look the pretty one. All decked out with such attractive jewelry. Doesn’t she 


	now, dear guests?” Flavious announced as if to mock the girl’s obvious distress. 


	The audience responded with 


	obscene calls and applause. 


	Flavious rubbed his jaw, “It isn’t proper that she not have anywhere to go to show off her pretty jewelry, now does it?” 


	The audience gave a shake of their heads and responded with a series of cat calls and 


	someone shouted, “Maybe she could travel about that column to find someone to admire her lovely jewelry?” 


	Flavious pointed to the voice, “Capital idea. Julia, would you be so kind as to coax our nipple clipped little slut to start her endless journey about this column. Here, use this whip to get her started…” 


	Julia swung a side arm stroke that nailed the girl across her back. Making her lung forward and stagger a bit. The motion caused the weights attached to her nipples to sway and jerk her breasts about. A second stroke caused Luna to cry out against her bit, “AAA!” She started her useless trod about the column making slow awkward sprawl-legged steps caused by the spreader still attached to her ankles. When she’d made two such circuits of the column, Julia delivered her another coaxing with the whip across her back. The tips 


	of the whip curled around scoring the side curves of her breasts. Causing her additional pain. Julia gave her 


	stroke immediately following the other one, WHAP! 


	Luna arched her back causing her breasts to thrust forward with the clips and weights yanking them 


	this way and that. From behind the gag in her mouth, she gave a guttural gasp, “AAA!” 


	By this time, Flavious told Carlos he could join them for some food. Julia gave Luna in all, seven more 


	swipes with the whip. Each one drawing a throaty gasp from the grotesquely bound sunburned Amazon nakedly 


	trodding about the column. Her breasts sagged slightly flopping about due to the stress imposed upon them by the clips and weights. 


	As Julia seated herself again by her master, Flavious, she kissed him. Smiling, she took her goblet of wine and drank a large gulp. The chicken tasted so good. 


	Flavious poured some of the wine over Julia’s breasts. 


	With his tongue, he licked the tips of her nipples. She giggled and poured some more wine over her clitoris. 


	Flavious indulged himself. 


	Jasmine availed herself to Marcus. The wine tasted quite sweet on her swollen breasts. Wine mixed with Lydia’s breast milk tasted unique sweet. Lydia had been eating a lot of foods cooked in honey. She was so swollen with her fruit, needed help to go about. Her breasts were aching and full of milk. Mixed with wine, she tasted sweeter than Mona. Gretchen milked her. 


	The Amazon sweated and struggling to keep her footing on the smooth marble floor. Luna developed a renewed sense of devotion to both her master and mistress. Her desire to please out-weighed her desire to escape. So she tried to convey that to her Master, “Master. Please let me serve you. Free me that I might join in your pleasure…” Luna spoke with a yearning to please tone of voice. “Mistress, may I also be free to please you?” Luna begged. 


	Flavious looked at his handy work. She was his piece of property. He rubbed his jaw. Julia looked at him in a bit of surprise. She whispered to him, “Be careful of this dark hairdo Amazon. She is quite strong even in her weakened condition. 


	Let me go over and give her another taste of the whip for opening her mouth.” 


	Marcus stopped in mid gulp of a swallow of wine. He looked at Flavious and then at Carlos. Carlos shook his head no. Flavious didn’t look at Carlos. Carlos slipped out of sight. 


	Flavious stood up. He was completely nude, and noticeably erect. He addressed his dinner party, “My guests and newly acquired property. I see this one has spent a very eventful day. If I expect her to serve me better, perhaps I should give her some rest and a chance to recover her strength…” The crowd seemed to murmur about this and the other, “Oh, I get mixed emotions from you all. Julia, how say you to freeing our new slave girl from her humiliation?” 


	“My master. I am ready to follow your orders.” She bowed her head to the floor. 


	“Lydia, how do like your new playmates? I know they aren’t pregnant like you are. But I’m sure you can still make use of them. Shall I free them?” 


	In the manner of Julia, they bowed their heads, “Master, your decision is our order.” They spoke in unison. “Hum. You dear Marcus, could use her mouth to make you cum? Want to have her try?” 


	“Flavious she is your property. I would agree with anything you decide to do with her.” 


	“Ha, Ha! All right then the rest of you. How should I use this well muscled Amazon? Leave her to tread pointlessly about that column? Her breasts sore and bouncing under the weights? Or free her to give us her promised pleasures?” 


	In various voices, some female others male, Flavious heard, “Free her!” 


	“Leave the slut to toil about the column… I like to watch her breasts bobble and sway.” 


	“Lash the insolent bitch. Then put her on the wrack!” 


	“Yes, wrack her! Amazon style.” 


	“Put more weights on her breasts and one on her clit!” 


	“Have the blonde brought back! And let them girl each other for our entertainment.” 


	“Hang her by her thumbs!” 


	“Flog her!” 


	“Crucify her.” 


	“Put her on the wedge.” 


	One soft mouth girl, holding up her wine glass licked her lips and in a girlish voice, “Let her go that I 


	might suck on her properly…” 


	Flavious looked at her with a curious air, “You randy little bitch, would like to take her place?” 


	She looked at Flavious over the tip of her cup. Quietly, she kept on licking the rim of her cup. 


	“All right, guests, we’ll have sport of her some more.” Thinking that Carlos was nearby, he snapped his 


	fingers, “Fix her that we may…” 


	It was at this word that Luna had managed to free her right arm. In a serious step into action, Flavious looked for Carlos. He was gone! Luna was nearly free now and with the weights still on her breasts she went into action. There was a noticeable fervor among the dining guests. Most were too drunk to take the action seriously. It was the very thing Luna was looking for. A group too drunk to do anything. Flavious was looking about for a weapon. Finding none, he grabbed a drapery from the back of his cushions. Luna took up the spreader that had been fixed to her ankles. She began to strike out at the guests. Landing one blow on Jasmine’s head. She fell limp into Marcus’ lap. Blood appeared from her forehead. Luna swung at Julia. She missed and the stick broke against the edge of the main table. Flavious used the drapery to fend off the blows of Luna’s now broken stick. She tried to bring one hard one up at his balls. It was a near miss. 


	Using the end of the spreader like a staff. She landed the pointed end against Lydia’s pregnant belly. It was not a gentle tap. Lydia doubled and gasped a painful wail that caught the attention of the surgeon. He was attempting to hide behind a side column. 


	Marcus was on his feet and reaching for a cushion. Grabbing one he paired off a blow that would have nearly killed him. Taking up a nearby knife to cut the main food dish, Flavious held the drapery in one hand and the knife in the other. He smiled a controlled smile at her. Luna was trying to get behind him. Knocking over guests and servants in her path. Luna’s eyes grew wide. She stopped and turned. A loud bong hit her on the head. Her eyes rolled up and she fell forward as out of no where a thump forced her to her knees. A gong striker had hit her. 


	Flavious looked over his shoulder. Carlos was holding the polished servants gong. He smiled at him and cocked his head. Two guards entered behind him holding spears. Looking toward Luna who was shaking her head, he saw Marcus smiling and holding the gong striker. Marcus was smiling and standing quite proud. 


	Flavious tossed the knife down onto the table. He let the drapery fall to the floor near where it was originally. “Thanks to you, my dear friends. Let us all enjoy our dinner.” 


	The guards now had the Amazon in hand. They brought her over to Flavious. Those weights on her breasts and sex swayed causing their breasts and clits to move this way and that. The one on right breast fell off. 


	“Remove her weights. Carlos take her over to the Arena. Give her fifty lashes with the long whip. I don’t want her skin off. Just make her think it’s coming off. Do the whipping yourself. You may ‘use’ her when you’re done. Make sure she stands at the post all night. Fasten her nipples to it. In the morning, see to it she is employed at the harvest mill. Have her shackled naked to it. She’s to remain totally naked at all times. Oil her well I don’t want her skin broiled off.” 


	“Yes, master. She is quite sunburned already, sire.” 


	“Yes, She is. A pity for her, tomorrow and the next day laboring in the hot Sun…” 


	There was a commotion-motion. Lydia was screaming. The surgeon had a worried look on his face. 


	“Flavious! It’s Lydia…” Julia cried out. 


	“Surgeon, work skillfully. Save her and her babies.” Flavious beseeched. 


	“I will try, sire.” He was already doing his best. “Get me some hot water, swiftly!” 


	“If she dies, you die, Amazon bitch!” Flavious promised Luna. 


	Luna stared back at him. With a surprise to all, Luna asked Flavious, “Let me help the surgeon, 


	Master. This is my fault this is happening. I have skills that can help him.” 


	Flavious was aghast. He looked at the surgeon who had his eyes on Luna. She nodded to the surgeon 


	with sincerity and confidence. The surgeon looked at her, then at Flavious. He nodded and rolled his head 


	indicating her to join in and assist him. 


	“What do you know of this, woman?” The surgeon asked pointedly. 


	“Trust me. This girl births three. The Egyptian method you learned of will handle it, but you 


	will have to make a wider cut…” 


	“No! That will sever her here and she will bleed to death!” The surgeon was in a hurry. 


	“True, but you must have a wider cut, or these babies will not get out in time. 


	Trust me!” Luna made 


	eye contact with the surgeon. 


	He nodded, “All right, be careful of bleeding…” For more than an hour, Luna and the surgeon worked on Lydia. It was certain that her only hope was with opening her belly up and getting her babies out. The surgeon learned this technique in Egypt. The operation was a complete success. Lydia pulled through fine and her three little triplets were weak, but alive. 


	Flavious smiled at her. He was proud of her three little girls. 


	Sunburn 


	The next five years went quickly. In that time, the Emperor scheduled more than nine events in Flavious’ Arena. Sheeta, Luna, and Valanna were the stars of the show. In his keen senses, Flavious would arrange for the girls to dominate over each other. Sometimes, one would dominate two or two would dominate one. On this particular day, Sheeta and Valanna were Luna’s personal slaves. Luna had them tied together facing each other. Their turgid nipples pressing together. Wet, bare sexes pressed close enough to feel the slippery gap of neither lips with swollen clits pursed between them. 


	Under the lash, the two blonde Amazons would writhe and twist. Braided leather slapping on sweating nudity would coil itself around the two girls like an evil snake. Its tip flicking at an exposed breast or nipple. Causing it to burn and swell to the excitement of the audience. 


	“Flavious, there is nothing more arousing than a naked slave girl getting a whipping. Unless maybe two naked slave-girls getting whipped…” Marcus lowered his wine cup. 


	“Ha ha, Marcus, right you are. Luna sure does know how to punish blondes. I am so glad you were able to come back this year. It’s been about three years since we last saw each other…” 


	“Make it five, my good friend.” 


	“Oh, no… By the gods… You’re right! The triplets are five now!” Flavious shakes his head, “You know, Lydia is such a keen breeder. I put her in the fields the week after you left. What do you know, but she was ready for another one. Swelling and working in the hot Sun. She pumped out three more baby girls since then. Oh, one at a time mind you. Look at her over there with Julia. You’d never know she has given birth to six girls in five years. Triplets and three, one at a time. This brings the total number of girls she has birthed to seventeen. She’s not even forty years old yet. In fact she’s only thirty two. To look at her, she has only a small scar above her cleft where the surgeon took the triplets out of her. Look at her full breasts standing so high and pouting. 


	She’s full of milk still you know. Looking at her, you might figure her to be about twenty or so. A natural breeder…” 


	“Flavious. I have some bad news. I lost Jasmine.” 


	“Marcus…” 


	“It happened at the Forum, in Rome. I sent her to fetch a new bolt of cloth to make a new dress with. A chariot with two horses spooked by a gawky clown. They broke into a runaway gallop. The driver tried his best to stop them. It was too late. She died in my arms… That was a year ago. I’d had her for over eight years.” 


	“I am sorry, dear friend. Jasmine was a special girl.” 


	Marcus looked at his friend and the corners of his mouth turned up slightly. He closed his eyes and nodded. 


	“Marcus, there is someone who’d like to see you.” Flavious motioned with his hand. 


	Slowly climbing the steps up to his private box, Gretchen stopped in front of Marcus. On her wrists and ankles were chains made of gold. She put the little finger of her right hand into her mouth. Supple in her youth. Gretchen’s clear blue eyes became almost hypnotic. Her skin had turned a deep golden brown. Gold rings were in her nipples and clitoris. 


	Marcus stood up and his eyes grew wide and happy. 


	“Look closer, Marcus there is more…” Gretchen turned around an motioned to the base of the 


	steps. On a run, a small boy, wearing a white toga ran up toward Gretchen. She caught him in her arms. He fiddled with her nipple ring. “He’s yours, Marcus. I took her out of the fields when you left. She was never with anyone else…” 


	Marcus began to weep slightly. It was good to see some joy return to his heart. 


	“You can keep her, Marcus. Oh, and the boy too. You’ve done a lot for me to win favor with the Emperor. Gretchen, 


	you are to remain the property of Marcus. He will have your ownership papers before he leaves. You will sleep with him and be his companion and fulfill his every wish.” 


	“Yes, dear lord. My son and I will gladly become the property of master Marcus.” 


	The show Flavious staged for the Emperor was one of such erotic grandeur that it was almost unbelievable. It was a story about a war and the eventual enslavement of a nation of blonde Amazons by a nation of brunette Amazons. The blondes were subjected to torture and hard labor at the hands of their buxom dark hair conquerors. Flavious had managed to set up mock labor camps. He even staged a type of stone quarry. The ultimate destination of these stones to be used to construct a small pyramid near one side of the arena. 


	The blondes were forced to labor naked in the Sun. Their backs, breasts, butts, and sex became the exposed targets of their brunette overseers’ whips. Any blonde who resisted or rebelled against her captors, was immediately punished before the rest. This was usually accomplished with a whipping while suspended spread-eagle or crucified. Sometimes a girl was forced to ride a shaft or peg while being whipped; always whatever caprice befell the girl, she suffered it immediately and fully naked before the other slaves and onlookers. As usual with Flavious’ arena spectacles there are story tellers providing descriptions to the paying audience. In the case of the Emperor himself, any ideas or special scenes he’d care to see, would be arranged for him. Flavious was always honored to provide a spectacle for the Emperor that would cater to his every wishes. 


	One such scene unfolding before the crowd, consisted of a wheel to which was attached a rope that span to the upper level of the rising pyramid. While four nude blondes turned the spokes of the wheel, the rope would convey other blonde slaves to the highest level of the pyramid. Dangling from the rope, the nude girls would glisten with sweat and display their ample charms to the full view of the audience. The crack of the whip against the naked backs of the girls turning the wheel, kept it at a proper speed. On some occasions, a girl would become exhausted dangling from the rope. She’d drop to the arena floor only to be met by a dark hair overseer who’d promptly seize her, and drag the girl to some cruel punishment. For most part, the slave camp was occupied by nude blonde females, however, a few males were here and there to fuck the girls. These males would bend a blonde over a barrel or stone, fucking her long and hard for the spectacle of all. This added a completeness to the atmosphere of the labor camp. In keeping with reality, some of the girls laboring both at the quarry, the wheel, and the pyramid were in various stages of pregnancy. If a male got an erection, he usually relieved himself on any slave girl he could find regardless of her condition. 


	One such scene unfolding before the crowd consisted of the punishment of two girls who had dropped from the rope conveyor. In full exposure to the hot Sun, the two girls were bound suspended and straddling a rope that had been stretched taught between two large wooden posts. Their breasts pressed together at their nipples. Smooth bare clefts had been split on the coarse rope. Their ankles had been roped together, spread and drawn downward and were secured to the base of two other posts. Both girl’s wrists were tied together and drawn widespread to the same posts which held their ankles spread. 


	The emperor decided he wished to see these girls split on the rope, have their breasts whipped. It took only a moment to rearrange the girls back to back. In the heat of the early afternoon. Two sets of bare, sunburned breasts heaved brazenly naked under a cloudless sky. A profile of erect nipples outlined the intended targets exposed for the lash. Two dark hair Amazons, now nude themselves because of 


	the afternoon heat tested the swing of their whips. They intended to whip these blondes with single braid leather whips. With their polished handles these measured some six or seven feet long. Standing on each side of the girls, the sultry brunette nudes swung their whips. In unison, the whips sliced the air with a whirring sound like a swarm of angry bees. The braided leather slithered across the bare nipples of each girl, leaving a red streak in their path. The two blondes learned quickly not to toss their heads back before letting out with a shriek as it’d caused them to bump heads. Chaffed breasts swayed reddish brown in the glare of the intense Sun as the black leather drew across sun-bronzed skin. Both girls vocalized a guttural howling of pain. Having delivered several strokes to each of the two blondes. The dark hair girls put down the long whips and took up two six thong floggers. 


	Sweating and heaving, the blondes’ breasts, with their swollen red nipples, exploded with a new pain. The six thong floggers flicked their sunburned skin with a fiery slap. Unable to vocalized for several strokes of these whips, gave the audience an indication that the girls had lost their breath. When they were able to in a breath, everyone heard the two girls gasp. Their heavy breasts heaved, bouncing red streaked and shuddered visibly in the Sun. 


	The emperor hearing the slap of leather thongs against glistening bare breasts, swore it sounded like water being struck. While the strands of the floggers seemed to splay casually across the girls’ exposed torsos; the streaks of leather would mold themselves to the contours of each girl’s tender curve. The supple strands of the floggers would chafe their fully erect nipples. Making each blonde moan and beg for the whipping to stop. 


	Even the dark hair girls found themselves getting as sunburned as their blonde captives. The shoulders and upper slopes of their breasts began to show visible signs of sunburn. Turning a reddish copper, their nipples and breasts gently swayed as the girls’ arms swung the whips over their suffering blonde captives. 


	A closer look along the brown skin of these women’s round asses could be seen faint lines from previous whippings. It was obvious these two were not immune from the lash either. 


	The events planned tomorrow would have a rebellion of the blonde slaves and the enslavement of the dark hair girls. For now, however, the whips in the hands of these two gloriously nude brunettes would punish these blonde slave girls without mercy under a hot Roman sun. 


	Lydia was sucking Flavious’ cock. Her erect nipples brushing lightly on his thighs. Julia kissed Flavious while Mona fondled Julia’s bare sex, “Marcus, these two girls on the ropes having their breasts whipped will turn the tables on those two brunettes tomorrow. I’m afraid they’ll be unhappy at the fact that they will be doing the whipping while they are nude. It’ll hurt more on sunburned skin, being naked in the Sun that is…” 


	“Um, yes, but the Emperor finds that most erotic. I believe he wants those two blondes tonight in his bed chamber…” 


	“No problem. I am glad you told me. Not one of his aids has spoken to me since he arrived yesterday.” Julia squirmed uneasily at Flavious’ words. 


	“That’s odd.” 


	“Oh? Why?” 


	“Well, I distinctly heard him tell Velbus, to give you his special wants and desires list. Yes, in fact, Velbus was to contact you a day early. You say no one has spoken to you?” Marcus seemed disturbed at this. 


	“No, Marcus. No one has contacted me with any of the Emperor’s special requests. 


	I’d thought he would ask me when he got here…” 


	“Let’s speak directly to the Emperor about this.” Marcus suggested. 


	Flavious nodded. 


	A heavy wooden door swung open. Velbus, Marcus and Flavious entered a chamber that was dimly lit with torches leaning away from the walls. They gave off an aroma of burning pitch. Seated astride a wooden device that resembled a kind of sawhorse, was Felina, naked and sweating. Felina’s breasts swayed gently as two shinny and pointed weights dangled from her bent nipples. Her face was screwed up in pain. He motioned for the men who were working on her to continue. 


	“Why didn’t you follow the orders given to you by aid Velbus, Felina?” Flavious asked. 


	Felina shook her head and let out a gasp between her teeth. She shuddered slightly. Her bare cleft split over the edge of the cruel plank. Marcus could see her swollen clitoris pressed against the sharp crest of the horse. Mona, nude, stood near holding a six thong whip, her skin glistening with a fresh coat of oil. 


	Flavious nodded for Mona to apply the lash to Felina. Velbus looked at Mona. He noticed the ridged outline of her erect right nipple as she brought the whip behind her. Her ebony muscles tapering into firm curves that produced flowing lines leading downward towards her bare sex. 


	The whip made a whisking sound as Mona brought it around in a side arm stroke. 


	Splaying its six thongs across Felina’s back. The ends seeking to touch rounded side curves of exposed breasts. Felina’s arms were drawn upward and spread above her head to a rope that spanned the torture chamber. Weights were dangling from her ankles. The slap of the lash made Felina whimper. Leaving a series of red streaks across her back and sides. This impact made her twist slightly. That didn’t do her cleft any good. 


	“AAHH! OH, NO! PLEASE, MASTER!” 


	“Please what, Felina? Velbus gave you orders that came from the Emperor himself. 


	They were most important for me to know about. You were either forgetful or just plain lazy. Now, tell me. Which is it, forgetful or lazy?” 


	Flavious fondled Felina’s breasts. He worried them a bit with his fingers. With a firm, yet somewhat gentleness, he bounced her breasts making the weights bobble up and down. Felina winced and swallowed. 


	“How long has she been on this thing, Flavious?” Velbus asked. 


	Looking at Mona, Flavious shrugged a bit, “I donno, maybe an hour or so. Why?” 


	Velbus whispered to him. Flavious looked a bit surprised, “Really? You think she might have had something to do with Felina’s problem?” 


	Velbus continued his personal conversation with Flavious. Flavious nodded and raised his brows. 


	His eyes narrowed a bit. He shook his head slightly. Smiling he squinted and looked at Velbus. Velbus smiled back and motioned that he had more. Felina’s breathing was a bit irregular by now. The main reason for this was her nearing orgasm. 


	A little bit later in another room, mistress Julia was nearing her orgasm. Both girls rubbed their breasts together. Their erect nipples playing touch and brush as the two girls breathed heavier. A quick slap of the lash, made Julia whimper. 


	The Emperor was fucking Mona in the ass while she whipped Julia over her back. 


	Julia’s cleft was split against the sharp wood of the horse. Felina’s clitoris was by now swollen and nearly raw from her two hour ordeal earlier on the punishment horse. The two girls were tied ankle to ankle and wrist to wrist. 


	Julia could feel the heat from Felina’s punished cleft. She herself had been on this thing for nearly an hour now. Her own cleft was turning red and sore. 


	Julia’s forehead crisped up as she looked at Flavious. He was fucking Ebony. 


	Marcus was fucking Gretchen. Velbus was fucking Tina. “Darling, you really must experience more orgasms with Felina. After all, when the Emperor allows you to be removed from this, likely you two will be remounted on the bar in his chambers. I have a feeling that you two will be girling each other for the next six days so you might as well get started. I hope this teaches you both a lesson. I’m displeased that you grabbed Felina and made her do your bidding when she was under the Emperor’s orders. The Emperor blames you both, so you both must be punished. He ordered that you two be horsed and girled for the remainder of the time he is here. Oh, yes, and you both will be whipped from time to time…” 


	The two girls looked forlorn. Julia nodded and closed her eyes. Turning her head toward Felina she opened her mouth and kissed her. Julia shuddered in another orgasm. The horse could drag many orgasms from the two girls. 


	A very naked Julia now stood with her ankles spread and corded to ring-bolts inset in the floor. Her wrists had been tied and drawn to a single ring set in the ceiling. Lydia, fully nude, stood behind her mistress. In her right hand she held a coiled single braid whip. 


	“Julia, you must now be whipped. Your slave, Lydia, will whip you. Lydia, punish your mistress by whipping her breasts and sex. Whip her until I give you the signal to stop. Understand?” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Julia, do you have anything to say?” 


	“No, master.” She shook her head. 


	The whip made a whistling sound as Lydia swung it behind her. In a full arc, Lydia wrapped it over and across Julia’s bare breasts. It scored her nipples. 


	Julia tossed her head back and let out a squeal. “EEEAAAHHH!” Again the slice of the whip in the air. Its impact making a wet sounding slap. Turgid nipples were punished again with coarse leather. Julia’s head went back and she opened her mouth to a deep throaty gasp. “AARRGGHH!” Again the leather hissed a path in the air to land across quivering breasts. Rock hard nipples standing like tough little troopers against the on-slot of braided cow hide. This time when Lydia pulled away the whip. Julia’s breasts swayed from side to side. 


	“AAA!” Julia twisted on her tether. Causing more distention of her now red streaked teats. 


	Lydia dropped the whip to a lower level. In a nasty upward stroke. The narrow braid found the cleft of her sex. Coarse leather bit like a snake on Julia’s tender clitoris. This impact caused her to give two quick shakes of her head. It was unthinkable for Julia to realize that her bare sex was being whipped. 


	Three more strokes up and between her legs. Parting the neither lips of her cleft, seared Julia’s womanhood with a fiery reminder of her folly. 


	It was on the eighth stroke that Julia sucked in a deep breath. The ninth stroke delivered another quick shake of her head. The tenth was the charmer. It produced one of the most pitiful wails Flavious or anyone had ever heard from a naked girl under the lash. Julia rocked her head back and forth and let out a cry that echoed in every corner of the villa. Slaves at work stopped and listened in terror, “AAAAAIIIIIEEEEEAAAAAHHHHH!” 


	The next strokes were once again delivered to her bare breasts. They became a cross-hatch of red welts that spanned here and there over nipples and curves. As the whip took grip on her soft swollen tits, Lydia would pull it away sharply. 


	Chaffing and raising red vivid welts. Making Julia’s breasts sway and bounce at every stroke. Julia vocalized her agony with breathy gulping protests. “NOOO! 


	NNNAAAHHH! PLEEESE! YAAH! AH! OH! HHUUMMPP!” 


	The Emperor looked at Flavious and nodded his approval to stop the whipping. 


	Flavious raised his hand to halt Lydia. It was now Felina’s turn to go under the lash. She received her whipping from Mona. Her acceptance of the whip differed little from Julia’s responses. When her whipping was completed. Julia and Felina were tied facing each other for the night. The grueling girl punishment, being forced to remain nipple to nipple and clit to clit. The two girls settled in as the Emperor and their master retired to separate bed chambers. Flavious would sleep with Mona and Lydia. They would provide him with ample amusement. 


	Meanwhile, the Emperor would enjoy his own slave girls along with the two sunburned blondes from the arena, to fill his carnal needs. The blondes really wouldn’t enjoy what he’d planned for them. 


	They stood before him, with their wrists behind their necks. Displaying their nudity, with out-thrust 


	chests; each girl showing him a pair of whipped and very sunburned breasts tipped with the sorest looking set of nipples that ever could be seen. As the Emperor admired their shape and complemented them on taking such a brutal whipping at the hands of the brunettes, he decided that something else was needed as a final touch to add to their experiences. He snapped his fingers and Lyona stepped over. She had a very thin rod in her hand. The Emperor smiled as his fingers began to fondle each of the girl’s sore nipples. 


	The nude blondes stood back to back with their wrists crossed and drawn up by a rope tied to a ring-bolt fastened in the ceiling. Their legs were obscenely spread and roped to the base of two impressive columns. Lyona, standing absentmindedly naked was ready to apply the switch with skill to the two blonde’s already well whipped breasts. 


	Lyona licked the switch then casually ran it across her own nipples, causing them to pop up hard and erect. She smiled at one of the girls, whose name was Nann, and with a wrinkle of her nose and a wink of her eye, she looked at her master who gave her a sign by lifting his left index finger. Using a rapid side arm stroke, she impacted the switch directly across Nann’s sore nipples. They were hard as she felt the firm flesh against the rod give her a feeling like she’d struck a couple of pebbles. 


	Nann shook her head, “No.” 


	Nann’s nipples indented with the rod and returned to their swollen shape. At first to look at them, it was hard to believe that the nipples were struck at all. Then, Lyona noticed the area where the rod struck, became white just for a second, then immediately turned a deeper red, forming a line across each nipple and 


	continuing to each side about another inch or two. The sound the switch made perked the Emperor up as 


	it was similar to the sound that might have been made if Lyona had struck two full boata bags of wine. A wet almost hollow kind of sound. Nann just closed her eyes and screwed up her face in pain. She stomped her foot a couple of times, with in the limits of her condition of course. She shook her head, but oddly enough, she didn’t let out sound. Shrugging her shoulders, Lyona looked at her master, who again 


	motioned for another. She gave a courtly nod of her head, and answered his order with another swift slice across Nann’s nipples. 


	Nann fairly danced in her bondage like a tethered doll. This time she let out a scream that made 


	the Emperor’s ears hurt. He ordered her gagged as well as Tara, the other blonde. For the next hour, Lyona 


	worked up a hefty sweat pelting the two blonde’s nipples with the rod. The Emperor stood up and went over to first Nann then around to Tara. He touched the girls’ popping hard nipples, all they could do was weep. Just for fun, he had Lyona give each of the girls another five. He swore the columns they were bound between shifted a bit. On the last stroke on each blonde’s bare red nipples Lyona would rub the rod up and down over their tips. The girl who had been struck, would gasp and whimper. The Emperor’s firm cock would quiver at the sight of the girl’s bare breasts shuddering after each stroke of the switch. From his vantage point, he could clearly see one of the girl’s nipples gorged ruby red. From her squirming and reactions, he knew Lyona’s skills with the switch were excellent. 


	Following their switching, Lyona, at the Emperor’s orders attached a Chinese clip fixed with a shinny bobble weight to each of the blonde’s throbbing nipples. As the two girls shifted their weight and vocalize their protests, the weights made their sunburned breasts gently sway back and forth. These weights were just heavy enough to make their nipples bend over. Lyona knew that when the Emperor ordered the clips and weights to be removed, these two girls would climax. 


	Marcus enjoyed Gretchen. She rode him like a stallion. Velbus found Ebony and Tina enjoyable in bed. Ebony was specially fun after a whipping with a tawse. 


	Julia Pays 


	A nude Julia and Felina were lowered from the ceiling over the dining room. The device they were on defied description. Consisting of a strut that supported their weight via the form of a triangular bar. Julia’s hairless cleft bisected the evil thing leaving her toes dangling in mid-air. No other support for her weight had been offered, save for her bare sex. Her wrists were attached to a twin set of cuffs that kept them at the level of her head or just slightly above. She crisped her toes searching for ground where there wasn’t any. 


	Felina’s bare cleft fit nicely on the strut. Her long lovely legs dangled down with searching toes. Like her companion, her wrists were fastened to a set of cuffs at or above the line of her hair. Attached to each girl’s ankles was a cuff to which was linked by a length of chain. In the center of each chain dangled, via another chain, a heavy stone weight. This obviously caused unspeakable pressure to each girl’s bare 


	cleft. Two naked girls were riding this device. Simple and utterly painful. This hellish thing was very clever by design. It’d consisted of a triangular strut, bolted and suspended between two vertical flat shafts. Offset by the weight of the two girls fixed on the two triangular struts. It resembled a kind of scale with a metal plate on each end. This was to keep one girl being tortured on it from sliding off should the girl on the side opposite be of a lighter weight. To off-set this factor, the stone weights on each girl’s ankles could be made lighter or heavier as needed. 


	In feeling the hard sharp surface of this device, Julia and Felina experienced various degrees of orgasm. Both by design and providence. Their bare clefts were firmly bisected on the polished surface. The sharp edge pressed with a venom on each girl’s swollen clitoris. 


	It was the Emperor who spoke first… “Flavious, you fix a splendid meal.” 


	“For your palate, oh divine one.” 


	“Hump. Well, I also mean the two hanging from your ceiling. It seems that they are, shall I say, by design, fixed for punishment?!” 


	“They are indeed, exalted one.” 


	“Well, what shall they endure further? Either the horse or the effects of girling shall they be punished. Is this a kind of horse?” 


	“My lord, I call this the `Scale of fate’.” 


	“Indeed! I wonder how long they can stand this `scale of fate?’ Say, maybe, a couple of hours?” 


	“Nothing more than, should my lord decree it.” 


	“It’ll be decreed, Flavious. They shall be there no more than three hours…” 


	“Three hours it shall be. I will let them down only after the prescribed three hours of punishment. 


	While Flavious and his guests dined, the two girls suffered on the “edge” of fate. Helpless toes searched for 


	the comfort of solid floor. Only thin air greeted their efforts. By the end of the second hour, Julia and Felina were gasping and moaning softly. Julia’s bare breasts heaved rock hard nipples as she quivered in the throes of another orgasm. The chains holding each girl’s tender wrists were placed on them so as to prevent them from lifting off the sharp edge of the shinny triangular bar. 


	Felina had been weeping softly, while wet tears flowed over Julia’s rosy cheeks. 


	They dripped softly down onto her gently rising and falling breasts. 


	On several occasions the two girls would try to shift their weight. This would only cause a deeper throb to their split clefts. Vocalized gasps and whimpers would echo in the dining hall. Now an again a careless shift or bounce would cause them to emit a muted gasp or sigh. Sometimes a casual flattening of breasts would enhance one or the others passion. The stones on their shackles would gently sway to and 


	fro or back and forth as they struggled. Or as they orgasmed. Both girls were sweating profusely as they neared the end of the third hour. The Emperor had a new idea. 


	“Flavious?” 


	“Yes, lord.” 


	“Have these two flogged. Use the long nine thong braid on them. I want it to wrap around and across their hard nipple breasts. Raise welts on them.” 


	“Very well, my lord.” 


	“Carlos?” 


	“Yes, master?” 


	“Flog Julia and Felina while they are on the `scale’ and use the long nine thong braid on them. Wrap it well so that it falls across their breasts and nipples. 


	Raise some welts on them!” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	Carlos fetched the long braided whip. It was knotted on the ends. He swung it a few times to test its heft. He then lowered the two women to a position where their stones were still at least three inches from the marble floor. 


	Julia received the first lash. It fell across her back and wrapped itself around and across her breasts. Scoring her hard nipples. As he pulled it off, the strands of the whip would catch and dribble over her erect nipples. As much as the device would allow, Julia jerked and tossed her head back to let out a painful wail, “AAAIIIEEE!” 


	A second lash fell across her back in a tight wrap that scored a red paint of welts all over her back and around to her breasts. Red nipples pouted upward as Julia heaved in a gulp of air. She shook her head twice. The whip still clung to her. She let the air out of her lungs with a deep throated gurgle. “EERRGGHH... 


	AAAHHH!” 


	Carlos delivered his next six to Julia’s companion. Felina twisted on the bar more than she should have. She felt her ridged clitoris pop and scrape back and forth over the crest of the bar. Her toes pointed straight down. Seeking a floor at any cost. There was none to be found. From the first lash, Carlos wrenched scream after scream from Felina. Her body shivering as he pulled the lash across her sun-browned nudity. Quivering breasts with swollen nipples taunted their curves to the cords of the whip. 


	For both girls, the position of their arms forced their breasts into full exposure. Hard, bullet like nipples weathered the rain of lashes being delivered to their sensitive tips. The next six caught Julia. Each stroke making her toss her lovely head back and cry out. A muffled slice of the strands followed by a pitiful 


	wail. Was about all the sound that echoed in the dining hall that evening. There was no mercy given to the two tortured girls. 


	When the third hour had ended. The two girls had each received more than thirty strokes. They were streaked from their shoulders to their ankles with welts. 


	Carlos stopped the whipping and at Flavious’ command, he lowered the two girls to the floor. Julia was weak kneed. She had to be held up to allow the bar to fall to the ground. Felina was able to stand on her legs. She, too, was some what weak. 


	It was after a few seconds when their weight was off the crest. The two girls began to howl in pain. Blood had rushed into two distended and swollen pairs of clitoris. By looking close, Julia’s clitoris turned a vividly bright red. 


	Felina’s clit swelled a bit more and became bright red on vivid pink. 


	Both girls sported deep red thumb size clits peeking out from between pink puffy neither lips. It was difficult for them to close their legs and walk. 


	“Flavious, these two are disgustingly obscene. They have been flogged, yes. But neither of them have been lashed between their legs. Hoist them up by their spread ankles and have your man Carlos, give them a sound strapping on those disgusting red female parts between their legs!” 


	Flavious did not wish to punish his favorites any more. But the Emperor was the Emperor. His wishes were commands that no one dare argue. 


	“As you decree, my lord. Carlos, make it as the Emperor commands. Put these two up by their ankles. Use the strap between their legs. Pop them hard and draw it across their bare sex. Punish their obscene display.” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	It was done in a few moments. Both Julia and Felina whimpered and begged for forgiveness. In a remarkably short while, both girls hung suspended upside down. 


	Their legs spread wide. Clits were laid totally bare for the coarse leather strap. Taking careful aim, Carlos brought the strap up and in a full overhead arch. It slapped down with a loud “WHOP” onto Felina’s bare sex. She jerked and heaved a bit. Her tethered wrists pulled on the rings in the floor enough to hear them creak. Oddly, no sound came out. The girl was trying to catch her breath. She just couldn’t. Four more found her burning sex. Four more times, she jerked and twisted. Shaking her head back and forth. It was on the sixth stroke that when she jerked, the sound of air rushing into her lungs could be heard. 


	Nature had a way of providing workings to the lungs even when the body felt it was all over for breathing. Felina gasped. Her clit was flaming red and nearly twice the size it’d been. Her breasts heaved with their whip swollen nipples exposed to view. 


	When Felina let go her scream. It sounded inhuman. The Emperor was almost frightened by it. 


	“AAAARRRRIIIIEEEEHHHHAAAA!” 


	Carlos let Felina catch her breath a bit. He went over to Julia. In a firm arch of his arm. The strap came down onto Julia’s swollen clitoris. It made a wet slap, like that of water being struck with the flat end of an ore. Unlike Felina, Julia drew her strength inward. Taking in a breath as she did. The ropes holding her up creaked with the strain. Her breasts rose and fell quickly. 


	Jiggling and buffeting as she relaxed somewhat. It was then that her peeling out-cry echoed in the chamber. It was a high pitched guttural squeal that made the Emperor cover his ears. Flavious looked away for a moment. He focused on Felina. Then he focused his attention on the expression on Lydia’s face at seeing her mistress so tortured. She wept a quiet tear. Carlos delivered five more to Julia’s sex that sounded like he was slicing her with a knife. Each stroke brought a high pitched scream from Julia. It was after he pulled the strap across Julia’s clitoris for the sixth time that she let flow her pee. It ran down and over her chest to puddle on the floor. 


	“Carlos. Get the wand. Make these two suffer for her lack of control…” 


	Carlos nodded. The wand was a wicked length of limb some four feet long. It was the size of a little finger in diameter. In a series of rapid strokes. 


	Consisting of three each alternating between the two suspended girls. Carlos had delivered a total of thirty strokes to each girl. Clitoris’ were nearing the bursting point. Felina let go with her pee as she was crying and sobbing. It resulted in another series of fifteen strokes to each girl’s swollen clits. 


	The Emperor was now satisfied with the punishment of Flavious’ two errant slaves. He decreed that the two girls would not under go any further punishment. 


	Flavious ordered that Julia and Felina be taken to the baths and cleaned up. 


	Kitchen slaves cleaned up the mess as the men and their “in tow” slave girls retired to the main room. 


	“You are truly a man of honor, Flavious. I am very pleased that you followed my orders in having two of your favorite slaves punished…” The Emperor was grateful to Flavious. 


	“Sire. You are divine and your wishes are for all of us to fulfill. As you will see with the finally in the Arena on the ‘morrow.” 


	The Emperor nodded with a smile. Marcus lay back on the cushions while Gretchen pleased him by sucking on his cock. The Emperor’s personal slave girl, Lyona, pleased him by snuggling into position for him to slide his erection into her. 


	Lydia and Mona sucked and fondled Flavious’ cock and balls. Tina was riding Velbus while Ebony fondled Lyona’s breasts as the Emperor ordered her to do. 


	Lustina tiptoed in with a message for Flavious. She whispered it into his ear. 


	“Oh?” He looked at the Emperor. “It seems, sire, that those two lovely blondes you had last night tried to escape. Carlos captured them a short time ago. Shall we amuse ourselves with them?” 


	“Excellent idea, Flavious. Have them brought in.” 


	As the four men settled into a new posture. Carlos led the two naked, sunburned blondes in by chain collars. Their backs cruelly arched on struts. Chains were on their ankles and wrists. 


	Flavious stood and went to his blonde Amazons. He took first one and then another nipple between his finger and thumb. Squeezing, he brought both girls to their knees. Each one squealing a painful gasp, “AH! AH! Oh… Oh…” 


	“Carlos. Hang them up by their thumbs. Then give them each fifty lashes with the long nine braided whip. Raise some welts across their sunburned breasts. Whip them good.” 


	“With pleasure, master.” 


	In the baths, Felina pleasured Julia. Both women help each other to cool their swollen sexes. The girls’ bodies glistened in the torch light. Slowly, Felina took hand-full after hand-full of soothing water and poured it over Julia’s whip swollen breasts. 


	“Mistress?” 


	“Yes, sweets…” Julia spoke softly with her eyes closed. 


	“Master has never whipped any of his girls as hard as he’d had us whipped. Why?” 


	“I don’t blame Flavious, dear one. The Emperor… Well let’s just say he had his reasons. After all, it was my fault that I delayed you and caused you to loose the message from him to our master…” 


	Felina lowered her eyes, “No, mistress, it was my fault, I should have told you, politely, that I had a message from the Emperor to our master…” 


	Julia lifted Felina’s chin, “Both of us were to blame, that is why master punished us both…” 


	Felina nodded. 


	The two totally nude blondes hung by their thumbs. One had her back to the three men the other faced them. Both girls swayed slowly between two columns. Drawn upright with outstretched arms. The chains on their ankles dangled down scant inches from the marble floor. These two girls kept as still as possible. Too much twisting and turning could caused their thumbs to break. In their sunburned condition, the girls took on a reddish copper color. The torch light played flickering tones on the gentle curves of their breasts and butts. Between slightly spread legs peeked smooth, keyhole shaped clefts. 


	Marcus loved to watch blonde girls in some type of torment. Especially, naked, smooth clefted girls with firm breasts and swollen nipples. 


	The Emperor spoke first, “Flavious do these girls have names or do we call just call them sluts?” 


	“Oh divine one, the girl with her back to us is called Jeffene. Her companion goes by the name Fawna. They come from a distant tribe of barbaric warrior women who call themselves the Tranalites. In truth, sire, that is all that I know about them. They do tend to keep rather silent, no matter what is done to them…” 


	“Hum.” 


	“Carlos! When you are ready you may begin their lashing.” 


	“Psst, Flavious…” Marcus whispered, “Be sure he flogs their breasts and nipples…” Marcus nodded with a smile and a anxious look in his eyes. 


	“Oh, Marcus. You know dear fellow that any pair of well formed tits swaying to and fro under the lash makes your cock stand tall. From the look on Gretchen’s face, she’s ready for you, eh?” The Emperor lightly chided with Marcus. 


	Marcus got slightly red in the face. But, he nodded with dignity and grace to the Emperor. 


	The two blondes took this lashing with silence. It was obvious they were absorbing a great deal of pain. Using well placed side arm strokes. Carlos wrapped the tight braided nine thong whip around the swaying nudes. The whip made a whistling sound as its braids sliced the air. Copper skin exploded in a blaze of fire as the whip’s thongs clung to each girl’s tender breasts. As usual, the tell-tail sign of a sunburn revealed itself as the path of the whip first became a white, then immediately turned a deep red. As the whip fell away, in the wake of the red skin, came a vivid red welt. 


	Following each stroke, the girl receiving it would shake her head and gasp slightly. Straining to keep from making any kind of sound. After Carlos had delivered his forty first stroke to each girl, first Fawna then Jeffene released a muffled, but audible, “Nnniiinnnggghhh!” 


	Fawna almost broke her stoic acceptance of this form of punishment. She leaned her head over to the left and sobbed slightly. A fresh stroke had wrapped itself around and across her breasts. She bit her lower lip. 


	“Most excellent job of punishment, Carlos.” The Emperor complemented Flavious’ 


	right hand man. 


	Carlos bowed his head, “Most honored, oh Divine Emperor.” 


	“Flavious, I am growing tired and I wish to retire. I will see you in the Arena… Say about mid morning. Have breakfast brought to me in the morning… 


	Good night.” 


	“Good night, Sire.” 


	“Good night, and sleep well, exalted one.” 


	“Sleep well, divine Emperor.” 


	The emperor made his way to his bed chamber. Taking his slave girls and guards with him. Velbus followed shortly. 


	“Carlos, take these two down. Put them in a cell in the arena for the night. In fact, put them together for the night. Let them sooth each other…” 


	“Understood, master. They will find togetherness to be exhausting, sir.” 


	“Lydia. Mona. Follow me. Off to bed we go. Marcus, you may stay if you like. I will have breakfast in my chambers as well. I’ll see you at the Arena about mid morning…” 


	“Very well, Flavious… Capital idea of having breakfast in bed…” 


	“Sienna!” 


	A kitchen slave appeared and bowed to her master, “Lord?” 


	“See to it that breakfast is served to myself, Marcus, and Velbus when the Sun is at early rise. See to it the Emperor is served when he desires his breakfast. 


	Be certain and give the cook my orders, understood?” 


	“Understood, my master.” 


	In a cell in the arena, two well whipped, sunburned blondes stood nude and bound. Swollen and ridged nipples brushed firmly together. The wet, bare lips of each girl’s sex seemed openly spread to allow their puffy red clits to press close in tight intimacy. Fawna gasped in orgasm as Jeffene shuddered silently as her clit burned from her third climax. Jeffene, too, had now surrendered to another spasm of orgasm. 


	Before the night would give way to a new day. These two girls would experience more than a hundred orgasms. Carlos patted the behinds of each girl. He felt their skin turn to goose-bumps. 


	Lydia’s Whipping 


	Sunlight penetrated the gloom of the cell. From a window high above the floor, the early morning Sun poured in bathing the two blonde slaves in a golden shaft. 


	Carlos entered the cell. He carried his nine thong whip. The two blondes were semi conscious. Standing bound and completely naked as he’d left them. Wrist against wrist. Ankle against ankle. Facing each other with their breasts and sex pressed close together. Fawna had her back to Carlos. Rivulets of sweat ran down her back and flanks. Caused by the stream of orgasms she’d experienced throughout the night. 


	“Time to wake up, girls…” Carlos chided as he swung his whip across Fawna’s back. It exploded with a wet slap that wrapped and clung to Fawna’s nudity. The ends of the strands snaked around to catch the side curves of both girl’s swelling breasts. In her agony, Fawna twisted enough to fully expose Jeffene’s right breast. In another stroke that fell this time across Jeffene’s back, it wrapped itself around so that the ends clung to Jeffene’s bare nipple right breast. She howled a protest that caused her to writhe enough to rub both of her breasts against Fawna’s breasts. Ridged nipples excited by the sting of the lash fought a 


	mock battle against each other. Renewing strong sexual urges in both girls. 


	Sensitive clits felt the pangs of desire, pressing a renewed urgency to touch. 


	When each girl had received some six or eight strokes each. The two clits pressed once again together. The fires from the night before had left their mark on the two buds. As Fawna’s clit touched Jeffene’s clit the two girls screamed in both pain and passion. 


	Carlos whipped them on to greater heights of passion. Both girls swooning and twisting spread eagle against each other. Carlos left them. He’d return soon. 


	It was another hot day in the arena. The Emperor’s stand was covered with a protective canopy. 


	Below, the floor of the arena began to turn into a furnace. Both blonde and brunette slave girls labored naked at their tasks. The girls appeared to be under the supervision of Roman guards. Their shinny helmets and breast plates sparkling in the Sun. 


	“Velbus.” The Emperor called. 


	“Lord?” 


	“Get Flavious over here and have him send for Sheeta, Luna, and Valanna.” 


	“Yes, my Emperor.” 


	“Oh, Velbus.” 


	“My lord?” 


	“Have Flavious bring his two girls with him. I’m interested in playing with Mona and the blonde one, Lydia.” 


	“Yes, sire…” 


	“Lyona, get some Sun. Be thankful I don’t have you employed in that slave camp below…” 


	” Yes my Master…” 


	Coming up from his lower vantage seat, Flavious brought Mona and Lydia both quite nude and wearing collars with leashes. 


	“Dear Flavious!” 


	“My Emperor…” 


	“Good. Good! Your two slaves are so yummy following you with their collars and leashes… Hum, your blonde one looks a bit board. My, my those nipples of hers look so impudent. Have them punished, Flavious. Perhaps the black one should discipline her. A switching on her bare nipples with this slender birch will do.” 


	“As you wish, divine one.” 


	Flavious realized the Emperor was a bit tipsy. Lydia’s nipples look large and proud due to her nursing abilities. A switching will make her squirt milk. But the Emperor must be pleased. 


	“Mona, get the birch switch from the Emperor.” 


	“Yes, Master.” 


	“Lydia, on your knees before the Emperor. Cross your wrists behind your head. 


	Stick your breast out and tilt your head back. Spread your knees apart.” 


	“Yes, M-Master…” Lydia whimpered slightly. 


	Flavious took off Mona’s leash. Mona took hold of Lydia’s leash forcing Lydia’s head back. Lydia cringed as Mona tested the switch. It whisked as it cut the warm Arena air. Lydia’s breasts were covered with a combination of oil and sweat. Her nipples glistened. 


	Nubian women are by far and away the most expert in all the world for punishing another woman’s breasts and nipples. From early womanhood, they are taught breast discipline. Either by whipping, switching, clips, ropes, thongs, weights, and flogging. The breasts of a woman are to be bare and ready for punishment if need be. 


	The first stroke hissed and indented both of Lydia’s bare nipples. It caused a red line to form across the tips of her bare, sunburned breasts. The sound the stroke produced was wet slap. Lydia took in a sharp, quick breath. She bounced on her knees and lower legs a bit. It made her breasts bobble slightly. A red, painted stripe began to form. Another swipe proved a direct hit. Both nipples disappeared into Lydia’s conical breasts. Sent there by a thudding blow from a whinny birch switch. 


	As Mona lifted the switch off Lydia’s nipples, they popped out an angry red. 


	Shinny in the Sun. White liquid oozed from both nipples. Eight more strokes like the last one, made Lydia squirt out her milk. It also made her gasp and she stifled her desire to scream. 


	The Emperor held up his hand to halt the switching. He could see the girl was not going to be able to hold her tongue much longer. 


	“Mona, it’s evident that you know how to punish a girl’s nipples. Can you take the same punishment?” 


	“Yes, my lord.” 


	The Emperor nodded and with a raise of his hand he motioned for Lydia to stand up. She stood and bowed her head knowing full well not to rub her sore nipples unless ordered to do so. 


	“Mona, lick Lydia’s nipples for her. I can see by her expression, her nipples are sorely in need of attention…” Without hesitation, Mona put her lips on Lydia’s right nipple first. Then after several moments, she began to soothe the left one. 


	Both girl’s were glistening with a combination of sweat and oil. It was now quite hot under the broiling Roman Sun. 


	“Good, Mona. Now stand with your breast thrust outward. Put your hands behind your head.” 


	Mona followed her orders explicitly. She looked quite sumptuous standing totally bare naked facing the Sun. Her bullet tipped breasts quivered provocatively. 


	“Now, dear Lydia, pick up the birch switch. Take your position. Slice it across her nipples…” 


	She did. Mona screwed up her face and drew a quick breath. Her breasts heaved and juttered visibly. 


	Another stroke had Lydia leave it against Mona’s nipples. A indented line formed pressing Mona’s erect tips back into the firm globes of her ripe breasts. 


	Lydia lowered the switch for a few seconds. The upper slopes of her own breasts glowed reddish brown in the Sun. Her nipples hard and erect. As Mona had done to Lydia, Lydia delivered Mona ten awful slices of the switch. Pretty much punishing Mona’s dark nipples causing them to turn a crimson red. 


	Lacking the expertise of Mona, Lydia drug the switch across Mona’s nipples. 


	Making them extra tender. 


	“Good, Lydia. You have punished Mona well. Now, it is your turn to soothe Mona’s sore nipples. Use your mouth girl…” Lydia licked and sucked on Mona’s nipples. 


	Drawing sighs and moans from Mona’s lips. Like herself, Mona’s breasts contained milk. It flowed into Lydia’s mouth with ease. It tasted sweet. 


	“Excellent. Now, you two rub your breasts together. Yes, sore nipple against sore nipple… 


	Flavious, I really must complement your diligent training of these two slaves.” 


	“Thank you, Magnificent one. I am happy that they have pleased you…” 


	The Emperor smiled. It was obvious he had more plans for the two girls. 


	“Mona and Lydia, continue to rub your nipples and breasts together. Do so until I tell you to stop. If either of you orgasm without permission, your breasts and sex will be lashed. Understand?” 


	Both girls nodded. They were becoming somewhat excited. For nearly an hour, both girls, on their knees, without rest rubbed their breasts and switch swollen nipples together. The hot Sun darkened Lydia’s bronze complexion. Mona’s black skin glistened. Flavious watched as his two favorite slaves were put to the test. Lydia would probably fold. Her sex drive is quite hot. 


	Lydia let out a moan and a gasp. She clutched her breasts. 


	Standing fully naked, spread-eagle between two heavy wooden posts on the arena floor. Lydia was drawing heavy breaths. She was facing the burning Sun. Mona, naked stood behind her and slightly to her left. She was holding the Manta Tail whip. It was coiled. The Emperor could see every detail of Lydia’s nudity. Her red tipped nipples hard and pointing up to the Sun. The key-hole shaped folds of her bare cleft sex. With her legs parted, the red nub of her clitoris peeked out between those soft neither lips. 


	Lydia was about to pay the slave girl’s penalty for disobedience. Fifty lashes with the Manta’s Tail whip. Naked, and fully spread in the Sun. Mona, naked also, would deliver the lashes. Lyona, also quite naked, sat with two baskets in front of her. One filled with fifty white stones. The other empty. She would count the fifty stones one at a time and put it into the empty basket. Until the whipping was finished. 


	If Lyona missed a count. She would take Lydia’s place. All was ready. The Emperor gave the signal to begin the whipping. 


	Mona uncoiled the whip. She brought it in a side arm stroke that snaked across Lydia’s sunburned breasts. It made a soft slapping sound. Lydia tossed her head back. She made no sound. 


	“One.” Lyona put one stone in the empty basket. 


	In its path, the whip left a red streak. As the whip fell away, the tell tale sign of a sunburn appeared. A white trace instantly preceded that red streak. 


	The awful truth came to light. The Manta’s Tail would no doubt leave vivid welts in its wake. Lydia was receiving what would be considered the heaviest whipping of her life. 


	A second stroke, this time over her hips. Made itself felt on the tender skin above her cleft. It coiled even further about her hips. A throaty gasp escaped Lydia’s lips, “AH!” 


	“Two.” Lyona put another white stone in the basket. 


	Biting across her back. The Manta’s Tail slapped a painful snap. Lydia gasped and took in her breath. She shook her head. 


	“Three.” Lyona put a stone in the basket. 


	Mona slithered the whip over Lydia’s round ass cheeks. A welt was painted immediately. Lydia’s hips lunged forward. Opening the cleft of her sex even more. A vocal moan poured out, “HUGA!” 


	“Four.” Lyona moved another stone. 


	Many still to go. The next four strokes punished only Lydia’s nipples. Being the main culprit for her being punished, it’d left her with the belief they’d exploded and were bleeding. Actually, only white milk squirted from them. The crowd gasped ohs and ahs. 


	Lyona dropped another stone calling out a firm, “Eight.” 


	The next stroke was one of the nasty ones. It’d obviously caught Lydia off guard. Mona applied it with a upward swing of the whip. All seeing this stroke had to admit it was quite erotic. The contrast of Lydia’s bare neither lips being split apart by the black Manta’s Tail made everyone sigh. Lydia on the other hand didn’t find it so erotic. It was pure fire between her legs. Chaffing her clitoris as Mona pulled it back through her cleft. 


	“Nine.” A stone dropped into the basket. 


	“NIGNAAH!” Lydia screamed. Trying to close her legs. Again, the stroke found her sex. 


	“Ten.” A stone fell. 


	“NOOOO! MINE... GOTTEN!” Lydia was speaking in a not too familiar tongue. How wet the next stroke sounded was almost like Mona whipped a pond or lake. 


	“AAA!” Lydia’s back teeth chattered as she rolled her eyes. 


	“Eleven.” Clicked the next stone as Lyona spoke. 


	“UAAHH! ... PLEEEESE!” Lydia was begging. She looked back over her shoulder at Mona and crisped up her forehead. It couldn’t have been out of anger. Mona was just caught up with the lashing. The Manta’s Tail was now quite shinny with Lydia’s juices. As it re-appeared from being drug again between the lips of Lydia’s swollen sex. 


	“NNNAAAGGGHHH!” 


	“Twelve.” The word and the click of the stone. 


	Lydia shaking her head voiced a bitter scream. A slave girl in agony at having her sex whipped, “AAAIIIEEE!” 


	Showing some compassion, but not leaving a sore spot alone. Mona dealt Lydia the next eight over her ass. This left Lydia twisting and writhing in pure agony. 


	Those firm cheeks bounced and quivered as the whip scalded their curves. 


	On the last of these eight, Lyona chirped and dropped the twentieth stone. 


	Lydia wailed and cried her agony. Number twenty one marked a new start on Lydia’s wonderful breasts. Curling from under her right arm, the whip bounced both breasts with crimson. Lydia took on a reddish copper color on top of her bronze skin color. This was accented by her forming red welts. 


	The Sun was very intense. Sweat was running openly over both Mona and Lydia. A mixture of sweat and oil, made the whip cling to Lydia’s suffering nudity. The crowd noticed that at times Mona would pull the whip off of Lydia. It was nearing an end, so Lydia thought as she heard the stones click one after the other. She tried to focus on each time a stone clicked brought her nearer to the end of this whipping. 


	Another whip-stroke across her swollen nipples made Lydia jerk and heave in a deep breath. As the whip clung to her nipples, when Mona pulled it off, they burned. 


	“Forty-two.” Lyona dropped another stone. 


	It felt to Lydia like the whip was sucking on her nipples. She felt it drag again, chaffing the tips of her breasts with searing heat. 


	“Forty-three.” 


	Between the strokes, the crowd saw her erect nipples glowing red and dark on her streaked breasts. Dangling fully exposed and ready for another bite of the lash. 


	Oddly, Lydia thought her nipples came off ten lashes ago. They didn’t. In fact, other than a deep reddish color, they looked none the worse for wear. 


	The dark snake of the whip covered them for a few seconds then slithered away. 


	Lydia shook her head and rolled it from side to side. Her breasts danced and swayed as she writhed and the whip pulled and jerked on them. Gripping her nipples. Then leaving them red and sensitive in the hot Sun. 


	“Forty-four.” 


	Lydia jerked and again her breasts swayed from the grip of the black whip. 


	Dangling wet with sweat in the Sun. 


	“Forty-five.” 


	Her nipples got a rest from this stroke. It was under her tender breasts this one fell. A fresh welt appeared where none was before. A shake of her head. A gasp. A rank protest, “AAAH!” 


	“Forty-five.” 


	Over her hip and into the soft folds of her sex fell the next stroke. Leaving a wet slap with a vivid red welt. Upon slithering from between her cleft, exposing a red clitoris. Lydia danced an obscene twist that made her well whipped breasts bobble and bounce provocatively. Every male in the Arena wanted to fuck her now. 


	“Forty-six.” 


	“EEEAAAHHH!” Bouncing breasts drew attention. Snaking around in a side arm stroke, like the first one, Mona delivered a stinger of a nipple stroke. This one followed the curves of her breasts. When it pulled away, her erect nipples squirted more milk. Lydia thought it was blood. No way would an expert at whipping a nude woman, like Mona, draw blood. 


	“Forty-seven.” Lyona’s monotone voice followed the click of a white stone on the other white stones. 


	“NNNEEEIIIGGGHHHAAA!” One good stroke deserves another. Nipples burned first under the lash and then, following, under the Sun. Lydia bounced on the balls of her bare feet. So did her whipped breasts. Her bare, whipped sex dripped her womanly juices. 


	“Forty-eight.” 


	“OH! AH!” In a whisper under her breath, Mona sensed Lydia’s approaching climax. 


	Why not another one to her sex. An up and under stroke. A real whapper. This one had to send her, Mona thought. 


	It did. In a shudder unlike any other revealed during her whipping, Lydia began her climax. Mona swore she felt the end of the whip vibrate against Lydia’s clitoris. 


	“Forty-nine.” 


	“YYYEEEAAAHHH!” This last stroke had to be across her breasts. Mona just knew that Lydia would scream her climax with her nipples seeming ready to pop. 


	“Fifty.” The last stone fell into the now full basket of fifty white stones. 


	Lyona looked up to see Lydia in the throes of orgasm. With her eyes closed, her sex dripping down onto the hot dirt of the Arena, Lydia climaxed. She felt her nipples explode with fire that produced a powerful squeeze of her inner sex. 


	Her clitoris flamed with power as well as obvious heat absorbed from not only the whip, but the intense Sun. Lydia swayed and jerked on her bonds. Her breasts with their swollen red nipples quivered and vibrated in the glare of the mid-day heat. 


	“YYYEEESSS! YES! OH… YES! AH… AH… AH!!! ... OH… AH … AH… Ah… ah… 


	yes… yes…” 


	“Give her some water. Then invert her; leave the little slut to bake that unforgivable sin of coming without permission for another hour in the Sun.” The Emperor ordered. It was done. 


	Lydia hung fully naked, oiled, spread-eagle, upside down and well whipped with her cleft 


	and breasts baking in the hot Roman sun. 


	Punishment 


	“Julia. I understand that Lydia was your slave before she belonged to Flavious?” 


	“Yes, dear divine Caesar.” She bowed with exquisite splendor. 


	“I trust your ordeal of the past taught you a lesion in the nature of slavery to your master?” 


	“It did, oh magnificent one.” Julia extended her most submissive tone of voice. 


	“I must admit, your… Excuse me, Flavious’ fine blonde slave girl looks quite lovely roped to that column. Her breasts do look a bit strained around those ropes. She takes the Sun quite well, Flavious.” 


	“She does indeed, great Caesar.” Flavious responded politely, of his acquired property. 


	The ropes that secured a nude Lydia to the column pressed firmly against her sunburned skin. The awful one being the obscene rope splitting her bare sex. 


	Whatever punishment the whip inflicted on her sex earlier, the rope only made it worse. The marble of the column felt cool against Lydia’s hot skin. She could feel the welts on her ass. 


	Bound to the opposite side of the column, Mona felt the effect of tight ropes holding her to the stone. She was facing the column, and felt the coolness on her ridged welt swollen nipples. Lyona opened to her master, the Emperor, several fresh whip-lashes criss-crossed her bare back. She appeared to be sporting a fresh sunburn. The two blonde Amazons were on their hands and knees. 


	Supporting a heavy table on their backs. They were totally naked. Fawna had two heavy looking bobble weights dangling 


	from her nipples. 


	“Marcus. Just how many times did you fuck Gretchen today?” The Emperor inquired with a smile on his face as he chewed his chicken breast. 


	“Why, lord, I…” 


	“You know, Flavious, I think he poked her every-time your black Nubian laid the whip on that blonde slut of yours.” It was obvious to everyone that the Emperor was drunk. When he gets drunk, it’s wise to be extra careful, Flavious thought. 


	“Oh divine Caesar, you know Marcus best of all! His feelings for blonde slave girls can go on and on and on… (he laughs to get Caesar to join in)... ha ha ha!” 


	“Yes… ha ha! On and on and on…” Caesar stands lifts his tunic and grabs Lyona by her hair and sticks his cock into her mouth. She chokes slightly but keeps sucking on him as he fucks her mouth, “And on… And on… And on…” He is nearing a climax as Lyona nearly chokes again. Flavious is worried that she will gag and bring about a wrath on her from Caesar. The Emperor continues to fuck Lyona in her mouth. Flavious notices this girl sure has a nice mouth for fucking. In a valiant effort to please the Emperor, Lyona tries but she can’t keep from gagging. This angers the Emperor. “NONSENSE, BITCH WHORE! String this slut up by her ankles and have her strapped! Whip her breasts and sex only until I tell you to stop! Spread her ankles wide and pull her tight.” Flavious’ guards obey the Emperor at once. While 


	Lyona is in a panic, one of the guards is sent to fetch Carlos. He arrives quickly carrying a wide coarse leather strap. 


	Lyona struggles in her bondage. She is upside down with wide-spread legs. Her sex is split open exposing her pink bare clitoris. It is the size of Flavious’ 


	little finger. Fawna moans as the Emperor relieves himself in her exposed bare cunt. The table stirs slightly. He fills her up with his spunk. As his grunts and gasps are heard, the wet slap of coarse leather echoes down on Lyona’s bare sex. The girl jerks. She chokes again. 


	“GAG THE WHORE!” He screams. It’s done. Lyona is fitted with a gag that resembles an erect 


	cock. It slides easily into her throat. She gets another stroke on her sex while it’s being put in places. 


	Her abdominal muscles strain as she tries to fold herself up to protect her spread bare sex from the strap. 


	“GHRUMP!” The next stroke finds her mute. Her head shakes and her body quivers. 


	All that can be heard now is the Emperor’s heavy breathing and the harsh slap of the strap. Lyona’s vocals are damper to a soft whimper. Her sun-baked nipples pop erect under the harsh strap. Carlos follows the Emperor’s directions. He rakes the rough leather across her tender nipples. It turns them a vivid red. 


	Lydia and Mona cringe in their ropes. Julia sweats in silence. The only sound being heard now is a wet whap of the strap. Followed by a faint whine from the gagged slave girl. Carlos uses every skill he can to minimize the strokes he must deliver to the helpless girl. Three to her sex, followed by three to her breasts. This beating follows this form for more than an hour. Lyona tries to faint, but the pain drives her back. Her breasts are crimson and her sex is beet red. A couple of times she almost faints because she can’t get her breath. 


	Nature prevails. She breaths again. Again the strap falls. 


	Finally, the Emperor hold his hand up to stop. Carlos gladly does. 


	“FUCK HER! All of you, fuck her good on that red, RAW SEX OF HERS!” This is no request from the Emperor, it’s a command. Lyona is whimpering and spasms coarse through her. Before Marcus can undo his tunic, he looks and to his surprise, Lyona has climaxed! 


	“By the gods! Flavious, she likes the strapping! Look!” 


	The Emperor smiles, “You think me cruel, I know, but Lyona loves having her sex whipped. Then fucked. In that order… Oh, her breasts need to be licked, Julia, you will accommodate her won’t you?” 


	Julia smiles at a surprised Flavious. Flavious removes his tunic. 


	“Oh, Flavious, I’m going to fuck this other Amazon of yours… She deserves it.” 


	The Emperor smiles. It was no surprise to Flavious that his cock slipped so easily into the inverted, spread-eagle girl. Her sex was piping hot. It was like putting his cock into warmed honey. 


	A few strokes made her respond to him and with a renewed urgency, Flavious let himself loose inside the girl’s flowing fountain of lust. A groan and a gasp told Julia, who was finding Lyona’s nipples a ridged delight in her mouth, that the girl was boiling with orgasm. 


	The Emperor made a simple gesture to remove Lyona’s gag. The girl was gasping for air and vocalizing her climax. Marcus brought her to a new level. The juices flowed out of her and down her back and belly. Like Flavious, his cock slid firm and easy into her. He fucked her really good and deep. 


	Lyona was bubbling over and a mixture of Flavious’ and Marcus’ cum along with her juices flowed over her stomach and back. 


	“Carlos, indulge me.” The Emperor was now fully nude. He held his hand out for the strap. With a courtly nod, Carlos handed him the strap and crossed his burly arms over his chest. Using first his fist, the Emperor slid it down into Lyona’s gaping cunt. All those juices squirted and flowed out of her. 


	He worked his fist inside of her several times. It aroused her a great deal. In a full arch, he brought the strap across her bare wet sex. It made a resounding wet sounding slap as it struck her spread cleft. She let out a guttural gasp, “GAW!” 


	He struck again. She gasped again. 


	He struck again. Another gasp was heard. For several minutes this went on. When the Emperor 


	stopped his strokes, her sex was again full of juices. She was in full climax and gasping in orgasm. He polished her nipples with a couple of hearty slaps. 


	Her breasts bounced and jiggled under the blows. 


	“She loves it, kind friends…” 


	Lyona was used by all and strapped for several hours. It was hard to believe all that liquid came from one slave girl. While the festive play with Lyona was going on in the main dining room, things were quite different in the kitchen area. Already things were in preparation for the next day… 


	In the cellar below the kitchen, an attractive, dark hairdo girl labored nude at grinding tomorrow’s grain. Her pace kept up by another nude girl holding a sharp stick. She would poke it at the dimples above the girl’s round ass cheeks. 


	Every third turn of the mill earned the girl bent to the task a whip-lash. This stroke usually found a bare, bullet tipped breast, or a casually spread thigh. 


	In its wake, a red welt would form. The girl learned that she must work or suffer. 


	Carlos went to the kitchen to fetch some food. In his place, he still dined in the kitchen. Cook was a fine figure of a woman. Thirty three years of age and not a wrinkle on her. Her tawny complexion, dusky and bronze, was accented by her dark curly hair. Full lips and deep blue eyes gave her a lusty `ready for sex’ look. 


	Carlos liked Cook. She smiled at him. Wearing only her short, white kitchen tunic. She ran the kitchen sluts with a iron hand. The food was always sumptuous. With master’s guests all well fed and the kitchen slaves busy, she could enjoy a peaceful hour with Carlos. She suggested a wine from the cellar. 


	She could drink it by permission from the master, because she was Cook. As Carlos went below to the cellar, he heard the rumble of the flour mill. The air was thick with grain dust. He heard a woman cough. It was dim with the few torches lit. He saw a brown hairdo girl bent to the lever of the mill. Nude, she was sweating, but turning it without being chained to it. 


	Standing, naked, with her wrists drawn up by cords on each side to a post, was the dark hairdo girl. Her back was vividly laced with welts. She’d been flogged. 


	With her head resting on the post, she’d tried to adjust herself when Carlos approached her. It seem that she was slightly squatting with her legs spread against the post. Her ankles were bound to each side of it. He could see the sides of her breasts. They were streaked with welts. This girl was young. No more than twenty. What he didn’t see was that a prong had been placed against the post and she’d been thrust upon it. 


	He walked past her and as he did, she gave a muted sigh. Lisa clenched her fists in orgasm. “Those two in the cellar, one of them is bound to the post, flogged while the other is turning the wheel unchained. It that normally done?” 


	“Not by my order, come Carlos, let’s investigate…” As Cook and Carlos made their way down stairs, the dim light was enhanced as Cook lit another torch and motioned for Carlos to do the same. The girl at the wheel stopped her labor. 


	“Missy, why are you working the wheel and Lisa’s bound?” 


	“She displeased me. I think she’s a lazy slut. I’d saw to her flogging and left her on a peg. It is easier for me to do this work than to have such a lazy slut slowly turning this stone. I can do three times the work she can do…” 


	“This is not your place to flog a slave. You know your orders, you are to get me and I will see to her punishment or yours for that matter…” 


	“Hump… She’s the bitch here. I can work hard to get the grain ready for the morning breakfast…” 


	“Work you shall! Get busy!” Cook took up the flogger and laid several strokes over the girl’s bare back. Some of the lashes curled around and kissed the sides of her breasts. It made them jiggle and sway. 


	The girl twisted in pain and pushed the lever firmly and with a remarkable pace. 


	Cook hung the whip where she could see it. Hanging limp now from the bonds, the girl at the post looked at Cook with an expression of recent orgasm. She winced and yelped as Cook lifted her off the peg. It was wet and smelled of the girl’s musk. 


	“Up with you now. Put the grain on the rollers. You don’t have to turn the wheel, but you’ll go back on that peg along with a fresh flogging if this grain isn’t ready by first crow… That goes for you, too, wheel slut! I’ll hang the two of you up on each side of this post, flogged and with pegs well inside the both of you… Understand? Get to work!” 


	“Y’smistress…” The two said in unison. A smart stroke of the lash fell across the ass of the 


	girl at the wheel. Followed by another over the ass of the girl pouring grain onto the rollers. 


	“WORK!” As they climbed back up the stairs, Carlos followed Cook. Cook has a nice ass, he thought. Laying on a table, Cook, now naked, receives Carlos’ hard cock. It slides into her with obvious ease. He pumps her. Full of food and feeling greatly relieved, Carlos returns to his quarters. Fawna is curled up at the foot of his bed. She’s in chains. Julia snuggles up to Flavious. Her bare breasts pressing against his side. Lydia and Mona are once again nipple to nipple. Mona’s tongue probes Lydia’s soft mouth. 


	“Master?” Julia whimpers. 


	“Yes.” 


	“Is the Emperor leaving tomorrow?” 


	“Why do you ask?” 


	“It is much better when you are in charge…” 


	“You don’t think I am in charge?!” 


	“Sir, I mean when it is you alone with out us having to answer to the Emperor…” 


	“Hum.” 


	“I know that you must punish me for what I have said…” 


	“Hummm…” 


	“In the garden, sir…” 


	“Hummm…” 


	“Oh, sir, the balcony… The statues… The Sun…” 


	Julia’s attention fell to the rows of statues that her Master had placed as decorative reminders. Each one capable of forcing domination on her. A willing captive… To be punished… 


	Julia on Display 


	Some three weeks passing since the Emperor had left. Flavious was already planning a new event. This would be a wrestling event. Consisting of winners whipping the losers. A test of raw female strength. 


	Not without some consideration, Flavious sent Mona and Lydia to labor in the fields. Julia and he were on their way to visit the work in progress… 


	The sedan chair was being carried by four of Flavious’ strongest male slaves bounced along. The diaphanous curtains blowing here and about in the warm breeze. Flavious and Julia were laughing and sharing grapes. A blue sky had a few white clouds drifting slowly in the wind. The Sun was quite warm to the feel. The grass was very green. The trees are full of leaves and rustled in the swirls of wind brushing them to and fro. 


	Swallowing a gulp of wine from a bota bag, Julia smiled allowing a bit of it to dribble from the corners of her soft mouth. Wrinkling up her cute pug nose she quipped, “Lydia is swelling up again, master. You are so good for her. I swear she gets better with age and giving birth to more children.” 


	“If Romulus and Reemus had a woman such as her, Rome would surely have been built in only a day, ha ha!” 


	Julia giggles as Flavious fondled her left breast, “Hee hee, oh how right you are, master.” He smiled at her joy as he rubbed the now ridged and bullet like erect nipple. 


	“Master?” Julia twisted her hair a bit. Flavious looked at her, “Will you have me sent to the fields?” 


	“I don’t know. Do you want to go?” 


	She paused in her words, “I’m not sure…” 


	“Things can be quite cruel there… Ah, you will soon see… We have arrived.” 


	Flavious stepped out of his chair and put on his robe of status. He put a collar and leash on Julia. Otherwise, except for her slave-sandals, she was totally nude. The entrance to the fields was marked with a simple arch of wood and a gate. A wall of pointed stakes defined the production fields from the Villa’s grounds and garden. It also served as a method of confining the field slaves to the proper area. 


	Here and there a contingent of slaves, both male and female worked on and maintained the wall. They did their work in the nude. 


	“Master Flavious! Greetings and welcome to this part of your island…” Artimus, the warden of the fields greeted his owner. 


	“Artimus, good to see you. It has been how long since I was up here?” 


	“Two years ago, master. It was then you ordered the wall to be built around the fields.” 


	“Yes. I remember I caught one of the Arena guests trying to help themselves of a couple to my field girls… It turned out that they were Phoenician slave traders, just waiting for a chance to steal from me.” 


	“So, sir, what may I show you first? Or, do you prefer to go about on your own?” 


	Artimus admires Julia. 


	“There now, Artimus, she’s not a new arrival. I actually wanted to see how my Mona and Lydia are doing. Take me to where they are working, for now…” 


	As Artimus led Flavious to where Lydia and Mona were doing their assigned tasks, he told his owner of the progress being made in the fields. Grown food production was up by more than sixty percent. The cattle herd had grown by more than seventy percent and his fowl reserves were up over two hundred percent. 


	Flavious was more than pleased. 


	Julia felt openly displayed as Flavious led her by the leash and collar he put on her. As they passed slaves working, some would stop their work and look at Julia. She felt naked and at one point tried to cover herself. 


	“Just a moment, Artimus. Julia, are you trying to cover yourself?” 


	“Master, I… I… Yes, master.” Julia lowered her eyes. Still with her hands covering her breasts. She felt the Sun warm on her shoulders. 


	Flavious eyed her then looked at Artimus, “Artimus, have you a punishment for coy slave girls here in the fields?” 


	“Yes, master. We put them ‘on display’ as punishment sir.” 


	“I think Julia here needs to be put on display, don’t you think so Artimus? 


	She’s been acting a bit coy, this morning…” 


	“Indeed master. She has no need to hide her breasts here in the fields. Most of the women are nude, with a few exceptions.” 


	“Good, we’ll put her on display. I think maybe ten across the breasts with your three tail whapper 


	should be in order. It is her breasts that she seems the most coy about…” 


	The display was an ‘X’ shaped cross tilted back about 30 degrees supported by two struts. It sat in a clearing with full exposure to the sun all day. There were three of these ‘displays’ available one was in use. Holding a hefty, young Nubian girl, with large breasts and no hair, not even on her head. She glistened provocatively in the sun; bound to it with leather cords, that kept the palms of her hands facing upward and her legs splayed obscenely wide. 


	“Artimus, I thought Nubians didn’t mind being naked or nearly so. I know they prefer a loin cloth 


	or skirt, but bare breasts are second nature to them. In fact, in their tribes, it’s customary for women to be 


	bare breasted…” Flavious was curious why the Nubian was being punished. 


	“Master, this one complained about the skirt we offered her, and about the loin cloth being too small. She needed a reminder that she can be left without anything at all.” Artimus explained. 


	Flavious nodded and admired the girl’s supple nakedness. As he fondled her breasts, he noticed 


	how red the tips of her nipples had become. “Be sure who you put on these crosses, is kept well oiled, I 


	don’t want a crop of raisin slaves showing up in the arena…” Artimus nodded in acknowledgment. 


	Julia was bound like the Nubian by a couple of field hands. A few others had gathered about to 


	witness Julia’s breast whipping. It was a fairly even mix of about two dozen male and female slaves formed a semi circle about the crosses. Her legs had been bound at the knees forcing her into a wider spread and greater exposure of her hairless sex. Julia felt humiliated to be exposed in this fashion. 


	One white girl in her mid-twenties, dusty and sweaty, smiled at Julia as she leaned on the handle of her hoe. It was obvious that this girl had been naked for so long that it was no bother to show herself off. Her skin had become dark and dusky from prolonged exposure; she could have passed for African except for her lovely green eyes. Her medium breasts, with large erect nipples, that had been baked brown matching her skin; only the profile of their erection made it clear they were there at all. Her dark hair blew disheveled in the wind. The taper of her smooth thighs formed a equally sun-bronzed bare ‘V’ at the juncture of her sex. The cleft of her womanhood, folded into an almost black keyhole shaped crack, that allowed her clitoris to peeked out from between her sun-tanned libia. 


	One nude male slave, who’d became somewhat erect viewing Julia so openly displayed, made her feel very uncomfortable. She shifted uneasily on the cross. 


	That white girl stood next to him and smiled a seductive grin at Julia’s notice of the male slave’s erection. She brushed his arm and gave a quick jerk on his cock. He looked at her and smiled back. Flavious noticed the girl’s ‘smart-ass’ 


	grin and commented about it to Artimus. 


	Artimus nodded and turned back to Flavious, “Yes, sir, her name is Median. She came in on the 


	boat seven years ago; looking kind of skinny, you had her sent up here to grow up, sir. She grew up, all right.” 


	Median looked at the scene before her and in her ‘I know I’m good’ attitude, voiced out to Artimus, “Good masters, she’s a house-slut is she not? Leave her with me and I’ll teach her to be so proud of her nakedness that she’ll walk down the great Forum of Rome with rings in her nipples and one in her sex ready for anyone, or anything you might desire…” 


	The small gathering stirred and sniggled a bit. 


	“That’ll be enough! For some of you, I’ll let this pass as this is the first time many of you have seen your Master and owner, Flavious. Median, you probably don’t remember him. That’s to be understood, but now you must show the greatest of respect for him as he disciplines one of his body slaves…” 


	In a gesture of apology and respect, they all bowed and drop to their knees. 


	Median is the last to do this. Artimus gives her a stern look. She looks back at him. Median is the most lusty slave girl in the camp. 


	“Artimus, this Median intrigues me. It’s getting hot out here, why don’t we let Median whip Julia?” 


	“Excellent idea, Flavious. Have her do the work.” 


	“You may all rise. Median come here.” 


	Median hands her hoe to the male with the hard cock she’d been eyeing a few moments earlier. He took it and looked at her sauntering over to the masters. 


	Faint lines from a whip lashing here and there criss-crossed her back and buttocks. 


	“Median, Master Flavious wishes you to whip slave Julia here…” 


	Median looked at Artimus and then at Flavious. She then looked at Julia who was breathing heavily, “Masters, how do you wish me to punish her? You have put her on display quite nicely, sir. 


	Unless you wished to give her something more, perhaps like you did me, master Artimus, the last time?” 


	“How was that, Median? I punish a lot of slaves at this cross…” 


	“Master, first you whipped my breasts. Then you switched my nipples and then switched my sex. You made me come in that position. Then left me there all day under this blistering Sun, you returned later that afternoon and whipped me again. Oh, yes, you switched my nipples again very hard.” She puts her fingers under each of her full erect nipples and lifts them upward, “They turned so red and hard in the Sun. You finished my punishment with another dose of the switch on my clit, making me come again and again until sun-down. The very next day, you had me black-snake whipped and put astride that wedge all because you wanted to see if I could take it. Sir, see, I still have some of the marks and my little clit,” she pulled apart the lips of her sex exposing her reddish brown clitoris, “is still sore from riding on that crest…” As she finished her description, she turned this way and that showing off the lash marks. Once again holding open 


	the lips of her sex to expose her clit to everyone. It was obvious this girl was in possession of very little shame. Then she’d lowered her head. Looking about with her head tilted slightly downward, she noticed the male slaves had become quite erect. The master’s crotches bulged larger than normal. “Do you want me to punish Shona as well, masters..?” 


	Flavious mumbled to himself, “Artimus, you did all that to her in one day? What did she do try to 


	escape?” 


	Artimus smiled and wiped the corner of his mouth, “She’s a delightful one to work over, you know…” 


	Flavious held up his hand, “Another time my friend. Really, though, this girl reeks with sex. I 


	could use her in the arena…” 


	“Master Flavious, how do you wish Median to punish slave Julia?” 


	“Since she was shy about her breasts, which I find quite unusual for her, then her breasts should be punished. Give her ten strokes across both of her breasts with master Artimus’ three thong. Oh, and Median, make her come in front of us, too.” 


	“Median, you heard master Flavious. Punish Julia…” 


	“Yes, Masters.” In a obvious put on of respect, Median bowed low and with her head away from Artimus and Flavious, gave Julia a wicked smile and licked her lips. Julia trembled, but was obviously quite excited. This girl had a head full of depraved desires. 


	What amazed Flavious, was Median’s casual attitude toward her nudity. This girl had been living totally naked for several years now. Clothing was something she had no need for and her attitude made that clear. She walked over the quite hot ground barefooted. 


	Artimus handed Median his three thong whip which was made of three strips of leather, that had been soaked in brine water for suppleness. Bending over to get two stones from the ground, she gave 


	the slaves a good showing of her damp cleft. She looked around and smiled at them. There were a few moans. Testing their weight, she put them one each into Julia’s upturned hands. She leaned over and whispered in Julia’s left ear, “Don’t drop them.” It was both advise and a warning. 


	She tested the whip by whisking it in a lazy arch which coiled sensuous about her back and lightly snapped over her own breasts. The stroke made her give a girlish, “Oh.” All present were engrossed at her show of control over both the crowd and slave Julia. Julia gave off a small squeal when the lashes made a wet sound on Median’s breasts. 


	Taking up her position to Julia’s right and slightly in front of her position, Median let go her first lash. It slithered across Julia’s breasts. Making her gasp a quick breath which made her breasts bounce slightly. Another stroke slithered itself over her quivering swollen breasts. This stroke left Julia gasping deeper and she struggled slightly in her bonds. 


	Median delivered the ten lashes across Julia’s bare, exposed breasts. Each one drawing some 


	squeal, plea, moan or gasp from Flavious’ sumptuous body slave. When Median had finished with the whip, she was sweating and breathing almost as hard as Julia. 


	Median’s breasts rose and fell with their hard tips quivering in the sun. She lowered her left hand down to Julia’s exposed sex. With a quick parting of her nether lips, her middle finger began stroking Julia’s clit. Median knelt down and using her tongue, she 


	brought Julia to a boil. 


	Julia’s hands with upturned palms, opened and closed rapidly as Median’s tongue extracted a 


	rippling orgasm from her. The exposure to the sun, in combination with the humiliating position the cross 


	placed her in, gave a harsh impact to the climax of her body. 


	Median stood up and using the back of her hand she idle brushed her mouth. She looked about 


	and smiled at her fellow slaves, “Our good masters have given me a treat. This one,” She motioned her 


	hand toward Julia’s bound nudity, “tastes sweet like the other house girls. I am most humble in my gratitude from good master Flavious for allowing me to enjoy her.” Finishing those words, she made eye 


	contact with Artimus, obviously taking her position with him. In a casual almost dance like captivating series of motions, Median gave an all too exposing and erotic stretch of her lithe nudity that no one could possibly ignore. 


	“Artimus, she’s testing you…” Flavious noticed as he leaned toward his field overseer. 


	Artimus stared right back at her, watching her turn saunter towards the others. 


	He slowly responded to his master’s words, “I think Median is riding for a fall, sir… All right, now, back to work 


	with all of you, show’s over.” 


	Median leaned over and spoke to the male slave named Palbus, that held her hoe, she smiled at him and licked her lips, “It didn’t take much to make that comfort slut come.” 


	“Just you, Median…” Palbus looked toward Julia. He was quite erect at watching the whipping. 


	“You think that I was too hard on her? Oh, my, you’re hard, Palbus… I’ll bet you’d like to ream 


	me with it, wouldn’t you?” Median licked her lips casually as she eyed his hard on. 


	“Watching you is enough to make any man hard…” Palbus spoke in a low voice. 


	“Remember the time Artimus had Trembius flay me with a bundle of those switches? 


	I was upside down between the heavy timbers. It was very hot that day! I remember that I got sunburned on my clitoris and the undersides of my breasts… 


	He laid those switches so hard on my sore undersides that I actually thought he’d sliced my breasts off. The weight of those things on my spread sex were enough to make me pass out. Using cold water on me, Artimus revived me enough to get another dose squarely on my clitoris… I really thought he popped it open, it hurt so much. You know, I’ll just bet that little slut of Flavious’ doesn’t know what a real switching is… I wonder if she ever will?” 


	“Be-careful, Median, Flavious is still the owner. Some how I don’t think he wants his personal slave girl skinned…” 


	Median thought to herself that she could make master Flavious a lot more happy than that weak 


	house cunt on the cross. She looked back to see the two men talking. 


	Flavious looked toward the scattering slaves and then at Artimus, “Artimus, I think Median needs 


	some lessons in respect. Have her whipped, will you?” 


	“Master, if I may speak openly with you?’ At first Flavious was angered by Artimus, but he looked 


	at his favorite trusted slave now more as a friend, “Yes, Artimus, you are wise to speak openly with me…” 


	“Sir, we did order Median to lash Julia and make her come. It would be wrong to punish a slave for following orders…” 


	“You are right, of course, Artimus. This is your true experience speaking and you have pleased me greatly with your obvious gains in the fields.” 


	Flavious still looked firmly at Median who was now strolling toward her work area. Openly naked, as he turned his head away, she looked back over her shoulder at him. She was smiling. 


	Median’s Whipping 


	Artimus and Flavious continued the tour of the grounds. Julia was taken down from the cross 


	and allowed access to Artimus’ quarters to rest from her ordeal. The warm, late spring day had all the slaves working with purpose. 


	Flavious saw the various fields of vegetables and wheat growing to near record abundance. The cattle in the pastures ate the green lush grass and were becoming quite fat and ripe. 


	“Artimus, I can’t help thinking about this girl, Median. She’s developed into a superb female. I think she is more than just a field slave.” Flavious spoke as they walked toward the harvest wheel. 


	The two men stopped. “Master, Median is a very clever woman as well as a slave. 


	She needs to be behind bars or walls. Sir, she’d escape in a moment if she had a place to go. This island is too far away from Rome for her to swim. Though I am sure she has thought to try. She had became difficult to handle starting a couple of years ago…” 


	“Has she had any babies yet?” 


	“No. I am surprised though. It’d be a safe bet, sir, that nearly every man in the fields has had her more than once. It’s possible she can’t have babies… 


	Ah, we are at the new harvest wheel. It’s here that I have your other two house slaves employed.” 


	The harvest wheel was of new construction. By design it is powered by eight slaves of mixed 


	sexes shackled in pairs side by side pushing a lever. There are four levers. It is possible in some instances 


	if punishment is needed, to attached a slave with his or her back arched against a lever making it possible 


	to apply the whip to the slave’s front as well as backside. Lydia and Mona, both naked, work side by side pushing one of the levers. 


	More than just two pregnant girls labored at this task. One other exotic looking blonde, even more noticeably pregnant than Lydia or Mona, sweating at this work. 


	It was Fawna, but unlike the rest of the women on this wheel, her breasts were being squeezed between two polished pieces of wood. Flavious noticed this and asked, “Why is that one breast clamped?” 


	“That’s the one called Fawna. She’s an Amazon, master…” Artimus began to explain when Flavious held up his hand. 


	“Oh, now I remember. Carlos brought her over here a few months ago, the Emperor amused himself with her and from the looks of her, quite well…” Flavious recalled her now. 


	“Yes, master, that’s right. I put the clamp on her as she kept complaining about her breasts being 


	too floppy and she wanted something to wear. I put her on display a few times and had her breasts whipped 


	twice, but she still complained. So I did put something on her, though, I really don’t think she likes the 


	clamps very well.” Artimus explained. 


	“Ah, so and well employed I see. I recall the first time I’d seen a breast clamp used. A Persian 


	by the name of Altoose punished one of his harem girls for spilling a drink on me. She claimed that her 


	breasts got in the way and caused them to spill the drink. I thought the whole thing was silly, but 


	Altoose failed to see any humor in it. This was when I was a centurion a few years ago. He had a eunuch strip her, then fasten a set of those clamps on her breasts and screw it down until they bulged. He then had the eunuch take up a thin switch and drub her nipples with it until the girl fairly howled. I had to put 


	my hands over my ears, she wailed so loud…” Flavious shook his head. 


	“That must have been awful to listen to, sir.” Artimus added. 


	“Oh, Altoose had the girl bit-gagged which brought some solace. When I left there, three months 


	later, I saw the girl still wearing that thing. She had the sorest looking nipples I think I ever had seen on a 


	slave girl. Evidently, she’d been drubbed everyday on them with that switch for as long as I stayed in his 


	palace. She learned her lesson that’s for sure.” Flavious commented pleased that Artimus put to good use 


	one of his expensive toys. 


	Fawna bent to her task as her master ordered. Behind her equally naked, but not so noticeably pregnant, followed Mona and Lydia. They smiled at Flavious. The both of them were glad to see him. 


	Artimus held up his hand for the wheel to stop. All eight of the slaves laboring at the device let up on their levers. The wheel rotated a little more on its own momentum. It creaked to a stop. 


	“Master!” Smiled Lydia holding up her shackled hands to hug him. Almost at the same time, Mona held up her hands, “My Master, dear Master!” 


	Two of the other girls looked at Lydia and Mona and rolled their eyes. After all, to them, he was also their master. 


	“I’m bigger now, master, and I’ve not been with anyone else…” Lydia’s eyes were full of joy. Artimus shook his head in agreement that she had not been with any of the other male slaves. Flavious smiled and patted her tummy, “All mine, again…” Artimus smiled. 


	“You keep quiet!” Flavious pointed a finger at Artimus. 


	“Master, my lips are sealed.” Artimus nodded. 


	“Master, I’ve not had a period for three moons now…” Mona was smiling but not as cheerful as Lydia. 


	“This one, master, I had put to work in the fields for the first couple of weeks after her arrival. Bulbus and Cestus did fuck her though. It seems she got into a fight with you know who…” 


	“Median.” 


	“The same. I punished them both. Oh, now I remember what Median meant when she said the last time I punished her. I’d put her ‘on display’. Mona, on the other hand, I put on the scorcher…” 


	“Scorcher? You’ve not showed me that as yet.” 


	“Yes, it’s a kind of similar to the ‘display’ cross, except that the slave is put on it inverted, like that.” He shows Flavious with his hand in relation to the earth an angle of about forty five degrees. 


	“Hum. Yes. In the arena, they call it a ‘rack’.” 


	“I’d put her on it because I wanted to make an example of the two of them. I wanted them close together enough to see each other, but not enough to start another fight later. I’d oiled Mona up real good all over. Issued her twenty with the three thong across her breasts and another twenty across her sex. After that was when I’d seen Bulbus and Cestus ride on her while she lay spread-eagle in the Sun. They’d looked hard enough to give her a good fucking…” 


	“Why didn’t you stop them?” 


	“I wish now I had done so, but at the time I didn’t realize she was one of your personal slaves. Besides, sir, there isn’t any rule against taking a female while she’s being punished.” 


	“True.” 


	“In fact, I encourage it. From time to time.” 


	“When I’d strung Median up for her snaking, after I’d finished lashing her, I motioned for Michellus to come over and relieve himself in her. He did.” 


	“So, if I am to understand you right, Mona could be pregnant, but possibly not by me?” 


	“I’m afraid so, master.” 


	“Well, have Lydia cleaned up and sent back to the villa. I’m afraid Mona will have to stay a while longer. As for Median, I want her in the arena, trained and ready by the next series of events…” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	The next day, Flavious and Julia lounged for lunch by the pool. Lydia was eating some fruit and sunning herself. Artimus was talking with Flavious. He was quite disturbed. 


	“Master, that little slut, Median. She’s slipped away on an escape attempt.” 


	“Carlos! Germanus! Get some guards and go with Artimus to search for Median. 


	She’s made an escape attempt. There are no ships in the harbor, so she is likely hiding somewhere until another ship arrives. There is one due in three days, you have that long to find her, but I suggest you make it quick…” 


	“When we do, do you want her crucified?” 


	“Maybe later. But for now, bring her to me and we’ll confine her to a severe lashing. Now go!” 


	“Master? Can I whip her when you find her?” Julia asked in a matter of fact tone of voice, but respectful. 


	“Julia not only will you be allowed to whip her, I’ll absolutely insist that you do!” Julia gave him a firm smile. 


	The search lasted for a day and a half. Germanus and six guards found her hiding in a cave near the harbor. It was late morning when a loud knock on Flavious’ 


	door brought him answering. Carlos stood in the doorway, behind him stood Germanus and three guards. Two other guards were on each side of a well bound Median. 


	Median was bound with her back arched against a strut. Ropes crossed her breasts and pressed into their firm flesh. A single rope had been passed down between her legs. Finding the soft folds of her sex it obviously rubbed squarely on her bare clitoris. 


	“Bring her in.” 


	Struggling, Median slipped a bit on the polished floor. She was dirty and needed a bath. She eyed the food left on Julia’s breakfast plate. Flavious sits and looks at her for a few moments. Julia enters, she is still a slave-girl but she is wearing a sheer toga. She is clean and her hair is well styled. Flavious looks at Julia, smiles and then addresses Median, “You look disgusting. Besides being tired, I’m sure. You’ll be getting a lot more tired before I’m finished with you. Be glad that I plan to have you whipped and not crucified. But, that may come later…” 


	“Do as you please with me. I heard that you plan to have me in the arena?” 


	“You hear correct.” 


	“I won’t go.” 


	“Oh, you’ll go and you’ll do as I command.” 


	“No.” 


	“Carlos take her to the garden near the pool. String her up and prepare her for the whip.” 


	“You can whip me for as long as you like, but I won’t comply…” 


	“We’ll see.” 


	After about two hours, Flavious, Julia, and Lydia joined Carlos and the others who’d been there for a while. Median, nude and standing with her wrists crossed and roped. They’d been drawn upward to the free arm of a inverted `L’ shaped whipping post. Inset into the lush grass, the post was placed so as allow full exposure to the hot sun. 


	Median was drinking up the Sun. With her wrists above her head, her legs had been obscenely spread and tied to heavy pegs inset into the grass. Her sex, bare and split appeared quite moist and ready. 


	Carlos stood with his arms crossed over his chest. He was holding the supple Manta’s tail whip. 


	A messenger delivered a scroll to Flavious and quickly bowed away. Flavious read the message. 


	“Ho! It seems a fishing boat left this scroll this morning. Marcus is due in on the next galley. My new idea for the arena games has interested the Emperor and some of his closest friends…” 


	“I assure you they won’t involve me. If you think…” Median began a chatter that boiled Flavious’ 


	anger and brought a taste of his wrath to her. 


	
“Carlos twist her nipples until she is silent!” 


	“Yes, master.” Carlos takes the firm buds of Median’s nipples and twists them firmly in opposite directions to each other. She quieted down. 


	“That’s better. Now where was I? Oh, yes, the matter of Marcus’ arrival and the new games…” 


	Julia eyes the glistening nudity of Median, strung up and quivering in the Sun. 


	Her breasts swayed slightly as she struggled within her bonds. Flavious, Lydia, and Julia strolled over to a canopy near the pool. Teeva and Minnea, a couple of Flavious’ kitchen sluts were swimming about in the blue waters. Both were quite bronze skinned displaying there idle-be nudity. 


	“Julia. Remove your robe.” Flavious commanded. 


	She stands up and simply removes the garment. She gives Flavious a ‘never-no-mind’ display of her nakedness. The sun shinning down accents her curves. 


	“Oil yourself well, you are going to be in the sun for a while.” 


	Reaching into the large jar beside the canopy, she dips a generous amount of special oil. Rubbing it generously over her nudity. Flavious orders Teeva and Minnea to help her. They leap to his command. 


	“Go over to Carlos and have him hand you the Manta tail whip…” 


	Julia strolls over to Carlos. He hands her the whip. 


	“Now, Julia take up a comfortable position to begin whipping Median… I want you to really snake her good. You may whip her from her shoulders to her ankles. 


	I do not want her cut, or skinned. Raise welts if you must. Oil her first so that her skin can drink up the sun as much as the whip…” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	Julia takes up a small bowl of oil. She coats Median to a sheen. 


	“Julia rub your breasts on Median’s breasts. Nipple to nipple, make them flatten smoothly against each of them.” 


	As she does this, Median moans a bit. Julia whimpers as her erect nipples rub back and forth against Median’s hard tips. Both women have firm breasts and are of a similar height and build. The oil makes Julia’s breasts slip and slide over Median’s up tilted curves. Even with the coating of oil, Median’s nipples appear to clutch to Julia’s full erect buds. Median whispers to Julia, “I hope master has you put 


	against me and ‘girled’... Go on, rub your sex on mine, while you’re at it…” 


	Julia shakes her head no, “Master has not ordered it…” 


	“What are you two mumbling about? Julia, becareful, or I will order you two girled following her whipping… Remember you’ll be whipped, too, before you both are to girl each other…” 


	“Yes, master.” Julia quickly replied to Flavious. 


	Median looked into Julia’s eyes. She licked her lips in a smile, wrinkling her nose a little bit as she 


	spoke, “You’d better snake me really good house slut, master’s orders right? Go on and whip me hard, Julia, all over. Raise some welts across my breasts. Score my nipples to make them hard and swell up in the sun. Whip my sex with up-under strokes, hard ones across my slit. Bring it square to strike my swollen clit. 


	Make me come under the lash! I’ll do the same for you, before he has us ‘girled’... I’ll whip your breasts, nipples, and clitoris making them swell up ripe and ready. Oh, you’ll come under the whip, too. Then when we are against each other, you can feel my bare clit throb against your bare clit in climax. I can almost feel you already… Your nipples will be throbbing as they press squarely onto mine. They’ll sting from being sunburned almost as much as from the cruel whipping we’d both received…” 


	“Shut up, whore! Be ready to be whipped, hard!” Julia was livid at this brazen cunt strung up before her. 


	“House slut, remember I love to be whipped…” Median chided. 


	Lydia walked slowly over to the two women. She looked innocently pregnant and not pretentious 


	in the least. With her most soft little girl like voice she spoke to Median, “You won’t like this one, I’m afraid Miss Median. Mona used it on me one time when I was spread in front of the Emperor. He didn’t like the way my nipples looked or something. So Mona whipped me with this, at his order.” She held the 


	whip in her hand a few seconds. Holding it up now for Median to see, “This whip isn’t like the usual 


	Roman whip. It’s made from the tail of some sea animal my master calls a Manta ray. He got it on one 


	of his long trips some time ago. It really does hurt… a lot…” 


	Flavious had planned to have these two beauties put to a girling. Only he would whip Julia himself before putting the two girls into intimate bondage. In position, Julia was standing to Median’s right and just slightly behind her. The Manta’s tail uncoiled on the grass like a shinny snake. Julia’s arm brought the `tail’ around in a side arm stroke. It made a soft, whirring kind of hiss as it sliced the air. 


	The stroke coiled itself over Median’s breasts, following the firm curves of their summits. It passed squarely over the right nipple, falling just below the left one. It’s tip continued on around the side to snap in the middle of Median’s cooper colored bare back. Tossing her head back, Median twisted slightly, looking up at a cloudless blue sky, she stifled back a moan. 


	Julia pulled the whip back across Median’s breasts leaving a deep red welt. 


	Interestingly, the whip drug itself across the upper skin of Median’s erect right nipple. It swelled up in protest. Median gave an extra twist to her body. 


	It looked like a futile effort to shake the whip away from her right nipple. 


	Shifting her weight to get a better stroke kind of movement, Julia shook the whip slightly. It went out a bit longer than before. Bringing it back, again side arm style, Julia laid on a new stroke. She delivered another lash over Median’s gloriously bare breasts. This time catching both unprotected nipples square on. Median heaved in her bondage. Again, tossing her head back to see the sky, she held back her anguish by taking in a deep breath. 


	As she took in her deep breath, Flavious swore her nipples tried to push the whip off of them. Julia, as previous, drug the whip back across both of Median’s nipples. The tell-tale white line following the indentation of the whip, then the immediate red welt. Both of her nipples started swelling to twice their normal size. It was obvious the oil that Julia rubbed onto Median before her whipping made the whip cling to her skin. Julia rubbed her hand over Median’s bare breasts. Her nipples felt hard and hot to the touch. The ridges across both breasts had turned a bright red in smooth contrast to the cooper color of her skin. 


	Median twisted and writhed straining her body against the ropes holding her. Her outlook on being whipped was changing rapidly. For now, Median was just a slave girl being punished. It doesn’t get simpler than that. 


	Julia didn’t let up on her. Scoring lashes across Median’s sun drenched nudity with a network of crossing welts and red streaks. In her skill, Julia managed to apply several hard strokes to Median’s nipples and clit. Median experienced pounding orgasms as a result of those strokes. It was during these orgasms that Median vocalized the most. She let out a number of gasps and groans during the whipping, but during those orgasms she created a new vocabulary. 


	Not counting the strokes, Flavious stopped Julia’s whipping of Median after about an hour or so. Sweat mixed with oil dripped down the nakedness of both women. Julia began to show some signs of a sunburn. Her shoulders had become a reddish brown color along with the upper slopes of her breasts and butt. 


	Median’s nudity reflected her already long term exposure to the sun. Her ruby tipped nipples glistening in the sun, chaffed nearly raw by the evil whip. Along her shoulders, the upper slopes of her breasts and butt, were redder than normal. 


	Before he decided to have them ‘girled’, Flavious stood up and walked toward Median. Holding two shinny ornaments fixed with clips, he attached first one to her right nipple then another on her left. Dangling from the end of the clip ornaments were small bobble weights of some eight or so ounces each. These made her nipples bend over and hurt enough to make them burn. Median gasped a bit, then took in a sharp breath, causing her breasts to bounce making the weights jerk on the sore nipples, “AAA!” 


	In the hot Sun, the shinny clips and weights absorbed the heat. Her two breasts swayed gently as Median shifted her weight trying to stave off the building heat of the metal. They were becoming hellishly hot. Causing Median to sweat in earnest. Her forehead crisped up slightly as her eyes began to plead silently 


	with master Flavious. She squirmed and twisted in her bonds. The weights dangled down in the air pulling swollen nipples to new heights of pain. 


	Median was suffering humiliation as a result of her whipping. This was accented now, by the 


	twin clips and bobbles dangling from her nipples. Flavious lifted the weights up a bit then let them fall. They felt hot in his fingers almost enough to hurt. 


	Median whimpered again, softly she spoke to her master, “Please, master, don’t have me whipped with that thing anymore. It hurts awful, your blonde one is telling the truth. Oh, master, fuck your well whipped and humiliated slave girl. 


	Use me, oh master, please fuck me, I’m ready for you…” 


	Removing his tunic, Flavious fucked Median. The fucking motion made her breasts bounce and sway with their painful weights swaying and clicking together. He took her from behind, sliding his rock 


	hard cock well inside of her. He felt the tip of it pounding against her cervex. 


	His fingers brushed against 


	the sun heated clips and weights, Median seemed to thrust herself back against his cock as she heaved her 


	breasts forward to blister even more in the sun. The ramming thrust of his cock sliding in and out of her made 


	her voice gurgle. He motioned for Julia to come over and remove the weights and take up a thin switch. Done, she held the switch poised, waiting her master’s orders. Using hand gestures, he indicated to Julia to use the switch on Median’s nipples. She obliged his orders. 


	Median jerked on Flavious’ cock as Julia switched the girl’s already well punished nipples. Median’s voice cracked and broke causing her to give off guttural, unrecognizable sounds with each stroke of Julia’s switch. Flavious began to fuck her to the rhythm of the switch. This went on for several minutes, 


	much to the amusement of the gathered house slaves and Carlos. Who was becoming quite horny watching 


	the scene take place. 


	Just as Julia’s wrist began to get tired from whipping Median’s nipples, Flavious halted her actions. In a few more thrusts he unloaded himself deep inside Median’s sex. She could feel his cock filling her belly with hot cum. 


	While he finished his fucking of Median, he ordered Julia to put the weights back on her nipples. The girl gasped and vocalized another orgasm all the while Julia put those gnawing weights back on the tips of her breasts. 


	Picking up his tunic, he strolled back over to the canopy. He motioned for Julia to kneel before him. Exciting her nipples, he attached a twin set of clips and weights to the ones she put on Median. 


	Julia’s breasts sagged down a bit, but she accepted them with pride. These added burden to the sensitive tips of her breasts, causing Julia to give a muted little sigh. Flavious ordered Julia to suck him. She did, and sucked him as he pumped in and out of her lovely mouth. This made her breasts sway back and forth dragging the weights with them. A dull persistent grip on her nipples made Julia’s sex tingle. Because he had came inside of Median, Flavious would take some time to come into Julia’s mouth. Julia’s breasts would suffer a bit under the weights dangling from her nipples in the time required of her to suck him off. 


	Lydia, feeling a sense of urgency to come to the aid of her former mistress, slowly crawled over to Julia and lifted up the weights that dangled from her nipples. Julia still with Flavious’ cock in her mouth, tried to warn her not to do that. It was too late. 


	“You little pregnant whore!” Flavious was very angry at his blonde slave girl. 


	“I’ll teach you to interfere… Carlos, bring the wringer. As long as Lydia wants to interfere, she’ll learn about getting her tits in the wringer! You’re too pregnant to whip right now, but not too pregnant to have your lovely breasts punished!” 


	On her knees, Lydia’s back was arched on a strut. The wringer was placed so as to twist and pull Lydia’s breasts through the rollers by their nipples. 


	Squeezing and rolling them enough to make her nipples squirt white milk. Median and Julia had now been placed so as to catch Lydia’s milk in their mouths. Each of them had been placed on their knees. Tied with their wrists to their ankles. 


	“Don’t let any fall on the grass, or you’ll both be breast whipped with birch rods!” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	“Master, please the rollers hurt so…” Protested Lydia. “Nonsense! It’s been a while since you’ve been milked. No complaints now! I’m not even putting the weights on the rollers.” The rollers drew Lydia’s swollen breasts firmly between them. Carlos cranked them slowly. Lydia wailed. He’d roll them first one way up to the hilt. Then he’d un-roll them the other way to squeeze her very nipples. 


	Causing a steady stream of milk was squeezed into the waiting mouths of Julia and Median. The hot Sun reflected brightly from the shinny weights dangling from both of the girl’s well punished nipples. 


	Flavious, bored somewhat, slipped into the pool. Teeva and Minnea played with their master. He played with them. It was nothing for him to look over and see Lydia being milked by the rollers. Julia and Median were swallowing an unusual amount of milk, but Lydia produced an unusual amount of milk. 


	In the blue waters of the pool, Flavious grabbed Teeva. He held her against him with the crack of her ass at the level of his cock. He motioned for Minnea to fondle and play with Teeva’s breasts and sex. In the meantime, he slid his now quite erect cock into the warmth of Teeva’s ass. To him the water made this easy. Teeva didn’t think so. She whimpered a muted protest. It would earn her a lashing. The next time, she would learn to keep her mouth shut. Standing now with her back to her master. Teeva’s wrists were spread to a special bar fitted into the upper part of the whipping post that once held Median. Her ankles were spread and attached to a similar bar. He saw her looking back over her shoulder. 


	Her forehead wrinkled up a supplicant plea for forgiveness. Her body had twisted slightly in her spread-eagle condition. Enough for him to see the side curve of her right breast and the erect tip of its hard nipple. She was standing naked in the heat of the sun. 


	In a mere motion of his hand, Minnea did as her master directed. She took up a five thong whip and stood in position to administer a lashing to Teeva. At the signal to begin, Minnea swung the whip. It exploded across Teeva’s naked back. The ends wrapped slightly to score Teeva’s right breast. Five red s streaks appeared almost instantly. Teeva writhed and yanked at her bonds. In protest she vocalized a high pitched scream. Lydia was suffering too much to notice Teeva’s whipping, however, Julia and Median did. It made Julia nervous enough that she broke her concentration on the stream of milk flowing almost endlessly from Lydia’s right nipple. It hit her in the face, she couldn’t had that fact. Flavious saw this and smiled to himself a bit. It was the excuse he was looking for. 


	“Carlos, you may stop milking Lydia now and bring her to me. Oh, yes, have those two girled. Yes, and you may allow Median to whip Julia first.” 


	While all of these orders were being given, Minnea dealt Teeva a series of nearly ten lashes in all. Teeva protested and wailed her agony at each. “Minnea, change position. Whip Teeva’s front for a while. Her back looks well lined now…” 


	“Yes, master.” Minnea bowed her head. She looked so sumptuous sweating and holding that whip, 


	thought Flavious. He swore she read his mind as she made Teeva turn around so as to face her master. 


	Minnea’s breasts swayed as she whipped Teeva. Teeva would heave her body against the stroke of the lash. Welts would raise and her body would strain at the bondage imposed on it. 


	As Teeva occupied the whipping post now, Julia had been placed beneath a overhanging bough of a nearby tree. She was standing with her back to Flavious, her wrists drawn upward by a single rope. Median spread Julia’s legs and tied them to two stakes inset into the ground. Both girls were still very naked and fully exposed to the hot afternoon sun. Julia and Median’s nipple clips and weights had been 


	removed. Flavious put a set on Lydia’s sore breasts. She opened her mouth to whine, but bit her tongue. 


	Flavious ate his lunch by the pool. Feeling the soft breeze of his island flowing over him. He looked at Lydia who was chewing now on some sweet-meats. In the background could be heard the steady slap of Minnea’s five thong whip over Teeva’s hard breasts. Between the slap of the five thong, could be heard the dull whisking slice of the Manta’s tail. Following each of these sounds was the female vocalizing of a slave girl under the whip. These sounds soon led to sounds of orgasms. More than one of them. 


	Median and Julia spent the afternoon spread-eagle face to face. They were being ‘girled’, naked in the hot sun. Both well whipped and each sporting those nasty little weights on their intimately contacting nipples. For Julia, it would be more than twenty orgasms. For Median, more than fifty. 


	The two girls kissed trying to comfort each other. Median spoke softly, “Dear Julia, didn’t I tell 


	you this would be heaven…” 


	“Median, you are wrong, oh, my, here comes another burning o-o-one, AAA!” 


	Persuasion 


	Julia felt a shiver, more out of uncertainty than a chill in the air. Flavious had led her by her collar and leash down into the catacombs. Her heart beat in a anxious flutter as they descended the steps. In the gloom beyond the burning torches that lined the walls of the steps could be heard the female whimpers of a slave girl paying the price of her slavery. 


	Cool waters of the in-door pool and the massage that followed had helped her punished condition. She still felt the effects of her sunburn. A warm tingle that flowed from her forehead down to the tops of her feet. Even the tips of her nipples felt hot. Her clitoris stung slightly more from the effects of the whip than the sun. Following her master, Julia felt wonder. Still she pondered if he had more punishment in store for her. Or was she just to watch and learn another lesion? Julia felt a sense of pride in her nudity. Descending the stairs, he told her that she would be required to remain totally naked until after the next arena event. There would be no exceptions. She would be allowed to wear only her collar. 


	Median was in complete agony. Her body was feeling the effects of a sunburn. 


	Carlos’ whip didn’t make it feel better. Standing with her back to them as they entered, Median was sweating and shuddering from the whipping Carlos had been giving to her. He nodded to his master. Flavious held his hand for him to stop. 


	The couple slowly walked around to face Median. Julia felt a bit of revulsion. 


	Median had been bound, nude in a most obscene manner. She stood between two posts separated by enough space to permit her to be tied by each of her wrists, elbows, knees and ankles. In this position, she appeared to be slightly squatting. Obviously, her sex and bung were openly available. Her breasts heaved slightly. 


	Flavious examined Median and nodded his approval of Carlos’ skilled application of the whip. 


	“Is she ready?” 


	“Close my lord. I have the water-colic ready…” 


	“Let me feel…” Flavious put his finger into the mixture. It was warmer that he cared to feel, “A gut singe may be what this stubborn slut needs…” 


	“All is ready, master.” 


	“Apply it.” 


	Carlos took his time. He obtained a small length of hose. Not more than a small tube by size. He connected it to the base of the cauldron. The other end he put into an applicator that was the shape of a small pear. He greased the pear shaped end with a thick mixture of oil and honey. He put it against Median’s tight bung. With a bit of pressure, it slid inside of her. She voiced a soft pitiful sigh, “A-ah.” 


	It was warm in his hand, but it felt hot inside of the girl. She stirred uncomfortably. 


	“Carlos, open the valve a small amount.” 


	“Master…” 


	When the valve opened, it was only slightly. Median’s guts began to react almost immediately. There was some air in the line. It spurted inside of her. A bit of it belched back out, with an obscene noise. There was no odor from her insides. 


	About half a pint of the mixture’s three gallons poured into Median’s insides. 


	To her it felt like an ocean poured in. 


	Flavious lifted his hand to stay the valve. Carlos closed it shut. The mixture settled to work. 


	“Now Median, in two days, the arena will begin to become active. I am going to stage a show for the Emperor. You are to be the top bill of the event. After all, you are well suited for what I have planned. You also enjoy your nudity. 


	You enjoy sex of most any kind and you really enjoy delivering pain to others, especially other women. Be a good girl and on the ‘morrow, begin your arena training…” 


	“Go to hell!” 


	“No, I won’t, but maybe you will think you are there.” Flavious nodded to Carlos to open up the valve; he opened it wider this time. More of the warmer liquid flooded in. Her guts made a gurgling sound. As she took a deep breath, her breasts heaved. Sweat began to run in rivulets down her. Her chest heaved in a gulp of air, making her breasts jiggle. Median gasped, “AAA! OH!” 


	Bound and forced to stand still in her semi-squatted position. Median slowly rocked her head back and forth and coughed. Flavious motioned for Carlos to shut off the valve. “How much is left, Carlos?” 


	“Plenty, master, she’s barely had any of it.” 


	To Median, it seemed a hundred hot gallons had poured into her. She was sweating visibly and in a few moments the flood would began to rise. She felt the urge to pee, but couldn’t. 


	The waters were getting warmer as Flavious tested. Carlos fanned the fire beneath the mixture cauldron. Julia shifted her weight slightly. She put her hands over her belly. 


	“Open the valve, Carlos…” He nodded. 


	It was getting hotter, as Median was beginning to feel. She coughed and struggled somewhat against her bonds. Her breasts bobbled obscenely on her chest, but nakedness was not her problem. The hot liquid was becoming one, however. “Median, I really don’t have the time tonight to coax you along. Other slave girls have told me, that the colic can get quite hot. Oh, you won’t get burned or boiled alive. 


	At least I don’t think so..?” Flavious noticed that her lower belly seemed a bit swollen. He felt it and it was getting warm to the touch. 


	Flavious pressed on her belly, causing her to swoon and almost faint. “Hurt? You can end it now and get relief. Go to the arena…” 


	“NEVER!” She voiced aloud. 


	Flavious motioned for Carlos to open the valve wider. As he did, she screamed, “AAAIIIEEE!” 


	Carlos to hand Flavious the whip, he shook it in front of her. With a simple flick of his wrist, he coiled it about her swelling waist. It made a hallow sound like it’d struck a watermelon. Median shook her head and let out a wail, “AAA!” This kind of whipping reminded him of the time he saw a pregnant girl, accused 


	of adultery take a whipping on her swollen belly as punishment. Some African’s have strange customs. 


	He struck her again and she gasped a throaty wail that nearly made Julia cry, “HUGHAAHH!” 


	“Median. This is going to get even hotter for you.” Flavious lashed her bare breasts. Median coughed again. “Carlos, fix the bulb in place, I don’t want the pressure to force the bulb out of her bung.” 


	Nodding to Flavious, he fixed it firmly in place. He noticed how hot the hose had become. Median was sweating profusely. 


	“It seems hot in here, doesn’t it Median?” Flavious chirped in a tone of voice that sounded like a 


	certain slave girl he met out by the fields, she nodded. 


	“Carlos open the valve some more.” 


	“NOOOO!” 


	Carlos opened the valve. The hellish hot liquid poured profusely into Median’s girlish guts. Her eyes rolled up and she cried. 


	“Relief is just a word away, Median. What will it be, your foolish pride or the arena? SPEAK!” 


	Using only a gesture, Flavious motioned for Carlos to open the valve even further. The liquid poured into Median. 


	“AAAHHH! Oh, master… I… I… PLEEESE! OH, GODDESS... Help me, please… 


	Please…” Median couldn’t speak another word. Her lips moved, but no words came out. She coughed and spat, but only inaudible guttural sounds escaped her lips. 


	“CARLOS! OPEN THE VALVE ALL THE WAY!” 


	He did. 


	“Speak! Damn you!” 


	She looked like a woman gone mad, Flavious thought. Her head shook in a slight spasm. Julia’s heart beat wildly. Median’s hands opened and closed in their bonds as if to try to make some gesture. Her toes had curled nearly back under; she was in agony. 


	“Master?” 


	“WHAT IS IT?” 


	“She’s taken about a gallon and a half, sir.” 


	“GIVE HER MORE! RAM IT IN! USE THE PLUNGER!” 


	Carlos used the wooden plunger on the top of the hot cauldron. It made the liquid flow faster into Median’s punished guts. This brought Median around to a renewed urgency to speak, “YES! I WILL GO INTO THE ARENA! BY THE GODS PLEASE 


	HAVE MERCY! STOP THIS AWFUL STUFF FROM BOILING MY INSIDES OUT! AAA!” Flavious seemed glad and relieved. Julia closed her eyes and mouthed a silent “Thank you, Osiris.” 


	When Carlos released the bulb from Median’s bung it was odd, but nothing came out. Her guts had swollen to a point where she looked several months pregnant. 


	They released Median from her bondage. Julia helped her over to the marble toilet basin. No sooner had Median squatted down, than the dam broke. 


	A veritable gush of colic mixed with Median’s by products, shot out of her bung. 


	It resembled the force of a stream being pushed through a small fisher, almost like an inverted geyser. Median gasped and groaned her relief. She shook her head and closed her eyes. Shaking slightly from the effects of the catacombs and her sweating nudity. 


	“There now, Median, you see, I told you that going to the arena is better than being stubborn.” Still relieving herself, she looked at her master and nodded. 


	Her guts looking more normal now. In what seemed a long time, the liquid colic drained out. With urgency, she felt the need to relieve herself. To the amazement of all. A sausage shaped turd that looked far too large to have been inside the girl, escaped. 


	“Mercy me!” Flavious looked at it, “Carlos have you ever seen one that big inside of a girl before?” 


	“No, master!” He looked genuinely surprised. Julia looked at it and shook her head. Raising her 


	eyebrows, mumbled to herself, “Maybe I should try one of these colic…” 


	Flavious overheard Julia mumble, “Carlos, tie Julia in…” 


	“No, master! I was just commenting…” 


	“Watch your comments, slave-girl, you might just get what you ask for!” 


	“Yes master.” 


	“Master?” Carlos spoke softly to Flavious. 


	“Yes, what is it?” 


	“She took almost the entire three gallons, sir, look. It must have been when I used the ram to force it into her.” 


	“Hum. Did you use the formula that I told you to use?” 


	“Yes, master. I used the oils, mixed with garlic and honey with savory and water. The mixture was heated to the desired temperature.” 


	“Good. Stand up, Median.” 


	The girl stood up. Her shape appeared more normal now. That pregnant look had disappeared. 


	“Julia, take Median to the inside pool. Bath her and soothe her. Carlos, you can get her in a couple of hours and take her to the arena kennels. Make sure, Amah is her teacher. Amah knows just how I wish her to be instructed.” 


	“Master.” 


	“Now what is going on with Teeva and Minnea?” 


	Flavious and Carlos entered into a chamber set as a kind of alcove in the catacombs. Three flaming torches, revealed a dramatically disposed pair of slave girls astride a very sharp crested vaulting horse. Brazenly naked, the two girls sat face to face. With a few wiggles, the two pressed close enough to rub the exposed portion of their bisected sexes together. In such intimacy, two sets of firm breasts were forced flat at the nipples. Their dainty wrists had been bound spread above their heads. Attached to a rope that was tied to rings inset into the stones at each end of the alcove. It offered no relief for their sore clefts split helplessly on the sharp crested horse. Their ankles had been cuffed and bound. Weights had been placed in the loops of each cuff. Holding them firmly on the crest. 


	One of the first things Flavious noticed was the whip marks across each girl’s body. The welts curled around them and disappeared beyond where their bodies touched. Carlos’ first thought was the girls didn’t notice their presence. They were kissing and cooing to each other. Flavious held up his finger in a “sish” 


	gesture and Carlos nodded. Minnea appeared to be nearing a climax. Teeva was kissing and putting her tongue into Minnea’s mouth. Minnea wiggled a bit causing her nipples to rake back and forth over 


	Teeva’s nipples. In their closeness, the two girls were nearing a climax. 


	In a final heave of her chest, Minnea thrust her breasts against Teeva’s. The two girls spent themselves against each other. Both of them all coos and ohs, mixed with a few gasps and moans. It always pleased both Flavious and Carlos to watch two girls give each other pleasure. In spite of their circumstances. For the two girls, there was a price to pay, after they each had an orgasm on the horse, it’d make their pussies quite sensitive. The crested horse would hurt even more on swollen clefts. 


	Flavious thought back to a time when he first saw his teacher punish a slave girl. Hanging upside down, the girl’s exposed sex had became nearly blistered in the sun. If this wasn’t enough, he paddled her until the blisters broke. He then mounted her on a narrow plank situated between two up-right wooden posts, having arched her back on a strut and hung a heavy weight on her tied ankles. While she sat completely naked, he hung two clips with weights attached to them on the nipples of her breasts. As 


	she made futile efforts to lift herself off the device, her breasts would sway back and forth with the weights dangling from them. 


	Flavious whispered, “Leave them a while longer… I think they’re having a lot of fun…” 


	Carlos smiled and nodded. 


	At the pool, Julia helped Median to bathe. She used her bare hands to rub water over Median’s firm breasts. Julia toyed with the girl’s erect nipples. “Your nipples are so hard. Yet, they almost disappear in the copper color of your breasts…” 


	“It’s from my constant exposure to the sun. You know, being put on display and laboring in the fields and at the harvest wheel. Julia, I haven’t worn a stitch of clothing in more than ten years.” 


	“Hum. I wonder if my nipples would disappear if I spent a lot of time in the sun?” Julia asked. 


	“I’m not sure, but a girl with blonde hair, like Lydia’s was put on a tailing wheel with me. Artimus put us together, but we got into a fight one night. We ended up on display for a couple of days. 


	Evidently, we didn’t learn our lessons, as we fought again. This time, he had us dangling by our ankles and blistered. It hurts almost as bad as that Manta tail thing to be strapped on your sunburned sex. Anyway, after a couple of weeks of working naked, and bare exposure, her skin became as dark or darker than my own. 


	The only give-away to the fact she was not an Egyptian or light skinned Nubian was her blonde hair and deep blue eyes.” 


	“I have brunette hair and dark eyes. I could almost pass as a Nubian with a dark tan?” 


	“It might, depending on how dark your nipples and sex would turn. A brunette girl, about your height and build was assigned to the fields. She spent a year there. One day Artimus came along and was looking for some Nubian women to labor on the stone wall at the east end of the fields. He saw her. Her skin had become so dark, he thought she was a Nubian. Even though she protested, he sent her to lift t the heavy stones into place. Hard labor, totally naked under that blistering Sun and the coarse leather whip. The overseers use Nubian women as they seem more able to work with the heavy stones. Also, they are capable of withstanding breast whippings with the leather whip. The bad part of it is when the other Nubian women find out a white girl has been placed among them. They know how to torment her at night. I have heard they tie the girl spread against the bars. Using the oil they have to coat their bodies from the sun, they fist fuck her. On occasion they use what they call a ‘ram’ on her. It’s a thick polished stick, some fourteen inches long. With a ram’s head carved in the end. 


	I was told it was hollow. So they could put various types of liquid down it. A variation of the ‘ram’ is the ‘double ram’. It is used when they punish two girls at the same time… The girl I spoke of spent two years at the wall. She had her breasts whipped several times. Somehow, she managed to take those whippings as well as any Nubian. They use a rhino hide strap, in case you’re wondering.” 


	“Oh, dear. There can be drawbacks to a dark sun-tan. Did you ever get sent to work on the walls?” Julia asked in a girlish tone of voice. 


	“Once. I’d been there only a short time. It wasn’t Artimus who ordered me there. 


	It was a silly Orinoco bitch…” 


	“She ordered you to go?” 


	“No. I’d gotten into a fight with her. The scuffle earned us both a day on the scorcher and forty lashes each. When one of the overseers came to select some Nubians, the little bitch was chosen. As they carried her off, she told them I was a Nubian. I told them that I was white, and sporting a dark tan. It didn’t matter. I even mentioned my eyes and it didn’t matter, I was taken. Because I protested so much, when I arrived at the wall I was given twenty strokes with the ‘blister’ on my breasts.” 


	“Blister?” 


	“Yes, it’s a thin, whippy rod about the thickness of my little finger. I was spread, nude, against a large stone, facing the sun. As they draped me against it, my wrists and ankles were fixed with cuffs that were attached to ropes that fastened about the large obelisk. It was coarse but smooth in some places. This was due, I was told later, to the body actions of women rubbing and twisting as they were 


	punished against the stone…” 


	Julia, in a breathy tone of voice, began to wander, “Rubbed smooth by the bodies of women being punished against it…” 


	Median was noticing that Julia was getting somewhat excited at her description, “Yes, naked women being punished with that blister, spread against that heavy stone cruelly exposed…” 


	“Oh… My… My…” Julia was obviously turned on by Median’s description. 


	Median went on, “The blister raised welts the width of it across by butt and back. I wailed and twisted against the stone. It was no good. I was held firmly in place. Then I heard the Orinoco bitch call out to have me turned around and the blister used on my nipples and sex. It was then that Artimus saw me and realized that I didn’t belong there. He saw that I was white. He was quite upset that the overseers didn’t notice my eyes. He’d heard the Orinoco woman ask to have my nipples and sex whipped with the blister. Angered, he ordered that she be put on the stone facing out toward the sun. In position, nude, with her breasts and sex exposed and spread; he’d ordered me to use the blister on her. 


	By time I’d finished with her, she looked like a Zebra…” 


	Julia was breathing heavily now. Her breasts rose and fell. She was close to Median. Median used her finger to trace lines with her fingernail across Julia’s breasts. She did like the lashing Median had given her. Julia’s eyes were closed and her mouth open. In her mind’s eye she imagined that she was that Orinoco girl while a nude Median, glistening in the sun, whipped her with the blister. 


	The two girls were standing near the edge of the pool. Julia had backed up so that her back was against the pool wall. She spread her arms out to her sides. 


	Median worked her fingernail over Julia’s breasts and nipples. Then down, underwater, to her bare sex. Median’s middle finger passed over the lips of Julia’s sex. In its wake, the fingernail would find the sensitive bud of her clitoris. The very tip of it. It dug in. Feeling Julia’s climax nearing, Median immediately embraced Julia. Pressing her sex and nipples firmly into Julia’s. In the warm waters of the pool, the two girls found another moment of bliss. 


	Flavious and Carlos ascended the stars coming up from the catacombs, “Have those two brought to my chambers tonight, Carlos. Teeva and Minnea will prove a delightful entertainment for Julia and I. Lydia will be there, but she is getting more and more plump. Do you think she will birth twins again?” 


	“That girl knows only to well how to breed, master. I really feel that if Romulus and Reemus had such a woman as her, Rome would most certainly had been built in a day…” Flavious stopped and looked at his favorite male slave, “You take the words out of my mouth, Carlos!” 


	They laughed together and were still joking as they entered the indoor pool. It didn’t take long to determine that Julia and Median had been playing with each-other. “Carlos I think it’s time that these two be taught a lesion about playing with each-other without my permission.” 


	Carlos nodded in complete agreement. 


	Still wet from the pool and standing, chained, spread-eagle between to sets of polished marble columns. Two naked and sun-bronzed slave girls awaited their masters punishment. 


	“Carlos, you and I will punish these two. First I will whip Julia and you will whip Median. Then I will whip Median and you will whip Julia. What say you?” 


	“Agreed, master.” 


	Each one tested his whip. Both were using the five thong lash used commonly to punish errant slave girls. First Flavious flicked his whip to land across Julia’s bare back. She twisted making her chains rattle against the column. Her only sound was a breathy gasp, “Oh!” 


	Carlos brought his arm across in a side arm stroke. It found part of Median’s back and curled around to score one firm, bare breast. The ends trailed off her erect nipple. Like Julia, she twisted a protest then let out an abrupt, “Nigh!” 


	Flavious’ next stroke matched Carlos’ stroke and Julia’s bare breast bounced while the tips of the whip toyed in a painful way against her nipple. Shaking her head, she looked back over her shoulder at her master. Her forehead crisped up slightly and with a quick heave of her chest, she let her air out with a sharp, “No! AH!” 


	Both girls now gasping and sighing with heaving chests that made their bare breasts bounce and shudder. Still dripping with pool water, the lashes seemed to cling to their sun-reddened skin. 


	Off and on for the next couple of hours, Flavious and Carlos exchanged whip-strokes on the two girls. First lashes fell on Julia from Flavious, then on Julia from Carlos. As did lashes from Carlos fall on Median, then on her from Flavious and so on. 


	In the next series of strokes, smooth bare sexes paid the price of sharing tender caresses without permission. Exactly how many lashes found the folds of the girl’s clefts is difficult to say. Suffice it, that the master saw only too well to their delectable punishment. All too bare and exposed nipples suffered greatly as the master’s whips turned their tips to a crimson red. After what had to have been more than fifty strokes, Flavious grabbed the hair of both girls. 


	Pulling back on their heads, he told them to never play with themselves again with out his permission. They were all to eager to comply. 


	The wetness of their bodies from the pool had turned now to sweat. Those chains to which held the girls so openly spread and naked to the whip, now performed another task. Standing, facing separate marble columns, the girls had their backs to each-other. At shoulder level their wrists had be shackled to each side of their column. From eye-bolts placed just above their heads in each column, a single chain hung down which passed between their legs and up to an eye-bolt on opposite column. It had been drawn tight. Due mostly to the effect of each girl’s own weight causing the tension. The tension in turn causing the chain to press firmly into each girl’s bare cleft. Both were on tiptoes to try to ease the tension. Clips and weights had been attached to the tips of their nipples. 


	This added to, but did not cause, their distress. Their bare breasts swayed gently as they shifted their weight back and forth on the balls of their feet. 


	The two girls whinnied and whimpered a bit at the humiliation of their bondage. 


	Flavious and Carlos were setting on the edge of the pool looking at the two girls. Their feet dangling in the water, kicking it about this way and that. 


	They were looking at the girls and commenting. 


	“You know, Carlos, Median can really turn Julia on. I feel more so than Lydia.” 


	Carlos kicked his foot making a subtle splash, “I agree master. Lydia is a delight all right, but this Median, she reeks with sexual pleasure. For both male and female.” 


	Flavious for the first time with his best male slave, was without words. He simply nodded. Julia was in a whimper, “M-master..?” 


	Flavious ignored her. In a excited whimper, “M-M-Master..?” 


	He continued to ignore her. He was whispering something to Carlos. Her voice was now full of obvious arousal, “MASTER!” 


	“What is it, Julia?” 


	“May I come, sir?” 


	“NO! I should punish you some more for asking me while I am speaking to Carlos!” 


	“Please, punish me, master, but let me come while you do?” 


	Flavious stood, he was now quite nude, and walked over to her. Reaching over, he pulled gently on the weights that dangled from her nipples causing her to gasp. 


	“I didn’t give you permission to come!” 


	“Sir, pleeease…” 


	Julia was making every effort to comply. What had gone almost totally unnoticed was Median’s subtle climax. The only thing that gave it away, was a visible change in the tension on the chain. It made Julia gasp even more than the action being performed on her nipples by Flavious. Median’s back exploded with fire as Carlos lashed the five thong across her back. Again and again it fell. Median wailed and danced causing the chain to get tighter and looser and then tighter again. Julia was very ripe to come. 


	Median’s breasts jiggled visibly as the weights caused them to bounce. The first stroke made them go up and down. Another one had caused them to sway this way and that. All directions at once. The whip would now an again score the side curves of Median’s undulating breasts. All the while the whipping went on, Median was in the throes of climax. She gasped and cried out her pleasure. Julia was being denied her relief by her master. Her eyes were nearly rolling. She was struggling to hold her orgasm back. 


	“You may come, Julia.” 


	“OH! OH! OH! MY… MY… AH! AH! AH! YEA...” 


	“In fact dear slave girl, you will come until I tell you to stop.” She nodded and continued to climax… “Yeess, m-m-master! AH… OH… OH… OH… YEAS... 


	HUM... AAA...” 


	Flavious looked at the marble floor and beneath each of the girls a small puddle had formed. They were flowing like fountains. Carlos looked at the floor and smiled at Flavious. Flavious shook his head. For what must have been several minutes, Julia continued her orgasm. It was now becoming a bit more like punishment. Flavious removed the weights from her nipples, making the orgasm even more intense. He soothed and tweaked her sensitive nipples. 


	“OH! AH! Please, master, may I stop coming?” 


	“No.” 


	Median was shuddering causing the chain to bounce against Julia’s sensitive clitoris. Carlos had removed the clips and weights from Median’s nipples. He was rubbing their tips with his middle fingers. Median was dancing and squealing on the chain. 


	“You may stop your climax now, Julia.” The two men were chatting as they stepped away from the 


	two girls. Flavious glanced back over his shoulder to see Julia standing flat footed on the marble. Median was still on her toes. It was lucky enough for Julia, in the excitement, that she’d managed to settle herself onto the chain so that her clitoris peeked out between two links. Otherwise, for Median, who was not so lucky, her throbbing clitoris rested squarely on the hard edge of one of the larger links. 


	The men heard Median sobbing. Flavious was a bit annoyed. “I’m about ready for bed, Carlos. What say you we give these two a breast whipping and then fuck them?” 


	“Good idea, master.” 


	It was done slowly and with skill. Julia had been well whipped across her swollen breasts as she stood nude beneath an archway. Her wrists crossed and tethered by a single chain drawn above her head. She was whimpering slightly. 


	Casually spreading her legs about as she shifted her weight. Her body glistened with sweat in the now dim torch light. Flavious lowered her chain enough to permit her to bend 


	over slightly. Enough for him to enter her from the rear. He fucked Julia’s sex with long full strokes as she spread her legs wide for him. Her whipped breasts undulated as he sunk his cock deep into her wet, spread sex. Julia vocalized her pleasure at having her master’s cock deep inside of her sex, “AH… OH… Thank you, master!” Flavious flooded his favorite female slave with a full load of cum from his balls. She knew that she fanned the fires in his balls, when she danced at the end of his whip. 


	Median glistened in the light of a torch. The whip sounded wet as it spread its thongs over her sun-baked breasts. Hanging by a single chain in an archway similar to Julia, she tossed her head as the lashes fell. When Carlos lowered the chain, he went to her and fondled her whipped breasts. Tweaking her nipples and twisting them in opposite directions causing her to squeal. As he bent her over her wrists still tethered to the chain, her breasts hung down. Well streaked and red from their whipping. He had spread her legs apart exposing the wet cleft of her bare sex. His cock slid deep into her. She was tight. As he buried himself inside of her, she let out a gasp. With his cock fully inside her, up to the hilt, Carlos let go his balls into her. Median’s eyes rolled up. 


	Her lips made motions, but no sound came out. She just gurgled a bit. Shaking her lovely hair about. Her mouth opened up again to expose her straight white teeth. Median wrinkled her nose up and with a hissing sound, exhaled her climax. 


	The force of the air escaping from her lips, sent a small spray of spittle out of her mouth. She felt the hot jet of spunk squirt from his cock against the matrix of her womanhood. Carlos fingered her clitoris causing her to gasp again, this time 


	out loud, “AH! AH! AH! OH! YES! OH! Ah… Ah… Oh… Oh… Yesss…” 


	Julia rested in Flavious’ arms. In their bed, she snuggled near to him. Lydia slept with them, her arm around Julia’s waist with swollen breasts pressed against Julia’s back. On the floor, Teeva and Minnea slept in each others arms nipple against nipple, cleft against cleft. The pillows were soft. A gentle breeze blew in from the garden deck. Causing the curtains to blow and flop gently about. The stars filled the sky. A comet appeared half way up in the sky. 


	Here and there a shooting star streaked. A crescent moon hung above the horizon, just below the comet. 


	Carlos looked up at Median riding him. He could see the same comet and crescent moon over her left shoulder. As she raised her arms upward she twisted slightly. 


	Carlos could see the erect tip of her nipple make a silhouette against the back light from the moon. His hands went to her breasts and caressed them. Median moaned in passion. Several times that night, Carlos came inside Median. Neither of them thought about a nude and shackled Median six months later, sweating laboriously beneath the whip at the harvest wheel. Her belly swollen quite pregnant. 


	Hard Lessons 


	Carlos delivered Median to Amah. He turned her to face him and kissed her on the mouth. She returned his kiss. “Well, that’s cozy. Does Flavious know how your feelings for this one?” 


	Carlos didn’t like Amah. He was too silly for him. Carlos nodded slowly. “Hum. 


	Well, my job is to train you so we’ll start in the arena itself. Come along girl.” 


	Median looked back as Amah coaxed her along. Carlos smiled at her and brought his hand up. She matched his gesture. As she entered the arena the familiar sounds surrounded her. Swords clanging. Gasps and moans of hand to hand combat. 


	Wooden training devices spun and worked as both men and women fought these wooden foes. It was what happened in one openly exposed corner that caught Median’s eye. A blonde girl, naked except for a skimpy loin cloth of leopard skin, loose about her hips, stood tied with her arms drawn above her head to an inverted “L” shaped whipping post. A black girl, wearing a similar loin cloth, but her breasts covered with a matching top flicked a switch firmly across the blonde’s bare nipples. The blonde was jerking at her tether, all the while the black girl had drubbed on her sore looking breasts and nipples. 


	The odd thing about the scene was the fact that the blonde made no vocal protests or cries. Yet she was obviously suffering under the punishment. 


	Median’s nudity caught the attention of a few of the trainees as well as their trainers. The black girl switching the blonde stopped for a few moments. She cast an appraising eye over Median’s bare curves. 


	Median’s muscles moved provocatively under her sun-bronzed skin as she strode proud-like before the gathered group, with her head held high. The black girl who’d been whipping the blonde, chided to 


	her using the switch like a pointer, “Hey, necked girl! You wouldn’t be so’s proud walking like that if I was to put you under my switch…” 


	“Look closer, ebony switch girl, you’ll see my master’s stripes already mark my skin…” 


	Without further words, Median could sense the girl was looking her over good. As she followed behind Amah she took a quick glance over her shoulder to notice the black girl was toying with her switch over the blonde’s sore nipples. 


	“Here, put this on while you are training. It’ll keep the rest from getting too aroused at your spectacle.” Amah tossed Median a small loin cloth and top made from a chamois type material. It was the first time she’d worn anything in her life. As a girl, in her Amazon tribe, the females remained nude from birth until their eighteenth summer. Along with several others, she’d been taken when the Romans over took her village. At that time she was only sixteen. When she was sold as a slave, she was never given any clothing. She saw that some of the women wore them, but no one made an effort to cloth her. 


	Flavious bought her from Carotene in a lot from the labor camp on Sugar Island. 


	Following her purchase, she’d been working in his fields for more than seven years. “Silly girl, put those on… The way you are acting I’d think you never worn any cloths at all, ever…” She looked kind of silly at him. Putting her finger into her mouth, she raked her big toe back and forth in the dirt. 


	“You have to be kidding me… How old are you?” 


	“Twenty six summers.” She sucked in her breath and thrust out her whip-streaked breasts. 


	“You’ve never worn any kind of clothing ever?” 


	“No. Was I suppose to?” 


	Amah shook his head in disbelief. 


	“How do I put these on?” 


	“I’m amazed. Imagine, living twenty six years, in total nudity. It’s no wonder you don’t display any shame. What amazes me is that you don’t have a bunch of kids following you around. Don’t tell me you’ve never had any children?” She shook her head no. 


	“You’re not a virgin, so how many times have you been fucked?” 


	“Counting last night?” Amah rolled his eyes. “About six hundred times, give or take a few dozen…” Amah’s mouth dropped open. “Oh, not all at once, no. When the Roman legions over took my village, most of us lost our virginity. I was working on a distant part of the wall when the Romans came. 


	They crucified some of us. I was lashed and forced to ride a prong as an example to the others, because I kicked a Roman officer in his balls. I’d been working all day on the wall, so I had a bit of a sunburn. It didn’t matter, they snake whipped me anyway. I was young and could take it. The impaling hurt a lot, and I think that’s when I lost my virginity…” 


	“Amazing… When did most of the real fuckings take place?” 


	“That night in the village it started with the soldiers and went on from there. 


	It continued at the slave camp on Sugar Island, at the auction blocks, slave kennels and on the galley coming over here. Did you know that Carlos and I did it all night? Oh, Master Flavious had whipped me a lot, but I get really hot under the lash, I just want to fuck and fuck. Carlos and I must have done it at least two dozen times last night.” 


	“I see… Well, girl, I think you’ll be getting plenty of fucking of all types in the next arena show…” 


	“Oh, yes I like to have sex, you know, girl fuck kind of sex with other slave girls. Julia and I really know how to that ‘girling’ thing…” 


	“Enough chat already!” 


	“Sorry, sir.” 


	“Now, here is how you put this thing on…” Amah fitted the cloth loosely about Median’s hips. He 


	let it hang in such a way that as she’d walk, her sex could be easily viewed. 


	With each step she took, the edges of her loin cloth would occasionally catch a flutter of a breeze or would flip idly up exposing the bronze folds of her bare cleft. “Didn’t you ever grow hair down there?” 


	“Oh, no, when I was young, as a Amazon trainee in my tribe, my sex was treated with a special herb, I forgot the name of it, but I never grew any hair. Was I suppose to?” 


	“Never mind… Here put this on, over your breasts…” The top fitted equally loose over her breasts. As she walked, her breasts would bounce loosely under the soft chamois. As the skin pressed against her breasts, her erect nipples would be outlined on the soft chamois. The color of the chamois and her skin were in complete complement to each other. The chamois was a bit lighter than her copper complexion. She fidgeted a little with the garments. 


	“Oh, yes, not that it will bother you, but when you are punished you will be stripped naked.” 


	“Good, I understand, sir, but the blonde girl having her nipples switched as we crossed the arena, still had on her loin-cloth?” 


	“Oh, her. Actually she was having her nipples trained for the next arena show. 


	Who knows but you might be one who will switch them?” 


	“Why was she bound, if not being punished?” Median asked. 


	“She wasn’t a month ago…” 


	“A month ago! That’s a long time to have your nipples switched…” 


	“That’s nothing, at night she sleeps standing against the bars with clips and weights dangling from them. It toughens them up…” Median looked at Amah wide eyed. 


	Arriving again on the arena floor, Amah began her training by having her fight a wooden cog-wheel. Using a special staff, Median swung, ducked, struck, jumped, side-stepped, danced, turned, slammed, and kneeled as she fought a mock battle against the turning cog. Sometimes she’d loose, when she did, a thin set of three leather thongs would remind her to be careful. They’d always seem to find the barest globes of her nearly exposed ass. The loin cloth covered her sex, but left her butt cheeks almost completely exposed. 


	It had been a hard first day. Quite tired, she laid down on her cot, belly down and closed her eyes. She was so tired that she didn’t take off her loin cloth or top, falling to sleep quickly. 


	In the early morning cool, she was woke up by none other than the black girl and blonde she’d seen the day before. They were both naked and stared down at her. 


	Before she could shake the sleep from her head, Median found herself spread naked against the bars of the kennel; about to pay up for her sassy behavior. 


	The blonde started caressing her own sore breasts. “I love to have my nipples switched. Do you?” She took hold of a wicked switch made of thin bamboo. It hissed as she sliced it through the air. “I’m going to make your nipples hot! So hot you’ll beg 


	me to stop…” 


	With that she landed a blow squarely across both of Median’s nipples. Median gasped and vocalized a protest. “UMPH!” 


	“Gag her!” Snapped the blonde at the naked Nubian. She gagged her with a piece she tore off Median’s loin cloth. All the while she had the stuffing in her mouth, the blonde made good her promise to turn Median’s nipples into fire. In a veritable blur, the switch rose and fell with relentless accuracy across Median’s red, erect nipples. The sound was not loud enough to wake anyone else. 


	At least if they did awaken to see Median being punished, they weren’t going to do anything about it. Median’s nipples swelled to nearly twice their normal size. She thought they were ready to pop! 


	“That’s enough on her nipples, Valanna.” 


	Delivering another dozen or so, “I’ll say when it is enough!” 


	Grabbing her arm to stay the switch, “I said that’ll be enough, Valanna…” 


	The two looked each-other squarely in the eyes. “Maybe you want some of this, Luanna…” Valanna rubbed the switch slowly across Luanna’s dark erect nipples. 


	Luanna slowly, without taking her eyes off Valanna’s eyes, raised her arms and crossed them behind her neck. Taking in a deep breath, she thrust her breasts out toward Valanna’s waiting switch. 


	SWIT. 


	“One.” Luanna spoke softly with out a flinch. 


	SWIT. 


	“Two.” Again she spoke, softly, stared right back at Valanna. 


	SWIT. 


	“Three.” 


	SWIT. 


	“Four.” 


	SWIT. 


	“Fi-ve.” Luanna sucked in her breath a bit, making her breasts heave a shuddering bounce. 


	SWIT. 


	“Six.” 


	SWIT. 


	“Seven.” Again, Luanna took a quick in and out breath. Her breasts visibly quivered. 


	SWIT. 


	“Eight.” 


	SWIT. 


	“Nine.” 


	SWIT. 


	“Ten.” 


	“Luanna, your nipples are now a deep, dark red. I’d say my switch was hungry for the taste of your nipples.” She rubbed the switch firmly up and down over Luanna’s swollen erect nipples. 


	Median was in shock that Luanna took such hard strokes. Luanna looked squarely into Valanna’s eyes, “I think it’s time the switch tasted a little of miss sunshine’s hot sex, don’t you Luanna..?” 


	Luanna’s eyes focused on Median’s gagged face. Her forehead crisped up and her eyes squinted in a silent plea. Still gagged, Median was now spread upside down on the same bars. Her sex ‘peeled’ apart and exposed. It was at a perfect position to inflict a harsh switching. “Sunshine, I like that name for you. 


	You’re so damn sun-tanned. Darker than this one.” Luanna points to Valanna with the switch, who is quite tan for a blonde. Median nods her head. 


	“You’re almost as dark as me. But not the same way. You must be a field girl to have gotten so damn sun-tanned…” Median nodded again. 


	“Now… You don’t remember me, but I remember you. In fact you see, Valanna and I are both former field girls. Only, I worked on the walls, being a Nubian and all. But, you probably don’t remember the walls, do you?” Nodding her head vigorously, Median acknowledged her comment about the walls, “Ump-humph.” 


	“Been there, eh? Yes, well I remember that a certain Orinoco girl got her nipples and sex kind of ‘blistered’... Do you remember that?” Nodding slowly, Median muffled a muted, “Ump-hum.” 


	“It seems a smart-ass ‘Sungirl’... That’s what we Nubians call a white girl who’s so brown she looks like one of us. Well, she gladly blistered an Orinoco girl’s nipples and sex in front of us. Because this Sungirl was mistakenly put to work on the wall. I know because it was my sister who this Sungirl gave a blistering to…” 


	Struggling to free the gag, Median shook her head, no. With a smile, Luanna looked at Valanna, “I think this one is trying to say something in her defense…” Luanna removed Median’s gag, but was ready to put it back on. 


	Coughing and choking Median voiced out a protest, “That’s not true and you know it! If 


	you were there, you’d have seen it was me ‘blistered’ earlier on my ass and back…” To Valanna, “Raised welts it did!” Back at Luanna, “It was your ‘sister’ who chided out to have me turned around and blistered on my nipples and sex. It was only then that Artimus arrived and saw that they were about to punish a white girl. The overseers were more than willing to blister me good…” 


	To Valanna again, “He was angry that they were punishing me for protesting. He was even more angry at the Orinoco girl who yelled to have my nipples and sex blistered. He handed me the ‘blister’ and told me to punish the girl who was really responsible for my being there…” 


	“You didn’t flinch a bit when he told you to blister her, did you!?!” 


	“He was a master, what was I suppose to do? If you’d been to the fields as you claim, you would know that to disobey means punishment. He could have had us both blistered. I frankly didn’t want another blistering…” 


	“Is she telling the truth, Luanna?” 


	“Well, now, you gonna believe her or me?” 


	“I said. Is she telling the truth, Luanna?” 


	Luanna nodded. Valanna raised her eyebrows, “Well, it seems that a bit of Nubian revenge is being sought, true?” Luanna nodded again. “Hand me the switch, Luanna. You know the position…” 


	Standing now with her back to Valanna, Luanna again put her wrists crossed behind her head. She spread her legs wide. Median could smell Luanna’s dusky female odor. With her own legs spread, a mixture of her own sweet juices and Carlos’ love filled the cell. Valanna knew just how to deliver those awful up and under strokes that could almost make a girl faint. The first of a dozen landed with a wet sounding THUCK. 


	Whimpering, Luanna shuddered enough to make her breasts quiver, “AAA! One.” 


	THUCK. 


	Luanna shook her head, muffling her cry, “Haagrh! Two.” 


	THUCK. This one found its mark square on her clitoris. 


	This noise was a bit louder, “NAAH! Ah! Three… Ah!” 


	THUCK. Another one on the clit. 


	“NO! OH! E-YEA! Four. HUGH!” 


	THUCK. Luanna’s clit nearly exploded. Bringing her arms down, but stopping short of touching 


	her sore cleft, Luanna wiggled and cupped both hands over her breasts. She toyed with her well switched nipples. She was gasping and biting her lips, “AH! HOWWW! 


	OH! Oh… Five.” 


	“Arms back up, girl. Keep silent or I’ll gag you.” Valanna ordered as she noticed a couple of girls 


	stirring in their cots. 


	“Yes, mistress.” 


	THUCK. What accuracy! Another to the clit. This one had Luanna fairly dancing in place. Still with her wrists crossed behind her head and her legs spread as before, she jiggled and wiggled in place. Her breasts bouncing in a very obscene and provocative manner. This earned her sore nipples a quick three-some with the switch. She fought off the urge to scream, but Luanna spoke now in her Orinoco tongue, “Amambah helba osopu mi basaba e’tutu… HUGH! OH! HOW! YEOW-ER! OOOH! 


	NOGA! NO! UGH!! NO! Hisses… Six.” 


	THUCK. Valanna was a stickler for accuracy. 


	This time Luanna shook her head, her breasts swayed in obscene motions, “HUM! 


	Seven.” 


	THUCK. It was sounding pretty wet now. A shudder followed by a quiver and a sharp, “AH! 


	Eight.” 


	THUCK. This one drew sweat. Luanna shook her head for control, “OH! N-NO! Nine.” 


	THUCK. Pain. Median was feeling quite sorry for Luanna. What was she sorry about? It would soon be her pussy under the switch. A short up and down, “O-OH! 


	Ten.” 


	“Why are you counting?” 


	“Shut up! It’ll be your turn soon.” 


	THUCK. A wet hit. “GEE-UP! B-BLAST! OH! Eleven.” 


	THUCK. Finally it was the end. “OH-UP! A-A-AH! N-NO! Twelve. Thank you mistress.” Median couldn’t believe what she had just seen. 


	“Now it be your turn, Sungirl…” In a blaze of strokes that could only have come from a woman who had a deep dislike for white women. Luanna delivered so many harsh licks to Median’s sex that it amazed even Valanna. It was a good thing she was gagged thought Valanna. If Amah had seen what they did to her, they’d be in for it good tomorrow. It was a sheer wonder that Median could even breath. A few times Valanna had to stay Luanna’s hand to allow Median to catch her breath. After all, Valanna thought, she may be a brunette, but she is still a white girl. All the while the strokes fell, Median’s nudity bounced and shuddered against the bars. Sometimes enough to cause a quite noticeable rattle. 


	Two mouths shared the bounty of that harvest of pain. Median rocked gently against the bars, her sex fairly dripping with dew. How many times she climaxed? 


	She’d lost count… 


	Median’s Offering 


	At morning inspection, Amah strolled up and down the ranks of proud performers. 


	He stopped in front of Valanna. Sometimes he would have the women strip and show off for him. Could this be one of those days? “Valanna show me your nipples.” 


	She unfastened her top. Lifting it she displayed two red and swollen nipples on her suntan bare breasts. “They look fine, Valanna. Though, I might be led to believe that someone was chewing on them all night as red as they are!” There was some mixed laughter and mumbling. Luanna began to look uneasy. 


	“In fact, I think here is the one who was chewing on them!” More laughter. He went to Luanna and for a moment she thought he’d like to see her nipples. They were a bit sore looking at that. “Play with your nipples, Luanna. Let me see them pop up under your top…” She did, and they popped up almost on command. 


	They must have hurt like fire for her to tweak them erect, but she didn’t even flinch. 


	Walking toward Median, he stopped. Looking at the girl squarely in the eye he motioned for her to strip. In fear, she started to and he stopped her. “No, you’d better not. You enjoy it too much… Being naked that is…” Luanna and Valanna sighed a relief. 


	As he strolled through the ranks of trainers and trainees. He stopped and made a few more girls strip to be ‘inspected’ by him. The morning progressed into further training. To Amah everything was as it should be. The performers for the arena did well and learned quickly. He liked the progress the new girl, Median had displayed. He only needed to slap the thong over her bare butt a few times to make her learn. 


	It was at the noon meal, that the afternoon took on a different mood. Amah with a couple of guards began talking with Valanna and Luanna. In only a few moments, the two girls were being carted off by the guards and Amah. As they were leaving, Luanna looked cross at Median. Median shrugged that she didn’t know what was happening. Valanna saw Median shrug, nodding that she understood. 


	When the meal was finished. A call to attention was blown on the trumpet. There was a problem. Entering the arena floor, Median saw Valanna and Luanna standing, facing each other between two posts. They were naked and tied with their arms and legs spread. They’d been put in such a close proximity to each other, that their nipples and clefts brushed idly together. Amah was addressing the gathered throng, “As you can see, these two are about to be punished. Punished for a crime against another fellow trainee.” 


	He gestured for Median to step forward, “Median, strip naked for us!” 


	Having been use to a life of nudity, she obeyed without hesitation. Naked, she turned to face the gathering. Seizing her wrists, Amah held her arms up. It was obvious that her nipples and sex had been well switched. They were quite red and swollen. “This simple minded nude girl…” Median didn’t like that simple minded comment. “Was made a victim by her cell mates. Brutally switched while she hung naked as the day she was born and struck repeatedly across her bare breasts, nipples, and sex. Exposed on the bars of her cell, without the least hope of mercy…” That wasn’t true exactly, Median started to interject. “Now, by the powers invested in me as lead trainer of our master, Flavious’ proud arena, I hear by grant this lovely naked girl the right and power to punish her tormentors… Take the ‘sole’ and punish these two before their peers and the other trainers…” 


	Median took the sole into her hand. She first looked closely at it. Handing it back to master Amah, she politely shook her head, no. “I am giving you your rights as well as an order, girl! Punish Valanna and Luanna…” Median again shook her head, no. This was a bold thing for her to do. 


	“Here is your last and final chance, girl. Take the sole and punish these two or be ready to be punished yourself!” In what had to be the most heart tearing moment in the history of the arena, Median gave the sole back to Amah. She slowly strolled over, and placed herself between the adjacent set of posts and stood with outstretched arms waiting to be bound. In a angry gesture, Amah motioned for two guards to secure her in place. In full exposure the three nude women awaited their fate. 


	“Well, since our victim is too proud to punish her tormentors, then perhaps the one who spoke up in her defense is ready to punish the girl and her tormentors here and now in the hot Sun? I know there is a code among you all, about tattle-tales. I know who it is that spoke of this crime! I know that this person dislikes being naked. I will ask this only one time. Come forth and punish these three with the sole. Do so now!” 


	There was no reply. All stood in silence. “Very well, you give me no choice. 


	From now on, all 


	training will be done in the nude. You are all ordered to strip, do so now!” In the likeness of the Stoics. The group, both male and female stripped themselves quite bare. Unseen in the background, Colleen, from the Northern providence’s of the Ire, shivered. She fought a vain effort to use her hands to hide her nudity. 


	She’s really quite lovely sporting full round breasts, full lips, green eyes, and stunning reddish-blonde hair. 


	“Pompanos! Step forth.” A quite muscular veteran Roman gladiator stepped forth. 


	He folded his massive arms across his chest and gave a courtly bow to Amah. 


	“Pompanos, take this sole and punish these three females you see bound before us. Punish them well. It’s to be a resounding twelve to each of them. Well laid on, Pompanos, understand? See to it they count the strokes aloud, Pompanos!” 


	“Yes, sir.” 


	In all the world, there is no other form of punishment that can be delivered like punishment from that “sole”. As Pompanos readied himself, the three girls stood in a firm stance. Ready for their bout with the punishment sole. Made of whale bone, covered with brushed leather. It was of an incredible suppleness. 


	Pompanos raised the thing on high and brought it down across Valanna’s butt with a firm 


	SMACK. 


	“OW! AH! One.” 


	SMACK. 


	“OH. AH. Two.” 


	SMACK. 


	“HAAA! Three.” 


	SMACK. This one found the side curve of her right breast. “P-PITOWE! UGH! HUMPH! 


	Four. Please, sir, not my breasts…” The nude blonde danced in place, making her breasts jiggle up and down. 


	SMACK. Another one on the breast, catching the tip of the nipple with a wicked slice. “AARGH! N-N-NO! GODS, PLEESE, N-NOT THE NIPPLE! Five.” 


	What led to the punishment of Valanna’s breasts befit Pompanos to let her have it as she twisted in her bonds from the strokes across her ass. Carelessly, Valanna would pull and twist this way and that. Sometimes leaving a wonderful bare breast vulnerable to the sole; it was an easy target. 


	SMACK. He proved it again with a full stroke that curled about Valanna’s breast. 


	It was laced with a inch wide band of purple. Valanna jerked and pulled at her bonds. Twisting harder than before. Making her breasts bounce obscenely. Luanna leaned toward her trying to coax her into pressing her breasts against her own. Valanna hurt and that was all their was to it. “Don’t loose count, girl…” 


	“Uh! Six.” 


	SMACK. Another one struck this time across her ass cheeks. “AAAIIIEEE! N-NE-NO! 


	HUMPH! AAAH! S-S-Seven.” 


	SMACK. Her left breast this time. The perpetual jerking motion. She rocked her head back 


	and forth. Nothing more happened only a breathy call to cadence, “E-E-E-Eight…” 


	SMACK. The sole sounded like it’d struck a tub of water. Kind of a hallow like sound at the base of her butt. Near her sex. “HUMPH-HOW-OW! OH! N-N-Nine.” 


	SMACK. A curl about her left breast. Her nipple popped she thought. It didn’t, but it felt like it, “HEW-WE! AH! Ten.” 


	As Valanna shuddered, her already sore nipples scrapped and rubbed against Luanna’s nipples. 


	SMACK. Square on a nipple. They were stinging like fire, “No, please, good sir, don’t use that thing over my bare breasts and nipples… Eleven.” 


	SMACK. A down under, dirty rotten stroke. Luanna saw Valanna’s eyes widen. Her head shook and her body stiffened. Three times she shook her head. “NO! OH, NO! 


	H-H-Help, he’s popped my sex…” 


	“Go on, say it!” Pampanos coaxed 


	“IT THROBS!” Valanna squealed. 


	“Lying slut.” He yanked on her blonde hair. 


	“Let me see…” Amah looked between her legs a second, “Well, you caught her a good one, all right…” 


	“Better give him the count, before you have to start all over again…” Luanna coaxed Valanna in 


	a whisper. 


	“AAA! Twelve.” The blonde shuddered as she spoke her count. Suffice it to say that Pompanos’ using of the sole on the other two echoed a similar response from both Luanna and Median. Luanna ended up with three such ‘between the legs’ 


	stingers that could only be called simply awful, beastly ones. Median’s breasts clearly displayed three bands of reddish purple across each. These bands making some type of juncture at or near one of her swollen nipples. Releasing the three of them to march back to their 


	training made everyone stop and look. Median walked with her usual ‘proud to be naked’ stride. Her breasts bouncing on her chest with each step she took. In their exposure, the welts left by the sole gave visual evidence of her punishment. 


	Luanna followed Median, but in a more ‘I’m naked, yes, go on with it’ stride. 


	Like most Nubians she’s full breasted. One of the more interesting aspects of Nubian women’s breasts, is the fact they stick up and out so well. Like Median, Luanna befell the victim of a few laces with the sole across her full breasts. 


	In Egypt, Nubians did most of the hard labor on the pyramids and temples. In reality, a good deal of the labor was done by women; bare breasted, bare ass naked Nubian women. It was not uncommon for a Nubian woman to be punished by having her breasts whipped and then adorned with punishment stones. The stones were the size of chicken eggs. Usually, the stones were attached by a length of rawhide tied about a girl’s large nipples. In many instances, even with these stones pulling their nipples over, their breasts would still bounce free and high on their chests. 


	Valanna, one of the most hated bitches in the arena, strolled in a ‘you’ve seen me naked before’ attitude. Pompanos plied the sole more to her butt and back. 


	Although the few that he’d delivered to her breasts, made dark-red almost purple streaks across each one. At the level of each of her nipples. 


	The next day was exercise day. For Luanna, Median, and Valanna it was a day at the levers. Their turn to grind the grain for the trainees bread. This task was done in-turn according to the kennel or cell number. A change, ironically, had been made with the cell next to theirs. In order to make room for two new trainee twins, Colleen had been transferred to the cell next to hers; it was Median’s, Luanna’s and Valanna’s cell. Four quite bare and beautifully naked women had been assigned for the day to turn the heavy grind stone. Each one was fitted with a harness. Collena complained that her harness’ front strap cut the undersides of her nipples. Each of the girls were made to pull against the lever. The ring at the rear of their harness’ clipped into a single eye-bolt at the center of each lever. Using their arms to assist in the pulling, forced them to ‘present’ their breasts in a outward thrust. 


	One of the trainers, using a sharp stick about four feet long with a length of braided cowhide attached to the other end, would make the girls keep pace. In the morning the mill would be in the shade. At noon it would be fully exposed to the sun and again for most of the afternoon. Late morning would bring rest and a meal. Then early afternoon it would be back to work. The morning went well, a good deal of grain was ground. The four girls had received only a few pokes with the sharp stick to keep them in pace. 


	It was at the break that Collena made a fuss. When the trainer released them, Collena immediately removed her harness. She rubbed her really quite sore looking nipples and she wouldn’t shut up about adjusting the front strap. 


	Luanna’s strap had rubbed her nipples a bit, making them stand tall and erect. 


	Obviously, with her large breasts. But she didn’t complain. 


	Median and Valanna’s breasts were still sore and the marks from the sole were visible. Complaining wouldn’t do any good. 


	Patients on the part of a trainer is important. This time, everyone had to agree, Collena got what she deserved. “All right, girl! Shut up about the harness. Put it back on, your nipples will be fine. Here, I’ll see what I can do…” 


	“Really, can’t I just push on the lever with my arms? Do I have to wear this thing?” 


	“Yes. It’ll make the job a lot easier…” As the trainer, Mica, worked with it, the strap broke. “DAMN IT!” He’d cut his finger and that got him angry. 


	“Oh, well. I really don’t want any tan lines from that harness anyway…” This was the wrong thing for Collena to say. “Come here girl! Don’t want any tan lines, eh? We’ll see about that!” He grabbed her wrist and with the help of an assistant, Collena soon was hanging from a brace with her wrists and ankles 


	corded together. This position forced her exposed breasts and sex into position for a nasty whipping with 


	a thong. 


	Mica unfurled his four thong whip, “Now, you’ll get twenty with this before I spread you on that 


	cross for a little sun worship!” With those words he drew his arm back and let the lash fly catching Collena 


	full across her dangling breasts, she squealed in a girlish voice. While she jerked and whimpered, the whip made contact with her exposed sex and breasts enough to make them look like zebra stripes. Mica whipped her silently and steadily paying no attention to her whimpers and pledges. When the twenty were done, he 


	lowered her and led her over to an tilted ‘X’ shaped cross, like the one Artimus uses in the fields. 


	“Well now, how about a little Sun worship!?!” With those words, he seized Collena’s arms and bound her spread-eagle. He uncoiled the length of braided cowhide at the other end of the prod stick. Looping it over his wrist, he swung it to snake whip the nude spread girl a couple of more times causing Collena to scream and protest. Whimpering and sobbing, Collena remained there for the entire rest period following their meal. Mica went over and gave her some water, twice. It was time to return to work. He fastened Median, Luanna, and Valanna in the usual way, but Collena’s harness was useless. There wasn’t another one that would fit her. It’d have to be repaired. In the meantime, Collena could spend the waiting time spread-eagle in the sun or she could pull the lever using her arms, back and shoulders. Without the harness to help her; it was her choice. 


	Mica Took a few minutes to adjust the lever, as Collena had elected to do her work at the mill. It was better than being spread naked in the sun the rest of the afternoon. The lever had be fitted into a position to permit Collena’s shoulders and arms to be stretched over and along it. The trainer tied her wrists and elbows along the lever on both sides. Odd, but she appeared to be more naked, brazenly so in fact, and vulnerable to the whip than she did spread between the two posts. 


	At the given signal the break was over. The mill stone creaked and rumbled to life as the four women plied their raw muscle strength to the task. There was no doubt that the afternoon would be hotter 


	than the morning. Median looked up at a clear blue sky, not a cloud. The sun was going to make this task a lot harder. But, not as hard for the three in their harnesses as the one without. 


	The four of them finished out their week at the grain mill. The first lesson in the main arena was 


	wrestling. They were to be pitted against four other girls, in this arena. The object of the wrestling was to win so as to prevent punishment. This came about as the winner of the individual match would whip or punish the looser of the match. A simple formula, however, there were rules to follow and who would win or loose, sometimes was arranged. 


	Valanna faced her challenger in the pit, nude and oiled. Her challenger was dark skinned Egyptian girl who called herself Nestefri. This giant of a bitch, stood six foot six and weighed nearly nine stones, and she didn’t have an ounce of fat on her. Her breasts were opulent with full hard nipples as long as Collena’s 


	thumbs. A male slave, nude also, massaged and tended to her. As he went about his work, she grabbed him 


	and yanked on his cock several times, enough to make him come. She opened her mouth and took in everything the young man had in his balls as if she grabbed a quick drink of water. After he came, she massaged his balls trying to squeeze out a little more. She then brushed him aside. Never once taking her eyes off Valanna, in a final gesture, she unhooked her braided water-buffalo whip and cracked it twice with 


	a swishing sound as it sliced the air. 


	Luanna massaged Valanna and whispered into her ear, “Watch this one, she’s a killer. Look at 


	the size of her hands, she’ll try to fist fuck you. She calls herself Nestefri, claiming to be a descendant of the 


	old pharaohs of Egypt. I saw her win over another Nubian girl one time, and she used that long water-buffalo hide whip on her. Nearly skinned the poor girl alive. She has one weakness if I recall… Luanna whispered into Valanna’s ear as she stared right back at the Egyptian. 


	Median tapped Luanna on the shoulder, “Did I hear you say this bitch likes to fist fuck?” 


	Luanna annoyed at Median’s interruption, “You keep out of this, your turn with her will come 


	soon enough…” Valanna looked a bit worried and surprised at Luanna’s comment. 


	Median nodded and 


	smiled to herself. 


	The signal for Valanna and Nestefri to start their first round sounded. The two eyed each other, 


	making quick grabbing motions for each other’s bodies. Valanna saw a chance to go for a swift kick to 


	Nestefri’s groin, but she lost her footing at the last minute and landed with a miss. Nestefri pivoted quickly 


	and landed a kick to Valanna’s lower back. Making her gasp out-loud. She then took up a fist full of Valanna’s blonde hair and yanked her to her feet. With a upper jab, she landed a blow to Valanna’s lower butt cheek. Almost knocking the blonde again off her feet. 


	Grabbing onto Nestefri’s arm, which held her hair, Valanna yanked backwards on her elbow, then 


	using a reverse elbow punch, she scored a blow to Nestefri’s breast, squarely on the nipple. She felt how 


	hard it was on the coarse flesh of her elbow, which didn’t have much feeling anyway. Nestefri, squealed a 


	second and dropped to her knee, letting go of Valanna’s hair at the same time. 


	Valanna did a quick pivot 


	and brought her right foot against Nestefri’s stomach to try to finish her off. 


	In all amazement, a hush that fell over the crowd, Nestefri made only a stifled grunt and grabbed 


	Valanna’s foot forcing it away from her stomach and actually tossing her causing her to fall face first into 


	the dirt on the arena floor. Before Valanna could get hold of herself, Nestefri was all over her like a bad 


	dream. She grabbed the blonde as easily as a rag doll and yanked her to her feet, landing a punch to her 


	guts in the process. As Valanna reeled from that punch, she raked the arena floor’s dirt into her breasts. 


	Using her thumb, she quickly pressed it firmly into Valanna’s left nipple. 


	Causing her to squeal and grab 


	at her breast. In just a quick a motion, she did the same to her right nipple. 


	As the dazed Valanna protested 


	her pain, Nestefri seized both of Valanna’s nipples and squeezed them between her thumbs and forefingers. 


	She yanked on the girl’s exposed chest almost knocking the wind out of her. 


	Nestefri reached back at her male slave calling, “Give me a knob!” He handed one to her pouring more oil on it at the same time. In a simple motion, effortlessly in fact, she impaled Valanna on it. Sending it deep into the blonde girls gaping sex. It slid in as easily as if she put a marble on a stick into it. Valanna 


	struggled a little, but not enough considering she had what appeared to be a two inch thick knob inside of 


	her. She was impaled and that was all there was to it. 


	In her triumph, Nestefri led Valanna about the ring showing the rest of the onlookers how easy it is 


	to impale an Amazon blonde bitch. She marched Valanna over to the edge of the ring near where her whip 


	was kept. Taking it from the male slave, she marched Valanna back over to the twin posts inset to the ground for the designated purpose of punishment for the looser. Valanna went with her, in submissive defeat, unable to free herself from the knob or was afraid of the consequences if she tried. 


	“I’d try to free myself, you bet…” Median whispered to Collena. 


	Luanna heard her comment, “With a two inch knob up your twat, I’d like to see you try!” Median 


	saw that as a challenge… 


	“Hey, Egyptian bitch! You with the knob in my friend’s thingamagummy. Yeah, I’m talking to you! 


	I’ll just bet I can get off that thing!” Nestefri stopped parading Valanna about and looked at the girl on the 


	edge making claims. 


	“Put your mouth on this, bitch! You take her place, and try to get off. If you win, I’ll spare her 


	a skinning with this!” Nestefri held up the water-buffalo hide whip. “Fail, and I will use it on you and this 


	blonde slut, and you both will become my personal body slaves, agreed?” 


	“Agreed, fist bitch!” Median called out. 


	“Hey, I’d be careful if I were you. That slut has moves you’ve never seen yet…” Luanna warned. 


	Median looked at Luanna, “I know, I’m counting on it.” 


	Luanna scratched her head, knowing that this girl must have something up her sleeve. She helped 


	Median oil herself down real good. As she did, Median asked, “Put extra oil on my breasts, ass and pussy 


	Luanna don’t spare a drop!” 


	Median jumped into the ring holding her hands up in an approach without help gesture. As she 


	strolled toward Nestefri and Valanna still hopelessly impaled on the knob, “Okay, bitch, I’m here. Yank 


	that thing out of my friend and ram it into me, I’m ready.” She beckoned to Nestefri with her hands in a 


	‘come-on’ gesture, “What are you waiting for, slut, a written invitation?” 


	Nestefri cocked her head toward 


	Median and began a smile as if to say ‘who is this bitch, anyway?’ 


	“Well, I’m waiting, slut, or are you just a big blow-out who likes to bully blonde Amazons? Ever 


	tried you actions on a dark hair Amazon? Well now is you chance! Oh, I almost forgot, to mention my 


	demands, you are big enough to take over our place at master’s grain mill. If I win, you’ll not only get a 


	whipping but have to agree to take over our next week at the mill. The entire week all by yourself, agreed?” 


	“Such a little snapper, you are, dark hair Amazon, if that’s what you call yourself. Then get 


	ready for Egypt’s finest…” With those words, she yanked Valanna off the knob and shoved her into the dirt 


	hard enough to make her slide, butt down, to Luanna’s feet. She took the knob and with a very quick, clean 


	move, slid the knob well up and into Median’s waiting cunt. It went in all too easy. 


	In greater pain than she revealed, Median began to primp as the knob slid in. No one has ever 


	been able to primp as she was being rammed with the two inch knob. She spread her legs slightly and wiggled her hips to accept the thing deeper. She held her hand out in a gesture as if to say, ‘did I just feel some rain?’ 


	Nestefri mustering up her strength, yanked on the knob dragging Median through the dirt of the 


	arena with her feet, and legs, still firmly upright. She pulled her about three feet to be exact. Median felt 


	her loins burning and as if they would be torn apart. Still she acted as if the action placed upon her was just 


	a passing tug. She felt her lower belly and looked at Nestefri as she belched, “Arugh! Opps, sorry, it must 


	have been something I had for lunch… Oh, have you put it in yet, after all I’m still waiting!” As she blinked her eyes like a toad in a hail storm. 


	Greatly angered, Nestefri gave a resounding yank on the knob and drug Median fully four to five 


	feet across the arena. She smiled at Median as if she made her presence known. 


	“Wee, let’s do that again, that was fun! Anyone care to try?” There were no takers and she knew 


	it, as it really hurt like a mother… 


	This made Nestefri so dam mad that she took a swing at Median, who had ducked. 


	Making Nestefri reel about half crazed with anger. Median ducking in time looked up and wiggled a finger at her, “Now, temper, temper, watch yourself, Nestefri you wouldn’t want to hurt yourself swinging at little ol’ 


	me, now would you?” 


	The utmost of anger raged within Nestefri. Her mind raced with many thoughts. 


	This clod of a brunette, would never get the better of her! Not any part of the remains of what the world saw as Royal Egypt! BAH on this impudent hussy that Rome would observe as Royal Egypt, her mind raced. She wanted to be taken home so that she could take her rightful place. Not that fair skinned bitch Cleopatra! 


	“You slut, you mindless whore of a lowly slave, I have rammed you with the largest of prongs ever devised for a woman to take and still live, without being split in two. You want more, then I’ll give you more, more and more until your very womb explodes with pain, just you wait!” 


	Median blinked twice, “Well, I’m waiting!” 


	“OH, YOU BITCH! I’LL SHOW YOU!! I’LL SHOW YOU!!!” Nestefri was beside herself with 


	anger. In her rage she reached toward the male slave with her fist up, “Coat it NOW!” The male raced for a vat of oil and returned with a heavy bucket of water which he quickly washed over her fist and followed it up with an oil bath. Her hand dripping with oil, she smiled a wicked smile at Median. For the first time, 


	Median swallowed hard as Nestefri leaned in toward her with a dripping fist, exposing her long, sharp 


	nails in a quick raking motion. 


	Median swallowed hard, “For me?” Nestefri smiled and nodded. Median liked her lips, “Just 


	what I always wanted my very own fist!” Nestefri made a quick frown and in just as quick a motion, she 


	yanked the orb out of Median and just a fast replaced it with her hand. Median winced to herself as if 


	she’d been struck with a hot iron between her legs and made to rest full weight on it. 


	“Um, ummm… Yummy, yummy something alive in my tummy…” Median undulated her hips as 


	if she love Nestefri’s fist. Nestefri did the unthinkable, she opened and closed her fist and dug into the 


	tender walls of Median’s uterus. Median coughed twice and in a remarkable show of strength, cleared her 


	throat. Clearly as if she’d just received relief from somewhere else, she spoke aloud, “This girl knows how 


	to relieve an itch. Oh, yes, that’s it!” On the verge of passing out, Median smiled. 


	Nestefri gathered herself one more time and quickly pulled out of Median’s sex. 


	Just as quickly, 


	Median made a rapid turn forcing Nestefri to bring her clawed hand upward as if to puncture Median’s 


	uterus causing her to bleed, but instead missing the whole thing and punching herself between the eyes. 


	Nestefri looked stunned at her own oiled hand which just struck her hard between the eyes. Her eyes crossed and made her fall face first into the dirt of the arena. 


	The crowd broke into a cheer! Median literally brought the house down. She stood up and smiled 


	as she waived her hands in triumph. Just as quickly, she turned and went over to Luanna and Valanna who 


	smiled and clapped at her victory. She smiled back and collapsed into Luanna’s arms. Luanna looked at 


	Valanna, “Let’s get her to our cell.” 


	Amah bull whipped Nestefri in Median’s place. He enjoyed every stroke of it. 


	Nestefri would 


	take the four women’s place at the grain wheel next month… 


	In the next few hours, Median began to come to, Valanna, Luanna, and Collena as well as Flavious, Artimous, Amah, and Carlos all looked at her smiling, “That was quite a deed you did, Median.” 


	Flavious commented, “You saved Valanna from a sure skinning at Nestefri’s hands. 


	You see, she’s an 


	Egyptian, or so she claims and proves it by tearing apart the finest male and female fighters in the arena. She really has no more say so than a commoner. 


	However, the Senate has granted her ‘free’ woman status, with even more to say of things than a vestal virgin. At any rate, you proved more than a match for her and that will earn you extra favor in my eyes. I’m sure the eyes of everyone else here…” 


	Median elbowed herself up a little, “Master, I love you and I am willing to do anything for you… 


	Please allow me to speak to Valanna and Luanna in private..?” 


	Flavious smiled and nodded, “All right, but only for a few minutes…” 


	“You two listen to me. That bitch will be back, I’d swear it. You’ve got to be strong, and you owe 


	me, blonde Amazon…!” Valanna nodded and put Median’s backhand against her forehead, a sign of submission. “That’s all right, no slaves of this, but remember my efforts…” Median began a harsh cough that scared everyone. “I took it harder than I thought…” Median coughed a bit harder, and her back teeth began to click together as her eyes rolled up, “Oh, my…” Median began to bleed down at her sex. Flavious jumped up, “Get the surgeon! Get THE SURGEON!!!” He screamed aloud. 


	After what seemed hours, the surgeon spoke, “She’ll be all right, but she needs a lot of rest. I’m 


	afraid she’ll not be able to perform in the arena for this show.” 


	Flavious nodded and looked at the surgeon again, “Will she live and be as she once was?” The 


	surgeon nodded and re-emphasized, “If she gets plenty of rest and no strains for at least a couple of months. 


	Flavious nodded and ordered that she be allowed to recover and have all the comforts the villa could give 


	to her as a guest of status. After all, he could give her what he would have had to give Nestefri, had she not 


	have lost and made her own proclamations… 


	All was made ready, Nestefri would, of course, take the other girls’ place as she was the looser… 


	After about an hour, it was apparent that the mill was not turning as fast. The trainer had no choice but to coax her on to work harder. He first poked the pointed portion of the stick onto one of the cute little dimples, God’s thumb-prints, just above the rounded cheeks of her butt. Nestefri felt a little jerk as Amah 


	prodded her left nipple a little bit, “AH!” A sharp shrill popped out of her mouth. The awkwardness of her position at the lever made the task doubly hard. 


	She staggered a bit to try to get a grip on her task. The struggles she made, caused her lovely bare breasts to jiggle and bounce obscenely. 


	It earned those obscene bare breasts of hers a single whip-lash. Her reaction made the wheel jerk a bit, and for a moment Nestefri actually thought it made the mill turn easier. Impeccable was the trainer’s abilities. He delivered another nasty stroke to Nestefri’s bare breasts. “AAA! N-N-NA... PLEASE, MY 


	BREASTS, DON’T WHIP MY BREASTS! OH, NO!” The trainer paced himself with Nestefri’s efforts, and at her heavy labor. In the background the stone rumbled and creaked. 


	“You know, Nestefri this wheel is still not turning properly, he gave her another stroke across her large nipples. She screamed and jerked at her chains in protest, “One of your problems is that you complain too much. Yes, you see it’s your breasts that are making an obscene display of themselves and rightfully so because you are making them obscene. Now you complain because I discipline them. Really, if you just did you work and made no complaints, why, then, all would be fine…” 


	“You’ve got me tied to this thing in a very exposed way. It’s awfully awkward to work with my arms and shoulders like this…” Nestefri voiced her complaint. 


	“You were doing fine earlier. You applied yourself quite well. In fact when I gave you those two strokes across your breasts the stone actually made progress…” 


	“That was because you whipped me…” 


	“I know. Do you know what I am going to do now, dear Nestefri?” 


	“N-no.” 


	“I am going to whip you some more…” 


	With these words, he gave her a stroke first across her butt, then across her back and then across her breasts. In that order. Along with the usual screams of protest, she actually did feel the wheel move faster and easier for her. 


	Nestefri would do her share and more. The whipping and progressing continued for almost an hour. By now she was sweating and quite tired. It was time for a water break, but this was only a few minutes. 


	Evectus, who she later learned was her trainer’s name, stood and went over to her. He fondled her breasts and rubbed her nipples with his fingers. They grew hard to his touch and Nestefri whimpered. 


	“It’s hot out here isn’t it?” She nodded. 


	He raked his fingers in her hair. He gripped it firmly. “I got a message just now from Amah. He wasn’t happy with Collena’s harness being broken. I told him that the grain would be done. Oh, he brought me the broken piece. Here it is, now let me see. Collena claimed this piece was ‘rubbing’ on the undersides ‘of her nipples.” She nodded again, slowly. “Okay, it must have rubbed like this.” 


	He took the piece and rubbed it slowly against the undersides of Nestefri’s nipples. It was a coarse piece of leather so it did chafe her making her squeal, “AH!” 


	“I see. Now. I’m going to do a small test with you to see exactly for myself and yourself of course, just which hurts worse. This awful nasty piece of leather, rubbing back and forth under your nipples… Or, this wicked, hurtful thing called a braided cowhide lash whipping across both the undersides and directly over your sore, sunburned nipples.” Nestefri was not ready for this kind of torture at the wheel. 


	Slave Girl Cruelty 


	Three weeks had passed as four quite tired and well worked girls laid down on their cots. Naked, they all slept on their backs soothing their well whipped breasts. Median was ready to drift off to sleep when she heard Luanna talking in a low voice to Valanna, “It’s all her fault! Miss high and mighty, ‘I don’t like to be necked’ attitude…” Luanna mumbled in an audible whisper. 


	“Really, Luanna, I can’t hold her…” Valanna tried to interrupt Luanna’s comments. 


	“I’m telling you the truth! She’s the one who ratted on us that time about Median…” 


	“Luanna, please, I’m tired now. My nipples feel like their going to pop off my chest after that whipping I got, and besides, my pussy is still a bit sore from Nestefri’s knob…” 


	“Let me see…” Luanna examined Valanna’s swollen nipples, she moaned softly as Luanna touched them, “Oooh, they do look quite sore and all puffy… Swollen like, like they’d been stung by a dozen bees. He whip’em good, all right…” 


	“Stung by bees? What ever do you mean..?” 


	“Yes and I saw it done to a blonde girl, like you only with smaller breasts. It was at a slave auction in Thebes.” 


	“A slave auction in Thebes?” 


	“This was back when I was in Egypt. There was this blonde girl, with smallish breasts. Wonderful face and butt with a soft bare cleft, but she had these smallish tits.” 


	“Smallish tits, really Luanna you’re a big breasted Nubian girl, anyone seems small to you. Now, just how small were they again, really?” 


	“Less than half of your size, I swear it. Anyway, the auction man, he wanted to sell her as a love slave. She really wouldn’t have lasted long laboring at the stones. That Egyptian sun would have swallowed her right up and made short work of her. She had a real sweet tan, lighter than yours, sort of honey colored. Oh, she could have taken a lot of sun, but the hardest part for her would have been to survived the male slaves. All those chunky bastards ever want to do is fuck; fuck, fuck, fuck! 


	“All the time?” Median added casually curious, as she softly smacked her fist into the palm of her hand. 


	“Pretty much so.” Luanna answered noticing a smile on Median’s face. 


	“Fucking, all the time, fucking…” Luanna made a circle with her thumb and index finger and using 


	the index finger of her other hand she worked it in and out of the circle. 


	“Anyhow, the auctioneer tweaked her nipples and pulled on her breasts. Trying to make her breasts swell up. He took a round switch and thumped her nipples sharply to get them to pop up bigger. It was then, someone gave him the idea of using bees on her nipples to make them swell up, puffy like. Taking up two containers, he went to a bee hive and brought two honey biscuits along with plenty of bees in two small jars. 


	He then smeared her nipples with the honey. Using a pair of small crystal cups, he scooped up some bees and honey then, plopped them down on her nipples.” 


	“Oooh my…” Collena covered her ample breasts with the palms of her hands. 


	“They stung her until her nipples puffed up to the size of an egg, and he sold her as a love slave. It was best for her that he did. Very few white women can survive laboring at the stones for sure…” 


	“How do you know that? After all, we white women are pretty strong, and can take a lot of abuse, ‘naked in the sun’ even if we have to.” Median prompted as she shimmied her breasts slightly. 


	“You know, there was one, a real beauty, she didn’t get sold they way they planned. Oh, she had a nice ripe body, dark somber eyes and long dark hair. Good size and heft to her breasts and a smooth bare sex. In fact, sungirl, you reminded me of her.” 


	Slightly exasperated, Median really didn’t like the term ‘sungirl’, but she put up with it because they were her friends, “Well, tell us what happened to her?” 


	“It’d been a week after my ordeal on the cross, that the lead overseer decided to sent about eight of us over to the stone pits. There wasn’t a one of us that hadn’t worked on the hard stones at one time or another, except for one girl they put into the cart last…” 


	Median cleared her throat, “Now, don’t tell me, let me guess, it was ‘sungirl’ 


	right?” Luanna gave 


	her a smart-ass grin. Median cocked her head to one side and rubbed her nails on her right breast, “I’m just 


	too smart for asking!” She blinked her eye-lashes three times with a smug look on her face. 


	Luanna a bit perturbed with Median’s interruption continued, “As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted…” Median just stared at her and rolled her eyes around, “This girl was the new kid, fresh from capture. I noticed some marks on her wrists, and I asked her where she’d gotten those from. She looked at me and replied that she got them while on the ship coming over to Egypt. That she had done something to displease the ship’s captain, who had her flogged and spread-eagled, naked, in the rigging for three days.” 


	“No wonder she’d turned so brown, baking like bread in an oven up there in that riggin’...” Valanna commented. She recalled a similar event in her own life, but kept it to herself. 


	“At any rate, we walked into hell’s kitchen that day. The overseers put her in the pits with the rest 


	of us. One bare-assed white girl among a hundred Nubians. The sad part was the overseers let the Nubian 


	women run the pits, they would kind of turn their heads the other way when the matters of who ruled cam up. All they cared about was that the work got done. It was hellishly hot in those pits and none of them wanted to go down and enforce discipline on the girls in them. At night, the women slept in cells of eight women each. One night, sungirl’s cell mates subjected her to what Nubian’s call a ‘harvesting’...” 


	“A harvesting..?” Median perked a curious ear. 


	“Yes, it is a girl to girl ordeal that every Nubian is put through from early girlhood till she reaches the full blossom of her womanhood. It’s a ritual designed to extract what we call a ‘girl’s full measure’. It can be quite humiliating for a mature woman to endure.” 


	“A girl’s full measure?” Collena muttered to herself, but loud enough for Luanna to hear. 


	“It’s an uncontrolled release of her orgasms, you know, coming? Juno, do I have to spell it out for you, little one?” Luanna sounded a bit frustrated at Collena. 


	“Oh, my… Honey, I’m really tired and my nipples do hurt so…” Valanna yawned and gave a luxurious stretch. Luanna took the hint and leaning over she began to suck and lick on Valanna’s erect, sore 


	nipples. Median looked over to see, Luanna out of her bed and using her full lips and tongue, soothed Valanna’s well whipped nipples and breasts. 


	She looked over at Collena’s cot as she rolled over to go to sleep with her back to Median and the other two girls. Looking back at Valanna and Luanna, she saw Luanna leaning over the blonde girl, rubbing her red, erect nipples against Valanna’s. The weather had turned quite hot and it was hard for them to sleep. 


	Median heard Luanna and Valanna talking quietly to themselves, “Let me see, dearest, oh he really switched you good today…” Valanna’s breasts still showing faint lines from her whipping at the wheel. Her nipples had again received a fresh switching as part of Evectus’ sentence imposed upon her for being lazy. Even in the dull torch-light in the cell, Median could see that her nipples were really swollen and sore. 


	Valanna began to whimper softly to Luanna, “You saw how he made me kneel at the short post again today. It’s so awfully humiliating as he binds my arms out to my sides then begins by fondling my breasts, playing with them to tease the nipples into full erection. When he’s finished his handling of them he starts switching them as the others parade by to see my punishment. You know, that bald gladiator, I can’t remember his name…” 


	“Hovus…” Luanna whispered. 


	“Yes, him. He is quite well developed, you know…” Luanna nods, “Well, he got real excited looking at my quivering breasts, fresh from their switching and Evectus allowed him to fuck my mouth…” Valanna sniveled a sob. 


	“I saw what he made you do…” Luanna was not happy to be reminded. 


	“Oh, Luanna…” Valanna began to sob softly. Luanna held Valanna’s head close to her chest as she cried. Letting her tears flow down onto Luanna’s heaving breasts. Luanna glared toward the cot where Collena was trying to sleep. 


	Valanna, stop blubbering now. It’s all over, and you are a strong girl. You told me yourself, white women can take a lot of punishment…” 


	Valanna gave a hefty sigh, “Yes, yes…” Nodding, she closed her eyes and regained her composure and focus. 


	“You remember a couple of nights ago, I told you that I thought little miss modesty over there started all our problems?” 


	“Yeah.” 


	“Look at her now, just laying there, not the least little bit concerned for your pain. At least Median came over a little while ago and kissed you, but her! Not a care at all!” She got up and went over to Median who was beginning to drift off to sleep, “Median, Median, wake up!.” 


	“Hugh? What?” She stirred up and looked about. 


	“We’re going to teach that little bitch to have some respect…” 


	“Who, why..?” Median yawned and stretched her arms up, “I’m tired, aren’t you?” 


	“What do you mean who? Why? Her!” She points to Collena, “Is who I am talking about. Why? Is the way she tattled on us and started all this woe.” 


	Median shook her head again to wake up, “Look girls, can’t this wait until later…” 


	“Median, you’ve got to choose a side here, her or us?” 


	“Must I?” 


	“If you choose her, join her. If you choose us, help us to teach her a good lesson.” 


	“Wait. What are you going to do to her?” 


	“I’ll tell you. I managed to get these…” Luanna showed Median a leather stinger, a five foot 


	braided whip, a polished switch and a drubbing lath. 


	“When did you get these?” 


	“Over a period of time, we got them in case we had a cell mate who might become a ‘problem’... Really, I had thought about using them all on you that time, but we just used this one…” She indicated the switch. 


	
“Well… Collena is a bit of a pain in the…” 


	“Tits!” Valanna added, fingering her sore nipples. The three of them looked at each other and smiled. It was quite easy for them to over-come the sleeping, nude blondish redhead. Luanna grabbed Collena’s slender ankles as Valanna seized her wrists while Median put her hand over Collena’s mouth and held her chest down. In a brief, but un-successful struggle, Collena, with Median’s hand over her mouth nodded in agreement to co-operate. 


	Luanna produced a bit gag that Evectus had used on her when he whipped her once at the mill, which surprised Valanna. In less time than it takes to describe, Collena was standing in the dim light of the cell; centered with her arms tied above and her legs spread and fastened to a couple of ring-bolts in the floor. 


	The bit gag was then secured in back of her head, as she glistened with hard bullet tipped breasts that swayed brazenly bare in the flickering torch-light. 


	She was shaking her head ‘no’ and pleading with her eyes for them to stop. 


	Luanna was holding and tapping the stinger in the palm of her left hand; the four of them were stark naked. Median stepped around to Collena’s front, glancing at her two sisters in crime, she closed her eyes and kissed Collena on her cheek. Rubbing her breasts against hers while she kissed her. It was erotic to watch. 


	Median, after a long session of breast play, slowly stepped back and nodded to Luanna to begin. 


	Walking up to Collena and rubbed her nipples against Collena’s very ridged nipples, Luanna smiled at her. 


	Collena tried to smile back, it was futile. Valanna pressed her swollen nipples squarely against Collena’s, it was an erotic vision to see the two blondes flatten their bosoms together. Valanna gave off a muted sigh as her nipples tinged from her sunburn and the whipping they’d received earlier. Valanna stepped away from Collena as Luanna moved closer to her. 


	She leaned in and talked to her with a deep womanly tone to her voice, “Feels good, doesn’t it for us to rub our breasts and nipples together like this. Well, it’s about to take on a different feeling, as I’m sure you’ve guessed. First, though, I’m going to tell you a story. It’s about a blonde girl I knew when I was a quarry slave in Egypt. You remind me of her quite a bit, with the same color hair, a well developed pair of breasts, a nice round butt with dimples and a smooth bare cleft. She was a bit more suntan than you, though, for a good reason I suppose, working all day so exposed as she was. One day it dawned on her that she was the only white girl working there. Now, I’ll admit that all of us were getting a bit sun-burned all over as well, it just showed more on her than the rest of us. Oh, yes, we blacks can get sun-burned, too. It just turns to a kind of white ash like stuff on our skin. The special oil provided was enough for the rest of us and it should have been for her too, but no, she had to complain. The overseer looked at her skin and decided to let her rest for the afternoon in the shade. She was getting special treatment. Like she was some blonde princess and the rest of us were just scum. Well, when I complained about her, do you know what it got me?” 


	Collena’s head shook and her bit chinked, “Unk-ah…” 


	“A full on black snake whipping, is what it got me; a thirty lash count spread between two wooden posts set in the ground near the mud pit. Fully exposed to that hot Egyptian sun and just as bare ass fucking naked as the day I was born is what it got me. That overseer took pride in the way he whipped me, he’d snake it good around every part of me the whip could find, except my head and neck. 


	Oh, he didn’t cut me none, no, I was too good a worker to be cut up. Instead, he just raised welts all over me to a point where I resembled a dark Zebra. You think that rawhide or whippy switch hurts those rosy little buds on the tips of your titties? Naa, you ain’t felt nothing until you’ve had a black snake whip drug across your nipples, specially while they’re blistering up under a broiling hot sun. That thick black whip felt like a coarse sandstone was being drug over them, it did! When that thing slithered around me, my breasts would really bounced about, kind of like an invisible overseer slapping them with the open palms of his hands.” 


	Valanna spoke to her friend, “Sugar, I didn’t know…” 


	Luanna shook her head that she wanted to continue, “After he’d finished the whipping, I was lifted 


	up, still spread and suspended between those posts for a couple of more hours. 


	To ‘worship Ra’ so he told me…” 


	Collena began to shudder and Median got a nervous shiver down her back, wondering where Luanna was going with this story other than to work herself up to punishing Collena for something that 


	happened to her in the past. Median focused on what was happening to Luanna with her story. 


	“Oh, I have more to tell, good white ladies; in addition, I’d have to worship Ra while I endured the punishment of the stones. Now in case you don’t know what ‘stones’ punishment is, it’s an old Nubian form of punishment for young girls and women. Two smooth stones about the size of my fist were secured with strips of leather. The ends were then tied around my nipples, and while standing with my arms drawn upward, worshipping Ra, so to speak, those stones would pull down on my sore nipples. Nubian girls like me who are big tittied, with ripe nipples for the whip and the stones are a favorite toy to the Egyptians. Now, this Egyptian decided to toss a bucket of water on me, which wetted down the strips of leather used to 


	tie the stones on my nipples. Do I really have to tell how the strips of leather dried out and shrunk squeezing my nipples unbearably. Do I have to tell how bat it hurts hanging in the sun with those weights dangling from my breasts. Sorta swaying gently in the breeze, or with the movements of my body as I’d shift my weight now and again. Ironically, after a few minutes, I didn’t feel them anymore. Just a dull throb and the occasional sway of my breasts. It’s when he allowed my sisters to take me down that I really screamed about my punished nipples, when they took the stones off it hurt like the edge of hell itself…” 


	With these words, Luanna had positioned herself to one side of the shuddering blonde. She raised the stinger and with a wicked stripe she sliced her twin cones with fire. Collena whinnied and bit down on the gag with noticeable click of her teeth. The lean limb had laced the twin globes with purple. Twice more the wand struck, causing Collena an intense hurt. Three ridges blazed the trail the stinger had marked on the girl’s quivering breasts. 


	“Oh, to finish up my story. That night while I was being soothed and helped by my sisters. That blonde paid for the error of her ways. My sisters reaped a harvest of suffering upon the sweet little sun-burned blonde. Each night after the labor had ended, the girl would suffer a punishment on either her breasts, back, butt or sex. Long after the welts from my whipping had gone away, this girl was displaying each day a fresh looking set of ridges on one or another part of her womanhood, sometimes all four at once. The overseer wondered why the girl stopped complaining and did her work without fail. My sisters even made her do my work for me while I recovered from my whipping. If she didn’t get it done, the overseer would whip her for being lazy and too slow. Oh, yes, she even got a snaking for it a few times herself. When I was re-assigned after six months, on the day I left, I saw her hanging on a cross, with a pair of stones dangling from her nipples. She was one well whipped, sun-burned blonde…” 


	It could be said that to impose pain was wrong, but to deliver punishment was right. Luanna punished Collena for her betrayal. She punished her for a while and now Valanna stood up to Collena. She was holding the long whip, coiled in her right hand. It was easy to dangle the thing in front of her eyes. 


	“Luanna had quite a story. Didn’t she?” Collena’s head nodded, and again her bit chinked on her 


	teeth. “You see, girl, my nipples are quite sore now, because of you. I, we…” 


	The other girls each nodding along with Valanna. “Feel that you need to be punished for this. Oh, not in ways like you have already been punished or what Luanna described, no, nothing the likes of that. This is going to be just between us girls having a bit of fun in the cell at night, right girls?” Again, they all nodded, except for Collena. “Sort of passing the time by on these hot nights so to speak…” More nods from the other two and smiles too, except of course for Collena. “Anything you want to add to my comments, girls?” They shook their heads, no. “Good, Collena, do you know that I got thirty on my breasts at the mill because someone said that I was ‘dragging my feet’ so to speak. Who would have said such a thing, did you Median?” Median shook her head, no. “How about you, Luanna, did you complain that the wheel was heavy and hard to turn because I just wasn’t keeping it going?” Luanna shook her head, no. “Is there someone here with us that might have 


	complained to save her own skin? Could she be a reddish blonde standing here and now wearing a bit-gag?” 


	The women nodded in silence, “Well, Collena, any difference in opinion?” 


	There was a long pause as Collena slowly eyed her companions one at a time. 


	Lowering her head 


	she slowly shook her head no. Valanna’s eyes focused on Collena as she spoke, “I’d say we can start with a thirty count for now, right girls?” 


	Collena’s bit chinked and looking over her shoulder, she saw Valanna uncoil the rawhide whip. Using that familiar side-arm stroke, the whip hissed around to coil itself across Collena’s breasts. There was nothing surprising about the girl’s reaction. She tossed her head back and choked a gasp behind her bit, “ARGH!” 


	“One.” Luanna counted for her. 


	The next stroke was as un-ceremoniously delivered as the first one; it hissed as it snaked itself over the girls wonderful curves, leaving a red wake in its path. Again, Collena tossed her lovely blonde hair as her head flew back. Then came the familiar gasp from behind the bit gag, “ARGH!” 


	“Two.” Luanna continued. 


	The lash fell again and Collena’s head went back, her wet tongue made a futile struggle against the bit. Another Gasp was heard as Collena jerked a bit on her chain, “A-AH!” 


	“Three.” 


	Braided leather especially, can make a very crispy slicing sound as it sifts through the air. Her nipples played a mock game of hide and seek as the whip scored the two of them. Her head tossed again, as the gasp came at the usual place in the rhythm, “A-AH-AAA!” 


	“Four.” 


	This could get boring, thought Median. She wanted to punish Collena, too. 


	Whispering to Luanna her idea, made her smile. Luanna stopped the cadence a moment to whisper Median’s idea to Valanna and the three smiled. At the fifteenth stroke, before Collena could react with her usual gagged moans and groans. Median brought the lath, wide side down, on the upper slopes of Collena’s ass. Collena raised first her right foot to the limit of the chain, and then her left foot, shaking her head all the time. From behind her bit gag, she stifled and grunted out, “N-NA-NA-HUNK-A-NO! PLEESE! NA!” 


	“Fifteen.” That put some life back into her! First the breast stroke, then the drubbing of the lath, 


	followed by the rattle of chains and the gagged vocal reaction, “AAA! NA-N-NA! 


	WHI! OH, AH! 


	“Sixteen.” Luanna giggled a bit as she called the number. 


	“Fourteen more to go!” Valanna chirped. 


	“Deliver them girl!” Median spoke quickly. 


	She did, polishing it in nicely, it sounded wetter than before. Did the torches get brighter or were they getting use to the dim light? 


	“AAA! Y-Y-YIE!” Collena yelped from behind her gag. 


	“Seventeen.” 


	The next six were faster and sliced wetly over Collena’s shuddering breasts. Her nipples, straining in the air, begged forgiveness, receiving none, they got more of the lash instead, “ARGH!” 


	“Twenty-three. This is fun.” Luanna settled into it. 


	“You bet, but not for her, I’m afraid.” Median nudged Luanna. 


	“Right now, shut the fuck up, I’m doing the whipping…” Valanna sounded a bit bothered by the other two girls. 


	“Yes, mam.” Median stiffed out a salute. 


	“Don’t get smart ass, sungirl!” Luanna warned. 


	“Me?” Median pointed to herself. 


	“Yes, YOU!” Valanna was sharp. 


	Another series of three found their mark on poor Collena. This time it was her ass that earned the stripes, but at the same time, Median drubbed the tips of her breasts with the flat side of the lath, an equal number. She felt the firmness of her nipples against the stiff wood. They made little knocking noises against the lath as if she’d tapped her finger-tips lightly on it. These few strokes with both the lash and the lath, had generated a new wave of protests by the slender blonde lovely strung up before them. They must have hurt, the way she danced and howled, “OW! OH, OW, OW, OW… WHEW!” 


	“Twenty-six.” 


	“They’re red aren’t they?” Median asked Luanna. 


	“What’s red, all of her from what I see…” Luanna didn’t look up. 


	“Her nipples I mean, look at them! Fairly crimson aren’t they? I do nice work…” Median was 


	insufferable with herself, the other two rolled their eyes at each other. Focus returned to the dangling girl 


	and her crimson nipples. “Back girls, I have a few more to deliver.” 


	“We know.” They said together. 


	“I don’t want to get you two with these, as I’ve got a few up-under ones to deliver and here they come…” Those up and under strokes were real foot stompers to Collena, raising her right foot as high as she could she slammed it back down. All the while spitting out ohs and ahs between her teeth and around the bit. Valanna had landed a series of four outlandish strokes to the neither lip region of poor Collena’s womanhood. In her delivery, she managed to land two of the four as a twin ‘split lip’ series which bisected the girl’s wet bare cleft. These by no means were side step strokes as to try to miss her clitoris. 


	No pardon me type delivery was attempted. Collena’s protests were quite vocal this time. Not only were her female parts whipped but the sifting slice of the whip-lash had scored hefty thumpers to her tender clit. It was clear to the three girls making the fourth girl dance in pain, that these last four strokes were the pride of the litter. 


	It had been a disgusting display of pleading, begging and whimpering all the while Collena chewed on the metal bit. She tried every trick in the book to melt the hearts of her tormentors, but they seemed to be made of stone; it was a complete failure. Collena’s throat readied itself for another round of squeals, wails, and cries, she felt spit running out of the corners of her mouth. It made her sounds come out gurgled and choked, “AAA! M-MY, G-GAD! D-DOANT P-POP MY 


	CLITTY! PLEASE, DOAN-T POP MA-CLITTY! WA-NA-AH!” She tried to mouth her words, some would sound clear others slurred by the position of the gag; all the time she worked her mouth she was pleading and rolling her eyes at the other three girls. Median found it amusing that she tried to close her legs together, giving her a doubled over look. It reminded Median of a girl having to pee, but unable to because of some unusual circumstances. 


	Collena was breathing heavy and looking very uncomfortable in her awkward bondage. 


	“Thirty.” Luanna smiled. 


	“Done, whew…” Median quipped. 


	“There now, was that so bad?” Luanna patted Collena on her bare butt. Collena looked at Luanna and crisped up her forehead, as her eyes squinted a plea. 


	“You’ll live.” Valanna added in a nonchalant tone. Median stepped up to Collena and removed her gag, and kissed her fully on the mouth. All the while rubbing her nipples back and forth over the girl’s well punished breasts, “My, my, but your nipples feel very hot!” 


	“I bet mine are hotter!” Noted Valanna. 


	“Let me feel.” Median sounded in a gimmie tone of voice, “Ooooh, nice, ummm!” 


	Median rubbed her erect brown nipples against Valanna’s hard tips, they felt quite firm; almost throbbing as she pressed her breasts firmly on Valanna’s whip swollen globes. 


	“You wanna rub mine, they’re bigger than hers…” Luanna put her hands under her breasts. 


	“Give me that lath.” Barked Valanna, angry with Luanna at interrupting Median’s breast massage. 


	“Wait a minute, now…” Median I want to feel…” 


	“Stay out of this Sungirl! Just hand me that lath…” Valanna snapped her fingers and it was done. 


	“All right now, arms up, wrists crossed, and stand sideways to me, there for now…” 


	“How many?” Luanna stammered 


	“Three, smart and quick.” Valanna charged as Luanna nodded and stood with her wrists crossed above her head. 


	WHAP. 


	Once. 


	WHAP. 


	Twice. 


	WHAP. 


	Thrice. As she struck, it almost sounded like the lath had struck two hard rocks put on top of two soft mounds of sand. Valanna had laced Luanna’s bare nipples square on the tips with the flat side of the lath. She took in a quick breath of air and let it out just as fast, letting loose the vocals, “HARGH! OH! WOW!” 


	“Sting?” Valanna asked. 


	“You bet!” Luanna made a sharp reply. 


	“More?” Valanna was ready at a nod. 


	“No, please…” 


	“Play with your nipples, Luanna…” Valanna ordered. 


	“They’re sore…” 


	“I can make them a good deal sorer.” Valanna threatened. 


	Luanna moaned and began to tweak and squeeze her hard nipples, “Ah, ooo.” 


	“That’s better… They do look nice and red…” Valanna admired. 


	Median spoke up, “The overseer at Sugar Island would make any girl who complained about her nipples getting sunburned, stand and play with them until they become insufferably sore. If by some chance she wasn’t naked, then she would be stripped before being forced to play with them, and she had to do it in public. Those who refused, he would have a big Darnuba man give her fifty lashes with the bull whip. Sometimes he’d have her crucified, or left hanging naked by her thumbs in the blistering heat all day; others were sometimes placed on vaulting horses, with weighted clips dangling from her nipples. After any of these punishments, the girl was marched over to the sugar mill, where she was put to hard labor for three additional months, naked and repeated flogged on her back, breasts and butt. 


	All the while Median told this pitiful story, Luanna kept worrying her nipples. 


	By now, they’d become shinny and a bit pink, as Luanna groaned and gave off more feminine sighs, “Ah… Oh… Oooah…” 


	Median noticed how Luanna’s large breasts quivered as she fingered and tweaked her dark nipples. Valanna looked at Luanna, “More lashes?” Luanna didn’t answer her, but she stopped her tweaking action on her nipples and once again stood with her wrists crossed above her head. Valanna whipped her dark skinned companion ten firm and well placed strokes of the lath, across her nipples. 


	Luanna, twisting and writhing waited until the whipping had stopped to launch her verbal protest. Median heard her voicing a hurt that sounded similar to the noise made by fornicating female dogs. 


	More Training, and the Nettles 


	Only a few more weeks of training remained before Flavious’ wrestling show. 


	Median, Luanna, Valanna and Collena were making surprising progress in staging a believable match. Evectus the wheel master, reminded Amah that Valanna had twelve more days to serve out her punishment for complaining about her treatment at the wheel. In an effort to drive home the painful lesion to Valanna, Evectus ordered that she be bound at the shameful kneeling post, and whipped across her breasts. Each day adding a stroke beginning with one on the first day, two on the second day and so forth and so on. She was now ready for her nineteenth day. Following each day’s whipping she was to be left for an hour kneeling at the post for 


	an extra hour of intense exposure. 


	Situated in an open pen on one side of the training arena, the stubby posts served as a quick reminder to obey and follow orders. Valanna would be tied, nude, with her back against it, kneeling with her arms outstretched, and palms up along its upper strut. It caught her at or about the middle of her back; her ankles had been bound cross-wise about the base of the post. Her position made it look like she was beseeching the intense sun. 


	Each of these posts had been tilted toward the north, forcing the post tilt back and away from the sun, so when a slave was bound to it, they had to lean backwards. This action gave an appearance of sun-worshipping, with the arms outstretched. Valanna had been bound in such a way, leaving her exposed to whatever caprice might befall her. The caprice in her case would be nineteen whiplashes across her bare breasts following the eighteen she had taken the day before, and another hour facing the blistering sun. 


	With this daily exposure, she’d taken on a dark reddish-copper hue to her skin. 


	Her nipples stood become quite erect and looked quite blistered; glistening like a pair of flaming red buds. 


	Most of the girls completed their morning exercises and realized that Valanna was due for another lesson; what they didn’t know was how harsh this lesson was to be. 


	Amah summoned the group to line up near the pen, the women stood in the front line and the men in the back line. Amah wanted the women to have a better vantage point. All saw a very pitiful looking Valanna, made painfully ready for the lash. Median, Collena, and Luanna were side by side, with Luanna in the middle, all three felt the hot sun on their bare backs. It was a lot hotter than they’d cared to feel. 


	The group stood at attention, the women equally bare breasted all stood with them thrust outward, exposing various shades of bronze and brown. Their nipples standing hard and erect like the pointed tips of various shaped cones turned sideways. Their flat stomachs tapered to smooth muscles at the juncture of their thighs. The girls stood tall and proud, Amah noticed as he walked along the front line. He looked down and saw how different, yet the same, the breasts of each girl appeared to be. One would have a small amount of cleavage showing while another would show almost all of it along with her clit. Even their clefts seem to be of various sizes he noticed. 


	Amah continued his inspection of the group, he rubbed his jaw as he studied each girl’s well developed backsides. Glancing the other way, he noticed that the men were looking at the women even more. Each one developing a firm erection in the process. This was the price of allowing them to go around naked, he thought, somehow knowing this would happen. 


	Median thought out-loud to herself, “It must be a furnace out there for poor Valanna, good thing she was a blonde that could take the sun…” 


	“What was that mumbling in line!” Shouted Amah, “Let’s keep it tight liped.” All were quiet now. “I distinctly heard a female voice mumbling. Who was it? Speak up or I’ll double her punishment!” Amah ordered pointing to the kneeling Valanna. 


	“It was me, sir…” Median stepped forth. 


	“I might have known, it was you, field girl. This sun can’t do much more to you than what it has already done. No, not like this blonde here, her nipples are just now beginning to show a ripe hue of red. Ponteus and Evectus, bring her here and fasten her next to her cell-mate!” 


	Ponteus and Evectus grabbed her and in a few moments, she was tied in the same manner as Valanna, worshipping the merciless Roman sun. “Now anyone else with the comments?” No one moved. “Good, ‘cause the blonde one here, Valanna, is again to under-go another day of her thirty day’s of punishment. This is the nineteenth day, so she is to get nineteen strokes with the thong. The next day twenty and then twenty-one and so on. By the time she gets to her thirty days, she’ll think her nipples are ready to fall off. That is, of course, if they already haven’t! Ha, ha, ha.” Amah laughing at his own obscene joke, pokes Valanna squarely on her right nipple, enough to make her gasp. “Now, as to her friend here, since she was ready to voice her opinion, I’ll let her voice her opinion as to how sore her friend’s nipples become under the lash. She’s to get twenty with the same lash, immediately following her companion’s whipping; a tandem whipping so to speak…” 


	While she was being bound to the post, Median saw how blistered Valanna’s nipples had become. They would be worse by the time this was over. Amah leaned toward the two women glistening naked in 


	the sun, “You’re both going to wish you’d never grown breasts and nipples by the time I’m finished with you two. Put the head-binders on them, I want their heads pulled back up and away from the switch and don’t forget to put bit gags on them both. Let’s keep the noise down a ‘bit’, so to speak.” He chuckled to himself as he just caught his play on words. 


	Evectus, earlier had asked that Valanna suck his cock when he’d finished whipping her breasts. Now he wanted Median to suck it after he’d finished whipping hers as well. Amah agreed and nodded for him to continue. Evectus smiled a wicked smile at Median and Valanna, the two girls just blinked at the sun. 


	Considering that it was a hot day, Evectus stripped himself quite naked and did a quick measure to see if the girl’s were at the right height and position for both to receive their breast lashing and his cock. They were in a perfect position, he looked proudly about. Bouncing Valanna’s right breast with his left hand, he brought the whip across them both with a side arm stroke. It made a sifting slice through the air 


	and on impact it sounded like water being struck. Valanna whinnied at her bit, “HUAAA!” She shuddered and jerked at her bonds causing her breasts bounce about. 


	Her twin treasures were laced with three red bands of fire. It amazed all that her nipples didn’t split. Evectus really knew what he was doing. A burly arm rose again into the air and the dull slice preceded a wet sounding THWIP. Her two nipples seem to disappeared beneath the dark strands of the whip. All Valanna could do was gasp and pathetically wail as she kicked her bound ankles about struggling against her bondage. 


	Evectus looked at the lash a moment, he’d have sworn he struck two hard stones on her chest from the vibration the whip had made. Amah leaned toward Median, “Be glad you two aren’t riding on a couple of shafts now. Some of the girl’s have told me that it hurts something awful to be impaled and breast whipped at the same time.” Back up went the whip attached to a sweating arm sporting a leather wrist band, and down it fell again. The lean lash laced her twin breasts with fire. Valanna gasped and shuddered, causing her breasts to sway back and forth. The red stripes were becoming quite visible as he whipped her all nineteen breast strokes. With hers done, and not a nipple split, Valanna was weeping tears that fell down over her flushed cheeks as he took off her bit gag. 


	She then began to suck his cock which he 


	presented quite firmly to the lips of her mouth. She sucked it with deep drawing strokes that made his balls boil for relief. It didn’t take him long to come and when he did it shot out in hot squirts down her throat. Surprised, she thought it tasted good. As he finished himself in her mouth, Amah got the shinny bit gag ready to put back on Valanna. 


	The full realization of what Valanna had felt made Median a firm believer in arena discipline. Evectus decided to use a whalebone switch on her breasts. He wanted to give her something to remember him by. She’d had her breasts flogged and her nipples whipped before, but nothing like this. Evectus used the broad side of the switch on her nipples hard enough to cause an almost solid red line across the centers 


	of her breasts. It was hard to believe that Median took only twenty the way she voiced behind her bit for mercy and even agreeing to more sucking of Evectus’ 


	cock if only he’d stop. When the headband was released, she actually saw her twin globes, covered with that solid red band and still sporting erect nipples. 


	These however, had swollen to more than twice their size, and turned a vivid color of red, but still intact and not a drop of blood anywhere. She sucked his cock harder than Valanna making him come again and again. 


	Amah in his diabolical mind, had ordered that wet rawhide strips be placed around the two girl’s hips with another wet piece bisecting their shinny clams. 


	Two other wet strips, were fastened to both of Valanna’s nipples. She was now totally at the mercy of orgasms and the hot sun. Median on the other hand was to receive a couple of Amah’s favorite toys, ‘nipple shields’. He devised these to deal with little mouthy bitches that came and went around the arena, always complaining about their nipples getting sunburned. Every girl in the place had learned to hate them; as most of them had felt them upon one occasion or another. This occasion was to be Median’s turn to learn the discipline of these horridly nasty metal things. 


	They looked harmless enough. In fact unless the secret of them were known, a casual glance at them would hardly raise an eyebrow. He held them in his palm for Median to view, she made a casual glance at them, “So, what are these for?” 


	One of the girls who’d been gathered about as witness, gave off a startled, but subdued shrill. She 


	held her hand over her mouth as Amah and Evectus looked at her. She shook her head in panic and liped 


	without any words coming out, a ‘No, please, please not me, I’m sorry…’ as she shook her head and put her 


	hands over her breasts at the same time. Amah pointed his finger at the brownette and spoke loud enough for her to hear him clearly, “I’ll deal with you later, arena slut!” The girl cowered and looked about at her friends for help; there was none. 


	It wasn’t until he put the first one on that Median realized how they were made and applied to her 


	body. She looked but didn’t believe what he was doing to her. On the back of each shield was an inch long extremely sharp pin that he plunged directly into the tip of her left nipple. It sank in slowly and almost painlessly at first. 


	When it was in all the way, he let go of the shinny shield. It was heavier than it looked 


	and made itself felt by causing a slight downward drag on the end of her breast. 


	Amah lifted her breast 


	slightly and tested it’s presence on her. It made her whimper. He patted the shield a bit, causing it to sink 


	just a tiny bit further in. It was this last little tap that caused her to feel the hurt of the thing. 


	She swallowed hard and really didn’t have time to react as he applied the other one to her right 


	breast and like before, tapped in gently in place. He stepped back and admired their placement on her breasts and he was pleased that they didn’t make the ends of her breasts sag too much. One of the nastiest things Amah does after putting those shields on a girl’s nipples, is to take a slender rod or lath, and give them a gentle tape further to ‘seat them’ so he claims. He held the rod and took aim at the shields, bringing it down directly across the two shields with a firm but gentle, ‘THUCK’. It made a wet sound like he’d hit 


	a polished piece of silver on a supple saddle bag or some such thing. 


	Median blinked her eyes twice doing everything in her power to fight down the pain. It was just too much to ask of herself not to react. With a bloodcurdling scream from behind her gag, she jerked and yanked at the bonds with such force she almost broke her arms and ankles. She shook her body so hard that 


	her breasts bounced about firmly, which added to her discomfort a lot. She immediately quit doing that action and tossed her head madly about screaming into her bit gag, “AAAHHHAAA!!! TAUKE THESE DAMMN THUNGS OFF RIIIGHTTT 


	NNNOOOWWW!!! OOOWWWAAAHHH, JJJUUNNOO!!! THEEEYRRREEE AAAWWWFFFUUULLLL!!!” 


	“Shut the fuck up girl, right now, or I’ll give you another ‘tap’ in place!” 


	Amah threatened. All the 


	girls surrounding the two kneeling on the ground, began to grumble and put their own hands over their nipples. Amah looked around, unhappy with what was happening, “You all there, get a grip on yourselves or by the gods, I’ll put these things on all of you for a week, UNDERSTAND!?!” 


	The rest of the girls fought back their comments and got into order. “That’s better, you all have felt these before, it just so happens that our little field girl here hasn’t and it’s a normal reaction to them at first. She thinks they’re going to ruin her breasts, but they won’t. They just feel that way, right Sonya?” Amah asks a muscular 


	redhead arena girl who’d felt them more times than she cared to, “Yes, lord Amah! You are always right 


	in your methods of discipline for us!” 


	“You all better listen to Sonya and not Median here…” Amah takes up his rod and with each of 


	the words he says next, he applies a tap on Median’s nipple shields, “because … she … doesn’t … have … 


	a … clue … as … to … how … a … proper … arena … girl … is … 


	to … behave!” On that last word, he gave her a firm tap. Median howled another protest as she shook her breasts sideways, but not as hard as before, 


	she was already learning, “AAA! SSTOOPPITOHMYGODDESSSS!” Spittle dribbled out all over the place from behind her gag. 


	As the rest of the group went back to their training, Valanna and Median just knelt facing the sun, 


	Valanna suffering under the squeeze of the rawhide strips as they dried in the heat. Median squirming in 


	agony as the little shields heated up hellishly hot. Making small design brands into the skin around her nipples that would take several weeks to disappear. For a while as they baked to scalding temperature, the sharp pin heated up also and made it feel as if her nipple was cooking on the inside. Actually it wasn’t it 


	just felt like it was; she just hated those awful shields. 


	Before the afternoon was finished. Luanna, because she vocalized her protest of the girl’s punishment as well as fell short of her lessons, received a severe nettling at Amah’s orders. Dangling upside down and naked, her legs spread between two posts. Evectus nettled her until her sex was puffy and red. He drubbed the nettles up and down without end for at least an hour over her bare breasts and sex. Luanna howled like a wounded dog as she climaxed several times before he would stop. Her agony was so loud that Median thought Luanna was being beaten with a rod, since she really didn’t know what a nettling was. It would be sometime later on before she would learn and only then would Median discover something that would make the pain of the shields go away. 


	With training resuming again after they’d let Luanna down from her nettling, Median heard another commotion. This time it was Collena and obviously, she’d earned someone’s wrath. Median could see better what was happening to Collena rather than hear it. She saw Collena who was staggering along the top of a wall, being drug by her wrists towards one edge. A couple of guards fastened ankle chains and a heavy spreader between them. Her wrists were corded behind her back, and a chain dangled loosely from her collar. Two heavy stones were attached to each end of the spreader connecting her ankles. With a certain ease, a chain that had been attached to an eyebolt in the center of the spreader, was hooked into an overhang 


	that was erected from the top of the wall. Gently, she was lowered, upside down, over the edge until she 


	hung jerking about with her legs obscenely spread open. From where she stood, Median could see how wet 


	her sex had become and the two dangling things attached to her nipples. 


	Luanna had hung from it before and looking at Median commented, “They’ll leave her exposed like that the rest of the afternoon. Frankly, girl, I’d rather hang upside down and get my pussy all sunburned than to have it nettled…” 


	“... Or my nipples shielded.” Median glanced a look at Luanna, who smiled back a short acknowledgment smile more or less, then looked back on Collena hanging on the side of the wall. 


	Median saw Proctus and Evectus scolding Collena and slapping her breasts, she shook her head 


	in a negative gesture several times. Proctus yanked on the rope, drawing her wrists down and above her head from that point of view, while Evectus continued to slap her breasts and scold her. 


	The two men left her dangling nude, with her body glistening and shimmering in the heat waves boiling up from the ground. She shook her hair and tugged on her tethered wrists, contemplating her awful 


	position. 


	Proctus nudged Evectus as they walked away, “That little slut is a trouble maker, Evectus, I want 


	her bung popped tonight with a string ball, say about fifty strokes or so, then have her put on a staff and 


	drubbed with a lath on those big tits of hers. Threaten her with the shields if gets mouthy with you.” Evectus, nodded as he strolled along, “I think the little twat will learn to do what is expected of her and stop this pathetic whining…” Both men walked away joking and laughing as they made plans. Collena jerked about on her tether wishing someone would let her down. 


	It seemed like they were gone a long while, but in actuality only for a few minutes. Proctus carried back a bucket filled with oil to coat Collena with. He was then to coat Median and Valanna with a coat of the soothing oil. Doing this was a great pleasure to him. Getting to feel the firm bodies of these female gladiators. It would always make his cock stand hard to rub it into their breasts and sex. 


	Evectus returned caring a whip, it was a long whip, some six or seven feet long, braided, with a split end of six tails, each some six or eight inches in length. 


	When Proctus had applied the oil to Collena, Evectus motioned for him to go and coat Valanna and Median. Still Median couldn’t hear any spoken words but she saw Collena shake her head several times. 


	Standing naked and tall, Evectus applied oil to Luanna and Median. He spread their ankles and put a generous coating on each of their smooth clefts. Proctus vocalized his pleasure at being able to apply the oil to the two nude women. He eluded to offering to twiddle them if they would agree to suck his cock. 


	It was during these negotiations that Median heard the first sound come from the direction of Collena, the whistling sound of a whip lash, followed by the girl’s scream. Proctus still vocalized his offer and made a pester of himself. He nudged Median who had turned her attention away from him to see Collena being whipped. As he poked her shoulder, she saw Evectus swing the whip around in his usual side arm delivery. It coiled itself across Collena’s breasts as she saw her head toss back, then hearing a distant squeal of agony from the cherry colored blonde. 


	“Look at your friend, she’s getting a whipping from him, while she’s hanging all exposed and upside down against that wall.” Proctus rubbed his cock, “Amah loves keeping you bitches just as naked as the day you were born. He tells us it keeps you in line and aware of your place in life as slaves.” He reached over and tweaked Median’s left nipple at the same time he reached over and tweaked Luanna’s right nipple, causing both girls to gasp a dry, throaty groan. “Hey, you two could use some water, I bet?” The two girls nodded and in the distance could be heard the steady cadence of Evectus’ whip; followed by an equally steady scream from Collena. 


	As Proctus gave the two girls a much needed drink, Luanna asked him, “How much longer is he going to whip her?” Proctus looked over at the whipping scene going on, he stroked himself again a couple 


	of times, “I Don’t know really, I suppose forty or fifty, maybe. You both know Evectus, when he gets to swinging that whip, why sometimes he doesn’t want to stop…” Proctus still stroked himself into a nice erection watching the blonde take a horse whipping. 


	“By the gods Proctus, you’ve worked yourself up real hard, hasn’t he Median? 


	Just look at that 


	thing will you? Why, I’ll bet you’ve sired half the island for master Flavious already haven’t you?” Luanna 


	gave Median a play along look, Luanna has something in mind. 


	“Well, Luanna, you only complement me when you have a mind for something, you want a poke with this or maybe your friend here..?” Proctus smiled at Luanna as he rolled his eyes toward Median. 


	“Proctus, go over an coax Evectus to ease up on our blonde friend, and when you come back, we’ll 


	be real friendly to you.” Luanna winked at him and Median followed with a wink as she put her arms up and 


	behind her head, exposing her well oiled breasts even more. 


	“Really, you would[image: ] Well, shit my pants, if I was wearing any. Hot damn, you two got the smoothest cunneys I ever did see. I want to poke you both right now, then I’ll go stop him, shit damn..!” 


	“No, help our friend first before he whips her to death, already…” Luanna pointed again at the whipping being given to Collena. 


	“Gnaw, he ain’t going to whip her to hurt her none. No way, why he’ll make her come I’ll bet. Just like he did you two…” With those words, he gave Luanna a little prod with his finger on her freshly nettled pussy. Valanna and Median looked at each other giving him a sheepish smile, Luanna gave a quick jerk away from his finger as he landed it squarely onto her clit. It made her voice jerk a bit, “W-wait, oh, my…” 


	Proctus shook his head and continued to massage his now massive dong, “I know when a girl comes, you two did, didn’t you? Yeah, it’s easy to see when by how wet you get down there.” Neither of the girls answered him, they just smiled at his comment while looking at each other. 


	“Come on now, you know how I can really tell?” 


	Altogether the girls replied, including a couple standing near by enough to hear their conversation, “No.” 


	“It’s in your eyes that I see it in first, then your breasts and then your sex. 


	Oh, your mouths open and close sometimes and your breathing becomes heavy, yes, and don’t forget the ohs and ahs. And the opening and closing of your legs and hands. Hands that seem to clutch an invisible cock, and then it’s your tongue licking over your teeth and lips with those subtle little shudders that just make your breasts quiver. 


	You know what I really like to see..?” 


	All the girls shake their heads, no. 


	“A girl coming under the whip, or the switch, oh that counts big time! Yessiree, that whip’ll drag the orgasms out of a girl for sure, every time. Y’all know what’s odd about that?” Again, they all shake their heads, no. “No matter how hard a girl gets whipped, she still somewhere along the way has an orgasm. I mean I’ve seen some really nasty whippings in my days. Oh, yeah, especially over there on Sugar Island, did any of you know that Evectus use to be an overseer on Sugar Island? That’s where he learned all about whipping you girls! He said he’s going to teach me someday, not that I haven’t done a little practice, right Chetina?” Spoke Proctus with a proud smile on his face, as a young fawn colored girl with raisin dark nipples lowered her head with shyness. 


	“Really?” Median sounded interested. Luanna just rolled her eyes, wishing he’d shut up. 


	“A fact girl. I wanted to be a guard over there, but instead I went to work here about the time Evectus was hired on. He took over as Flavious’ master trainer and overseer right away. He told me that 


	when he was on Sugar Island, even on the hottest of days he’d step right up and dish out a whipping when the other overseers wanted to stay in the shade. I recollect his telling me one time, that he took to whipping a Roman patrician. A fine looking woman she be, sent there for doing in her husband, a Roman senator no less. The only thing that saved her life was the Emperor hated the man worse than she did. The Emperor forgave her for killing the man, but she was sent to Sugar Island to calm the outcries of the other patricians and vestals. Six years of hard labor was the woman’s sentence, along with a few dozen whippings, a branding and worse for her was that Evectus made her work naked until the lash marks would heal.” 


	“Evectus can be very cruel…” Valanna echoed out as she walked towards the group. 


	“Watch your tongue, girl, if he heard you, you’ll be taking your friend’s place. 


	If I were you I wouldn’t be wanting any more whipping on that sun-burned hide of yours” Valanna’s eyes grew wide with fear, with a wink at Median and Luanna, she nodded. 


	“Well, looks like he’s about finished…” Proctus picked up the small pail and left. Walking back 


	toward the place Evectus was whipping Collena. Leaving Median, Luanna, Valanna and the rest of his 


	audience thinking about his erect cock. 


	Valanna nodded toward Proctus as he walked away, saying, “Did I see a big erection on him, or 


	was the sun playing tricks on me?” 


	“Nope, girl he was ready, only we wanted him to stop Evectus from whipping Collena nearly to 


	death over there…” In the distance, they still heard the lash falling wetly on Collena’s bare skin. As Proctus approached the area, Evectus stopped his whipping. Collena twisted and writhed at her tether, even from the distance, it was easy to see the welts Evectus raised across Collena’s nakedness. 


	The girls all became quite aroused at what happened next, Evectus removed his loin cloth and 


	Proctus stroked himself again to full erection. With Evectus in the front, and Proctus at the rear. The two men fucked Collena, both ends at the same time. 


	Collena came at the same time the two men did. 


	Proctus seemed relieved as he wandered back over to the three girls. Well, you three ready to 


	satisfy me?” He began to stroke himself up again, causing the three girls to squirm uneasily. 


	Valanna and Luanna had the most experience in the arena, Median just looked at his cock and 


	dropped to her knees starting to suck on him. Valanna felt uneasy about this, open sex in the arena during 


	training was not allowed by one of Amah’s rules. Luanna too felt uneasy, since she’d been nettled earlier 


	and that was Amah’s punishment for violation of the rule. Proctus just wanted to poke the three girls and 


	be done with it, he wasn’t looking for trouble for them, but who cares if they get caught, he wouldn’t get 


	punished, but they would. He thought about watching Valanna and Median get a nettling, he’d just seen 


	it happen a little while ago to Luanna, but sure give it to her again… 


	Median let out a shriek as Proctus’ cock gagged her. Valanna tried to quiet her. 


	“Shhh! Median! Shut up! If you cry-out like that, Amah will come over here and nettle us all good, Luanna doesn’t want it again, do you? I don’t want those things on my sunburned nipples either. You think those shields hurt…” 


	It was too late, her actions drew Amah’s attention, “Here, here. What’s all the screaming about?” 


	Valanna tried to down play the situation, “Nothing, sir. She was trying to adjust herself and her back got into a kink or something…” 


	“Or something?” Amah smelled trouble, “Here let me see…” 


	“Yes, sir, well, you see…” Median had regained her composure and was trying to set things straight. “I think you two…” He pointed to Proctus and Median, “Were engaging in some sex play, now 


	is that true Proctus?” Proctus was trying to put his loin cloth back on, “Oh, well, sir, we…” 


	“You were weren’t you Proctus, now don’t lie to me!?” Amah was serious, the other girls began to 


	shake and shiver just a bit. 


	“I, I, I, yes, sir… But I can, explain…” 


	“No ‘but I can’ to me, boy. Maybe all of you need a good dose, you too Proctus, right on that hard cock of yours!” Amah was getting angry at no ones admission. 


	Median sensed it and answered, “In truth, sir, I was sucking on Proctus. It was not his fault.” Median lowered her eyes. 


	“Valanna you should have stopped them, you know better. You too, Luanna as I see you have a 


	swollen looking cleft already and I’m sure you’re not ready for the nettles again, are you?” Amah looked 


	Luanna in the eyes, she lowered them, “Or you either, Valanna! Median..!” 


	Amah was intense as he lowered his voice and spoke slowly and carefully to the four of them, “Here’s the rule, there is to be no open sex unless during punishment, while training is underway. Is that understood? Punishment for this violation is forty strokes on the upturned, spread sex with fresh nettle blooms. 


	Proctus, thank your lucky stars that you are employed here and this girl admitted her actions, or you could have received a taste of these on that proud cock of yours.” Proctus swallowed hard, as Amah continued, “Median you are the most guilty, so you will get forty plus five; Valanna you will get forty and Luanna, because you were recently nettled, I will give you a choice of forty with the rest of your friends or twenty with the lath on your quite swollen looking cleft, you must choose.” Luanna shivered and looked up into the afternoon sky, not a cloud could be seen, and she wasn’t ready for more nettles on her cleft, “I’ll take the drubbing with the lath, sir.” 


	“All right, so be it, Proctus, you string up these two,” He indicated Median and Valanna, “I want 


	them up by their ankles and spread wide, dangling with their arms off the ground. As for this one,” He pointed to Luanna, “Put her flat on her belly with her ankles up high so that her sex is split wide open and up off the ground, between those two posts right there. After she’s secured, I want you to put a couple of those smooth river stones under her breasts, and tie her wrists behind her back. Then I want you to go over and get about six handfuls of fresh nettles and a couple of those three foot laths, the ones about that, “He showed by putting his thumb and index finger about an inch and a half apart, “wide. Now is there anything you don’t understand about my instructions?” Proctus shook his head no, he understood. “Good, now we’ll 


	get down to some serious licks.” It took the simple minded Proctus at least ten minutes to get the pun on 


	that last comment of Amah’s. All of a sudden out of no where Proctus began laughing uncontrollably, “Ha, ha, ha, haaaa, ha! Now I get it, sir, nettles, serious licks, upended cunts, boy oh boy, sir, you really do have a sense of humor…” Amah wasn’t laughing, and neither were the girls. 


	“Evectus! EVECTUS!” Evectus came on the jog, “I was close by, sir and I thought I could lend some help…” 


	“You want to help yourself with these two, don’t you Evectus?” He nods. 


	“Okay, you can help. Go help Proctus fetch a large picking of nettles, look for the ones with the damp bells filled with prickly spores, you know the kind I want.” 


	“Yes, sir.” 


	“Oh, remind Proctus to bring the gloves,” He called after Evectus. 


	The girls were in for it now. The two men arrived and immediately put on the gloves to get ready. 


	“Now I want you both to take your time and nettle these two sluts good, while I work on Luanna here. Use those things pretty well over their bodies, but concentrate most of them on their sex, understood?” 


	“Yes sir.” 


	“You might want to put those bit gags back on them, Luanna howled like a banshee when you had 


	nettled her earlier, Evectus.” Evectus nodded to Amah, as he dashed off to get a couple of bit gags. “Oh, by the way girls, besides Luanna here, have either of you ever been nettled before?” Valanna nodded, as tears began to swell in her eyes. Median just shook her head, no, but she was about to become experienced. 


	“Valanna you tell her, my throat is dry, well go on, tell her.” Amah coaxed Valanna. 


	It was difficult for her to talk upside down, but she made a good effort, “At first, you don’t notice the effects, and all you feel is a light, steady tap on your clit or nipple, maybe sometimes both. After a few minutes you began to think you can handle it. It makes your clitoris get warm, and your nipples tingle, after about five minutes or so, the warmth becomes a heat. Then the tickle becomes a pang, and increases to a fire all the while the pang slowly becomes a throb. You don’t know it yet, but already your clit and nipples have swollen up by about half again their size. It is then, you begin to realize that it’s only the beginning, after about ten minutes of drubbing with those little bells of spores, your entire sex is ready to explode in flames. Your breasts and nipples just ache something awful and you start to scream and scream until you think your lungs are going to burst. I’ve heard of some women being driven nearly crazy from the steady drubbing of their privates with those awful little blossoms, and I almost forgot, don’t try to stop them with your hands, as they make them hurt more than your sex or breasts later on. Fight back the urge to protect yourself, trust me on this, that’s why our hands aren’t tied.” As she finished those words, Evectus arrived and put the bit gags on the two girls. He put one on Median, but not before she spoke to Amah, “Oh, sir, not this, please, haven’t we suffered enough already..? ARGH, COUGH...” The bit went in. 


	“Oh, little slut, I am so surprised to learn that you’ve never been nettled. I had thought nettling was used as a discipline on the field girls?” The bit chinked as she shook her head. Her forehead made a plea for mercy, “Please. 


	NA-NO!” 


	“Just to give you some thought, your friend Luanna you saw hanging upside down a bit earlier if she didn’t tell you, well, she was being nettled…” Median closed her eyes and nodded that she understood that part. She tried to explain more, “At firrst I, thot shee wass bein’ 


	switcched!” 


	“What did you say, I couldn’t quite make that out?” 


	“I sayd, switccheed… Yu kno’, switcched! SWITCCHED!” 


	“I think you said, ‘switched’ right?” The bit chinked as she nodded, yes. 


	“Well, you were wrong, she was being nettled, and now you are going to be nettled, all bare asses naked, in the hot afternoon sun; nettled on your most intimate parts. That you have so exposed for us and the nettles, you do you understand, don’t you… Yes, you may nod your lovely head and rattle that bit again if you do.” Median nodded but with a gurgled plea. It went unheard. 


	“Good, you do and now Evectus, nettle first this one named Median while I turn over this sand glass. Oh, I’ve changed my mind about how many, you will simply nettle her until the sands run out. Proctus will stop you if you go beyond, won’t you Proctus?” 


	“Yes sir.” 


	“When you have finished with Median, then take up position with a fresh supply of nettles and nettle the blonde bitch tied next to Median. Again, nettle her good and stop when the sands run out in the glass. Is that fully understood, Evectus?” 


	“It is, sir.” 


	“Fine. Oh, Evectus, if they orgasm while you are nettling them, just keep on drubbing with the nettles. Under no circumstances are you to stop until the sands are gone. Just let them come and come for as long as they like. The more they come, the better, I’ve always understood, right Valanna?” 


	“N-N-NO! UNK-A, NO! NO! NO!!!” 


	“To say the very least the nettling of these two will go down as a classic study of pain induced for pleasure…” Amah commented as the first orgasm came over Median after only a short time. She was barely into the drubbing for more than a few minutes when the first flood came over her. 


	To Median what was so awful, was that she thought Valanna was trying to tell her that she couldn’t come at all. When actually, it was that she couldn’t stop coming. She bit her lip to try to make her lose focus on the constant drubbing. 


	The swelling and puffy sting of those nasty little bell shaped blooms. 


	Proctus just had to comment, “I knew these would drag an orgasm from you. It happens every time.” 


	“Shut up, Proctus!” Amah snapped. 


	“Hum…” The continued drubbing brought on so many and rapid orgasms, that her pussy fairly opened itself up to the blooms. She actually thought her sex wanted to devour these painful things. 


	The wooden posts to which she was bound, upside down and facing the sun, creaked and moaned almost as much as she did. Her hands began to open and close, as she sensed that she was seeing things. Colors like, rich reds, yellows, oranges, blues, and even purples. She looked over to see Valanna looking at her and shaking her head, in a slow motion action. Her mind was drifting and she was beginning to think about silly stuff like Valanna’s mouth slowly changing shape. It reminded her of a joking mime, and she started to laugh at Valanna, even tried to point her finger at her. Valanna was trying to get Proctus’ attention, he wasn’t looking at her, and she was screaming almost as much as Median. Median was still having multiple orgasms, her sex dripping with the dew of her womanhood. So much was coming out that Median actually thought she was peeing. The sands were nearly gone and a good thing, because much more and Median would have drifted off to insanity. She was nearly there already. 


	“Stop!” Hollered Proctus. 


	Evectus lifted the last of the blooms he wore out on poor Median. Her nipples were now swollen to twice their normal size, and the bare, wet valley of her sex was so red, that the lips looked like she’d been fucked steady for an entire week. Odd, though, was the beet red nub of her clitoris peeking out from between her swollen lips. It looked like it had a mind of its own almost as if struggling to emerge in a “don’t forget me” appearance. Her eyes were still rolling around as she regained her breath. Spittle dribbled from the corners of her mouth where the bit made an indentation in her beautiful cheek. Splotched with flaming red, her breasts swayed in the afternoon sunlight. The red sex exposed and waiting for what 


	ever was to come next. Her cleft, a dark vivid pink, looked so sore even though Median was still coming. 


	Proctus noted while Evectus readied himself with a fresh supply of nettles for Valanna, “I’d like to use the wad on this one, Evectus.” 


	“No! You heard my orders, they were clear. They are to be nettled and that’s all.” Amah reminded. Evectus shrugged his shoulders, after all the wad was just that. A wad of leather wrapped about 


	a lead weight or stone. It was the size of a small egg and about that shape it had a long string or strip of leather that was attached to it. Sometimes when a punishment was dealt out, especially to a ready to fight female gladiator, the wad was used. It would punish, yet leave no readily visible marks. It could be swung with accuracy onto the clitoris or the tender ass-hole. Like other forms of punishment, it was very capable of delivering an orgasm. When Evectus stopped applying the fiery blooms to Valanna’s nudity. She was bathed in sweat and her breasts quivered in the sun. Valanna was breathing in quick short gasps. Her eyes lolled around, Proctus noted as she tried to bring her breath under control and her breasts would bounce obscenely. Evectus watched the orange disk of the sun, cut in half against the horizon of the distant sea, silhouetted against it he saw four nude women, slowly making their way back to their cell for the night. 


	Amah watched them and he could just make out their nudity. The outline of an occasionally exposed bare breast with its erect tip showed crisply against the red disk of the Sun. Upon looking closer he could actually see the clefted ridges of their neither lips outlined against the red disk slowly settling down, some of them appeared to be even more swollen and puffy than the others. He shook his head and wondered just how Valanna would handle her now twenty switch strokes to her nipples due tomorrow? What’s worse, there were ten more bouts with the switch for Valanna to endure after tomorrow. 


	The Girl From Lesbos 


	In his cabin on the galley from Rome to Flavious’ island, Marcus was woke up by the sounds of a whip. It was being used on more than one woman from the sounds of it. Gretchen stirred with him, she’d been nestled, sweetly naked, in the crook of his arm for the night. Not fully blossomed into motherhood, she was non-the-less belly swollen pregnant. She carried small with a cute bulge in her dainty abdomen. 


	The whipping on deck continued as Marcus peed into the porcelain chamber pot. 


	When he’d finished, Gretchen had added hers to the cumulation. Naked he got up and opened up one of the side ports to let in some fresh air. Gretchen, took up the chamber pot with both hands and poured its contents out the open port. Marcus cleaned himself up a bit with some water from the barrel in his cabin. Gretchen wiped him down and dried him. She washed herself and shook her lovely blonde hair looking at her reflection in the polished Greek shield in his cabin. Gritting her teeth, she made a funny grin and looked at them. 


	The sounds of the girls on deck being whipped aroused Marcus. His cock was already beginning to swell thinking about the women on deck being flogged. “Come here, lovely girl. I think you need a bit more inflating…” He smiled at his lovely blonde and pregnant slave girl. 


	Gretchen gave him a seductive smile and went over to the bed and leaned over resting her milk swollen breasts against the covers never taking her eyes off him. Her ass was exposed and she spread her legs enough for him to enter her, Marcus started fingering her slit and clitoris. She moaned and gave a female whimper, with his cock now quite erect, he slipped it into her waiting bare sex. 


	With him inside of her, he thought that things might be getting a bit crowded in there as he could only slide in about two thirds of the way. He didn’t want to ram it into her, as he didn’t want to hurt her, but he would have liked to have gone deeper. After fucking her for about five minutes, he removed himself from her cunt, and using her pussy juices to moisten her ass-hole and started working it into her. She 


	gasped and opened both of her palms up and above her head. By fucking her in the ass, he could go deeper which made her to gasp, moan, and roll her eyes. With Gretchen’s noises, Marcus could still hear the cadence of the whipping. He was about to climax when he felt the tip of his cock get very hot, with a firm, but gentle thrust, he loosened his load well into Gretchen’s girlish guts. Leaning over onto her, he kissed her neck and tugged on her hair while tonguing the lobes of her ears; he loved this slave girl a lot. 


	About the time the couple had finished their orgasms, the whipping on deck had stopped. Putting on his tunic with the gold trim, Marcus decided to go up for breakfast, besides he was curious to see who was being whipped. Gretchen followed him up, still just as naked as always, being lead by a jeweled collar and leash. Even on the seas, the heat of summer can be uncomfortable. Strolling up toward the canopy where the captain and some of his officers were eating breakfast, he noticed a couple of girls spread-eagled in the rigging. Judging from the lash marks on them, they must have been the girls he had heard being whipped. They’d been bound at their wrists and ankles, side by side facing the hot sun. Even though it was still fairly early in the day, they were dripping wet with sweat. Red welts and streaks crossing their backs, butts, sex and breasts gave full evidence of their whipping. It was difficult to tell if they had been bound together and whipped or they had been lashed separately. 


	One girl was a blonde, young about twenty or so, firmly muscled and high breasts. Her companion 


	was a brunette of about the same age, but slightly larger breasts, and equally well muscled. Both girls were well suntanned, but not overly so. Marcus thought they must be oar girls and only brought on deck once in a while either for punishment or just to get some air. Looks like today, he thought to himself, they would be 


	getting a lot of sunshine. 


	“Hail, Marcus!” The captain raised his arm out of respect for Marcus’ rank with the Emperor. 


	“Hail, my captain.” Marcus and Gretchen raised their right hands and after a few seconds gave a 


	large yawn, almost at the same time. 


	“Dear Marcus, I must apologize for what I am sure woke you this morning. It seems these two female galley slaves of mine had been playing with each other more than pulling on the oars last night. I had to teach them a lesion, so to speak.” 


	“So I see, besides the flogging and spreading them like that, what else are you going to do to them to teach them a lesson?” 


	“Oh, they will remain like that until about noon, then I’ll have them turned over and bake a while on their proverbial backsides for most the afternoon…” 


	“Won’t they be missed in their positions? I mean cause us to slow down or make delays?” 


	“Naaa, I’ve put two others in their place. We’re on schedule.” 


	“Well, I’m sure the flogging alone I heard this morning will deter any more of their play…” Marcus added looking at Gretchen who was still looking at the two girls spread in the rigging. 


	Looking at her master, Gretchen whispered, “Won’t the sun blister their skin off, master?” 


	“Want something to eat, girl?” The captain offered to Gretchen, smiling at her cute pregnant tummy, “Yours, Marcus?” 


	He nodded with pride, then asked a point that Gretchen had made, “Shouldn’t those girls be oiled 


	to protect their skins? The sun is pretty intense…” 


	The captain smiled and gestured a respectful salute, then narrowed his eyes looking up at the two 


	girls whose breasts seem to roll gently with the ship’s motion, “Yeah, you’re right, I’ll have Nubius coat them in a little while.” He brushed Marcus’ comment off with a hand gesture, then he resumed his though, “You know, Marcus, you are really a brave and remarkable man. Someone with your obvious influence with the Emperor could have a more cushy job in Rome…” 


	“I enjoy my work, captain. Let’s just leave it at that.” He wasn’t sure where the captain was leading, but no doubt it would end in a discussion of Gretchen’s pregnant belly. 


	“One time, I had a female galley slave, a blonde one like yours here, get pregnant once and all she ever did was pee, pee, pee, all the time. I had to take her off the oars, and I even tied her to the bow, so that way she could pee and none of it dribbled all over the decks. Now I ask you, be honest, does this one pee a lot or was it just my misfortune to get one with a weak bladder?” 


	Marcus could see there was no way to avoid a discussion about Gretchen, after all she was a beauty made even more beautiful by her swollen condition, in his opinion, “Gallons, captain. Simply gallons.” 


	“Do you have to pee now, girl?” The captain asked square on of Gretchen. 


	Gretchen was in a slight blush crossing her dainty legs, she nodded her head, “Yes, sir… I could go if it pleases my master…” Well said thought Marcus to himself as he smiled at her. 


	“Marcus allow the girl pee…” 


	“Where? Here..?” 


	“She can hold onto the base of that rigging where those two are, then have her lean out and let it drain into the sea.” 


	“Umph, well then all right if you insist, Gretchen, go drain yourself into the sea. Like the captain indicated.” 


	With her index finger on her lower lip, her cheeks turned a bit pink, but she nodded her compliance to her master’s orders. Getting up, she walked over to the rigging, she could hear the two girls above her moaning and whimpering as they struggled with their punishment. Looking onto the deck below them, she could see the moisture of their orgasms forming into small puddles on the ship’s decking planks. 


	Holding on tight to the rigging, she leaned her butt out over the sea, never taking her eyes off her master, and in passing a yellow stream of liquid flowed out the size of her little finger. It flickered in the breeze a bit and trailing off dropped quietly into the blue sea. Stepping down, she lightly brushed her nipples with 


	her fingers and looked up at the two girls baking in the sun, she squinted and returned to her master. 


	It was after a good breakfast, that the captain gave Marcus and Gretchen a brief tour of his ship. Their last stop was where the galley slaves were chained, pulling the oars. A drum beat a steady, but slow rhythm, as a couple of overseers with whips, walked up and down the narrow boardwalk separating the two sides of the ship. For the most part, the oar slaves were kept nude or nearly so regardless of their sex; she saw that it was not uncommon for a naked man and woman to be shackled side by side to pull the oars. 


	Gretchen had learned that on the merchant ships, female slaves pulled the oars as often or more so than men. Only the warships had strictly male galley slaves and exceptions to that did exist as a few of the warships would employ captured amazon women to pull the oars, but that was rare. Captain Hestus had sixty oar positions, with thirty six of them occupied by women and twelve occupied by males. When all his positions were full, he could have a maximum of three slaves to pull on one oar, there were ten oars on each side. This morning, Marcus counted thirty four women and twelve men, with two of the women being punished in the rigging. In the darkness he could see one woman chained beside a male, whom he swore she was pregnant. Standing against the mast naked, with her arms up and on each side was a young Nubian woman. Her forehead rested against the wood and she had been whipped across her back. Gretchen didn’t see her move very much and she seemed lost in thought, but occasionally she would shift her weight slightly 


	from side to side in a very slight, slow movement. What the two of them didn’t know, was that she’d been impaled on a prong which had been placed against the post and was well up inside the her sex. 


	Following lunch, Marcus and Gretchen went back to their cabin to take a much needed nap in the afternoon. The ship swayed and rocked gently in shallow waves. 


	A warm breeze blew over their nude bodies as they slept. The freshness of the sea air always made Marcus randy. He took Gretchen several more times in their cabin, if there were any concerns about the girl’s pregnant condition or how she got that way, all anyone had to do was peek into their cabin. 


	Both of them were awake in time for the evening meal; Marcus sat chatting with the captain. They were drinking wine and discussing tonight’s entertainment, when the two girls were released from the rigging, he saw how sunburned they’d become. The blonde looked quite reddish brown on her back and butt, as well as on her front around her breasts, nipples and the juncture of her hairless sex. 


	He noticed that 


	the blonde’s nipples seem to blend in with her sunburned skin, like happens to Gretchen when she’s been 


	in the sun for a while. 


	One of the earlier whip-strokes had obviously made itself a nuisance on the brunette; having raised a welt directly across the center of the girl’s bare cleft. It seemed to have further manifested itself to bring a cap of horrid suffering to her brutalized clit; leaving it with a tingling blister. Marcus commented on it, “The dark headed one has a real soar looking cherry on her clit, Hestus…” 


	Hestus looked at the girl and then down at her brown hairless cleft, he could see the welt left from 


	the whipstroke. Examining her closer, he could see peeking out from between her sunburn neither lips, the deep red cap that had formed on top of the girl’s clit, he replied back at Marcus, “Yeah, a nice hot one isn’t it? She’ll be all right, and you know I’ll just be she takes herself off with it, I know these bitches and believe me they are just a couple of oar sluts, and nothing else. I caught that one,” He pointed to the blonde, “taking herself off on the end of an oar once. I just watched her until she creamed herself then I interrupted her and drug her out on deck with a wet pussy. I hung her upside down and had her strapped on her shinny slit of hers then pegged her for the rest of the afternoon and did she love it! Marcus, she loved it so much so that I had a peg installed at her oar position. I swear I never saw such a happy girl on this boat, in my life.” 


	Marcus smiled at Hestus’ tale, shaking his head he changed the subject a little, “Are these two to be part of the entertainment, captain?” 


	“Not hardly, I need them back at the oars, but that Nubian tidbit you saw standing with a whipped back against the mast is sure going to be. Believe it or not, she was a Berber dancing girl, before I bought her as a galley slave, her name is Favina. For a while she was my odd girl, but knowing that she hates to pull the oars, I had been using her as a body slave until I lost Narcedes at the oars. I have to keep the oars at an even pull on each side, if I don’t the ship would go around in circles and, well, right now I’m short of a full complement. 


	Actually, it’s the best stock that I’ve had in years, frankly, I can’t remember the last time I had a full complement of galley slaves. Anyway, tonight, I will allow the Berber and the brown-hared one, Bambina on deck to entertain us. 


	Obviously the Berber can dance, but Bambina has this talent for wrestling….” 


	Marcus’ eyes opened wide and he perked up at the wrestling idea; he whispered in the captain’s ear a delightful plan for the evening that even involved the two that were in the rigging. 


	With the dining completed, Captain Hestus ordered that Favina and Bambina along with eight others be brought up on deck. In the calm of early evening, the ship should make good headway using the remaining rowers. The sun was still just above the horizon, and would be so for at least another hour. Ten women stood at attention forming a line for the captain and Marcus to inspect them. Marcus was quite impressed with the sturdy bodies of the women standing unashamedly naked in front of him, he whispered to Hestus, “They’re so well muscled, from pulling those oars I take it, right Hestus?” Hestus nodded and smiled knowingly to himself, after all it was his idea that they all bare themselves in the early evening air. 


	The torches that the crew lit blazed, giving off light as darkness came on, the captain was very proud of the physical prowess of his fine female specimens. He relished having them standing before him with out thrusted chests, all excitingly naked and ready for whatever he decided to impose upon them. Rubbing his chin, he reminding himself to have them stand for inspection more often. 


	Eboneebus, a handsome black male member of Hestus’ crew stood guard over the women. They learned to respect his whip hand. The Berber girl, Favina wanted always to be fucked by him, but she kept it to herself. If Hestus was to learned of this, he’d have her racked or strung up by her thumbs. 


	“Attention sluts and hear now what evening plans we have for the lot of you. 


	Favina, here will dance this evening, performing the sword and rape dance as Eboneebus beats the drum for her. Go and make yourself ready girl…” She nods her head, and stepping to one side, she begins to coat herself with oil that made her sparkle in the torch light. 


	“Bambina, and the rest of you, will provide another kind of entertainment. It seems that Bambina has a special talent; she likes to wrestle in the manner of the Greeks, which is of course naked, and this is where the rest of you come in, you’re going to wrestle her. Understand that each of you will wrestle her Greek stile, equally naked, and if you win, you will be allowed to give her a whipping. If you loose, she will give you a whipping, and so forth and so on. 


	Each match will be four rounds in length, with five lashes earned for the looser in each round, if the match is a draw, you both will received ten lashes each. I highly 


	recommend an early victory in each round, to minimize the number of whiplashes that will be received. Keep in mind that the longer you go without loosing, any of you, the fewer the lashes you’ll receive when the match is over. Eboneebus and I will monitor the match and I’ll give bonus points for good skilled moves. 


	Who ever has the most points will win, it’s that simple; but as with all good captains, and masters, it is our job to make certain that you are all physically able to wrestle. Master Marcus and I will give each of you a thorough physical examination. We’ll test your responses, reflects, agility, alertness, and a small 


	test of your strength utilizing the talents of Eboneebus here. You will answer all questions asked of you. Do you understand?” 


	All of the women, except Favina, nodded their heads or voiced a soft, “Yes master.” 


	“Good. Now all of you, except Favina, take an open stance, spread your legs and keep your backs straight; put your arms behind your head with your wrists crossed. That’s it girls, stick those tits of yours out nice and pretty like…” 


	Looking at Marcus, the captain spoke quietly to him, “Watch how I examine my girls, I’ll do Bambina first, then I will skip over to the next girl and you examine the one that I leave and so 


	forth and so on , agreed?” 


	Nodding, Marcus agreed, “Excellent idea, captain. Do you mind if Gretchen watches while I examine?” Looking at Gretchen then at Marcus, “No, that’ll be all right, she can watch and help you, eh?” Hestus jabbed Marcus jokingly in the ribs as he admired how well the women presented themselves. These wonderfully bare naked young women with full breasts and smooth clefts. He did dearly love them so, and 


	to be allowed to fondle them as the openly displayed themselves made it extra delightful. It was wonderful to 


	be alive and with such wealth and power to have this happen for him. Gretchen smiled and was so proud of 


	her master’s skills at handling slave girls. 


	Stopping in front of Bambina, the captain looked closely at her, appraising her svelte female curves and using his hands, he tested the firmness of her breasts. 


	Using his thumbs, he friction her nipples to full, he could feel them get harder at his touch. He looked straight into her eyes while he put his right hand between her legs, parting the lips of her smooth sex and fingering her clitoris. 


	Bambina hated for him to do this; it was so humiliating for her to stand that exposed while he fingered her. Shivering a little, she closed her eyes to try and shut out his ministrations, but it only served to anger him all the more, “Open you eyes! You find it disgusting for me to finger you like THIS!?” Bambina whimpered a muted gasp, “Oh…” She opened her eyes and focused back on his, shaking her head only slightly. “I think you are ashamed at having me finger you! I am your master, you should love it.” As he said ‘it’ he fingered her clit a bit harder. 


	She gasped again, a little bit louder this time, “AH!” 


	“You little lesbian slut! EBONEEBUS! String her up to that yardarm and give her ten with your braid, full around strokes, understand…” 


	Eboneebus nodded his head. He took Bambina’s wrist and led her to the center of the main deck and using a single rope he tied her wrists together and threw the long end over the main yardarm. Pulling on it drew her arms up and over her head. She stood on her tiptoes, naked, in the flickering torch light, which gave her skin a rusty bronze color. Eboneebus clad in a shinny black loin cloth, reached for his braided whip and uncoiling it to slither back onto the deck, waiting for Hestus’ signal to begin. 


	She stood with her back towards the captain and Marcus, occasionally stepping this way or that to keep her balance in her extended bondage and the gentle rock of the boat. The braid was some five feet long from the handle to tip and it was made of the same shinny leather as Eboneebus’ loin cloth. 


	At Hestus’ sign, Eboneebus began whipping Bambina with a stroke that made a whirring slice as it cut the air only to wrap itself around at the level of her breasts. With its tip coming around to snap at the center of her back. Leaving a red welt in its path. 


	She tossed her head back and voiced a single deep throated gasp, “AAA!” 


	Again, Eboneebus gave her an around stroke. This time at the level of her hips. 


	Its tip, curling around to snap across both cheeks of her well defined ass. 


	“AAA!” She gasped a wail of hurt. 


	As the lashing continued, Bambina would twist, jerk and wail causing various parts of her anatomy to become visible and accessible to the whip. By the time the tenth lash had fallen, she looked more like a red stripped Zebra than a wrestler. 


	“There Eboneebus, done… Marcus, I’ll speed things up a little here, I’ll finish examining these bitches, while you and Gretchen tend to Bambina…” 


	Marcus smiled and nodded his approval of the idea. 


	In a whisper, “Oh and Marcus, you have my permission to fuck her if you like, she really loves it after a whipping.” He winked at him. Marcus raised his eyebrows and tilted his head in a ‘thanks don’t mind if I do’ kind of gesture. 


	All the while Gretchen applied oil to Bambina, she rubbing her down good, tracing the welts with her fingers that had streaked her nudity here and there. 


	Focusing, she concentrated the oil on the welts across her breasts and sex. 


	Marcus availed himself of this well whipped galley slut, as his favorite girl toyed with the girl’s breasts and nipples. His cock slid deep into her remarkably tight cunt. 


	“Ever had your nipples switched?” Gretchen asked softly to Bambina. 


	“No, one time on Lesbos, Queen Amanda had put tight clips on my nipples and dangled weights from them.” 


	“Oh, I know how painful those weights can be. My former master, Flavious, put a pair of those 


	things on me with weights and wouldn’t allow me to take them off for two days!” 


	Gretchen smiled and put 


	her hands to her nipples squeezing them as she spoke. Bambina looked at Gretchen, “What’s it like to be pregnant?” 


	What an odd question, Gretchen thought, “Well, I don’t know how to describe it, I guess it’s natures visible symbol of my submission to my master. I am pregnant because he has his way with me. 


	Oh, now don’t think just because you see some fancy girl jewelry on me, that I get special favors, I’m a 


	slave girl same as you, except that he wants to watch me get ripe in the belly. 


	This does remind me all the 


	time that I am his slave and I have to carry all of his property, including his child. Really, now and again, 


	he’ll devise some punishment for me like if I do something that displeases him, my breasts and nipples usually pay the penalty with a sound drubbing with a lath or slender switch. Sometimes it’s my feet or hands that will pay…” 


	“Does it hurt? To be pregnant I mean…” It was then Bambina reacted to Marcus’ 


	heavy thrust, 


	“Ah! Aaa… Oh, my gotten, hoooah, oh, oh…” 


	“No, not really, but like I said, I do feel it all the time. You know what, girl, believe me my master is very capable of seeding you up real fine like. I recommend that you do something to have your master empty his balls in you, ‘cause I wouldn’t want to be you a sweating and pulling on them oars when he would discover that your belly swollen pregnant, get the picture?” Bambina gripped Gretchen’s arm and swallowed hard as she began to realize that Marcus was going to come in her, she nodded her head to Gretchen that she wanted to hear more.” 


	Bambina focused for a moment on a silly thought, “I’ve heard that it makes you pee a lot.” Gretchen giggled, “Yes, it does, and my breasts swelled up a lot more, filling with milk. Like they are now,” Gretchen gripped her breasts and squeezed the ends of them making both of them squirt out a steady stream of white milk, “see!” 


	Bambina was amazed at the stream Gretchen displayed, “They do fill with milk…” 


	She was in awe 


	at the female capabilities displayed by this pot bellied blonde. It was then that Marcus feeling the tip of his 


	cock start that familiar sting, that he unloaded his balls deep into the belly of Hestus’ brown oar slut. Bambina thrusted her hips up to meet his surge and with open mouth and wide eyes, she spasmed an unusual orgasm, unlike any she’d experienced before. 


	Having rested a little and laying there under the early stars of evening, Marcus let his slave girl, and Bambina talk in idle chit chat; it was Gretchen who was telling a story, “When I was on Flavious’ Island, before I became pregnant, Flavious demonstrated the potentials of breast milk on his slave, Lydia.” 


	“Really, Lydia, what did he do to her?” Bambina cocked a familiar ear to the name Lydia. 


	“Actually both to her and another slave of his, a Nubian named Mona, he used a device called a wringer to squeeze the milk out of their breasts.” 


	“It sounds more like he tortured them than any thing else?” 


	“Well, sort of more like an erotic demonstration in actuality, as the two girls had orgasms while it was being done to them…” 


	Surprised, Bambina looked down at Gretchen who was coating her legs and thighs with oil, “Orgasms, really?” 


	“Yes it was, and I saw it with my own two eyes.” 


	“Wow! You mean, this Flavious actually had two of his girl’s tits run through a wringer?!” 


	“He sure did, and while they were kneeling at it, bare ass naked, with their wrists bound to the sides of it, all the while Julia, his intended, cranked the handle of the thing. It’d pull their titties between the rollers making them squirt milk all over the bath chamber. Now these girls were just full of milk and it would take several runs through the rollers to empty them. When he was finished having the milk wrung from them, their breasts would be kind of flat looking and in a sorry shape…” 


	“Why I’ll just bet… What really amazes me is the fact that they actually got off being wrung like that!” Bambina looked at Gretchen in complete amazement. 


	Gretchen smiled and a quick concerned frown appeared on her face, she was worried just a bit, but asked, “You’ve had an orgasm before, haven’t you?” 


	“Yes, but not with my tits in a wringer, I mean wowee, Osirus…” Bambina looked at the deck and 


	shook her head in wide eyed amazement, and to herself she wondered if she’d been at the oars too long. 


	“Oh, my name is Gretchen remember, not Osirus or whoever that person is…” 


	Gretchen smiled simply. 


	Bambina nodded and looked with strange wonderment at this lovely blonde mother-to-be, “Pleased to meet you, my name is Bambina in case you don’t remember…” Gretchen blinked twice at her and replied, “Yes I do remember, it’s Bambina… You’re very attractive and that’s why my master wanted to fuck you, I’m sure.” Bambina wondered if this girl was for real or not, she asked, “Are you his wife?” 


	“Oh my, no, I’m just his receptacle.” She patted her pregnant stomach. 


	“You make it sound so religious.” Bambina commented. 


	“I’m his slave girl and nothing else, if he wants to fuck you instead of me, then that is his wish. 


	What experiences have you had, before you became a galley slave?” 


	“Like I mentioned when I was on Lesbos, Queen Amanda would like to use her tongue on me when I was allowed to sleep with her.” 


	“Was that the only time?” 


	“No, one time she had me whipped on my sex when I was caught fingering myself. I was tied in the garden on my back with my legs drawn up and wide. She stood with her feet on each side of my head and used a knotted strip of hemp to whip my cunt. Though it hurt and I cried out in protest, secretly I had an orgasm.” 


	Bambina smiled and tried to normalize the chat. 


	“You know, before Flavious gave me to my dear master Marcus, I use to have orgasms while on his bar.” 


	“Oh? What’s a bar?” 


	“I’d be tied with my arms over my head, sort of awkwardly like this,” She showed Bambina how her arms were drawn upward, “so that I couldn’t climb off. Sometimes he’d just sit and watch me slowly squirm and wiggle to a climax. Other times he’d use his whip on me until I came. Lots of times, he’d put another girl on with me and we’d be face to face, breasts to breasts, and clit to clit I kind of remember liking that a lot.” Bambina perked up her head at the potentials of lesbian sex with this little blonde number. “Regardless of the combination, when he put me on the bar, I would always have an orgasm, sooner or later.” 


	“You know what, you’re amazing… So accepting of your slavery….” Bambina admired Gretchen’s 


	almost childlike attitude toward her slavery. 


	Gretchen broke in, “Well now, tell me, on Lesbos, did the Queen allow you clothing?” 


	“At first, yes, but later, no, after she made me one of her slaves…” 


	“I thought there were only male slaves on Lesbos?” Gretchen asked looking up at the stars as she 


	asked her question. 


	“No men period, slave or otherwise. Not a one, in fact the only man to ever spend a night on Lesbos, was my master Captain Hestus. That was because he did a big favor for Queen Amanda. In fact that’s how I came to be owned by Captain Hestus, but that’s a long story, really…” 


	“Did he buy you, or did the Queen give you to him?” 


	“Sort of, yes.” 


	“A prize? A gift? A return of the favor? What?” 


	“My but you are curious…” Gretchen shrugged her shoulders and smiled. 


	“All right, if you must know; it was at dinner. I was serving the Queen and Captain Hestus while 


	they reclined on cushions, laughing and joking. She liked the Captain, and remember when I told you about her whipping me on my clitoris?” 


	“Yes.” Gretchen recalled. 


	“Well it was that evening right after she’d blistered my clit. I recall that was caring a tray filled 


	with full wine cups and was doing quite well when I leaned over slightly to hand the Queen a full cup of fresh wine…” Bambina began to frown, thinking about what happened. 


	“And…” Gretchen coaxed her a little. 


	“And, well… It was ‘his’ fault, you know!” She said with some anger in her voice, pointing awkwardly towards Captain Hestus. 


	“His fault? Who’s fault? I don’t understand…” Gretchen didn’t see her point at Hestus. 


	“The Captain’s…” She started to cry a little bit. 


	“Calm down, Bambina. Now tell me what happened.” 


	Her lips curled up a bit of a smile, “It’s kind of silly now that I tell about it. In fact it must have been down right funny, and no wonder the Queen’s two escorts left choking down laughter while feigning to get their weapons…” 


	“You know, Bambina, I really would like to know what happened.” 


	“Okay, okay, let me recall, it was all so fast I have to close my eyes to remember. In fact, I don’t know all the exact details, but I suffered for it.” 


	“Bambina. Look at me. What happened? Please?” 


	“Yes, well, here it is and , as I leaned over toward the Queen, I had to lean over Captain Hestus. At any rate, he must have looked up just in time to see my swollen clitoris peeking out from between the lips of my sex. It must have looked red, swollen and puffy all exposed there. The sweet dear, all he did was raise his right finger and poke that red ‘spot’ on my clit. You know the ‘spot’ 


	I’m talking about?” Gretchen nodded and closed her eyes that she understood. “I guess I let out quite a yelp as all I can remember is seeing my Queen with her hair dripping with wine…” 


	A male voice topped Bambina’s and interrupted her story, “Telling about the wine, again, Bambina?” The Captain quipped. 


	“Sir, Master, I…” 


	“Go on, I’m sure both Gretchen and from what I can see, her master are enjoying your side of it.” 


	“Oh, master, I – I…” 


	“Embarrassed again, Bambina?” She nodded. “You’d better concentrate on your wrestling…” She lowered her head. 


	Marcus chuckled under his breath, “You know, Captain, that was a quite amusing story she 


	was telling…” 


	“Marcus, you don’t know the half of it.” Captain Hestus added laughing as he spoke. “She’s really a treasure, you know, but you should have seen how those wine goblets flew, when I touched her clit. I’d swear, it seemed to rain wine for several minutes. You know, later I went into the Queen’s kitchen and had the cook fill the goblets back up with wine and I tried to lift the tray and wowa, it was heavy. 


	“How high did they go?” 


	“I’m really not sure, all the way to heaven, I think…” 


	“Heavens…” 


	“The best I can remember of the whole damn thing is this; she’d been serving us in the nude, when she bent over to hand the queen some wine, I looked up to see her swollen clit peeking out from between the lips of her sex. I mean that thing was so red and sore looking it just grabbed my attention, well, I reached up and put my finger on it, starting to comment to Queen Amanda about it. The next thing I know there was this high pitched squeal, and everyone jumped, including the Queen. I heard a female voice shout ‘lookout!’ only to glance up and see tumbling in the air, several wine goblets, with a tray and a goodly measure of wine floating about them. Well, most of us leaped out of the way, but I’m afraid the Queen wasn’t as quick as the rest of us. That full measure of wine just drenched her, it did. The goblets fell 


	right where I’d been setting, but the bad part came as the tray dropped down and hit the Queen on the head. Right after the wine did.” 


	Marcus was rolling on the deck with laughter, and I was all Captain Hestus could do to keep a straight face as he told the story. “Really, Hestus, that’s one of the funniest things I’ve ever heard.” 


	“You know, Marcus it would have gone better on Bambina if some of the others had been drenched in wine, but the fact that only the Queen got it, made her doubly mad.” 


	“I’ll just bet it did.” 


	“Electra, the champion of the Queen’s guard, told me while the Queen was cleaning up. That all she heard was me say was, ‘Wow this looks sore…’ then she heard Bambina let out a yelp and as she looked she saw Bambina actually toss the tray into the air single handed.” 


	More laughter between the two men busted out, Bambina and Gretchen just stood their looking at the two men cracking up with laughter. Gretchen had her hands on Bambina’s shoulders. “Oh, Hestus, whew, I can see it now,” He looks up as if at an invisible clit, making a fist with his index finger out, he pokes it up at the invisible clit saying at the same time, “Wow this looks sore…” While the two men rolled and hooted in laughter, Gretchen and Bambina were smiling and looking at them. Under their breath, they muttered at the same time, “Men.” 


	“Bambina, you got punished I take it.” Marcus composed himself enough to ask. 


	“A got a shameful scolding as lesbians call it.” Bambina said with a sheepish smile, “I spent that night on the awful pole in the Queen’s bed chamber, while master Hestus enjoyed an evening with the Queen.” 


	“How’s that called again, an awful pole? Hestus where do these girls get this terminology, anyway, awful pole, shameful scolding, and all, makes you wonder doesn’t it?” Hestus nodded. 


	“The awful pole is a greased pole which goes up and down a shoot in one corner of the queen’s 


	bedroom. Once placed on it, a girl has to struggle to keep from sliding down onto it and be impaled on 


	the many prongs waiting under her. It’s hard to grip the pole being so greased and oiled as I was and I would just slowly slide downward and find myself slipping onto a large prong, then I’d struggle to pull myself off of it, in desperation. When you’re that greasy and oily, the labor is intensive just to keep from being impaled.” 


	“Ghastly thing to be force to watch, eh, Hestus?” 


	With a nod and a sly grin, Hestus agreed with Marcus’ appraisal of her ordeal on the pole. Cleaning his throat, Hestus asked out loud of his girl, “When did the punishment begin?” 


	“It was the next day, in the garden, that I was tied between two posts about this wide,” She indicated with her hands about three feet apart. “I was exposed as naked as I am now, facing the sun. My 


	wrists, elbows, knees and ankles were all secured in what the Queen called a sorry girl’s tie. The position made me feel humiliatingly nude, like I was there for more than just a whipping or a sunburn…” 


	One of the other girls asked out loud, “Like sex torture, maybe..?” 


	“Maybe, Sedina, maybe or even beaten with a led core wrapped in leather on my cunt and ass hole. 


	Try that one, Sedina, it makes you want to puke when it’s over.” Bambina didn’t like that girl, just something about her bothered her, she continued though, “Worse part is you feel it for a week afterwards… Anyway, the punishment was called a ‘shameful scolding’, and the Queen would select who would do the punishment…” Gretchen asked in a gentle voice, “What was the punishment?” 


	Bambina’s eyes kind of watered up a bit, but she bit her lip and looked her straight in the eye, “I was whipped with an eel skin. It didn’t leave any welts, or marks, but it sure felt like it did.” Gretchen just looked at her and blinked. 


	“I guess it had something to do with the fact that she disliked me, maybe. 


	Possibly, she was influenced by Electra who disliked me a lot, I dunno, but all I do know is that for the first time in the history of Lesbos, the Queen took such delight in my humiliation, that she actually taught a man how to whip a woman. She taught him the fabled ‘woman’s strokes’ she did and at any rate, when she’d finished demonstrating them on 


	me, she handed Hestus the whip, allowing him to deliver the ‘shameful scolding’ 


	to me, leaving me to bake in the Sun for a while afterwards. They went back inside her chambers and it was there that the decision to give me to him was made; she said that I would make a good galley slave.” With those last words, a couple of big tears rolled down her cheeks as Gretchen hugged her. 


	“That’ll do, girls.” Marcus’ voice was more stern now. The two of them straightened up. 


	“Finish oiling her down, Gretchen.” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	Marcus addressed his next words to Bambina, “Evidently you have skills in wrestling?” 


	“Yes, sir.” 


	“How did you come by these skills?” 


	“On Lesbos, sir, when I first arrived, and before the queen made me a slave, I was learning the code of honor.” 


	“This code of honor taught you how to wrestle?” 


	“Among other things, yes sir.” 


	“What other things?” 


	“Sir, how to maintain my balance in a fight. How to use swords, bow and arrow, spear, trident, spiked ball, harpoon, net, knives and whips…” He rubbed his jaw, by the time she’d finished her list, he’d walked completely around her, “Are you an Amazon?” 


	“No sir, my mother was from the land of the Norse and my father was a Greek fisherman.” 


	“That is an odd combination of parents. How did it happen that a Greek fisherman came to know a Norse woman?” 


	“Sir, my mother was taken a slave when she was very young. Being the daughter of a Norse warrior, she grew up quite strong. The Phoenician slavers that took her and sold her in Egypt. Being blonde, she was sold as a pleasure slave, but she couldn’t dance very well. Later on, when her use for pleasure lacked the proper dance skills, she was sent to work in the stone quarry. She suffered greatly, but her strength kept her alive. Some of the other Nubian slaves were as cruel to her as her Egyptian overseers, and one day an elderly Hebrew woman took piety on her when she saw her chained to a heavy tailing wheel, stripped naked and whipped. This woman then decided to help my mother escape down the Nile and for several weeks they evaded capture. One day a Greek fisherman found her, alone drifting at sea, naked in an Egyptian sailing skiff, and he took her in, well several months later, I was born. One day when I was a young girl, she left him and me, I became his Bambina…” Hestus looked at Marcus, “That’s Greek for baby…” 


	Marcus looked at Bambina and back at Hestus, nodding that this was some story, “Well, young woman, you have a good body, with thick brown hair and your eyes are green… I always thought Norse women had blue eyes?” 


	“I’m not sure about that, sir. I do know that my father’s eyes were green.” 


	“I see, but how did you come to arrive on Lesbos?” 


	“I had gone fishing with my father. His boat is small, and the fishing had been good, so I went to help him. We got caught in a storm, and the sail came down and hit me on the head. I woke up on a beach in Lesbos.” 


	“What happened to your father?” He asked. 


	“I’m not sure, but I think the boat capsized and he must have drowned.” 


	“How did you come to like women over men?” Marcus wondered. 


	“It’s hard even for me to understand, sir. I think it’s because I was quite fond of my mother. I remember she would take me to swim with her, we always swam naked. She was really quite beautiful 


	as I recall her body would glisten in the sun as she sat on a rock allowing it to dry her…” 


	“Well, I think I have an understanding. It looks like the matches are about to start…” 


	“Marcus, this is going to be great! I am quite sure these eight are well suited to wrestle Bambina.” 


	“Good, oh Captain, lets do get comfortable.” 


	The men climbed back onto their couches under the raised panoply which fluttered in the breeze. Marcus had removed his skimpy waist cloth and was now quite nude. 


	Gretchen was about to follow him when she stopped to ask, “Master, may I go below and clean up?” 


	“Yes you may, and bring my coin purse back with you.” 


	“Yes master.” 


	“Oh and you may also pee while you’re down there.” She smiled with a quick blush, “Thank you master.” 


	There’s No-one Here But Us Chickens 


	Gretchen made her way below in the darkness of early evening. She knew the warm breeze from the day would last for a while, but she’d grab a robe for her master to be sure. “That’s odd…” She thought out-loud to herself, this passageway should have a torch to light it; and it’s awfully dark below. She stepped carefully, not wanting to fall and thinking that it was too late go back on deck she continued slowly. Allowing her eyes grow accustomed to the dark, she could see the outline of their cabin. There was a light on inside, this was really odd, she thought to herself out loud, “I don’t remember lighting any lamps before 


	going to go on deck for dinner?” 


	When she started to enter, she felt her arm brush against skin, and it took only a second for a hand out of the semi-darkness to cover her mouth. She felt someone press her body firmly against the door. It was a man, and he was almost as naked as herself. She couldn’t struggle, as he’d turned her around, pressing 


	her against the door, she felt the latch against her back turn. The door burst open with their combined weight and the two of them stumbled into their cabin. 


	It was well lit with two torches and two lamps glowing. Once inside, the door was immediately closed, she started to scream, but another hand covered her mouth and held both of her arms behind her back. The man who’d grabbed her in the passageway quickly pulled a knife and held it to her throat. “One scream and I’ll cut that pretty throat of yours, blonde slut! If you agree not to scream or fight us, we’ll release you?” She nodded and relaxed herself as much as she could. The man with the knife nodded to the other one holding onto her slowly let her let her go. 


	Looking in a double take, she saw that the two men appeared to look exactly alike, they were twins with both of them quite well built and wearing identical loin cloths. Things were starting to relax a little as Gretchen saw a brief moment to try for the door. When she did, the two men started to grab her, but the door opened and a woman stepped in. She immediately closed the door behind her, blocking Gretchen’s exit, it was one of the cabin girls. For a moment, Gretchen almost seemed relieved, but things began to change as the woman looked at the two men and motioned for them to not grab Gretchen, “Going somewhere, slut?” 


	“Actually, I-I was just leaving to go on deck… Back to my master, Marcus…” 


	She pointed to the door. 


	“Not just yet, sweet nips, sit down…” The woman pointed to a chair. 


	“Okay, but really, I have to pee and if you could just let me…” Gretchen’s body language indicated 


	a need to relieve herself. 


	The woman sounded uncaring, “I said sit down.” Gretchen sat slowly down on the edge of the bed. 


	“That’s better. We don’t want to hurt you.” She spoke in a just too sweet a voice for Gretchen’s comfort. Gretchen knew she didn’t like this woman from the beginning and there was no two ways about it. 


	The woman looked at the two men, “Well, did you find anything?” 


	“Only a small bag of silver pieces, this medallion, and a scroll with the Emperor’s seal on it. Oh, and a small pile of receipts, including this one’s ownership papers.” He said pointing to Gretchen, “Her name is Gretchen.” 


	The woman raised her eyebrows, “Gretchen, a pretty name for a lovely blonde,” 


	Her eyes looking up at the twins as she fingered Gretchen’s hair, “From the lands of the Norse I suspect. It always amazes me how well these fair hared cunts brown up in the sun. You know how you can tell when one of them has had a long exposure to the sun?” One of the twins raised his eyebrows and shook his head; the other one did likewise, “Their nipples turn the same color as their skin. The only way you can be sure here nipples are still there is excite them, like this…” She began to finger Gretchen’s nipples to hard erection. 


	Both of them popped out hard and excited, ready for sucking. “There see, what did it tell you? All right you, stand up now, so we can get a really good look at you.” 


	Gretchen slowly stood up. She tried to hide the fact that she is pregnant, “Well you’re a delicious sight, what a nice round ass, with a full head of golden blonde hair and smooth bronze skin. Look at her with such a full ripe mouth and straight teeth, and those clear blue eyes like two pure sparking pools of water. 


	Check out those long tapering legs with full thighs to match, and these full, ripe breasts that just 


	stand out on your chest with saucy pointed nipples…” She tweaked both of them just as spoke about their 


	pointed condition, “Would you two just look at this sweet smooth cleft just full of honey I’ll bet. Oh, and my goodness, do I detect a yummy little bulge in the tummy? Got one in the oven for the ol’ master, eh?” 


	The tone in this woman’s voice made Gretchen’s spine quiver. She tried to keep the mood on the lightest possible note. Gretchen appealed to the woman’s appraisal of her in as positive a way as possible, “Oh, as his slave, I do everything possible to please him. My condition serves as a badge for my devotion to him. He is master and I am slave…” 


	“Isn’t she just the best slave..?” The woman addressed her comment mostly to the men. The chit chat had stopped and the woman and the two men looked about the room. Gretchen had once again seated 


	herself on the bed, looking at the three. The man who grabbed her in the hall, was the same one she’d seen working on the dock the day they left Rome. 


	Recalling, she would see someone that she swore she just saw a moment ago in another place, and that was impossible. She now realized that they are twins and no wonder she thought she was seeing double, she was. Evidently they were just hired deck hands for Captain 


	Hestus. Due to the warm weather, the two were clad only in loin cloths. The both of them were quite well developed with firm chests, bulging muscles, dark curly hair and steel blue eyes. Both had a bronze tone to their smooth skin and their teeth were white and straight. The large bulges under their loin cloths told her they obviously knew how to fuck. 


	The woman she recognized as one of the three cabin girls that Captain Hestus used to keep house for his guests and serve the meals. She was topless, wearing only a skirt that was tied low on her left hip and sandals. Her youthful breasts were somewhat small, but opulent and about the size of a cut-in-half grapefruit. 


	What was outstanding about them was her large full nipples that standing erect they were the size of Gretchen’s thumb, and nearly as big around with the tips shaped like the end of her pinkie finger. 


	While the woman sifted about the cabin, Gretchen noticed faint lines crossing her back. A few of which curved around and across her breasts, a tell tail mark of the lash. In all she was somewhat attractive, but the years had been good to her, looks wise. She had long brown hair, with light brown skin, and brown eyes that were sort of almond shaped. Her lips were medium and she had one tooth missing above the right 


	corner of her mouth. Freckles dotted the bridge of her small, pug nose, and oddly, in some ways she reminded her of Marcus. 


	“You two keep looking. It’s gotta be here.” She focused now on Gretchen, still seated. She went over to her and sat down beside her as if to try and make friends. “The twins are something aren’t they? Look at those muscles and those bulges under the cloths. Oh, hum…” 


	“How can you tell them apart?” Gretchen asked as if to keep the conversation easy. 


	“Oh, it’s easy when you see them naked. Francis has two balls in that sack of his. The other one, Drake has only one but its as big as the two the other one has.” 


	“I see…” Gretchen rolled her eyes a little bit. 


	“No you don’t see, you see, you have to take their loin cloths off first.” The woman responded in a sarcastic tone of voice. 


	“I’m sorry, I mean ‘I see’ like ‘I understand’ and not like I actually can see, see..?” Gretchen bit the edge of her hand. 


	“Before this gets really out of hand, my name is Adria. I was born to rich Roman parents. When I was less than a year old, an old crone stole me out of my nursery. She gave me over to her daughter who’s child had drowned in the river during a flood. She put the body of the other girl nearby so that my real parents would think it was me and I had drowned. Declared legally dead. I was brought up by the crone’s daughter. When I was sixteen, my adopted mother, so to speak, took me shopping one day. For some 


	reason, the ox cart bolted when a Praetorian guard chariot charged by. Her dress got snagged on the cart. She was drug on the stone street for almost a mile before anyone could stop it. The shock killed her…” 


	Gretchen looked at Adria and shook her head, “I’m sorry.” 


	“Well, I’m not. I was stolen and I’d lost my true place in Roman society because of it.” Gretchen listened, “When the physician pronounced my adopted mother dead, two guards took me by my arms. Standing me aside they began to ask a lot of questions. I did feel sorry for her. After all, even if I was angry, the woman tried to give me a good life. The guards wanted to know where my father was and 


	where I lived. I really didn’t look like my adopted mother at all and this concerned the guards.” 


	“Were you arrested?” Gretchen was beginning to get interested in the story. 


	“Yes. They put me in the jail. I was scared and very emotional. The dress I had on had tore in a few places when I tried to chase down the cart. I fell running twice. Witnesses said I had arrived in the cart with the woman. A few told the guards about the chariot, but they didn’t make any notes about it.” Gretchen started wondering to herself, why the woman started telling her this story? 


	“Anyway, I appeared before a special court of the Senate. I, well, I told them my whole story, but they didn’t believe me of course. This and that led me to setting beside you telling this story. I said all of this to tell you why I am here with these two in you and your master’s cabin…” 


	“I see, I think..?” 


	“I knew that my original parents had two sons. One was older than me and the other younger. I’d learned that one of them was named, Marcus. I am not sure of the other…” 


	“Oh, really? Marcus?” Gretchen’s ears perked up at the name of her master. Adria nodded, “I get it now, you’re looking for proof that Marcus is in reality, your brother?” Adria nodded again, “Oh. I thought you were looking for valuables, like gold or Silver, or maybe Jewelry…” The twin’s eyes lit up, “and, well, I’d stumbled in on you…” The woman looked at the two men and rolled her eyes, “In reality, slave girl, you understand correctly. I am looking for my true brother…” 


	“Yes… Well… A… Let me pee first. If I leave after, I can get my master, Marcus and he can follow up on your search..?” Gretchen looked at the three of them with a ‘isn’t that right’ look on her face. They all looked back at her with a ‘not really so’ frown on each of their faces. Adria, not taking her eyes off Gretchen, held her hand out, “Get me the breast clamp…” 


	Back on deck, Hestus was motioning for more wine, “Marcus, I’ll wager you ten silvers that Bambina wins out over this girl Leecha..? Did you see the way she used her fingers on that other girl’s ass and cunt! She gripped her like a poodle ball and the girl turned to putty; it was fantastic!” 


	“Ten silvers?! Make it a gold govern, Hestus! Bambina is good, but I don’t think she can take many more slaps on her breasts. Look at how red they are and her nipples are twice their normal size… Damn, will you look at how chapped they’ve become?!” Marcus pointed out with certainty. 


	Hestus looked at her and cocked his head to one side, “Well, still, all right bet, a gold govern it is!” 


	Marcus smiled then a thought occurred to him, “Hey where is my Gretchen?” Marcus was sounding a bit up on wine by now, “I’d like her to suck my cock…” He burped. 


	“Marcus join me tonight after these matches, the looser of the final battle, will be nippled with a rod in my cabin… While she’s strung up by her thumbs and toes… What say you to that?” Hestus asked with a broad smile on his face. 


	Marcus shrugged, maybe, but something was obviously on his mind. 


	The problem was that Marcus’ favorite slave girl was now setting tied in a chair. Her wrists to the arms of it and her legs and ankles to its base. Her breasts had been fitted with a device invented in the desert countries to punish harem girls. 


	“Now, what is your name girl?” One of the twins leered closely at her, Adria slowly looked back at him, thinking to herself, ‘did I just hear him ask for her name?’ 


	“I did tell you earlier it was Gretchen; miss Adria…” She was shaking and acted a bit scared. 


	“Gretchen Miss..?” Adria quipped, wondering to herself, ‘I don’t like this tone of voice…’ 


	“No, ‘miss’ is what I was about to call you, Miss Adria…” 


	“Simple minded little bitch, give it to her on her nipples…” 


	Drake held a thin switch in his hand which he applied with a flick of his wrist directly across her hard nipples. She jumped and shuddered in the chair struggling at her bonds, “AAA!” 


	“Really, you are such a sweet girl. Just tell me where your master keeps his gold and we’ll stop.” 


	Gretchen was sweating, “I really don’t know for sure, please believe me. OW, it hurts…” 


	“It’ll hurt worse. Again, Drake…” 


	The switch whisked in the air giving a subtle impact onto her bulging breasts, “AAA!” 


	“In the harems of the east, they use these to punish errant harem girls. Usually the girl is standing with her wrists above her head, nude on display, as an example to the other girls to be on their best behavior.” Adria fingered the breast clamp and turned the two screws on each side of Gretchen’s breasts one turn. 


	“Oh, please don’t squeeze ‘em any more?” Gretchen shuddered with hurt. 


	“Again, Drake.” Adria nodded for the switch to hit the blonde nipples. 


	Drake gave it a hard hit squarely across her nipples, causing Gretchen to quiver in a pain that made her teeth chatter and her eyes roll, “AAA! NO!” 


	“All you have to do is talk and tell us where we can find Marcus’ gold and we’ll be done?” 


	Gretchen shook her disheveled hair. Her breasts firmly sandwiched between two blocks of wood with winged screws on either side and her milk was starting to ooze from her nipples. They looked to be quite red and swollen. 


	“Again, Drake.” He nodded to Adria this time bringing a bit more heft to the stroke allowing the 


	lean ash limb laced her twin tips with new fire. Gretchen jerked a couple of times and struggled almost uncontrollably, “AAA! NA-NA-NO! AH, STOP, PLEASE, STOP!” Her eyes somber and swollen with tears of anguish. 


	“TALK! I’m loosing my patients with you!!!” There was a soft knock at the door. 


	Adria looked at 


	Drake who went to the door and in a soft voice, asked, “Who is it?” 


	Francis replied softly, “No-one here but us chickens.” 


	Drake started to reply softly, but was interrupted by Adria, “What’s this chickens crap, Drake?” Adria seemed aghast. Drake smiled and looked with pride, “Code, miss, to make sure it was Francis and not someone else. I wouldn’t want anyone else to know we’re here…” Adria shook her head is disbelief, “You moron, here we are in the middle of the ocean, and you act like we’re in a public rest-room in the middle of Rome. Who in the hell do you think it’ll be knocking on this door? Damn it, stand back, I’ll let him in myself.” She opened the door, allowing him in. 


	As he saw Adria he whispered low, “I’m not ‘damn it’, I’m Francis…” 


	In total frustration, Adria slapped her forehead and slammed the door closed onto Drakes knuckles, 


	‘CHUNK’. He let out a yelp, “OW, ohh, hump…” 


	“Well it serves you right… ‘nobody here but us chickens’ by the gods!” Adria gave a defined single nod of her head to him, as she said the word ‘right’. She was very irritated at them both, and with her eyes on Francis checking things out, she asked, “Is something the matter, Francis?” 


	Francis looked about to see Gretchen tied to a chair with the breast clamp on and her nipples having been severely switched; he noticed that her head was lolling about, she didn’t look good, “Do you think it wise to torture her like that?” Francis asked. 


	“Who are you to question me?” Adria asked in wide eye disbelief she heard his question. 


	“Well, won’t Marcus notice her condition and come down here…” Francis was just being practical. 


	“Fuck Marcus. Fuck her. And, Fuck YOU!” Adria made a ‘pouf’ gesture with her fingers in his face as she voiced her reactions to his stupid question. 


	Francis stroked at his loin cloth, “I’d really like to fuck her in the ass, right now!” 


	“Really, Francis, I’m not amazed; but not so for you, I want you in my ass tonight, got it, really?” Adria made her point. 


	“Really, I do want to fuck her ass, miss…” Francis got a simple look on his face, as if in hopes to make her statement a reality right here and now. 


	“Will you stop calling me MISS!” Adria was starting to loose it. 


	“Now, really, here, miss, can I…” Francis tried to get her approval. 


	“I MEAN IT! I AM NOT A MISS! Not a peep from you, Drake, I am serious…” He nodded, as Adria looked at Gretchen, “You either, miss high and mighty!” 


	“But, my name is Gretchen, miss…” 


	“I KNOW WHAT YOUR NAME IS, GRETCHEN! UNDERSTAND THIS... The next time you call me ‘Miss’ I’ll use this on your nipples until they pop off. Have you got it?” 


	“Yes, M-Adria…” 


	“That’s better.” 


	It was now that someone had passed gas, which made an unusual ‘ppfffiittt’ 


	sound. 


	“Oh gawd, that’s awful… Open the port, Drake… Geess, whew! Oh, wow, what the hell did you eat..?” Drake rolled his eyes, “Don’t look at me! It wasn’t me! I always get accused of this…” Francis shook his head, as if to say, ‘it really wasn’t me this time’. 


	“Well I DIDN’T DO IT!” Adria raised her voice again, then the three of them looked at Gretchen. 


	Gretchen looked kind of sheepish, “Sorry…” It was hard to believe that something so smelly could come from the insides of something that looked so sweet, “What the hell did you eat?” Adria waived the air. 


	“You brought dinner to us, Mis… I mean, Adria.” 


	“Oh yea, I remember it was cooks idea for those ‘sish-ka-bobs’ things…” 


	“Oh, shish…” Drake sighed. 


	“No, sish-ka-...” Adria started to say. 


	“She-man-ease…” Francis shook his head. 


	“I said S-I-S-H-K-A-B-O-B! Not ‘shish’ or ‘she-man-ease’ understand?” The two men nodded and smiled. 


	“Now, where were we?” Adria tried to regain control. 


	“Talking about his passing gas…” Francis tried to be helpful and accurate. 


	“I said I didn’t do it! Why do you always accuse me..?” Drake continued. 


	“Shut the fuck up, now!” Adria was in no mood. 


	“Well he started it…” Drake pointed to Francis. 


	“Quiet!” Adria closed her eyes as she said the word. 


	“It was…” Francis began. 


	Adria looked daggers at Francis. 


	“Well, he started it…” 


	She turned her glare to Drake. 


	“Adria? Mis… I mean Adria…” Gretchen spoke in a soft tone. 


	Adria closed her eyes and spoke between clenched lips, “What is it, girl?” 


	“I really do have to pee. Somethin’ bad now…” Gretchen did look desperate. 


	“Shall I untie her, now, Mis… I mean, Adria?” Drake piped up. 


	“Drake, get the bed pan.” She spoke between smiling clenched teeth. 


	He got it and stood holding it proudly. 


	Adria’s eyes began to roll from a gaze fixed on Drake to Gretchen in the chair, “Well, put it under her chair!” 


	He did and again stood grinning. 


	Again, her eyes began to roll, “She can’t pee through the chair, Drake, cut a hole in it!” 


	“Cut a hole in the pan..?” Drake sounded puzzled. 


	Adria reached down and picked up the pan, and with a quick motion, slammed it down onto Drake’s head. It made a rather loud, ‘BONG’ sound, and she quickly put it back. Adria looked at Francis 


	who seemed a bit startled while his brother rubbed his noggin, “Not a peep outta you!” 


	“No, mis… Adria.” Francis didn’t want to get ‘bonged’ on the head. 


	Adria focused back on Drake in a pay attention tone of voice, “Now, use your knife and carefully carve a hole in the chair for her to pee through. You can carve a hole in a chair can’t you Drake?” Adria realized that these two were getting into one of those moods again. 


	“Oh I can do that all right…” 


	“Good.” Adria smiled. 


	He stood there just smiling. Gretchen was becoming quite uneasy and it looked like her eyes were about to float. 


	“Drake? You may put the pan under her and carve the hole now, Drake. Begin this minute. Why are you waiting, Drake?” 


	“I was waiting for your order, Mis… Adria.” 


	“The order is given, Drake…” 


	“Yes, Mis… Adria.” 


	Adria brought her upper lip down over her upper teeth and stuck out her lower jaw, exposing her lower teeth. She then noticed Francis just standing there, “Why don’t you help him, Francis?” 


	“Yes, Mis… Adria, well, I was waiting for your order for me to help him…” 


	She smiled at him with a broad full, minus one tooth, smile, “I give you the order now to help Drake, Francis.” 


	“Excuse me, M… Adria, but he’s Drake and I’m Francis I’m not Drake Francis, just Francis…” 


	With out voicing a word, Adria mouthed the words, “I know that.” She chuckled, and he smiled at her, glad that she understood. With both of her hands pointed down, pivoted at her wrists she raised them up and down in a ‘go on’ quick gesture, she shrugged her shoulders. Francis shrugged his shoulders and they both shrugged their shoulders together. Drake was busy cutting the hole in the chair. Using a voice loud enough for Gretchen to hear, but evidently not loud enough for Drake and Francis to hear, Adria raised her hands skyward, beseeching, and speaking to Jupiter, “Oh mighty one, why must I do these crimes with 


	Bevectus and Anuspate?” Gretchen thought this woman to be very strange and these twins to be quite dumb, so why would she want to ask Jupiter to help her commit crimes by now using a couple of clowns from the Forum? 


	The activity on deck was in full swing, “Ho! Marcus, don’t worry about Gretchen and enjoy the entertainment. She’s probably just taking a nap, you know, she is in ‘that way’ and all, here, I’ll have Cherry suck your cock, she’s not due to fight until last…” 


	“Yes, well she does have a fine mouth, Hestus. Oh, yes, look at how Bambina seems to be loosing to that girl, what is her name…” 


	“Leecha.” Hestus smiled drunkenly. 


	“Yes, Leecha. Hail Leecha… Hey, this girl can suck, oh wow…” 


	
“She can suck the varnish off an oar’s end…” Marcus rolled his eyes at Hestus’ 


	comment. Cherry has a very ripe, full mouth with long dark hair that shines in the moon-light. Taking his cock well into her mouth, and deep into her throat, she sucks with incredible force. Using her tongue to lap at the end of his cock, she looks up into his eyes, Marcus nodded to himself, ‘This girl is skilled…’ 


	Gretchen was glad to be able to pee, and oh what a relief. It felt so good, even with three pairs of eyes are wide with amazement as the porcelain pan begins to fill to a hollow sounding stream of pee flowing from a seemingly unending source; it flowed on and on and on. 


	Drake pipes up, “She must have had to pee.” 


	Adria just looked at him and looking back now at Gretchen, she closed her eyes as if to apologize for these stupid men. Her head shook slowly as she closed her eyes. It flowed out of the girl for what seemed like forever, but, soon Gretchen’s pee slowed down to a trickle. Then it gave a sudden bursting stream almost as if to start again, but it only lasted a few seconds then stopped. 


	Three steady drops plashed into the pan and finally done. The three looked close at the pan, noticing that it was quite full. 


	“I guess I had to pee for two…” Gretchen spoke in a soft voice. 


	“Two what?! Elephants?!” Adria exclaimed. 


	Gretchen just wrinkled up her forehead. She did look relieved as she spoke, “Thank you, sir. I know that you will all be famous some day, and…” 


	“These two? Are you kidding? By the way, don’t call either of them ‘sir’ it’ll give them big heads.” 


	“Oh, it just seems like you might be the one to lead them to new discoveries,” 


	She whispers to Adria, “like for the both of us! These two have such a nice bulges under those things they’re wearing…” 


	Adria couldn’t resist the comedy of it all, “Discoveries? Oh, yes, I can see it now S-I-R-S F-R-A-N-C-I-S and D-R-A-K-E unveil the new world. Of sex that is… 


	Ha, ha, ha, ha, hooo…” 


	“What else is there?” Gretchen giggled, as Adria just shook her head. Drake stood smiling again 


	and holding the pan of pee just waited for Adria’s orders. 


	“Well, don’t just stand there holding that pan-o-pee, Drake, get rid of it.” She points to the pan and then to the port hole. Drake carefully walked the pan to the port that he’d propped open when Gretchen had passed gas. As he approached it, steadying the pan, the port slammed closed. He tried to open it back up by holding it with his elbow. A bit of the warm liquid spilled. Looking at him with tight lips, Adria folded her arms across her chest. Drake tried again to pour the stuff out the port by holding it open with his elbow, but the pan was quite full and it spilled a little more. 


	In the history book of natural occurrences, there is one item which will plague wise men for centuries to come. This item is the behavior of birds, especially ones that fly to sea. For the most part, birds flying at sea, noticing any chance to perch in a open, lit, cub-be hole is too much to resist. A passing Sea gull saw Drake’s arm sticking out and it was just the ticket for a brief rest. 


	After it landed it started a loud squawk. 


	Adria, in a ‘I can’t believe this’ look on her face, tossed her arms in the air. 


	She made a few quick turns and looking at Gretchen cocked her head to one side almost as if to say ‘were it ever thus’. In the mean time, Drake was trying to coax the bird back into the air, “Shoo. Shoo. Go on, fly away. Shoo.” 


	The bird squawked again and pecked at his ear, “OW! Stop it.” The bird’s beak and head bobbed back and forth, causing him to spill a bit more of the pee. 


	“Would you like some help, Drake?” Asked Adria in a simply put question. 


	“I don’t want to help him. He’ll probably spill pee on me.” 


	“Oh, Francis, do you think so?” Adria poised a stupid question to him. 


	“Gee Mis… Adria… Isn’t that a kind of stupid question?” 


	“I don’t know, Francis, I was just trying to keep with the mood of things…” 


	Sea birds evidently have a code that they fly by when at sea. Probably it goes something like this, when they land in a lit cub-be hole the length of their stay is limited to no less than ten nor more than fifteen minutes. Drake spilled a bit more of the pee, but he was determined to have the final word with this bird, “Go away. Shoo. Shoo! Fly away, now! Fly! Go on!” 


	Gretchen was in awe. This was the most unusual thing that ever happened to her. 


	She’d forgotten about her poor breasts still squeezed in the clamp. 


	“Francis, did I say you didn’t think?” Adria began a stupid conversation to add to the atmosphere. 


	“You implied that I needed to be in a mood to think, as if I wasn’t thinking at all…” 


	“Francis, I said ‘mood of things’ not ‘mood to think’...” 


	“There you said it again.” Francis pointed with his fist clutched and one finger pointing out at Adria. 


	Adria shook her head in awe-belief, she paused a moment the asked, “Drake, we can help if you just ask us?” 


	“No problem, Mi… I mean Adria, I, I’ve almost have him out-a-here!” 


	Adria looked over to see the bird still comfortably perched on his arm. Giving Drake an occasional squawk or peck as he tried to get him to fly away. Adria went over to the bed and sat down and rolled over onto her stomach, she then cradled her head between the palms of her hands, thinking to herself, ‘that this just can’t be happening.’ 


	The real humor of all this had finally struck Gretchen and she began to giggle. 


	At almost exactly seven and a half minutes after the Sea gull landed on Drakes arm, the first of what was to be the most vivid display of uncontrollable laughter ever known in the history of the Roman empire, was about to begin. It would last with out interruption for the next forty seven minutes. It would probably be the only case of its kind ever to be witnessed while the person laughing, was wearing a breast clamp. With certainty the criminals would profit, despite their actions, due to this very factor. It started out as a slow chuckle, and began building up to a full blown hoot; as it started, Francis continued his argument with Adria the whole time, “You clearly said ‘mood to think’ I heard you.” 


	“I know, Francis. Look if you weren’t such a lover boy in bed, I’d have kicked your ass overboard a long time ago!” 


	“What about me?” Drake looked at Adria. 


	“Squawk!” The bird had to have his comment. 


	“So I’m a boy now, eh?” Francis folded his arms across his massive chest. 


	“Lover boy is an expression, Francis, a kind of term…” 


	“I’m Francis, not Term, who is he? Another one of those ‘lover boys’?” 


	“I can’t believe this?” Adria looked at Gretchen with a smile, Gretchen just looked at her shaking her head and kept laughing, “OH MY, HA, HA, HA, HA, HA…” 


	“I’m surrounded by idiots…” Adria knew the best thing by now was to go with the flow. 


	“Where Mis… Adria, are they..? Oh, I know it’s the bird…” He starts to leap for the bird. 


	“No, that idiot bird is not the idiot I’m referring to!” Adria pointed into the air with one finger. 


	“There you said it twice and the bird is one of them…” Francis continued towards the bird. 


	Gretchen’s sides were beginning to hurt, “YOU, TWO, HA, HA, HA, OH, MY, HA, HA, HA, HA!” 


	Drake still jerked his arm about, and continued to spill some pee, “Shoo. Go away. Fly. Go. Shoo.” 


	“Squawk! Squawk!” The bird opened its beak and pecked Drake, as some more pee spilled. 


	“You, idiot that idiot bird is not the idiot I mean.” Adria raised her voice to Francis. 


	“That’s three idiots now you speak of…” Francis went into a full body defense mode. 


	With her arms in the air again, Adria began calling on one of the gods, “Jupiter, please…” 


	Gretchen just watched and laughed, “THIS IS SO-O FUNNY, HA, HA, HA, HA, HA, HA, OH PLEASE...” 


	What’s peculiar about this, is that it took Adria so long to notice the effect their antics were having on Gretchen. She’d been laughing so hard she even let out a few tinkles of pee. 


	“That’s about enough, Mis… Adria, Jupiter is not one of those idiots!” He casts his eyes quickly to the heavens, “Forgive me, Oh mighty Jupiter!” 


	An idea just came to Adria, “I have it!” She clapped her hands together once which by coincidence was at the fourteenth minute and fifty seventh second of the bird’s rest. Giving the appearance that her clapping hand caused the bird to fly away. Drake smiled, “Hey thanks, Mis… Adria.” Drake looked at her still spilling a bit more of the pee. The others including Gretchen looked in time to see the bird take off after she clapped. Gretchen went into another level of hysteria. 


	Like a mad woman, Adria looked about the cabin for a stick. Finding one she handed it to Francis, “Here. Hold this.” Drake finished dumping the pee over the side, and looking at him Adria motioned to him as she spoke, “Put that pan down, idiot and come over here. Stand behind this idiot. Now, Francis behind you are the idiots, use this stick back over your head and hit the idiot behind you in the head for me. They are there and continue until you get them all, understand?” Francis nodded, he understood. 


	In a complete show of stupidity beyond belief, Drake stood directly behind Francis while he hit him on the head. After what took a surprising long time, Drake keeled over knocked completely out. Francis continued to strike behind him all the while he now was hitting himself on the head. As nature would demand, so many blows to the head would lead to unconsciousness, and down fell Francis. 


	All the while this was going on, Gretchen had evolved to another level of hysteria that was making her orgasm. The little sweetheart was dripping her womanhood in a puddle under her chair. Adria laid back on the bed just mumbling to herself, “No not you idiot, I see three idiots, no the bird isn’t an idiot, yes he is an idiot, you stand over here and let me prove it, I’ll show you…” 


	In all she was very proud that she’d succeeded over the two idiots. As she laid flat on her back, her arms were in the air making pointless gestures this way and that and smacking her fist into her palm in triumph. It was as if she was carrying on a conversation with an unseen person in the overhead. Soon, it began to dawn on Adria that Gretchen was in a state of uncontrolled laughter. At first she was angry that this slave girl was laughing at them, but she also began to realize that she was suffering with this laughter. As Gretchen began to regain control of herself, Adria stood up and went over to the two men out on the floor. She took a ladle of water and tossed it on them, “Wake up, fools…” 


	“OH, MY, OH, MY… YOU THREE ARE SO FUNNY, HA, HA, HA, HA, HA…” Gretchen still laughed out loud. While the men stood up, rubbing their heads. Gretchen had began to regain her composure a bit, but she was still laughing. She took in a deep breath and in doing, the breast clamp popped off, and landed on the floor. 


	Adria pointed to the clamp, “How’d you do that?” 


	Gretchen smiled, not hearing Adria’s question, “Listen, you three are so damn funny, why I haven’t 


	laughed so hard since, since, well just since…” 


	“Laughing at us makes us mad, girl…” Adria cocked her head to one side, and she began to chuckle a bit, “Ya know, I’ll just bet we put on a comical show…” 


	“You did, oh you did, why I’d bet the Emperor himself would laugh as hard at your show…” 


	“Pretty funny, eh?” Adria was getting mad, Francis and Drake could tell. 


	“Really funny, and oh how did you get that bird to land on your arm?” 


	“Oh, it was easy, all I did…” 


	“Not now Drake. Gretchen, what do you plan to tell…” 


	“Oh, yes you all deserve a reward after that show. Oh, I know I’m kinda tied up, but if you let me loose, I’ll get you a reward. I’m sure the master would approve if he’d seen your show…” 


	To Adria, this was the chance she was waiting for, and she motioned for her companions to be quiet, “Gretchen, will you tell your master about us?” 


	“Your show, yes, but your story, Adria, probably not. I suggest you talk directly to him about family things…” 


	“Un-tie her boys.” 


	It took only a few moments to release her. Gretchen went over to a chest and working with it, she 


	came back with a hand full of nine gold coins. It was more than the three of them had planned, “Here, I left some, ‘cause if you take them all, he’ll punish me and come looking for you.” 


	Adria nodded her head, “Oh, you’re so right, and I’d have never thought of that, would you boys?” She then thanked Gretchen and apologize for whipping her nipples and using the breast clamp on her. The two girls hugged, and Adria felt Gretchen’s firm breasts press into hers. 


	They all helped to tidy the place up a bit. Cleaning up the spilled pee and putting away the scattered things, “Drake, take this chair to the storage locker…” Adria ordered. 


	He looked all about the room, “It’s that way Drake,” Adria points out the door to the left, “and get a new one of them will you with a good bottom in it. Take the torch and put it back at the far end of the corridor.” 


	He returned with a nearly new one that matched the old one prior to the bottom being removed. “There we are, now everything is back to normal.” 


	There was one more thing that had Gretchen quite curious, “Could I see what’s under their loin cloths?” 


	Adria smiled and nodded for them to remove their cloths. Francis jerked his off and Drake untied his. The two nude men made Gretchen sigh. 


	“Like um? I get these every night.” Adria jerked on both the men’s cocks at the same time. They steadied themselves by grabbing Adria’s shoulder. Adria looked at Gretchen as her nipples began to harden. 


	She put her fingers up and toyed with them, smiling, “Oh, don’t forget your breast clamp, your whip, and their loin cloths…” 


	The three turned and left, as Gretchen made sure the room was in proper order. 


	Adria stopped in the narrow passageway, it was very quiet and she could hear the torch hissing a bit as it burned, turning around she began to speak to the two, “Listen, you two really amaze me. The only reas…” 


	“I don’t hear anything, except this torch and now you talking, Mis… Adria.” 


	Francis spoke up. 


	She shook her head. As she turned to leave she felt Francis’s hard cock brush against the open slit of her flimsy skirt. He grabbed her shoulders and pinned her standing against the bulkhead. His eyes fixed on hers, he reached down and yanked on the semi-loose knot holding her skirt low on her hips. It came un-done and she lost it in a second. He showed it to her and handed it to Drake. She glanced at Drake who was looking at her. She started to say something when Francis put his fingers to her lips and his other hand found the `V’ of her sex. 


	He slipped his middle finger into her wet pussy, and she whimpered, “Oh…” 


	“You don’t need any more chat, you need a good fucking, right here and now…” 


	Francis slid his erect cock deep inside her dripping cunt. She was well impaled on him as he began to fondle her erect nipples. Using deep thrusts that made her ass thump quietly against the wooden walls of the bulkhead, he firmly fucked Adria. It didn’t take long for them both to climax, Francis put his hand into her mouth to muffle her orgasmic cries as he gritted his teeth. Her pussy began to feel hot and creamy as Francis fill her with his white seed, her cunt fairly drank it in as she worked her hips in rhythm to his thrusts. Soon their thrusting began to slow down and Adria slightly swooned in Francis’s arms. Her breasts with their big hard nipples flattened against his chest. 


	Drake started fondling and rubbing her breasts as Francis held her, all the while his hand squeezed and kneaded her firm ass cheeks. She smiled at them both, “That’s why I put up with you two…” 


	They’d finished just in time after straightening themselves up a bit, they disappeared at the far end of the passageway. Just in time as Marcus was making his way down the other. He bumped drunkenly into his door and fumbled with the latch. Going inside, the room was dimly lit by a low flamed torch and a single flame oil lamp. Gretchen was laying down on the bed. Her nudity appeared earthy and shimmering in the low flickering light. Marcus looked at her, she stirred and rolled over, exposing her nipples which looked swollen and dark. Noticing the dampness of her cleft, he thought she’d probably been fingering herself for a while. He shrugging his shoulders, and went over to his valuables chest. 


	Opening it, he took out his bag of silver and then his bag of gold coins. He dropped the bag of gold coins and they spilled onto the floor. He saw some of them go between the cracks, irritated he mumbled loudly, “Damn it!” 


	Gretchen stirred, “Oh, master, I must have dozed off. I had quite…” 


	He interrupted her angry that he spilled the coins, “Help me pick up these coins?” 


	“Yes, master.” She got down on her hands and knees picking up as many of the coins as she could find, “Some of them went between the boards, master, but I…” 


	“All right, all right, a few for the sweepers, right?” 


	“Yes, master, but I…” 


	“Don’t worry about it. Come here and well get sleep now together…” 


	“Yes, master. I really had quite an…” 


	“Um-hum, for now, and I know a dream, right, well tell me tomorrow.” 


	“Oh, master, really it wasn’t…” It was no use. She noticed that he’d had quite a bit of wine and now he was out of it. He started to snore, and she smiled at him and looked at the place where the coins had fallen onto the deck. 


	Adria, Francis and Drake were fucking like animals. Their sweaty, nude bodies glistened in the moonlight that flooded in from the open port as they fucked. 


	Their sleeping area was directly below Marcus’ cabin. Francis was fucking Adria’s cunt as Drake fucked her ass. She was sandwiched between the two men, changing positions, Adria would suck on Francis’ cock as Drake ate out her pussy. Just as they changed positions for Francis to again fuck Adria’s wet cunt. 


	A gold coin had tumbled slowly from the overhead. It flashed a couple of times in the moonlight 


	and landed with a soft thud right on the entrance to her pussy. Adria stirred a bit, opening her eyes, but before she could say a word, Francis, rammed his cock into her, slamming the gold coin deep inside of her. Adria opened her eyes wide as she whinnied like a mare in heat. 


	Cherry stood with outstretched arms, corded to the cabin’s overhead by her thumbs. Her legs were spread and held wide apart by cords on her big toes tied to rings in the decking. A nude Bambina welding a thin cedar switch, beat a steady tattoo on Cherry’s swollen nipples. Sweating, both girls glistened, reflecting earthly shadows about the cabin as Hestus reclined, equally naked, on his bed, stroking himself as Bambina switched Cherry’s nipples to a blister. He would have them both tonight, Cherry was the hottest bitch on his galley after being well nippled with a cedar switch. 


	Wedged 


	Stretching herself, Gretchen woke up to a cabin filled with shafts of sunlight filtering in, and it was going to be another hot day. She enjoyed how relaxed and free she felt being nude, to her it was a natural state. Having refreshed herself, she looked to see her master still asleep as he turned and sniffled a grunt and gritted his teeth a bit. Wrinkling her forehead at him with a ‘poor dear let him rest’ look on her face, she decided to go on deck and get a light breakfast for her master, and while she was at it, order a more complete breakfast to be brought to their quarters. 


	Opening up the door leading to the upper deck, the first thing she saw were the twins Francis and Drake nude and spread-eagle in the rigging. It was the first time that she’d seen any males being punished since they’d set sail. She also saw that Captain Hestus had Bambina standing on deck with the shackles still on her wrists and ankles, with little stub length of chains dangled from each of them. Bambina was standing at attention with her back straight, chest out, legs spread and wrists behind her head, as Hestus was giving her orders and a verbal discipline, she was quite naked to boot. The mid-morning sun glowed warmly down on her glistening skin, giving 


	Gretchen a warm fuzzy feeling. She focused her attention on the two naked men in the rigging, noticing how Francis’ semi-erect cock was swaying back and forth as the ship rolled slightly in the waves. In the glare of the late morning, it was obvious the heat was having an effect on them. Gretchen began to finger her clit as she looked at them. 


	As the Captain continued with Bambina, he would occasionally fondle her breasts, or tweak one or both of her nipples. Sometimes he would finger her smooth sex, parting the lips of her cleft to pinch or play with her clitoris. When he did this, she would whimper or sigh, but she’d hold her position. If she didn’t she might end up lashed or hung up in the rigging along with the two males up there now, getting a sun-burn. 


	Gretchen heard a female whimper and looked toward the covered lounge area. It’s colorful gauze and silk shrouded sun-guards blowing in the warm breeze. Behind the lounge area, casting a silhouette shadow against it, was the shapely form of a nude woman. She appeared to be standing with a large dark object between her legs and her arms had been drawn above her head. The rope holding them could be seen raising up above the colorful fluttering silks, and it wiggled this way and that as the shadowy figure of the woman shifted about uneasily. Her breasts curved upwards revealing turgid, hard nipples, that stood hard enough to reveal them in an silhouetted outline of their own. At first glance the size of her erect nipples reminded Gretchen of Adria’s nipples; curious she just had to see who was there. She slowly strolled around to the other side of the lounge area and gasped, it was Adria! She had been placed astride a black wedge of some sort, it was the first one of these devices Gretchen had ever seen. 


	Adria’s weight was centered on the upper-most crest of the thing and it looked awfully sharp, glistening in a wet shinny black color. At its base a bar of polished steel was fitted through two holes some twelve inches above the deck, in overall height it measured about five feet from the crest to the base and again about five feet in overall length and width. Adria was bathed in sun-light, her skin already beginning to turn a buff, copper-red color, and her ankles were fastened to the lower bar, allowing only her foot and toes to uselessly wiggle just a bit in the air. They looked like they were searching for something solid to help lift her weight off of the sharp looking crest. 


	Her wrists had been drawn up, crossed and tied; the awkwardness of her position, forced her to lean forward enough to impose intimate contact of her bare sex with the wedge’s crest. The lips of her sex had been forced apart, and downward on each side of the crest; leaving her only movement as slight squirms and twists as she to tried to relieve the pressure off her clit which rested on the crest. She looked brazenly bare setting there buck naked, with turgid nipples swelling to be kissed by the rays of the blistering sun. 


	Was she being punished for some offense? Certainly not anything that she or Marcus could have caused, no, this was something else. As Gretchen moved from behind Adria, who was still unaware of her presence, she could see the side curves of her undulating breasts; jiggling and swaying as she struggled with her bondage. The quickness of her breath and the wetness on either side of her split sex, gave some indication that Adria had experienced at least one orgasm, if not more. Gretchen noticed that Adria’s back bore several fresh welts from a whipping; getting closer she could hear her muffled whimpers and groans. 


	Gretchen put out her hand, almost touching her, but instead she lowered it so that a couple of her fingers could feel the edge of the crest. It felt sharp, but not enough to cut. 


	The closer she got to Adria the clearer the lines became, and most likely she wasn’t on this thing when she was whipped. Some of the lines curved across her butt and around her hips, with a few disappearing in places where Adria’s skin made contact with the shinny wedge. One had made a solid line from across the center of her back, around the side curve of her right breast, and finally across both nipples. As she came into Adria’s view, she could see the bit gag that had been placed on her. Adria’s eyes went wide with hope when she saw Gretchen; her breasts quivered as she stirred harder on the wedge. Gretchen looked down at the point where her hairless cleft made contact with the sharp crest. She could see the already red, swollen bud of Adria’s clitoris friction itself against the sharp edge of the wedge. As she looked, it seemed to increase its activity, then briefly stop. A few seconds passed as she slowly moved herself against its shinny edge; Adria’s tummy crunched up a couple of times as Gretchen looked at her pleading eyes. Then suddenly she opened and closed them wide, as her right thigh began to quake in an uncontrolled spasm. For a few seconds, a whitish colored liquid oozed out from the sides of Adria’s neither lips. It was thick and flowed slowly running down the tapered sides of the thing, starting at the point where her sex rested on the crest. Adria shuddered and grunted another orgasm, her mouth distorted by the bit gag, gurgled a bit of spittle as she laboriously gasped and groaned during her orgasm. It was perfectly apparent to Gretchen that it was not Adria’s first orgasm on that device; nor would it be her last. 


	Gretchen couldn’t resist touching Adria’s hard erect nipples, and the contact made her gasp a throaty wail from behind her gag. She saw her eyes roll upwards, as Adria strained her muscles pulling on the rope to lift herself off this hellish thing. Looking down at Adria’s sex, Gretchen figured it was getting a short respite from it’s torture; but as Adria relaxed her grip on the rope, slowly allowing herself to drop back down onto the crest. This effect on her swollen clit, immediately induced another orgasm which rippled itself through her body making everything jerk and shudder with its excitement. Neither of the two girls noticed Captain Hestus watching them. 


	He cleared his throat, “Ahem, I see you two have gotten acquainted..?” He piped as he fingered his three thong wrist whip. 


	“Oh, sir, I…” Gretchen stammered and tried to compose herself. 


	“No need to explain, Gretchen my dear girl, she’s quite a sight perched on this thing, isn’t she?” 


	“Sir, I, yes, she is…” 


	“Flavious ordered this wedge, they are quite expensive you know.” 


	“Sir, I didn’t know and I don’t know what this is? Excuse me sir, I do know that it is called a black wedge…” 


	“Right, you are, smart girl, it’s made of obsidian found near the bath houses near Pompeii. The craftsman who carved this one, called it ‘volcanic glass’. It can be made sharper than this, even enough to cut a woman in two, or just like this enough to discipline her into orgasm. Either way, it can punish a girl quite well, you know, this color captures the heat of the sun. Oh in about another hour or two, miss fucking slut here will be ready to atone for any sin that I take a fancy to accuse her of, but, then I do enjoy watching her squirm and press that bare clam of hers on this thing, don’t I dear one?” Hestus fondled her right breast and tweaked her nipple making it swell, it felt hot in his hand. 


	Adria whimpered and mewed as she responded to her master’s touch. She squirmed again causing her 


	sex to rub on the narrow edge of the thing. Her body responded in full with another gasping orgasm as he watched her toes struggle wildly. Her fingers clawed the sides of the rope holding her wrists together, and she gave a slight twist that made her breasts sway back and forth. Hestus took this as a cue and with a quick flick of his wrist whip, causing it to slice the morning air with a subtle ‘WHISSIP’ sound, as he wrapped the wicked stinger of a lash squarely across Adria’s bobbing breasts. It sliced her buds with three wispy thin braids that seem to cling to her sweating flesh, etching three red lines across Adria’s lovely glistening breasts; cruelly exposed for just such a whim by her Master. 


	Another stroke followed that first one, making a wet sounding smack that made Gretchen cringe. 


	“You know, girl, your Master should buy one of these, you have just the right shaped breasts for it. I’ll talk to Marcus about letting you have a ‘try out’ 


	period on this one. Just to try it out, you know…” Hestus looked at Gretchen and smiled. 


	“Oh, sir, you’re so kind, but in my condition, it might hurt the baby…” 


	Gretchen made an excuse. 


	“You might be right, though I saw a very pregnant Nubian girl spend half a day on one of these things and she gave birth a week later to a healthy girl.” 


	Hestus shrugged his shoulders, “Who knows?” 


	Gretchen looked back at Adria, “Sir, why does this thing make women have orgasms? I mean she feels a scorching split on her sex and she can’t get off this thing without help. It’s too slippery. Oh, sir, look how she rubs her clit against the crest. See the way it almost bounces back and forth across the top part?” Gretchen looks closely where Adria is rubbing her cleft across the ridge. 


	As she does, Gretchen noticed a fading welt that passed across the lips of Adria’s sex at the point where her clitoris had been peeking out. “Oh, sir, she’s been whipped on her sex before setting on this. I, I… Oh, that has to hurt…” Adria rolled her eyes, at the blonde’s profound statement. 


	“Maybe it does, but, this little lesson will teach her to seek me when she want’s a good fucking. I am her master, and if she’d just ask me, I might have let her fuck one of those other two animals with my permission. When she does it without my permission, then she deserves to ride the wedge, and ride it, and ride it again and again, don’t you my dear?” 


	Adria’s forehead crisped up as she pleaded with her eyes to be taken down. 


	Hestus casually lashed her 


	breasts again with his wrist whip, she gave off a throaty gasp behind her gag, “AAA!” Gretchen saw her tummy crunch in again causing her sex to press harder down onto the device. Simply bathed in sweat, Adria winced and choked back another orgasmic whimper as her Master continued speaking to Gretchen. She rocked back and forth just a bit, which made her breasts quiver a little. As the Captain and Gretchen watched Adria for a few more seconds, she had another orgasm; as she did, her motions made her breasts loom brazenly naked and all exposed to the elements. 


	“If you were mine blonde one, I’d put you on this with her; belly to belly, nipple to nipple, mouth to mouth tied exactly the same way. I wouldn’t put you on it as pregnant as you are, though, you’re right, there could be a danger for you…” Gretchen’s breath quickened. Hestus pointed to Adria, “Want to excite her even more?” 


	Gretchen wanted to, but she thought of her master, “Oh, yes sir. But I really should ask master Marcus first…” 


	“You may, and by the way, he’s right behind you…” She turned to see her master standing behind her, “Good morning master.” She kissed him. He kissed her back. 


	“I heard what Captain Hestus proposed. It is fine with me, in fact, I’d like to watch…” 


	Hestus replied, “Capitol, then let’s have breakfast first and let this little strumpet simmer a while. Then I’ll let your little blonde one here pay a salute to Adria’s continued expressive orgasms, by giving her a taste of the rod on those hard nipples of hers…” Adria moaned and rolled her eyes both in response him and to another orgasm which flooded her with spasms of pleasure. She vocalized another series of moans from behind her gag. 


	“Marcus, maybe I should be more careful, I think I found this slut a new lover…” 


	“Yes, a black glass wedge…” 


	The entire time the three of them had eaten, Adria continued to climax on that wedge. Gretchen watched her and counted at least nine more orgasms; even the other slaves who fed them breakfast noticed Adria astride the black wedge. One of the girls who served was a lovely half naked blonde Hestus called Nita, who was nothing more than a sassy mouthed bitch, but she showed off her firm pear shaped tits with a sauciness that would make any man’s cock stand hard. They stood quite erect and didn’t sag a bit in spite of their size, and they would jiggle and bounce with every step she took. She quipped a couple of remarks to Gretchen, commenting snippily about what a sow she was to walk around naked showing off her pregnant belly. In a quick yank, Nita’s hip skirt fell away in Hestus’ hands, she looked a bit surprised at him over her shoulder. Her blonde hair blowing in the breeze fluttered back and forth in front of her deep blue eyes. He’d rendered her quite naked. 


	Her skin was a deep golden bronze, and her shoulders appeared redder than the rest of her as she’d walk in the sun from the food galley to the dining area. 


	Her brown back looked smooth and Marcus could see her muscles ripple about her shoulder-blades. Four very faint lash marks crossed her back at alternating angles: the tapered upper slopes of her breasts took on a similar reddish color, due to their constant exposure and her nipples fairly disappeared, taking on the same dark golden bronze color as the rest of her skin. Gretchen noticed that even the ‘V’ of her sex was evenly colored with a dark golden bronze; there was no part of this girl that the sun hadn’t found. 


	“Hestus, have you whipped this one lately? She seems a bit of a smart mouth, at least to my Gretchen. I know that they are both slaves, but I am proud of her belly, even if it displeases that one…” 


	“Nita? No, she’s a smart-mouth little bitch all right, in fact I was thinking about having her put on the wedge with Adria; they’re friends, you know. I caught them sleeping together once and doing girl sex with each other, well it’d earned the each of them a day spread-eagle, naked in the rigging taking full exposure from both sides. That was after I’d delivered each of them a sound flogging of course; they’d sorely repented after almost six hours under this blistering sun. When I took them down I put them in my cabin in the girling position, watching them for more than seven more hours making each other come, a non stop marathon so to speak.” 


	“Ah, I can imagine, but did it do any good? The excessive girl sex punishment I mean.” 


	Hestus shook his head, “They kept on doing it anyway, so I kind of let them go ahead and do it, but now I 


	watch and sometimes I make them bring an ore girl up and do her; then I usually flog them all real good and bed down with this little slut and fuck her to a far-the-well!” Hestus holds his mug up and salutes the gods, with a big smile on his face. 


	“Ever got any of them pregnant?” Marcus asked casually returning a smile. 


	Hestus nodded his head, “Yeah, several times, in fact this Nita use to be a milk cow. When I got her she’d belonged to an friend of mine from the desert country. 


	He has a harem, Marcus, that in his life, he’s never fucked the same girl more than three times. This one had displeased him somehow, and as he wasn’t a tit man, well when I got to his place one afternoon, she’d been stood up against a column and was being given a firm dose of the rod right across her breasts no less. Evidently for complaining about them getting in the way of something or some such nonsense. Anyway, she squealed and squirmed as some eunuch pelted her tits with a rod. Later that evening, I asked my friend about her, thinking that because of her blonde hair she must be his favorite. He was so angry with her that he gave her to me, but only if I agreed to rod her breasts again and fuck her right on the floor of his tent, and I mean right then and there!” 


	“So, did you?” 


	“You see her standing right there don’t you?” Hestus pointed to Nita with a smile. 


	Marcus shook his head and smiled, “You old dog you, but you didn’t tell me how you got her pregnant, or did you?” 


	“Oh, yes I did, and she gave birth exactly nine months to the day after I’d smacked her breasts and fucked 


	her on Morad’s tent floor, she’s a real hot one after I used that rod on those tits of hers.” 


	Hestus and Marcus engaged in some more idle chatter while Nita, still naked, and her companion continued to serve the meal. Hestus motioned for Nita to come to his side, she did and he indicated for her to kneel, “This one still has a debt to pay to your girl…” 


	Marcus finished his beverage and put his cup down, the other girl took it and refilled it rapidly, “You 


	know what she needs is to have some of the sass whipped out of her, right here and now.” 


	Hestus held up his hand, in agreement, but not in haste, “I understand your thinking and yes a good 


	whipping would do her good right now. However, I think maybe a good reaping by Eboneebus with his braided raspe, will do her even more good. I had him use it on Adria this morning before I put her on the wedge.” He looked over at Gretchen adding, ” Those are the thin red lines that you saw on her, Gretchen, lacing and curling about Adria’s cleft.” Hestus snapped his fingers for Eboneebus. Gretchen swallowing a morsel of food nodded at Hestus’s comment. Finishing the last of her breakfast, her attention wandered to looking up, and seeing the twins still spread wide. Their swollen sex, semi-erect and swaying with the vessel’s motion. 


	Her eyes followed down two slender lines that had been attached to Nita’s thumbs, drawing them wide spread and upward for her to worship the sun. Her legs were equally spread with a large bar. Eboneebus stood to one side and behind her, while Hestus twiddled her bare sex. Naked and spread-eagle in the classical position to receive a flogging, dangling semi-suspended by her thumbs, Nita’s body quivered under her Master’s touch as he worked her into orgasm. 


	Eboneebus had worked his way out of slavery to now serve as Hestus’ right hand man. He loved being an overseer to the many women Hestus kept on his vessel. 


	Sooner or later every female slave on this vessel would stand as this lithe blonde is now standing and take a rasping from his favorite whip. Coming from Africa, the tall Eboneebus was bald and totally hairless everywhere on his body. 


	He is built like a wedge and body builds with power. Watching him swing his whip against this blonde bitch is a classical view of a bodies in motion, his swinging of the whip, and hers twisting and writhing under it. 


	Taking a firm grip on the raspe, Eboneebus gripped its slender length. The handle was about twelve inches long and made of a carved elephant tusk. This whip had been braided from an elephants hide in the true African tradition; long, slender, and tipped with a small sewn thumper about the size of a spoon. 


	It was designed to punish a naked girl, or deliver her pleasure, depending on the skill of the whipper. Eboneebus was very skilled with this whip; getting his sign from Hestus to begin, Eboneebus removed his loin cloth to apply the whip. 


	It was the proper way for this whip to be used on a woman; whipper and whippee both nude. He is quite well developed, sporting a solid ten inches of sexual prowess. 


	Standing behind and to one side of her, Eboneebus positioned himself, shaking the whip out to length. It snaked itself loosely on the deck; drawing back his shinny black arm and the whip began to sing its song as it sounded like several hummingbirds whizzing through the air, striking out toward Nita’s bare back. The impact on her glistening skin was a wet sounding ‘SWIT’, not nearly as loud as a strap or a bull whip, but more like the sound a rope makes as it hits the water after being tossed from a boat. 


	The whip contacted her back at its center, then it started a journey around the side curve of her breast. 


	Fitting the contours of her body as it made its way. Getting closer to the bitter end as it snaked onward. The last short length of it making a `tha-whep’ 


	sound as it curled over the side curve of her other breast. Finally, the tip itself, bounced under her shoulder blade; falling slowly away leaving a vivid red welt to mark its path, making Nita tossed her head back voicing only sharp rasping gasp between her gritting teeth, “AAA!” As she took in sharp quick breaths, her breasts both bounced saucily in the air. The lines holding her thumbs strained and jerked in a slack then taught motion. She’d been bound just tight enough to hold her firmly without the chance of her jerking her thumbs out of their sockets, but allowing her to twist and jerk her voluptuous body. 


	The sound of the stroke, made Gretchen shiver, as this whip was obviously more painful than any Flavious or her new master, Marcus had ever used on her. 


	Eboneebus applied the remaining nineteen strokes much the same as he did the first one. Only finding new, un-scored areas of the girl’s writhing nudity. Nita all the while gasping and whimpering. Her ample breasts bobbing and swaying to her body motions and the effects of 


	Eboneebus’ raspe. The most erotic thing about watching this girl get whipped was the effects of her bondage. 


	The lines were thin enough to give the appearance that she was standing with her arms and legs voluntarily spread for a whipping. Her body language displaying an image of desire under the lash. 


	Gretchen could see how this whipping could be called a reaping. The manner in which Eboneebus applied the whip actually appeared to look like he was swinging a sickle. This whipping had an effect on her, as Nita had became quite caught up in the strokes she was receiving. So much so that the fact her voluptuously oiled nudity shuddering in the glare of the brilliant Sun wasn’t all that was on her mind. She didn’t care the least little bit about how brazen a display she made, or how obscene she may have looked jerking and quivering with her breasts bouncing and her sex dripping from the orgasms she’d released, all that mattered was that the lash would fall and she would respond. 


	After the twentieth stroke fell, Hestus nodded for Eboneebus to take his reward. 


	The man smiled as he coiled up his whip. He tied it, coiled, in a place so that Nita could see it was ready to be used again, on her. “Marcus, I give Eboneebus a reward from time to time. He likes to fuck the ones he whips with his raspe…” 


	As Hestus turned to listen to Marcus’ response, he saw him fucking Gretchen, he raised his eyebrows. 


	“Hestus… Oh, yes, Gretchen, do it… You may step around and she’ll suck your cock… OOOh, yea, your so hot, you little slut.” Marcus looked at Hestus who had removed his vest and pantaloons. Allowing Gretchen free access to his cock, which she took into her mouth. 


	As the two masters enjoyed Gretchen, Eboneebus took a stand behind Nita and began to fondle her breasts, feeling the ridges his raspe had raised across her soft mounds. He tweaked her nipples as his hard cock throbbed against her streaked ass. “Open yourself to me, blonde girl or I’ll have the master give me permission to harvest another crop of welts across these!” As he spoke those words into her ear, his fingers squeezed her whip swollen nipples. “AAH! YES! 


	YES! I’ll open myself, sir, please… Ah.” With those words, Nita rotated her hips forcing her ass to stick outwards, toward Eboneebus’ waiting cock. He felt her wet cleft touch the tip of his throbbing cock, and with only a small adjustment, he buried his long shaft into her waiting cunt. 


	It didn’t take long for Eboneebus to move out of her cunt and start fucking her ass; she has the most marvelously fuckable ass. He oiled her down, working his finger into her waiting ass hole. She whimpered as he worked some of the oil deeper into her bung. Still drawn in a spread-eagle, Nita took the ass fucking by Eboneebus full on. His hips pounding a rhythm as his hands cupped over her breasts, he could feel her pulse as he slapped it in and out of her well oiled hole; enjoying the way her breasts bounced in his hands with each thrust of his cock. Her nipples felt hot in the palms of his hands, caused in part by the sun, the whip, and her excitement. Nita felt the end of his cock getting hot inside of her, he was ramming it in with such hefty thrusts that the moisture of the oil had oozed and was making a wet gushy sound. Feeling the urge to release his seed into her, Eboneebus’ cock began to tingle, as he slammed it deep into her, he released his white cream into her ass. Opening his mouth, he began to nibble the back of her neck, which caused her to moan and whimper even louder than before. In her spread-eagle condition, she felt him flooding her guts with hot cum, coming up on her tiptoes, in a combination bounce and rock, she thrust herself back to meet his thrust. He pulled it slowly back out of her only to ram it back in hard to meet her returning thrust. When a spent Eboneebus withdrew himself from her, she was breathing heavy which made her breasts rise and fall causing them to shudder. Hestus saw Eboneebus rubbing his spent cock against the crack of her ass, as Nita continued to coo and purr. 


	Hestus looked at Eboneebus and motioned to him, “Drag her all the way up by her thumbs, I want to watch her sway in the breeze while she contemplates her sins. 


	Oh, don’t worry, her thumbs are quite strong…” 


	It only took a few moments for Eboneebus to complete his orders. Nita now hung in silence, a sight to behold; a naked, well whipped and ass fucked blonde swaying gently in the breeze. Suspended by her thumbs and with a spreader bar ingeniously applied to her toes forcing her to spread her legs in the most obscene display of her sex than any one, man or woman might imagine. The warm wind gently blew her hair about, a cloudless sky opening up the sun to shine radiantly down on her copper toned bronze skin, which made her glow. Her sex, wet from her orgasm, and her dripping bung straining to close, trying to keep from leaking out the come forced inside of her by Eboneebus’ ass fucking. 


	It would have been wise had Eboneebus put a butt plug into Nita’s ass, what with her spread legs, she just 


	wasn’t able to keep the juices he pumped into her guts from dribbling onto the deck under her. Hestus seeing this happen, renewed his anger toward her. Having finished getting his cock sucked nearly dry by Gretchen, still nude himself he strode over to Nita. Motioning Eboneebus to lower her down enough for him to reach her but not let her rest on the deck. He slapped her breasts and gripped her quite sensitive nipples, “Sloppy blonde bitch! Look at the dribble you’ve dropped on the deck! Maybe you need a lesion on how to hold it in?” 


	“Oh, master, I… I’m sorry, master, please don’t punish me any more. I’m hanging here by my thumbs with my legs so awfully spread and I can’t keep what Eboneebus pumped into me, inside of me… Oh, please forgive me…” 


	“BE SILENT! Eboneebus, raise her back up and let this sopping sex of hers soak in the sun for another hour. Then let her down, and take her over by the wedge, there string her up by her ankles near her friend. I think Gretchen here shall have two targets for the rod! This one’s wet pussy and her friend’s bouncing breasts! You know Marcus, a good drubbing with the rod on those cunt lips down there will curb Nita’s sassy mouth!” 


	“NOOO! Please master, I’ll do anything… Not that please… Don’t beat me between my legs, please…” 


	“Oh, and why not? Maybe you’d like another sifting with the raspe? This time hanging by your ankles while he sliced the ball of it directly into your anus and sex?” She could see that she couldn’t win, “No. Master.” 


	“Good, a wise choice to take the rod over the raspe. I suggest that you prey I don’t change my mind…” 


	A hour later, Nita was dangling by her ankles in front of her friend Adria, upside down and still quite naked; the exposure that her bare cleft made with its lips spread, revealed a pink sex and puffy red clitoris. It sparkled with a wetness that glistened in the glare. There’s something to be said about the pain of a sunburn and the application of the rod to an equally exposed cleft and clitoris; it leaves little room for doubt in the area of hurt. Nita’s sex is about to feel that hurt because of her bitchy attitude, and her master’s wishes. 


	Sweat ran in rivulets down Adria, caused mostly by the series of orgasms which seemed to endlessly flood the sultry naked brunette perched firmly on the wedge. 


	Hestus handed the radiantly bare little Gretchen a rod, which was mounted inset to a grip made of polished agate, and carved into the shape of an erect penis. 


	Marcus looked at it and remarked about its balance. She was commanded to drub Adria’s nipples and Hestus would show her how to find the right targets and to get the feel of the rod. He rubbed it up and down over Adria’s breasts and hard nipples, bouncing a couple of light hits to their centers. This action made Adria shift herself slightly on the wedge, producing a muted whimper as the crest grazed her swollen clit. 


	He handed the rod to Gretchen and she ran it like he told her to do over Adria’s nipples. To her, they felt firm like the fill spouts on the tips of wine bags. 


	With a coaxing nod from Hestus, Gretchen gave a firm flick of her wrist, bringing the rod squarely across both of Adria’s sun-reddened nipples at the same time. It’d made a dull sounding ‘THWICK’ as it struck; the impact made the two tips of Adria’s nipples disappear for a split second into her breasts then immediately pop back out. She rubbed the rod up and down on Adria’s nipples again, and for a few moments, Gretchen thought Adria had elected to just sit and take the hits with little or no reaction. In reality, jumping and twitching while setting on that crest, would only make matters worse. Good advise had that been the case, because all that happened was simple reaction of nature; Adria just needed to catch her breath, that’s all. In the meantime, Gretchen continued to rub the rod against her nipples looking constantly for Hestus’ approval. He gave it to her in the form of a nod to use it again, with the same wrist action, she brought the rod again across Adria’s twin treasures. Like before the two nipples popped in first, then as if to shove the rod back with their mighty tips, popped themselves back out. Adria shook her head, once, then twice and steadied herself in silence. 


	Just as Gretchen readied herself to deliver another blow, Adria had caught her breath. A quick heave of her chest proceeded her deep throated groan, which came from behind her gag, “AAARRRGGGHHH!” At the same time she let out this groan, she almost managed to lift herself off the wedge, if only for a second or two. 


	With a wet sounding squeak of wet skin against glass she slid back down on the upper edge of the crest, this made her clit pay the price for this action. Her womanly juices in combination with the effects of her earlier orgasms made feeling this one no different. An awful sting in her nipples, amplified down to her clitoris, had caused Adria to climax again. All she could do was gasp and moan in both pain and pleasure. 


	What is considered a sound drubbing, can consist of one blow at a time on a sensitive spot, or a series of rapid strokes to the same spot not coming up for air. In this case, it made no difference as to how fast or slow the drubbing went to the sorry girl on the wedge. It was the drubbing itself that had nearly caused her to go insane with sexual urges. In her mind, the rod was causing a blistering heat to build in her nipples which transmitted itself down to her already hot clitoris. This added heat, was made her clit ignite with flames, which in turn caused her body to bounce and heave on the sharp upper edge of the stone. The point that suffered the slamming the most was her already tender clitoris thus producing an almost endless stream of orgasms. 


	Marcus thought to himself as he watched the dark hared nude disposed on the wedge; nature in its mercy, allows the clitoris of this woman to deliver her into orgasms that can, seemingly, go on forever. Her orgasms cause her to release her sweet body juices which, thank Jupiter, help to cool off the heated singe of her clit resting on the sun heated crest of the wedge. This device literally performs a perfect circle of pain and pleasure; really quite simple when one thinks about it, Marcus scratched his head. The rod strikes the nipples causing them to burn with pain. The burning hurt transmits itself to the pulsing clitoris. The clitoris stings enough to cause a stimulation of both the pain and pleasure center of the girl’s mind. The body sends more liquid to help soothe the pain. An ingenious thing is a woman’s body. 


	Gretchen, too, had become quite fascinated watching how Adria’s body reacted to the rod. Her reactions had changed from shallow chirps at the strike of the rod, to a sound that became a gagged wailing, “AAA!” Gretchen had seen women drubbed on their nipples before and she herself had felt the rod a time or two, but this wedge was causing the most intense orgasms that she’d ever seen in a female. If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear that Adria was literally fucking this thing. It was hard to tell if her focus was on her nipples or her clit, or maybe both. Gretchen brought the rod up for another blow. 


	Hestus breaking the silence, pointed out, “Marcus, will you look at her? She’s in seventh heaven, and I hate to say this, but there isn’t a male alive that could deliver her orgasms like the ones she’s having now. Do you think there is another kind of device that could do this?” 


	“I don’t know, Hestus. This is the weirdest thing I’ve ever seen, and it actually looks like she loves it?” 


	“Marcus, I’m telling you she does love it. Do you think Flavious would want to sell this thing?” 


	Marcus shook his head no, and looked at Hestus, nodding for Gretchen to stop the application of the rod on Adria’s nipples. His actions indicated it might be a better idea to let Adria catch her breath and work the rod on Nita for a while. 


	Hestus nodded in agreement, “Gretchen, you may stop now.” Gretchen didn’t strike again, but brushed the rod a couple of times up and down over Adria’s nipples. 


	Adria sighed, as she heaved to catch her breath, she shuddered in the after-glow of another orgasm, that made her breasts quiver. Her nipples looked quite swollen, turning a dark red as they seem to pucker up firm in the hot sun. 


	Like the nipples, the drubbing effect of a rod or a switch on the exposed clitoris can make a girl fairly howl with both pain and pleasure. The results, when properly applied are the same in each case causing a fountain of orgasms that can be induced with either speed or a lack of speed by the person controlling the rod, either way works well. In this instance, the drubbing of Nita’s gaping wet sex began within a few moments of the last impact on Adria’s nipples. ‘This bare assed little blonde of Marcus’ was really getting into the swing of things, so to speak,’ thought Hestus to himself. 


	She started in on Nita so close in timing to Adria’s nipple drubbing, that in fact, she was still whimpering when the nasty wet ‘SMACK’ sound was heard as the rod scored a hit across Nita’s gaping sex. The next few Gretchen decided to deliver rapidly, which each time had caused a dull sounding ‘SPLAT’ followed by absolutely nothing more than a quick jerking spasm of Nita’s inverted nudity. 


	Odd, but Gretchen was working on her eighteenth stroke when she suddenly felt the rod strike squarely down onto Nita’s hard baked clit. It made a different sound, like a slightly hollow, woodsy sort of sound, ‘THUCK’. This one made her lift the rod up and look at its end, no blood, but Nita was just holding a buckled up crunch in her abdominal muscles. Gretchen looked at Hestus as if to ask what happened, then she saw her master’s eyes grow wide. 


	The five of them, counting Adria, must have seen what happened next at the same time. Nita’s sex began to cream first to an overflow, with a thick white fluid that trickled down her belly, over her breasts and onto the deck. There was quite a lot of it, and as it flowed, Gretchen let out a surprised quip, “Oh, my!” Marcus just shook his head and Hestus grinned, raising his eyebrows. Adria, choked back a gasp, as Eboneebus just watch what was happening to Nita, who was starting to turn a bit blue at having lost her breath. Her diaphragm was too busy helping her abdominal muscles to jerk in spasms, to allow her to breath. 


	Hestus quickly noticed this and took the rod from Gretchen, handing it to Eboneebus who was at the best angle to do what was necessary. Raising it in the air, he sliced it across Nita’s ass cheeks. In a gasping inhale, Nita drew her breath, then let out a pitiful wail that made all of them cringe, “AAAIIIEEE! 


	OH, AHH, HAA, HAA, OOOH, AAA!” Her clitoris seemed to puff up slightly and the little hole by the hood seemed to slowly open allowing a warm yellow fluid to flow in a steady stream down her front and back. 


	“Gretchen it would seem you literally beat the pee out of her.” Hestus smiled with a comment. “Actually, Gretchen, on your last hit, you’d caught her pee hole at the hood of her clit. I was about to stop you because she didn’t seem to be breathing. When you hit the pee hole, it had set her off, and that’s why I had Eboneebus hit her across the ass, to start her breathing again. You were on a roll with this rod, Gretchen, and in truth, you’d really smacked her sex some good ones.” 


	Marcus hugged his pregnant little slave girl, kissing her on the back of her neck. She tasted like the sun, he thought. 


	Hestus gestured toward Nita, “Eboneebus, cut her down and give her some wine then put her on this,” He slapped the wedge, “With her friend here. I want you to fasten them nipple to nipple, oh she’ll survive even with a beat clit.” 


	“Yes, sir.” 


	“Oh, Eboneebus,” He spoke softly to him, “Leave them on it for a couple of hours then take them off and give them each a sea water bath. Rinse them with one bucket of fresh water then put them in my cabin. They’ll both be sleeping with me tonight.” 


	“Yes, sir, but what about those two?” Eboneebus rolled his eyes up at the twins still spread in the rigging. Each of them sporting quite an erection, as they were able to view what was happening to the two women. 


	“Oh, yeah, the twins…” He rubs his chin, thinking, “Take them down and have them moved to forward birthing, with Bumbus and Asope. I want them as far away from Adria and Nita as I can get them short of dumping them overboard, which it might just come to that.” The two girls whimpered, causing Hestus to give each of them a dirty look. 


	Eboneebus nodded and smiled, that he understood, as he turned to go, Hestus added, “Oh, have Cherry and Bambina brought up from the oars. When they’re cleaned up, send them to us, we’ll be in the lounge area.” 


	He saluted using two fingers on his right hand, “Aye, aye, sir.” 


	“Well, Marcus we can chat for the afternoon, and have Cherry and Bambina entertain us. Gretchen might want to rest for a while…” 


	“I am a bit tired, Master, after I pee, I’d love to lay down for a while.” 


	Gretchen agreed on her condition. 


	“All right, but I want you to pee the way you did before over the rail.” She nodded and went to the rail, putting her ass over the side, she let her stream drop wetly into the sea; it was a lot. “Where does she fit that much water, into such a compact body, Marcus?” Hestus wondered aloud. 


	“I don’t know, Hestus, I truly don’t know…” Marcus admired his blonde slave girl and how well she showed off her swollen tummy. The way she strutted about so absent mindedly naked, displaying herself with an air of innocence ‘taken’ 


	that made him just want to fuck and fuck her again and again. He was so proud of her. 


	The wine was cold and good and the afternoon was warm as two bare ass naked or sluts fell to sucking on the masters’ cocks; a job they did so well. In the meantime, the other two on the wedge, shuddered and flattened their breasts together as more orgasms rippled through them. Adria’s nipples felt as hard as rocks rubbing against raisin tipped pears of Nita’s full large breasts. The red welts from the raspe left a visible reminder on the two of them that obedience to their master is utmost. Marcus’ attention was on the silhouette of the two women bound on the wedge. He saw their breasts pressing together as Captain Hestus took a swallow of wine. He over at the shadow of the two women, then down at Bambina sucking his cock, groaning slightly, he commented “M-Marcus, we are due to arrive at Flavious’ island by early afternoon, it’s taken extra time due to poor winds.” 


	“Oh, yes, go on suck it Cherry… Hestus she’s wonderful, and I know Flavious will be glad to see us. By the way, is it my imagination or is Bambina sporting a pair of swollen nipples?” 


	“Hum, you’re right, Bambina tell master Marcus how your nipples came to be so swollen…” Bambina still sucking on Hestus’ cock, rolled her eyes toward Cherry, who rolled them back at her, with Marcus’ cock still in her mouth. 


	Adria and Nita 


	Captain Hestus’ cabin was lit by two torches and three lamps. It was the largest cabin on his galley. He’d decided to dispense with entertainment this evening as they were due to arrive tomorrow at Flavious’ Island, and he simply couldn’t handle another orgy. Plenty of wine had been served at dinner, and he was feeling a little tipsy and mellow enough. Those two randy sluts, Nita and Adria were waiting for him in his cabin, and his cock twitched at the idea of putting them through more paces. 


	Entering his quarters, he saw the two women on his bed, and they were quite nude and had obviously been playing with each-other, “Master, it’s good that you want me tonight.” Adria cooed, then looking at Nita, who spoke in a low, deep womanly tone of voice, “Master, let us both please you to the fullest…” She, leaned toward him, her large bullet tipped breasts pleasantly undulating. 


	“Well, girls, you both look none the worse for wear after your little bout with the raspe and the wedge, but first I want you, Adria, to show me yourself; do a complete exposure for me.” He sat down on the edge of the bed as Adria stood up and walked seductively around to face him. “Go on, you know what to do.” She spread her legs apart by shifting her weight back and forth; she then opened her mouth just a little bit and licked her lips, stuck out her chest and put both of her hands at her waist. “You know what to do, Adria, go on and spread your lips…” Using her fingers she spread the lips of her sex to expose her clit. It looked quite red and swollen, and appeared to be throbbing. 


	“Ooo, I’ll bet it hurts?” Hestus wondered with a curiosity. She nodded, as she pouting her lower lip out a bit. 


	Hestus motioned for Nita, “Nita, get over here and kneel in front of her, I want you to use your splendid tongue to soothe this hot clit of hers.” Nita did as she was told, sliding off the bed, she stood in front of Adria and immediately dropped to her knees and began using her tongue to lap at Adria’s sore clit. It tasted a bit acidity, feeling a little hard as she touched it with her tongue. 


	Adria felt Nita’s tongue explore the hood of her clit; her tongue felt hot against her tender pee hole, and even as Nita made long, heavy laps with her tongue; dragging its texture over the sensitive clit made even more sensitive due to its bout with the wedge. It really only took a few licks for Adria to gasp for relief as Nita’s tongue lashing had started an orgasm building up inside of Adria. 


	“You want to come, don’t you hot bitch?” Hestus asked. 


	“Um-hum…” She cooed. 


	He motioned for Nita to stop her lapping. “Your clit is throbbing again isn’t it? Well, I’ll just bet you want to really come, like you did on that wedge out in the sun, hard and wet. You’d like to be punished again on that thing, wouldn’t you[image: ] You are to listen to my voice; you will orgasm when I give the order and not before, understand?” 


	“Yes, master…” 


	“In the meantime, you will stand exposing yourself to me. Openly and completely without any shame, HOLD YOURSELF OPEN FOR ME!!! I wish to see your nakedness…” 


	“Yes, master…” 


	“Your bare clit, is exposed and ready to climax in front of me. You desire to cum and show your master what a wonderful woman you are…” 


	“Yes, master…” 


	“An uncontrollable tingle is starting at the tips of your pulsing nipples. They are red and hot still from the torture of the rod and the sun…” 


	“Y-Y-Yes, m-ma-master…” 


	“You are completely and totally naked, with nothing of human making touching you and you are exposing your womanhood to your master…” 


	“Y-Yes. M-Master.” 


	“You know that if you come without permission, you will be punished again on your clit and bare nipples; perhaps even whipped with the raspe or put back on the wedge, or both…” 


	“Oh… please….” 


	“As you breath, even now, you feel the strain of your erect nipples trying to burst off your chest. You close your eyes and remember the tempo of the rod, flicking and drubbing your poor little nipples. Making them bounce and pout on the tips of your breasts…” 


	“Oooo…” 


	“Now you feel your master putting the tips of his index fingers on the hot tips of your breasts. They harden like stones on the beach, as he uses his nails to rake undersides of your Sun baked nipples…” 


	“A-ah… Oh, please, master, let me come…” He says nothing for about twenty seconds. Again Adria pleads, “Um… Please, my master…” 


	“You may come, but do not stop until I say so…” 


	“Yes! Oh, yes… Yes… Oh… Ah… Yes… Ah…” He could see her clitoris pulse and the thick juice that was her come start to flow out of her. It dripped slowly onto the deck in his cabin. 


	“Excite your nipples and keep coming…” 


	“Oh. Yes. Ah. A-Ah… Ah… Yes… Oh… A-AH!” 


	“Squeeze your nipples hard! I want you to pinch them for me!” 


	“AH! Yes, m-master… Ow-a-oh… Oooo… Please, m-master, they’re sore… Oh… 


	Ah… A-ah…” 


	“Sore from what? Tell me, Adria, my punished slave girl…” 


	“M-master, from the w-whipping you gave me…” 


	“Whipping?” 


	“Yes, master, the one that… AH! Oh… The one that Eboneebus gave me using his raspe on me…” 


	“Oh, that one. Did he whip your nipples?” 


	“AH! Oh, oooo…” 


	“Answer me!” 


	“Y-yes, master… Oh, several times…” 


	“I see… Did anything else make them sore?” 


	“Yes, master, when Gretchen used the rod on them, sir… Oh… A-a-a-ah… 


	Ha-a-ah… Ah…” 


	“You can’t stop coming can’t you, you little whore..?” 


	“Oh, master… I… No, ah… Ah… A-a-a-ah…” She shook her head allowing her hair to flow across her face, Adria glistened with sweat. Standing with her back arched slightly and her legs spread, her fingers twisting and toying with her dark erect nipples. “What else has made your nipples sore? Speak up girl!” 


	“They… Oh, m-master… I… Oh… Ah…” 


	“They what, girl?” 


	“I’m so… Please master… Ashamed… Oh… They… A-ah…” 


	“Tell me, or I’ll get the rod…” In the mean time, Nita had been fingering herself and was quietly engulfed in an orgasm. She was being very quiet. 


	“Oh, master, they’re sunburned… ooo… Ah… Ha-ah.” 


	“How did they get so sunburned?” 


	“I was setting bare naked on the wedge facing the hot sun, master. My arms were above my head leaving my breasts completely exposed to its burning rays… My nipples turned so dark and sore… A-a-ah. Ah! Ah-ha-a-ah…” 


	“You may stop coming now…” 


	“Thank you master, I… Oh. Ah… ooo… Ummm… whew… oh… hummm…” 


	Flattening the palms of her hands over her nipples, she felt their firmness and their tips felt very hot. 


	“You may stand normally…” Adria stood straight and with one hand she shook her hair, using her other hand she wiped a bead of sweat that was running down her sunburned stomach. 


	“Now, Nita… NITA! You little bitch, SLUT! You’ve been fingering yourself, haven’t you? HAVEN’T YOU?!” 


	“Y-yes, master.” 


	“Stand up, now spread your legs, stick your chest out and put your hands behind your neck!” 


	She did as she was told. 


	“Arch your back you blonde bitch, that’s it. You, Adria, stand where I can watch you; like her you’ll start fingering yourself, like she’s been doing, if I can’t see you.” 


	“Yes, master.” 


	Hestus took both of Nita’s breasts in his hands and he kneaded them like a cook would knead bread dough, she winced as he was doing this. He could see how, where his fingers touched, her flesh would turn white and then a darker red; the little bitch was sunburned all right. “You’ve got nice tits, for a blonde slut.” 


	He stopped the kneading action, and began to trace the red lines lacing this way and that across her ripe protruding breasts. Using his fingernail, he followed one welt that had struck directly across both of her raisin tipped nipples; Nita squirmed a bit as this action made her tits jiggle and sway loosely. “Stand still!” He slapped her beasts on both sides which made her gasp softly, “Umph! 


	Yes, master, but they are tender still a bit, sir…” 


	“You’re proud of them, aren’t you? You naked little blonde cock sucker! Maybe you should suck my cock, unless you want these nipples of yours to feel a drubbing with the rod?” He pinched the ends of her breasts with his thumb and index finger at the same time he gave the nipples a twist. 


	Nita groaned and remained as calm as she could, “AAA! Oh, Y-Yes, master, I’ll suck your cock, master. Please don’t beat my nipples with that rod again, it’s so awful.” She squirmed almost putting her hands on his as he worked her sun-scorched nipples with his fingers. She rolled her eyes and gasped softly, “AAA! Oh, that stings, so good, aaa…” He looked her straight in the eyes as his fingers gave them another twist, “I’ll just bet you’d like your dress back and be allowed to return to your regular routine, and be able to cover these, wouldn’t you?” She nodded, as he gripped both of her nipples firmly between each of his index fingers and thumbs, giving them a hard squeeze. She opened her mouth, wrinkled up her nose and voiced a sharp, “AAAH!” 


	“That’s not how you respond to your master, with a nod and a gasp when he speaks to you intimately.” He continued to squeeze her nipples. “Y-yes, m-master… 


	Oh… whew…” He let go of her nipples, “That’s better.” 


	She adjusted herself to her ordered stance, and again, her breasts swayed provocatively. “I see you enjoy swinging your breasts in my face?” 


	“I can’t help it, master, but I hope they please you.” 


	“Of course they please me. You can’t help it?” 


	“No sir.” 


	“Why?” 


	“It must be their nature, master.” 


	“Their nature?” 


	“Oh, sir, they just seem to move about on their own.” 


	“So I noticed, and since they seem to move about on their own, maybe they should be punished on their own?” 


	“Oh, no, master, please…” 


	“Never say no to me, again. For that you have now earned yourself and this dark hared slut beside you a year of total nudity. If I so much as see a stitch of clothing on either of you. I’ll have it stripped from you, lashed with the raspe, and strung up by your thumbs, understand my sweet nymphs?” 


	“Yes, master.” Both of the girls spoke at the same time. 


	“Good. Now we’ll move on to deal with your free thinking breasts…” 


	“M-master, please don’t punish my breasts anymore; they’re so sore from being whipped and the intense exposure…” 


	“You really do have a smart ass attitude.” 


	“Please, master, I…” 


	“Shut up! Straighten up! Now, go over and stand beneath that overhead beam, raise both of your wrists to it.” In silence, Nita slowly walked over to where a cross-beam in the overhead hung low enough for her to raise her arms, placing her wrists against the beam. Using a length of rope, he first tied one of her wrists and then the other in place. He motioned for her to spread her legs, which she did. When he finished tying her up, she stood in a similar position to her earlier one on the deck, naked and spread-eagle. 


	“Adria go and stand in front of her. I want you to watch as I punish her mindless breasts.” 


	“Yes, master.” As Adria passed by Nita she had to turn a bit sideways allowing her nipples to brush the side curve of Nita’s right breast; the two girls were about the same height. 


	“Watch it, Adria.” 


	“Sorry master.” 


	Hestus went to a special closet in his cabin, and sorted through some of the items in it. He found what he was looking for and shut the closet. Swinging about, it made a sifting ‘WHIT’ sound as he sliced the air. It was a wire thin device, consisting of several strands of such suppleness that almost looked alive. 


	It appeared to be made of several strands of metal wrapped in a coating of rubber from Africa; about five feet long, inset to a wooden handle, that was covered with a leather grip. Working it about, made Nita strain around to look back over her shoulder, trying to get a peek at it. When she saw it, she squirmed a bit uneasily, which of course caused her breasts to judder and shimmy, and made them look even more out of control. Stepping up behind her, Hestus rubbed his cock against the crack of her ass, forcing her to arch her back slightly, so that he could feel her ass better. He took the whip and brought it around her gripping both the handle and the ends, with an up and down motion, he rubbed it over her firm pear shaped tits. Exciting her nipples to full erection, “Do you know what this is, my slave girl with your uncontrollable breasts?” 


	“No, master, I’ve never seen it before, sir.” He looked at Adria, she closed her eyes and lowered her head. “It seems she knows what it is, don’t you Adria?” 


	“Y-yes, master.” 


	“Well why don’t you tell your friend about it or would you prefer I demonstrate it on you first?” 


	“Yes, master, I’ll tell her…” 


	“No, I think a simple demonstration will do first; turn around and raise both of your arms above your head.” With a visible shudder, she turned and did as she was ordered. Her bronze back was now toward Nita and her master. “Hold your hair up with your arms, Adria.” She gathered her hair, holding it up, doing this made her shift her weight slightly causing her legs to casually spread apart. This proved to be a mistake for which she paid an immediate price by receiving a quick upward stroke of the thing on her smooth quim. It made a red lace that disappeared into the folds of her sex. 


	“HOWER-OWER-OW! OH, M-MASTER PLEASE...” 


	“The next time, wait until I tell you to spread your legs. When you do it with out being told, you look obscene. I will punish you when you’re obscene, understand? Be thankful I don’t have you on deck tomorrow up by your ankles while Eboneebus uses this on that smooth sex of yours!” 


	“Y-y-yes, m-m-master…” 


	“Now, spread you legs and stand proper. I won’t hit your clit with this next one.” She did as ordered; while Nita stirred uneasily, her breasts swayed with apparent provocation. He stepped toward Adria and adjusted his position. With a no nonsense side arm stroke he brought the device easily around slicing the air with a “WHIRRUP’ noise. It contacted Adria at the side curve of her right breast; snaked itself across her nipples and finished on the side curve of her left breast, falling away as quickly as it struck. For a split second, there wasn’t any visible mark; then as quick as a wink, almost as if by magic, a series of red welts rose up in its wake; almost the exact size and diameter of the strands themselves. 


	Adria stomped her right foot up and down in place, shaking her head with her hands still holding up her hair. Opening up her mouth, she sucked in and let out her air quickly; Hestus noticing that her breasts swayed side to side just a bit, as she gasped, “N-NA-AAA!” 


	“That’ll do, Adria, you may turn around.” 


	Nita saw a vivid red line going from the side of Adria’s one breast to the side of her other breast, passing directly over the twin nipples. She sighed to herself relieved that they weren’t split; her eyes went to the cleft of Adria’s bare sex, where she could see similar red lines disappearing from about six inches above her cleft going inside of it. This sight made her wince enough to take a quick suck in of air, “Ssss.” 


	“Now, Adria, tell Nita what this is…” 


	“In Egypt when a female slave is disobedient to her master or mistress they use this on her. It’s called a Lace, supposedly getting its name from the vivid welts it leaves on a girl’s skin; even when used on a dark skinned girl, like a Nubian, the marks are plainly visible. Usually, the welts take a while to heal, which adds to the girl’s humiliation, as she is made to go about her duties completely naked; thus allowing everyone to see the shameful lacing that she’d received. It hurts something awful when it’s used on a girl’s breasts and sex, as she is, of course, whipped in the nude.” 


	“There Nita, you now have a name for this thing, a lace. I’m sure your breasts deserve a lacing for their disobedient actions, now don’t you?” 


	“Oh, master…” Her eyes began to water. 


	“Now, no whimpering or pleading, here I’ll put a gag on you; Adria get me the shinny bit gag.” It was done, and Nita began working her tongue against the shinny metal of the bit. 


	“You’re a grown up girl, Nita and I know you can take a lacing so get ready…” 


	It was all that he said to her until after he’d laced her with twenty six wicked slices from the thing. Each one seeming to find new skin to streak, those lovely pear shaped breasts of hers and the smooth cleft of her sex, bore evidence of the whip’s bite. During the whipping, Nita vocalized her grief with a steady series of shrieks, gasps, and whimpers that could be heard in various places on the ship. The women at the oars looked at each other as Nita’s wails made shivers run up and down their spine. 


	When he’d finished lacing her, he examined his work. Glistening with sweat Nita’s sniveling shudder made her breasts quiver; he watched them bounce as she heaved and twisted in her bondage. Her body loomed brazenly, displaying the lashmarks in the flickering torch light of Hestus’ cabin. There was a knock at the door, Hestus answered, “Yes?” 


	“It’s Marcus.” 


	“Ah Marcus, come in.” As he entered, the first thing he saw was Nita, with her back to him, she still twisted about in a spread-eagle position. Exposing her fresh lash marks, as Hestus fondled her nudity, he noticed that Adria was on her knees. As his eyes grew accustomed to the cabin’s dim light, he saw the thin red welts across Adria’s breasts, uneasy he commented, “Hestus… Am I intruding?” 


	Hestus smiled and seemed a bit out of breath, “Not in the least, I was disciplining Nita’s out of control breasts. Come on in, come on around an take a close look at these lovely pear shaped tits of hers…” Marcus looked at Hestus’ 


	handy work, her breasts were covered with a network of laces; from the side curves of each breast and all across them, it made him hard to look at them quivering in their exposure. He started to reach out an touch one of them. 


	“Go ahead, and touch it; they’re quite ripe you know.” Marcus smiled as he did, they felt hot and 


	quivered in his hand. Nita’s bit chinked as he rubbed his thumbs across her laced nipples, under her breath, she mumbled a faint whimper, “Oh, please, fuck me, please.” The two men didn’t pay any attention to her plea. 


	“Well, Marcus what can I do for you?” Hestus asked as he released Nita, who dropped to her knees. 


	“It seems my slave girl told me an interesting story…” Marcus related the story Gretchen told him about Adria and the two men, leaving nothing out. It didn’t take long for Hestus to react, looking at Adria he simply asked her, “Did Marcus’ slave girl tell him the truth?” 


	She nodded, “Yes, master…” And lowered her head. The two men looked at Adria, then looked at Nita and back at Adria again. They knew what needed to be done. 


	Nita was sucking vigorously on Marcus’ cock as he looked over to see Hestus give Adria another slice with the lace. She raised upward against the spread eagle bondage imposed on her, letting out a gasping wail, “AAA!” Marcus fondled Nita’s scored breasts as he saw Hestus deliver another stroke to Adria, followed by her strain and the guttural gasp, “AAA!” 


	Marcus reached down and pulled Nita into a position straddling his lap, this allowed her to slide down onto his cock, this girl really needs a lot of fucking, he thought. As she mounted him, he could still see Hestus administer more strokes to Adria’s breasts, causing it to slither across her hard nipples and bouncing mounds; it made her jerk and twist as she finished up with an all to familiar wail, “AAA!” Nita and Marcus had moved to a chest that was a short distance from where Adria was being laced by Hestus. Nita spread her legs and again lowered herself down on Marcus’ cock, facing him. Her red laced breasts bouncing and undulating against his chest as she rode him. Marcus commented aloud, “Hestus you’re right, this randy little bitch sure likes to fuck after she’s been whipped.” 


	Hestus, smiled, but now he just wanted to fuck Adria, so he slid into her from behind as he’d forced her to lean slightly forward. Her pussy was very hot, and she gasped as his cock slid over the red welt he had put there earlier, it was quite a stinger. 


	Marcus hugged Nita close to him so that he could feel her firm tits press against his chest. He felt her raisin shaped nipples rake against his as they flattened against him. “They’re so hard, girl…” Marcus whispered in her ear as she rode his cock, whispering back in his ear, she asked, “Can you feel the welts sir? The ones where my master had laced me…” 


	“Yes, a little…” He breathed in her ear, he felt Nita wince as he heard another slice of the lace on Adria’s nudity; in the brief still that followed, he could hear the creaking stress on the ropes holding Adria’s wrists, then her single breathy gasp, “AAA!” 


	“Position yourself, slut, you made my cock slide out!” Voiced Hestus with anger in his voice, as Adria palpated between strokes of the lace. 


	“Yes, master. Sorry, master…” 


	Nita shimmied her breasts lightly against Marcus, whispering in a seductive voice, “Oh, sir, when you hug me, the ridges across my breasts hurt more…” 


	Sighed Nita in a girlish whimper. Marcus hugged her a bit tighter and she whimpered again, “Oh.” He whispered back into her ear, “Does your clit hurt from the wedge?” She nodded with a little girl look on her face, trying to act coy, “Y-Yes, sir, and it’s throbbing right now, may I come now, sir?” 


	“I’m almost there myself, I’ll tell you when…” Nita gasped in response, “Ah, sir…” 


	Hestus had re-entered Adria, and was plowing her wet cunt, he brought his hands up and felt the ridges over her breasts. Taking each of her nipples between his thumb and finger, he squeezed, she opened her mouth, squealing, “A-A-AH! 


	Ha-a-ah! OH! OW-A-AH-OW-OH! Oh…” 


	“Don’t come yet, you little whore!” She was quivering against him, thrusting her ass firmly toward Hestus’ deeply buried cock. Using a twisting, turning motion, he rotated her nipples back and forth. This propelled her to new heights and sounds, “OH! AH! OW-A-AH! Oh! AH! H-a-ah! HOW-OW-OWEE!” Hestus felt the tip of his cock rubbing against her inner matrix, and every time it rubbed her she’d give off a chirping little gasp, “Oh!” 


	Then something really felt strange to him, and it was as if that part of his cock suddenly connected with a pair of small puckered lips. Like the tip itself was being suck on by her insides. He felt his balls swell, knowing it was time for this girl to receive him, he spoke softly, “You may come now, Adria.” She didn’t need a second invitation, with a flood of energy, she bucked back against him gasping and moaning all the while. Like a surging tide, his cock squirted out his come, flooding her love nest with his pure white seed. 


	Marcus had released such a jet of come into Nita that she thought she was setting on a fountain. With her eyes rolling as she bounced in his lap thinking to herself, ‘It’s no wonder that little blonde cream puff of a slave girl of his has a swollen tummy. If he keeps pumping me like he must have done to her, then I’ll be going about my work with a swollen belly for sure.’ Her mind continued to wander, ‘I’d better be careful, or I’ll end up like Bunny did, down at the oars with my clit tacked to a rail.’ Luckily for both girls they were on the out side of their cycle. A few more days and both of them would be growing melon seeds in their abdomens. 


	“Marcus, Adria’s about the rangiest fucking bitch I’ve had the pleasure of dipping into in a long damn time.” 


	“Your Nita can get me excited with just a feel of her tits rubbing against my chest.” She rested her head on Marcus’ shoulder while his cock was still lodged inside of her wet pussy. He could feel her breasts rise and fall against his chest. He continued, “They feel a lot like full, melon sized wine bladders rolling around against my chest…” 


	“I’d say both of these girl’s have fairly well whipped breasts, wouldn’t you Marcus?” 


	“Absolutely, of that there is no doubt.” 


	“Do you know what really needs some attention, though my friend?” Hestus rubbed his jaw. 


	Marcus shook his head, “These girls look pretty well whipped, Hestus…” 


	“Take a good look at Adria’s ass here, and then take a good feel Nita’s ass; what’s missing?” 


	Marcus felt Nita’s ass cheeks, “Pretty smooth, except for a line or two made by your man’s raspe.” 


	“Okay, but what’s missing are more lines! Now, here’s what we’ll do, we’ll put them together face to face, they love it like that, then I’ll put this…” He goes over to his closet, opens it, and takes out a shinny curved piece of metal in the shape of a large penis only on each end, “Double thing inside of them and we’ll switch their asses as they fuck each other.” 


	Marcus stared at Hestus with a look of ‘how do you think of these things’ on his face, “Count me in…” In a few moments, Nita was against Adria and both girls being about the same size, made it an easy matter to slide the double thing into each of them. They both voiced out a girlish sigh, “Hum-m-m-ah.” 


	In even fewer moments, two fine asses were presented along with an equal number of sexes well stuffed. Hestus put away his lace and took out two round birch switches. He tested both of them, one at a time; it made a sharp “SWUP” as he sliced it in the air. The two girls whimpered and cringed; it had been decided by a coin toss, which Hestus won, who would switch who and when. Adria would be switched by Marcus and Hestus would switch Nita. 


	Nita’s ass was noticeably round and plump, an absolute delight for the switch with its golden brown, apple butter skin with two thumb sized dimples above each cheek. Adria’s ass was just plain nice; bulging out below two sweet dimpled cheek loaves that’d baked to a deep bronze in the Roman sun. The girls stood face to fact with their asses thrust outward, their breasts pressing together, nipple to nipple, and bulging like two pairs of wine filled bota-bags all ready for the switch. 


	The two men admired the girls’ bondage, pointing out the symmetry of their breasts. Using his fingernail, Hestus flicked first Nita’s nipple, then Adria’s causing the two girls to whimper as they shifted about on the thing between their legs. Marcus using both hands, fondled their breasts and nipples, agreeing with Hestus about their round firm qualities. He could feel the ridges which formed as a result of the lace whipping the girls had received on their breasts. 


	Squirming about in their bondage, he saw where the red welts would disappear around each girl; mainly where their breasts and sex were touching. 


	“Are you ready Marcus?” Hestus asked while Marcus took up position and nodded he was ready, then snapping his fingers, Hestus stopped and went over to his cabinet, smiled “Oops, I almost forgot, the double gag.” Hestus showed it to Marcus, it was the likes of which he had never seen before. The thing was made out of wood and carved on each end in the shape of a penis; he placed it so that each girl had to stuff a wooden penis in her mouth with a piece of leather holding their heads together. 


	“Ingenious, Hestus!” Marcus was genuinely impressed. 


	“Now, I think we’re ready Marcus.” Hestus nodded assuredly this time. “How about you two, ready?” Hestus looked at them. They looked first at their master, then at Marcus. They rolled their eyes and crisped up their foreheads and for a second they both tried to nod; but found that not to be a good idea. From behind the deep throated gag of each of them came a subdued, “Ump Humph…” 


	Marcus nodded for Hestus to begin with the first stroke, which sliced through the air and with a `WHIRRUP’ as it landed across Nita’s plump ass. It made a small indentation where it’d hit, then it just seemed to bounce off. Rolling her eyes, Nita raised her right foot then her left one trying to shake it off. It was a stinger, but it took this switch a lot longer to raise a welt than the stinger did. Trying to toss her head back was thwarted by the gag, so instead, from deep in her throat came a short choking sound, “HAA! O-OWA! OH-CACK! OHH, AAA! HOWWOW-A!” Her cheeks bulging on each side of her face. 


	“Your turn Marcus.” He put his hand on Adria’s ass, at which she made an involuntary stir: raising his switch on high, he brought it down with a quick ‘WHIRT’ onto the upper slopes of her ass catching her just a little way below her two dimples. Like Hestus’ stroke, it made a quick dent and the popped back up leaving her two cheeks looking good as before. The welt formed after a bit, but un-like Nita, Adria tried to raise both of her feet almost at once. Nita just hated her for doing that as all it did was cause a sudden up thrust of that metal thing to push hard against her matrix. The girls voiced their hurts at the same time making a series of gagging, choked unintelligible words. “AAAH-AH!” 


	Squealed Anita, followed by Nita’s gagged protests, “OW-A-OWCH! STA-PIT! 


	DOW-N’T-FRUST! OH…” 


	“Soo-ray… It hurt…” Nita tried to speak. 


	“Wheeww…” Adria rolled her eyes. For Nita, the metal thing pushing against her insides, made her thrust her ass outward, ready for Hestus’ switch. His next hit was lower down, but just how Nita kept from thrusting her hips out on that one, no one will ever know. It was such a stinger, making a wet sounding ‘WHIT’ as it sliced into the two lower cheeks of Nita’s bottom. Nearer to her sex than she cared to feel it, which made her twist a bit, but not enough to punish Adria with that steel prong. Her ass cringed up a bit as her muscles grew tight after the stroke. She spat out a series of ooo’s and ow’s from behind her gag, “OW-OW-OW-OW-OW-OW-OW! HOOO...” 


	“Watching these two is such a delight, don’t you think so, Marcus? The way they stumble about trying not to hurt each other, but still shake off the pain of the… Switch.” As he said the word ‘switch’ he used the very tip to score a flick on Nita’s right nipple. The two girls shifted against each other, causing their breasts to slither about; rubbing together this way and that. Sometimes, in this action, they would fully expose a nipple or a pair of nipples, making them targets for a flick from the waiting switch. These occasional hits would make one of the girls jump, which in-turn cause a sharp jolt to her companion’s sex, or teeth if she bit down on the gag. 


	The switching of these two girls eventually reached the high number of twenty nine. It was on the thirtieth stroke that the two men decided to do them both at once. Hestus forgave his two slaves for not asking permission to cum. In their unique gag, he couldn’t have understood them anyway. What did transpire was a climax for the pair of them that clearly indicated these two were forever sisters in slavery. Heads bobbed back and forth on the gag. Their hips worked the metal prongs long enough to cause it to become quite warm to the touch. 


	Gloriously bare breasts with their exquisite hard nipples friction against each other in a wet exchange of passion. The sounds coming from behind the gags defied all reason, in what could be said, was the language of womanly love. 


	“This made me hard again, Marcus, how about you?” 


	Marcus’ cock was again standing at full attention, “By the gods, Hestus, yes let me at her!” 


	“Yeah, let’s fuck’um again!” 


	“I feel like fucking her for so long, her belly would just swell up against me, here and now!” Marcus added. 


	“Okay, we’ll let’um down first…” As the two men undid the slave girls, they could feel their erections growing harder by the moment. Marcus put Adria on the bed and mounted her so he could feel her breasts against his chest. Hestus sat over on the chest, then Nita sat on his lap, slipping his cock inside of her. 


	Marcus was right, Hestus thought to himself, she really has large firm breasts. 


	After the two men had finished their second round of fucking these two slave girls, the air had become quite warm in the cabin, Hestus ordered Nita to open up a couple vent ports. The sea breeze felt good and it refreshed the air. 


	Feeling thirsty, Hestus sent the girls for wine. It was on this errand, that the girls bumped into Francis and Drake near the forward storage locker. 


	The two men were still quite naked and very sunburned. Their cocks were stirring to life as they halted the two nude slave girls. Francis smiled at Adria, “Where are you going in a such a rush, girl?” 


	“Master has sent us for wine, so step aside, Francis and we’ll be on our way…” 


	Adria motioned to him. Francis grabbed Adria in his arm at the level of her breasts, “Not so fast, Adria, I’d say from the looks of it, he’s been using a lace on you. Both of you…” 


	“So he has… Will you please move aside…” Using his obvious strength, Francis forced Adria to her knees, with her face at the level of his cock, he stroked her hair, then took a fist full, “Suck on it first, you little slave-bitch, it got sunburned because of you…” 


	Adria replied in a smart ass tone of voice, “Really? It did? Oh poor cockie-pooh, him couldn’t protect himself from the mean ol’sun?” Adria was getting wound up as she took Francis’ cock her in her hand and talked to it like it had an intelligent life of its own, “Cockie-pooh, couldn’t get any shade like my little clittie down there, setting on that nice comfy black sharp wedge. Aw, how awful, ‘dose mean old Romans, anyway…” With the word anyway, she yanked hard on Francis’ cock making him jump, “AH, OW, you bitch!” Adria was on her feet in a second, with her hands gripping his sac, “Don’t you call me bitch, you bastard! If I had my druthers, and I could keep it preserved, I’d cut these off, and keep them for Nita and I to have fun with late at night. I’d toss you over the side in a minute. Are you so damn blind that you didn’t see what happened to me,..?” 


	“Or me!?” Nita snapped. 


	“Hestus likes to play with us. You two he punished, but with us, he puts us up in the rigging because it makes this, “She squeezed him again, making him groan, “Get hard watching us sweat it out!” 


	Now you to bastards, get on your way…” 


	Francis grabbed Adria’s wrist and wrenched it behind her back and grabbing her hair again, he forced his cock into her mouth, “I saw the both of you get it, and that made me hard, now you shut up and do me with your mouth… Drake do her…” He looked at Nita as he began to slam his cock into Adria’s waiting mouth. 


	Drake watched him a minute as he took Nita by her heir, forcing her onto her knees. He fondled her breasts a moment and with a stupid look on his face he asked, “Hey, why do you always get to do it with Adria..?” 


	Francis rolled his eyes as he just about finished forcing his cock into Adria’s mouth, “Whaddya mean?” 


	“You know, do it with her and all…” 


	“Do what?” He stopped moving her head up and down on his cock. 


	“You know, fuck Adria in the mouth. You want me to force this one down and do it to her after you’ve already got Adria down and she’s easy to do it with…” The two women look at each other. Adria slowly shakes her head, Nita leans over to Adria, “Are they always like this?” 


	“Afraid so…” Adria shrugs. 


	“Listen, Drake, I said to do the blonde… Oh, shit, here, you do Adria and I’ll do the blonde…” He goes over and grabs Nita by her hair, her breasts sway loosely about. Drake looks at Nita’s breasts as they undulate and bounce as Francis starts to put his cock into her mouth; just as it begins to go in, Drake pipes up again, “Wait a minute. Who said I didn’t want to do the blonde?” 


	“You did a moment ago!” Francis pointed out. 


	“I did not. What I said was why do you get to do Adria all the time?” 


	Francis rolls his eyes, “Okay, look pal, you do the blonde and I’ll do Adria.” 


	He moves back to Adria and starts to put his cock into her mouth, cautiously as it’s sunburned and he doesn’t want her to scrape her teeth on it. 


	“Maybe I want to do them both?” 


	“WHAT!?” 


	“You know, both of them…” 


	“At the same time?” 


	“Yeah, at the same time, yeah…” 


	“You idiot, only an idiot would try to put his cock into two girls’ mouths at the same time!” 


	“I’ll bet you’ve never tried it!” 


	“I’ll just bet I haven’t either.” 


	“Never tried it!” 


	“Haven’t either!” 


	“Never tried it!” 


	“Haven’t either!” 


	Nita rested back on her heels, shaking her head, and looking over at Adria, “Is it us? I mean from what we’ve been though, it’s obvious that we’ve been ridden hard and put away wet.” 


	Adria rocked back onto her heels, “No, we could be new vestal virgins and… 


	Nope no difference.” 


	Nita scratched her head, “I’ve heard stories about these two…” 


	“Adria smiled, “They do know how to fuck.” 


	Nita smiled back, “You could have fooled me.” 


	While the two argue and poked each other in the shoulders. The two women stood up, shrugged their own shoulders and left. They scurried down the passageway to the food lockers, each of them grabbing a cool bota-bag full of wine. Closing the hatchway, they smiled and returned back the way they came. As they rounded the corner both of them could hear the twins still arguing, Nita’s eyes grew large. They walked pass the two, looking back over their shoulders and giggling, as the two men continued to poke each other, “Never tried it!” 


	“Haven’t either!” 


	“Never tried it!” 


	“Haven’t either!” 


	Adria could hear their voices fade behind her. Nita was right on her heels as they reached Hestus’ cabin, knocking, they heard a firm, “Enter.” The two women knelt and handed each master a bota of wine, they were breathing hard from quick stepping. 


	Hestus rubbed his jaw, “What kept you?” Adria looked at Nita and back at her master, “The wine is cooler in the forward locker, master.” Nita quickly added, “We went there to get it, sir.” 


	Hestus stood up and went to his closet and took out the lace, he fingered it as he ordered, “You two stand up, each abreast about three feet apart, use both hands to lift your hair up. All right now, spread your legs wide and face Master Marcus with your backs toward me.” They did as he told them to do, no questions or words were spoken or needed to be. Hestus used a quick side arm stroke on each girl that coiled itself around her bare breasts, just as quickly falling away making a wet, ‘THWICK’ sound as it struck each of them. Lacing their striped twin cones with another fiery series of red welts. The two girls each tossed their heads back and gasped, “AAA!” 


	“Lying little sluts! You two went forward in hopes of meeting up with the twins, didn’t you?” He gives each of them another slice with the lace. This one squarely across both pairs of nipples, making each girl dance about, hopping on her toes, causing their well laced breasts to bounce up and down. “OW! OH! AH! 


	AAA!” 


	“Stay in position while I converse with master Marcus.” 


	“Yes, master…” Replied Adria, and with a quiver in her voice, Nita responded, “Y-yes, m-master…” Two men chatted while the two naked slave girls stood at attention with their chests stuck out, and their breasts shivering and swaying. 


	Their hands holding up their disheveled hair and long lovely legs spread wide; wide enough to expose each of their clit’s peeking out from between the lips of their bare clefts. Lifting up the lid to the chest, Hestus reached over for a bag of coins that were inside of it. He took out nine gold coins, and handed them to Master Marcus, commenting aloud, “Here, Marcus, is the gold that this one literally stole from you. The only thing that is keeping her from six months at the oars, pegged, is the fact that Gretchen actually gave her the coins. 


	Even-though, Adria and those twin jugheads of mine, would have toasted them out of your poor girl anyway. You know, Marcus, they remind me of those two idiot clowns in back in Rome… Oh, damn what are their names?” Hestus had a brain fart that really bothered him good. 


	Marcus snapped his fingers trying to recall, then it struck him, “Oh, yeah, I know, a, a, Bevectus and Anuspate!” 


	“Yeah, that’s them, a couple of real cream-puffs. Did I ever tell you about the funny thing that happened on the way to the forum one time, you know, about the joke they pulled on one of the Senate messengers? That was something else, what they did was uncoupled his horses and put them backwards on his chariot. So when he came out from the Senate, and climbed into it, he was staring into the horses eyes. Geese, these guys quickly showed up and tried to explain to everyone in the forum just what had happened. None of it made any sense.” 


	“I remember you telling me that, you were in port for that loan thing and I think you told me about 


	that blonde slave girl thing; okay, so they’re the two!” Marcus recalled and really not wanting to hear about it again, motioned he understood. 


	“Well, these two aren’t much better. The only thing that really pisses me off, is that these two girls want to fuck with them all the time. I plan to send those twins to the oars for a while, it’ll do ‘em good. As for this one, I expect her to repay me plus one additional gold piece for my inconvenience…” 


	Just as he spoke that word, a gold coin dropped out of Adria’s wet sex. It rolled over and bumped Marcus on his bare foot wobbling down to a flat rest. 


	Reaching down and picking it up, he looked closely at it “What is this dropping from her insides, has she become the slave that laid the golden coins? Why, ho, Hestus, this is the coin that fell between the crack that I told you about. You know, the one with the center out of it where it was struck with an arrow, look!” He holds the coin up so that he could see through it. 


	Hestus looked at it, scratching his head and wondering to himself, was this what he felt when he fucked Adria earlier? He scratched his jaw, and shrugged. Adria looked a bit surprised at it, as this was that metal thing she must have felt Francis ram into her the night they fucked in the moonlight. She winced muttered to herself, “Oh, when will it end?” 


	Nita rolled her eyes toward Adria and whispered softly, “What did you say?” 


	“Nothing, shhh.” For a second, Hestus looked a the women then rubbed his jaw, moving back towards them, he started peeking through the hole in the coin, with a smile on his face, which quickly became a frown, and with a quick side arm stroke he christened Adria’s breasts with another scald. She tossed her head back, “AAA!” While she was gasping, he did a twin to it across Nita’s breasts making them swayed from side to side as he pulled the lace away. She tossed her head back, “NAAARGH!” It was all the two women could do to keep their positions, holding fast but weakly. Both of them voicing a mixture of oh’s, ah’s, gasps and hisses. “That’ll be another gold piece you’ll owe me.” Hestus was definitely not happy with them. “You know what I’m going to do with these two, Marcus, when we get to Flavious’ Island? I’ll allow him the use of these two as entertainment, you know put the two of them up for a whipping competition; just to start the repayment process. Yes, I think these two are now sisters in slavery, a big tittied blonde and a dusky brunette. You know what I mean, kind of helping each other out of a mess, what do you think Marcus?” 


	“Ummm, indeed, Flavious might take an interest in them; as slave girls, and not as Amazons.” 


	“Here is what they’ll do to get my gold back, I’ll have Eboneebus whip each of them with a bet on who will faint first. Oh, they’ll be hung up on display at the dock’s cross as a spectacle. I’ll oil them down and let them scorch in the hot Sun for a while with Nita’s hard pear shaped breasts raking against Adria’s dark cork shaped nipples…” With that last word, Hestus circled the lace around Adria’s breasts again. It wasn’t a hard stroke, just a little foot stomper of a hurt. She tossed her head back and opened her mouth letting out a sudden choking gag, “NAAA! GHAK!” Nita’s stroke made her breasts bounce and sway side to side, shaking her head a bit, she spit out a female squeal, “EEEYYYAAA!” 


	“I know, Marcus, I’ll let the spectators whip them, five strokes each for one silver piece…” Hestus had delivered his final two strokes with the lace for the evening. The first one to Adria when he’d said ‘whip them’ and the second to Nita when he’d said, ‘strokes’. He motioned for them to relax, and the two girls danced about with their hands over their breasts ‘oooing’ and ‘aching’ all the while. 


	“Goodnight Marcus, see you in the morning.” 


	“Goodnight, Hestus, and thanks for the fun…” He smiled as he closed the door to Hestus’ cabin behind him. He could hear a hand strike skin just as he started to enter his cabin, he looked and smiled. 


	Lira’s Story 


	With the sun beginning to warm the sky, the men finished their breakfast; Marcus had Gretchen help Lira serve. Marcus commented to Hestus that Lira and Nita looked enough alike to be sisters. Lira’s breasts had that same sauciness about them like Nita’s, but hers are just a little larger and fuller. Unlike Nita, who’s eyes are deep blue, Lira’s are a creamy jade green. Other than a few noticeable things, they resembled each other quite remarkably. One thing that Marcus learned later on about Lira, was that she possessed dark nipples and her clitoris was an identical dark shade; in some circles of Rome, this unique characteristic was the mark of a whore or a harlot. In her case, it stemmed purely from prolonged sexual abuse by not only herself, but others as well; this kind of sexual indulgence created a ‘nasty girl’ appearance about her, especially when anyone saw her naked. Hestus told Marcus that Lira had a Nubian body with a blonde’s features; that comment opened up a brief discussion of the ideals of mixed breeding of slaves. 


	Lira and Gretchen served the two men their breakfast, as Nita and Adria were slightly in dispose. While 


	going about their duties, Lira commented to Gretchen about her nudity and swollen belly. Gretchen smiled, standing straight, she’d thrust her chest out and voiced, “I’m proud to be a receptacle for my master’s seeds.” 


	Lira laughed at her a second and with a snicker, she tweaked her right nipple, commenting, “You’re just a plate full of slave-girl for your master, aren’t you, you little slut, you! How many times a day does he pump you up, judging from the looks of that belly of yours, I’d say at least ten! Ha, ha, ha. Look at my nipples, how many little suckers do you think has been drawing on these?” Lira stuck her chest out, shimmying her breasts back and forth making them sway side to side. While Gretchen tried to gather her thoughts and reply, Lira continued, “I’ll tell you, not one. Not one single brat has ever drawn milk from these, and do you know why? Rhythm, just pure rhythm; my mama didn’t raise no fool here. 


	She told me that it would take a special kind of man to pump me up with a sucker. Believe me, girl I’ve been put into every imaginable position, whipped and raped with things that would make you puke, but I’ve never had one planted in my oven.” 


	Gretchen wondered what it must be like, to have sex and not swell up as a result of it, she remarked, “You look good for not having been put up for breeding…” 


	“What did you say girl, you must be daft[image: ] Look at me, I’m well over thirty and believe me I’ve been over-hauled more times for not breeding than I can tell you. Take a minute and look at yourself, all pumped up with shinny dimples and your belly swollen so nice and sweet. Listen cupcake, I can tell you stories…” 


	Lira shook her head slightly as a call came from Hestus, that told Lira to shut up and mind her work. Though it was the first time she’d heard him, it had been more than once that he’d given her orders. It was a few seconds after he’d expressed his third reminder that the accident happened. While looking back at her master, trying to catch him when he wasn’t looking so she could stick her tongue out, Gretchen let out a squeal as Lira tripped, dropping a few dishes causing them to break. Marcus saw her stick out her tongue just as she dropped the load, he started to laugh to himself. Gretchen always smiling, jumped in to help her new friend, “Oh, here, let me help, it’s just a couple of things broken, we’ll have it cleaned up in no time.” 


	Hestus stood up, quite angry at Lira, “No you won’t Gretchen, thanks, four your concern, but just stand aside. Lira, why did you spill these?” She started to speak, but he continued interrupting her reply, “It’s because you were doing something you shouldn’t, right?” Lira nodded slowly. She looked up at him, with watery eyes, and a lower lip that trembled, “I-I-I’m sorry, master, I was just clumsy that’s all…” 


	Marcus leaned towards Hestus and whispered in his ear, “She was trying to stick her tongue out at you, and Hestus, she was very cute about it; don’t be too hard on her…” Hestus nodded as he spoke and gave him a quick, ‘it’s okay’ sign. 


	“Well, Lira, you should know by now, that I have eyes in the back of my head and I know what you were doing…” He waited for her to reply, but she kept on weeping softly, “I was not being a good girl, sir, I’ll report my error to cook, is that your wish, my master?” 


	Hestus looked at her, “Yes, report to cook and tell her ten plus two, understand?” 


	Lira shivered and looked at him, “Yes, master, ten plus two. May I keep my skirt on, oh please?” 


	Hestus wondered at this, scratching his head, “All right, have cook leave it lose on your hips; if it falls, you’ll spend three months bare-ass, understood?” 


	She nodded, she hated to be bare-ass, it reminded her of her days at the quarry. 


	After cleaning up the mess, she went to speak with cook as ordered. Like most of the other girls who serve food and work to clean the cabins, Lira wore a ricka-skirt as she went about her duties, and nothing else. 


	Following some more chit-chat the men made plans for a game of squares, after Marcus’ mid-morning nap. Gretchen and Marcus headed forward towards their cabin, as they neared the food galley, they heard the whistling sound of a whip slicing the air followed by its impact on bare skin. There was an immediate, painful whimper which came from a young woman. Turning to the direction of the sound, they saw Lira standing on deck with her wrists bound over her head to a single tether, she had her back to them. Her skirt hung loosely about her hips, exposing her dimples and the crack of her ass; it was about to slide off her hips and onto the deck. 


	Cook was whipping her with a single braided thong and by now she sported about eight or so welts across her back; a few of which wrapped around the side curves of her breasts as she stood bathed in the late morning sun. Marcus and Gretchen had stopped to watch, while cook must have delivered another stroke to her breasts, causing Lira to jerk about on her tether, tossing her hair while voicing a womanly gasp, “AAA!” Cooks next stroke snaked itself around and over the side curve of her right breast. It must have struck a nipple the way she twisted and jerked even harder on the rope; throwing her head back, she gave a deep throated gasp, “A-A-ARGH!” This last stroke caused her skirt to slip down over her hips and drop to the deck, leaving her bitterly naked. Twisting and turning about, it was easy to see where the red line of that last stroke had passed squarely across her swollen right nipple. Without a pause, cook had delivered three more strokes for a total of twelve in all; she looked annoyed at Marcus as she coiled up her whip, mumbling to herself, “What are you looking at, this cunt deserved every stroke of it, and more.” 


	Cook was heavy set woman, wearing a large white apron of which she had un-did the top part while she whipped Lira, leaving her totally nude to the waist; it was apparent that she was wearing nothing else but the apron. After finishing the girl’s whipping, she tidied things up a bit, and retied the apron back over her large breasts. Looking about, she made sure all was in order before starting back to her cooking duties. When she opened the door to go inside the food galley, Marcus stopped her asking, “You don’t like her, do you?” He pointed to Lira who was squirming about in her bondage; her lovely nudity glistening with sweat and displaying fresh marks of the whip. 


	Cook looked about a moment, her eyes stopping on the still struggling nude girl, dangling on her tether, “No I don’t. What concern is that to you, sir?” 


	Lira was simpering as she struggled about causing her to occasionally expose the sides of her breasts with their erect nipples, swollen red from the welts that marked her up like a zebra. Marcus added with conviction, “You didn’t have to slice her up like that, in the name of hell!” He didn’t like this woman’s attitude. 


	The woman gave him a crooked tooth smile, then looked again at Lira, “First off, sir, I whipped her at master Hestus’ order and not hell’s order. Why she ain’t cut up or nothing; by Jupiter, she’ll live an ‘sides that she’s had worse…” 


	Marcus interrupted, “I don’t like your tone, woman, do you know who I am?” 


	The woman shook her head as she started to wipe her hands on her apron, lifting it exposing her bare sex which looked chubby and angry, “No, sir, I don’t, but then I’m just the one who feeds everyone around here, now ain’t I?” 


	For the first time in his life, Marcus was without words. To say he was mad at this woman is putting it mildly, but he calmed himself down as he replied to her off hand point, “Oh, my yes, you are, and you do quite well with it too, dear cook. I’ll bet Captain Hestus is the envy of the merchant fleet, having you to do his cooking?” 


	Cook smiled her crooked tooth smile again, “The emperor just hated to give me up, sir, ha, ha, haa.” 


	Marcus was giving her the eye, “He must have fought hard, over giving you up!” 


	She knew it was time to change the subject, nodding at the nude and dangling Lira, “That one can be glad it was only ten plus two, if she were mine, which she was once, I’d have had her squirming on the end of an oar, perhaps even knobbed with a belaying pin.” Giving him that same crooked tooth smile, “She’d have loved it, that I can guarantee you…” The woman turned going inside with out any more words, closing the door firmly behind her. 


	Gretchen starred at the door, then over at her master; her pregnant tummy round and delightful, as she stood so innocently bare, her eyes looked up at her master, “What a bitch, master. You should have Hestus haul her over there by the keel, or some thing like that.” She wrinkled up her cute nose, knowing that she’d said it wrong. 


	Marcus burbled a silly smile at her, “Keel haul her, you mean, my little one,” 


	Patting her on the head as he continued to speak, “I would, and I’m sure Hestus has thought of it a time or two, but after all she is the one who feeds us…” 


	Marcus looked at the closed door, still a bit perturbed. 


	Gretchen blinked back at him, “I love you, master.” 


	In the next instant cook opened up the upper half of the door to the food galley, she looked at Marcus and didn’t say a word, then she looked at Gretchen; motioning for her to take Lira down and tend to her. Gretchen looked at her master for orders, she was well trained not to respond to any other commands, Marcus nodded to her to help Lira. He told her to meet him later with Captain Hestus, about noon in the dining area. 


	“AAA! Please be careful, girl, these may look mild, but they still hurt. That bitch still knows how to swing a braid…” Lira jumped as Gretchen, using a bucket of clean water, sponged off her back. She gently rolled Lira over and tended to her scored breasts and nipples. Casually, she used her mouth on one of the whipped nipples, and to Lira it felt quite good. “Hum… Thanks…” Gretchen nodded with a smile. 


	Cocking her head to one side, Gretchen started a conversation by asking, “Did you know this woman before, she made a comment that you were hers once, what did she mean by that?” 


	Lira settled back a moment and looked into the blonde’s quizative eyes, “It’s a long story, are you sure 


	you want to hear it? After all, I don’t want to get into more trouble…” 


	Gretchen replied looking about, “I think we have some time, go ahead, you know I’m curious.” She smiled with anticipation. 


	Lira shrugged her shoulders, which made her wince slightly, “Well, I’ll start at the very beginning…” 


	Gretchen piped in with a feeble attempt at humor, “That’s a very good place to start!” With a goofy smile 


	on her face, she shrugged her shoulders, then lowered them and pouted, “Sorry, what we just said sounded like a childhood song, my grand-mother sang to me in the Norse country, when I was a little girl. It had something to do with musical notes,” She smiled cute, and sings a little tune, “It’s a silly thing, it goes kind like this ‘doe, ray, me… the first three notes just happen to be… 


	Silly, I know, well, sorry, we can go on now, I don’t know what came over me, just one of those things I guess.” 


	Lira cocked her head to one side, concerned about this girl’s sanity and if it was her condition that caused 


	this kind of non-sense, she interrupted her, “I understand, girl, that’s okay, we don’t have to go on with it. Childhood songs are great, give them to your children.” She gently poked Gretchen in her pregnant belly. Her eyes widened a little as she saw it move slightly. Gretchen smiled and gasped a little, “I felt it, I think the baby reacted to your finger!” Her face lit up with joy. 


	Lira resumed her story, “Gretchen, how old do you think I am, you know how old do I look?” 


	Gretchen eyed her a minute and noticing a few wrinkles about the edges, she shrugged, “Oh, I don’t know 


	for sure, but I’d say you are late twenties maybe thirty or thirty one. I don’t mean to criticize, but you look like you’ve had sex for at least twenty years straight, without a break. I think men refer to it as ridden hard and put away wet, to coin a phrase.” 


	Lira narrowed her eyes at her, “Well, you’re right about most of it, but wrong in part, I’m nearly 40 years old. Only a little bit younger than cook. It began for me when I was born to a blonde slave girl named, Arletta. She came from the same land as yourself, up there in the Norse areas. After the first Roman invasion, she was sold at a quite young age to a grower on sugar island, who having obtained more than one fair hared girl, put her to work in the fields. 


	Something happened that earned her disfavor with the lead overseer, who’d made her work naked in the fields. A large, young buck Nubian who went by the name of Titan, had been assigned to work next to her. Well, she ended up heavy with his child and that was me. My mother was a sweet young blonde, not unlike yourself, and my father was a full blooded Nubian stud.” Her voice lowered to a gravel just a bit when she spoke of him. 


	“I understand, that’s why you have such dusky skin and blonde hair. I noticed that your nipples and your 


	clit are darker than mine, yet your face and hair are blonde. Oh, you have dreamy green eyes…” Gretchen liked this woman, and found it hard to believe she was nearly forty years old. 


	Lira continued, “I grew up with a group of older girls, the oldest being cook there. She was a ripe looking girl when she was young, nothing like she looks now…” 


	Gretchen added, “She’s a real bitch, I don’t like her at all, she treated my master with disrespect, and if I could arrange it, I’d have her whipped for that!” Gretchen didn’t watch her words, but as she ranted on, cook had the door open and could hear her every word. Lira pointed towards the door and held her finger to her lips, indicating to her to keep it down. Gretchen looked over, noticing the door open, she shrugged her shoulders and gave Lira a sheepish grin, but softly added, “Well, I would.” She looked back over her shoulders making sure cook wasn’t standing there and with a quick gesture, she flipped her finger at the door. Bad luck though, as cook went to the door just as Gretchen raised her finger. She immediately lowered it, and got real nervous. 


	Cook opened the door and picked up a flat drubber, and walking slowly over to the two girls. She stood looking down at both Lira and Gretchen, “You two have a problem with fingers and hands, do you?” 


	Lira lowered her head, “No, mam, no cook, we were just chatting, weren’t we Gretchen?” Gretchen nodded with enthusiasm, “She was drying off her hands from where she was wiping my welts, right Gretchen?” Gretchen nodded again with even more enthusiasm, “See, she’s just helping me with some after care and stuff, like you ordered her to do… Isn’t that right Gretchen?” Gretchen nodded, and kept nodding for several seconds. 


	Cook didn’t believe a word of it, “It seems one of you has a finger problem. I know which one of you 


	has the problem, but just in case it is an accidental situation, I know I can’t punish you, round tummy, but,” She glared at Gretchen, who frowned back at her, “I can punish this one. Hold out your right hand, palm up, Lira, and be quick about it.” Lira struggled with the order. She’d felt that lath before and didn’t like it one bit. Starting to hold her palm out, she quickly brought it back in to herself, shaking her head, no. Cook tapped her toes, “I said, Lira, hold you hand out, palm up. If you don’t, then back up you’ll go by your ankles this time and I’ll make it up on that clit of yours, since you find the palm of your hand to sensitive.” Lira shook her head and closed her legs together, almost curling up into a little ball. 


	“All right Lira, since you won’t co-operate, I’ll just go get Eboneebus…” She started to leave, when Lira grabbed her leg and pleaded, “No, no, no, please I’ll be good and I’ll co-operate, here…” She held out her hand palm up and winced her eyes tightly closed. 


	Gretchen reacted to this, “Wait a minute, it was me, I gave you the finger punish me, not her; can’t you see she’s suffered enough?” 


	Cook looked at Gretchen with a stern eye, “I knows it was you giving me the finger, you rank little slut, with your swollen belly and cute nips and all. You know very well that I can’t wallop you, even with my status on this ship, master Hestus would pop me good if I touched you without direct orders. Now, as for this one, I can 


	do just about anything I want with her, can’t I sleaze bucket!?!” Lira nodded and lowered her head, “So, Lira, you 


	get back into position and I want your other hand behind your head and your legs spread wide open. I want to see 


	that thingy between your legs quiver as I use this on you, now move!” Cook gave one of Lira’s exposed nipples a quick flick with the drub as she shifted herself into place. Lira winced and gave a breathy gasp, “AH!” Cook shook the drub at her, “There, now, let’s be quick about it, or I’ll make that nipple as sorry as your hand.” 


	In position with a tremble to her left hand, Lira held it out, palm up and open, fighting back nervousness. Cook stood with her arms folded across her chest glaring down at Lira, “Don’t even flinch or I’ll start back to work on that nip of yours, understand me?” Lira nodded slowly. 


	Cook brought the lath down with a wicked sounding ‘SMACK’ into Lira’s tender palm. Lira sucked in her breath, holding it; cook looked at her, “Count you slut!” Lira still wincing and holding her breath, “One, mam.” She then let out her breath. Cook looked down, and in a mimic tone of voice, “One, mam… One, mam what?” Lira’s voice quivered, “One, thank you mam, may I have another.” 


	Cook had an insufferable grin on her face, “That’s better, a well trained slut like you should know better than to make me ask again, right?” Just as cook said the word right, Gretchen saw one of the most cruel things happen to Lira that she’d ever seen done, even on Flavious’ island. Cook’s arm went into a blur as she applied a 


	swift stroke to the girl’s exposed clit. It landed square on making a wet slapping sound, ‘WHIT’ which made Lira 


	almost jump out of her skin. It even made Gretchen jump. Lira went wide eyed and put both her hands down holding herself as she closed her legs. She nearly rolled over, going completely breathless. 


	Gretchen reaching for her, but was stopped by cook, “Leave her be, she’ll recover just fine, won’t you Lira?” Not waiting for a reply, cook popped a sharp one on her exposed left nipple, making it heat up in a blister. Lira squealed and brought her right hand up to shield her left nipple. Taking advantage of this action, cook landed another one on her now exposed right nipple, making Lira grab it with her left hand, which to her misfortune, left her cleft exposed once again. No sense in letting go of a good keep-a-way action, cook thought as she landed another square hit to her clit. This one made Lira cough and spit out a wail, “AAA!” Again, using both of her hands she covered her hurting cleft. 


	Gretchen screamed, “STOP IT YOU BITCH! YOU’RE KILLING HER!” This caught Hestus’ 


	attention, and he went over to investigate. Cook still in her position, leaned over and grabbed both girls by the hair just as Hestus walked up, “Cook let them go!” Cook looked at him still holding on to the girls’ hair, they were raising their arms up to force her to let go. Hestus said again, with a louder voice, “I SAID, let them go!” Looking at the two of them, cook let go of their hair. 


	Clearing his throat, Hestus asked, “What started all this, cook?” 


	She looked up at her master in a matter of fact tone of voice, “Master Hestus, I was beginning my lunch 


	preparations, when I heard this one,” She yanked again on Lira’s hair, who winced a silent protest, “Start to tell one of her long stories about her life and of course about me. Then I heard this one express her dislike for me, and how I insulted her master, Marcus, as I came to the door to check all this out, I saw this one,” Cook grabs a fist full of Gretchen’s hair, rolling her head about, “Giving me the finger!” 


	Hestus leaned towards his cook, “The finger?” 


	“Yes, the finger, you know, sir, the finger!” With the last word she raised her middle finger up for her master to see, and deliberate or not, she aimed it at him. He frowned and slapped her finger down, “Yes, cook I do know the finger.” 


	“Well, sir, I felt it my right to punish her,” Cook points at Lira, “For this one’s actions. Especially since 


	I’m not allowed to do anything to another master’s slave, but I can to Lira here.” The two girls sat silently and with their heads lowered. Hestus reached down, lifting Gretchen’s chin up, “Is that right, little one?” Water formed in Gretchen’s eyes as she swallowed, “Yes, sir, cook’s right, I did give her the finger,” In her innocence she raised it up to show him and did like cook, aim it at him, deliberate or not, it happened, “Like this…” 


	Hestus swore to himself, “Gretchen, honey, I know what the finger IS, now go on!” He sounded a bit perturbed. ‘Sorry, sir, I don’t mean you, I mean…” 


	Gretchen started to point it at cook again, when Hestus grabbed her hand, “Yes, Gretchen, enough already!” 


	“Sorry, sir.” Gretchen lowered her head. 


	In the meantime, cook’s anger was growing up again, and when Gretchen started to point the finger at her 


	she almost lost it, “Sir, these two deserve a good drubbing on those thingys of theirs; each of them do, and you know it..!” Hestus was getting angry over the whole mess, “Cook, knock it off…” He was interrupted by cook who again started with the finger thing, “Well, how would you like it to have this,” Up it went again, “Stuck in your face..?” Before another word came out of cooks mouth, Hestus got furious, but he kept his voice calm and clear, all of them knew he was serious, “If I may have your attention for a moment, sluts,” The women calmed down quite a bit, “That’s better. I will only say this once, cook, everyone on this ship has roughed it more than once in their lives, having to do their own meals won’t kill them. The next time you raise that finger at me, I’ll have you keel hauled, understand?” Cook nodded that she understood, no remarks were needed. “As for you two, one more meek sounding, whimpering reference to the finger will earn you both a hot afternoon in the rigging with a pair of well blistered nipples and an equally well blistered cunt. Hanging you both upside down by your ankles while Eboneebus blisters them for you.” 


	Gretchen blinked and almost started to comment as she rubbed her swollen tummy, when Hestus stopped her, “Don’t you give me that, ‘But I’m pregnant’ look sweetcakes, both your master and I know full well a good blistering while hanging by your ankles and a day in the sun never hurt a pregnant girl before, have I made myself understood?” Never taking her eyes off him, and smartly keeping her mouth shut she nodded her understanding. 


	“As for you, Lira, I’m still not sure of your involvement with this finger business, but judging from the welts I see, you’ve been punished enough for now. 


	I want you and cupcake here to finish up your aftercare, following which you will report to me; is that clear?” Lira nodded and voiced a soft, “Yes, master.” 


	Hestus sighed a relief and left the women to manage his orders. Cook watched the two of them a minute with a snide look on her face, “You two just wait, this ain’t over yet.” Lira and Gretchen looked at cook and as she slowly turned her back, Gretchen started to stick out her tongue, but cook just as quickly turned back to face them, almost catching Gretchen’s little tongue about to pop out. 


	Not saying a word, cook lifted a finger to Gretchen in a ‘watch this’ action. She took a small chip of wood putting it between her thumb and index finger then bringing up her other hand she flicked under the thumb holding the chip, which broke it in two. She dropped the other piece and opened her mouth indicating the chip represented Gretchen’s tongue, making her point that she could in a quick minute rap Gretchen hard enough under the chin that would cause her to bite her own tongue off. Gretchen looked at her and swallowed hard. Cook gave her a look as if to say, ‘go ahead and try it, I’d love to prove it’ as she slowly turned towards the food galley door. 


	Gretchen watched and didn’t make a motion. Lira focused on Gretchen ready to intervene and stop her from aggravating the situation any further. For a few seconds after the door had closed, the two girls sat silently, it was Lira who spoke first, “See what I mean..?” Gretchen didn’t say a word for several seconds, then she moved 


	uneasily and winced to herself, “I see… I have to go pee now…” She got up and scurried over to the rail, quite desperate it seemed.” Lira smiled as she watched a bladder full of yellow liquid pour out of her small girlish puss. 


	She mumbled to herself, “Where does she put it all? I mean, Jupiter…” 


	A couple of hours went by of idle chat about Lira’s life, her ups and downs. She told Gretchen about the 


	terrible abuses she experienced as a child, growing up on sugar island, and of her relationship with cook, who Gretchen had learned that her name was actually Wanda. She thought to herself that it should be wicked Wanda. Finishing some more care on her welts, Lira finished up her story, “And, well, it started as an argument rather than just a few words, as she wanted me to prepare some sweet meats. I needed to get some more wine for the master and this led to that, well I guess I smarted off to her. The next thing I knew, she had me strung up spread-eagle taking a snaking with that braid of hers.” Lira gave a shiver. 


	“That must have been a nasty whipping, strung up all spread open like that.” 


	Gretchen noted as she continued to wipe on Lira’s back. 


	“It was the first time that any of us had been whipped by cook in a long time; punishments are usually done by Eboneebus at Hestus’ orders only.” Lira finished her thought. 


	Gretchen concentrated her wiping on Lira’s right shoulder, chatting to a new subject, “Master Hestus has sure been working over Adria and Nita lately. I think my master and Captain Hestus both had a go at them last night…” Gretchen told Lira about the events of last evening. 


	“Really, I know this sounds cruel, but they deserve it; those two garden sluts! 


	The way Adria keeps playing around with those two lugs, Fracas and Duffus, it’s a wonder the Captain hasn’t had her impaled.” 


	“Oh, you mean Francis and Drake, the twins?” Gretchen smiled in a simple grin. 


	“Yeah, them, a pair of real knuckleheads. You know, they remind me of those two forum clowns, that always put on a show with some practical joke, what their names..?” 


	“Oh, do you mean Bevectus and Anuspate?” Gretchen said as she rubbed her cloth a bit too firm over Lira’s back. “Ow! Oh, watch it please… Hummm…” Lira jumped a bit. “Oops, sorry…” Gretchen went easier. 


	“Yep, the very same, only these two, I swear, are worse…” 


	Gretchen has seen Bevectus and Anuspate in action, she actually wondered for a moment how Lira could find them to be worse, “How do you think they are worse? I understand they are well equipped as males go, and Adria likes to fuck them as much as she can. Really, they don’t look like Bevectus and Anuspate, at least I don’t think they do.” 


	“Gretchen, haven’t you noticed, they like to twist words around…” 


	She nodded in agreement, rubbing her lower abdomen around her bladder, “You can say that again…” 


	Lira continued, “They even start pointless arguments among themselves! Oh, and last night I heard them in the passageway outside my sleeping birth, arguing over how either of them could put their cock into the mouth of two girls who were evidently waiting for them right there! You know, for a moment, I thought I heard Adria and Nita with them…” 


	“Well from what my master told me of last night, you probably did, and by the way, did you see Nita and Adria this morning scurrying about, just as bare-ass naked as the day they were born[image: ] Not to say that I don’t go around that way a lot, but then I have an excuse,” She pats her belly, “They were so laced that it looked like the masters had used a link chain on them! I guess, according to my master, that Captain Hestus has this whip he calls a lace,” Lira shuddered at the mention of it, “that he used on both of them last night.” 


	Lira shivered, “I hate that lace. He used it on me once…” 


	“Oh, when?” Gretchen’s attention went to Lira. 


	“About a year ago I think, it was just after he got it from an Egyptian woman. 


	He used me to try the thing out on, and oh by the gods, that thing is awful! It leaves thin red blistered looking welts that look like laces on you, hence its name. Prey your master never acquires one, as it seems that there’s a tradition on the use of that thing…” 


	“What kind of tradition?” Gretchen sounded a bit worried. 


	“Well, besides being totally nude and spread-eagled, who ever uses it on you, must also be totally naked at the time and by that I mean bare naked except for your head. It doesn’t matter if a man whips you or a woman, but it’s only used on a woman. The woman told my Master that sometimes two unruly slaves could be laced by having one whip the other and then reverse their positions. There’s more, besides being whipped with it, cruel enough by itself; but, traditionally speaking of course, Egyptians salt the girls down who’ve been laced, and parade them bare ass in public. It’s very humiliating to be on such a display…” 


	“Did he use it on you later in private or..?” Gretchen wondered. 


	“Oh, in private all right, try the woman’s bed-chambers… In actuality it was me, master Hestus, the woman whose name is Elexeus by the way, and her female slave Nerfina. I was kneeling before my master, in the nude of course, while Elexeus wore a hip skirt the Egyptians called a Ummaske with a chorda and hair piece, master Hestus had his navigators tunic on, and Nerfina wore only a simple slave’s wrick and hair piece. She was bare breasted, but it was Nerfina who whipped me with it first.” She paused a moment while Gretchen went to refill the water basin, when she returned Lira picked up her story, “Nerfina was ordered to put cuffs on my wrists and ankles, then I was lifted up and fixed to a hook that had been lowered from the ceiling. Elexeus worked a small lever and drew my wrists upward, until I stood on my tiptoes. I was so humiliated, I felt all nipples and cunt.” 


	Gretchen nodded and closed her eyes interrupting her, “I’ve felt that humiliation before, with my former master, Flavious, only I was upside down; it’s just awful.” 


	“Elexeus didn’t like the way I was fixed, so simple enough, Nerfina, got six strokes with it before me. Elexeus had Nerfina fetch the lace, and by custom, a slave must be naked to even hold it. Nerfina simply went an got it and handed it to her mistress, thoughtlessly forgetting to remove her clothing first…” 


	“Oh, wow, she’d left her wrick on.” 


	Lira nodded and continued, “Yes, and it’d cost her… After she handed it to her mistress, she suddenly remembered her requirement, immediately she began to strip, but Elexeus held up her hand and explained to master that Nerfina couldn’t take a whipping with it, without being bound first. After releasing me, my master ordered me to fasten Nerfina in position for a lacing; I had fixed her standing with her arms up-drawn and when I’d finished, I bowed to him…” 


	“Didn’t you say that the person who was to be whipped with it was to be bound spread-eagled?” 


	“They were, and I made a mistake to tie her wrong. Elexeus stood up, removed her Ummaske, chorda and hair piece and without a word went over to her slave girl and retied her spread-eagle. Looking at my master, he stood and motioned for me to remove his tunic, which I did that for him.” 


	“By now you’re all naked, right?” 


	“Yes, and my master shoved me to my knees with my mouth at the level of his cock; as he touched the back of my head, I opened my mouth for him, making it easy for him to shove it in my mouth.” 


	“What was Elexeus doing with all this cock sucking going on?” 


	“Smiling as she walk over to Nerfina holding the lace in her right hand, as she shook her hair loose from its pined up position. The woman looked exquisite standing in complete nudity in the early evening. Several of the torches were lit on her verandah overlooking the city of Theebes. You know, it’s kind of funny, but I distinctly recall from the doorway you could hear the sounds coming up from the streets below. The sensuous voices of the prostitutes calling out their prices for entertainment to passing men. Occasionally, a guardsman or patrol would chase one or two away. I vividly recall, Elexeus positioning herself so that my master could see a clear profile of her lovely body. She used side arm strokes to deliver a deft blow of the lace to the panting nude Nerfina…” 


	“You were able to see this while sucking his cock?” Gretchen wondered. 


	“Master had pulled out of my mouth, allowing me to watch Elexeus’ whipping of Nerfina. When I first saw the wire thin whip, it looked quite harmless, much too small to cause any hurt.” Lira got a very serious tone to her voice, cupping Gretchen’s face in her hands, “Let me tell you sweet blonde sister, that looks are most deceiving when it comes to the lace.” 


	“Oh my, really?” Gretchen had a shiver go up and down her spine, “T-t-tell m-me…” 


	“You know, thinking back on it now, it must be its suppleness.” Lira smiled at Gretchen, then her face went serious, “You know how you can tell it’s going to hurt, don’t you girl? It’s that the tel-tail sound it makes as it slices through the air, giving off a ‘hissing’ sound followed by that awful wet slapping noise; kind of like someone was slicing meat with dried bull’s guts. At first I actually thought Elexeus had cut Nerfina’s skin to the bone, from the noise it made, but she didn’t.” Lira made a subtle snicker as if what she was about to say was in some way humorous, “I think it was Nerfina’s reaction that really got to me more than anything else. She’d started jerking about like a kind of puppet, trying to pull her arms inward sort of like maybe…” Her voice began to quiver a little bit and her lower lip trembled slightly, “There’s noting wrong with that reaction, is there? I’m sure you’ve done that, I think we all have when our minds tell us that maybe our breasts just got sliced off… Oh, no, no, no…” 


	Lira began to whimper, her shoulders bounced up and down making her breasts jiggle and bounce. Gretchen moved over to comfort her, “This is silly, it’s just that she looked so helpless and humiliated trying to take action on something she didn’t have any control over… Oh, no, no, no…” Her crying went on a bit, after a couple of sniffles and blows on a towel, she nodded her composure, “Sorry, I’m all right now. Anyway, you know I have done that very thing like she did, struggling in futility to try and protect my breasts. At any rate, this thin set of strands had traveled from the one side curve of her breasts to the other, over the tips of both nipples, and when it had settled in with her, Nerfina just tossed her head back and voiced a raspy sounding gasp that seemed to just dissipate somewhere inside her gut.” 


	“Wow, that’s something, but come to think of it, I’d heard both Nita and Adria voice a similar reaction in Captain Hestus’ cabin…” 


	Lira had more to tell, emotional as it was, “One thing that caught my eye, was the way Elexeus’ breasts had quivered as she sliced the thing across Nerfina’s breasts. At first I actually thought the tip had snaked around to sting her own breasts. Elexeus slowly changed her position and leaned back to deliver another stroke. This one landed just above the last one, making Nerfina jerk madly, only this time she shook her head first then yanked against her ropes, looking back over her shoulder with pleading eyes at her mistress. She shifted her weight slightly back and forth, at the same time trying to catch her breath, but just in time for another stroke, this one had clung a little bit longer. Elexeus made a quick little yank on the lace pulling it away causing Nerfina’s breasts to sway sideways a few times, and in all she’d delivered Nerfina six strokes with the lace. With an all too sweet a smile, Elexeus walked over to my master and offered the lace to him; her body brazenly glazed with sweat, as she put one hand up to her hair holding it away from her neck. Hestus took the whip as she turned putting her other hand up to shake her hair and cool off. He stepped around behind her and circled her waist with the whip holding both ends. She stopped her actions, but left her arms up. Glancing over her shoulder toward him, she began to breath heavy. Almost as if she were recovering from a stroke of it.. He raked the thin whip up and down her glistening torso, catching her dark, erect nipples. She let out a whimper as he pressed his nakedness close to hers, working her towards the verandah. All this time, I remained on my knees. 


	In the silence of the later evening, I could hear the faint whisking sounds of the lace hissing in the air at least three or four times. They were out there for some time.” 


	“Did he use the lace on Elexeus?” Gretchen was intrigued by this story. 


	“At the time, I wasn’t sure, but I thought he did. All I remember was hearing his orders for me to lower my head and not to look up at either of them. I obeyed, Elexeus gave a similar order to Nerfina.” 


	“Was it afterwards that he used the lace on you?” 


	“Yes, and actually all three of them did, first Elexeus, then master Hestus and finally for the longest time, Nerfina. I remember passing out a couple of times, oh by the gods that thing hurts. It is so damn humiliating to be whipped with it, much worse than any other kind of whip. The thing is so awful it makes you feel absolutely raw, and you actually forget that your naked; all you want is for that thing to stop. I’ll never forget that first stroke, it felt like I’d been skinned, slicing into my very soul…” Lira shivered again. 


	“An incredible story, Lira.” 


	“There’s more, want to hear it?” 


	“Yes.” 


	Lira was more composed now, Gretchen thought as she listened to her story, “The three of them worked on me for more than an hour, but it was Nerfina who’d whipped me towards the end. She tried to be as easy as she could, for which I was thankful, but as these last strokes fell, I could barely make out my master and Elexeus fucking on her couch. When Nerfina was finally ordered to stop my master had her untie me. She took me into a side chamber and we made girl love as my master and Elexeus slept together. It was the next day that proved to be the most difficult.” 


	“How so?” 


	“In the early morning I awoke and Nerfina stirred. We were quite hungry so we went to the kitchen to get some thing to eat at the slaves eating time. On our way out, Nerfina kept her eyes down but I just had to look at my master. It was then that I saw his hand slip away from Elexeus’ breast causing her to open her eyes. She saw me looking at them and she just stared right back into my eyes. 


	Gasping for a second, I quickly lowered them Nerfina looked up and made the mistake of looking at me staring at her mistress. We both continued with our eyes down.” 


	“What was the problem with that?” 


	“When my master moved his hand, I saw the red welts left there from his application of the lace on mistress Elexeus. I wasn’t suppose to see them.” 


	“Oh, no.” 


	“Well, after we had eaten, we went back to mistress Elexeus’ chambers. After knocking, we entered to see my master dressed in his tunic and mistress Elexeus dressed in her Ummaske and chorda. Another slave girl was putting her hair back together and fitting her with a gold laced Scarab. My master looked at the both of us and started a private conversation with Elexeus. After a few minutes, Elexeus looked at Nerfina and asked her if the food was good, and she replied politely. My master asked me the same question and I replied politely. Elexeus announced that they were going to take a tour of her estate; it was then I then noticed that three other slave girls had joined us. We all left passing the kitchen on the way. It was here that Elexeus stopped all of us. She went over to the cook and talked privately with her. Coming back, she spoke softly to my master who nodded and made a couple of gestures with his hands. Elexeus then announced that several bags of grain needed to be ground. The oxen that normally were used to operate the mill had been needed in the quarry. Looking about, the other slave girls were wearing their rickskirts, sandals, and hair pieces. 


	Nerfina and I were still quite naked and well laced. Elexeus motioned to a couple of guards to take charge of Nerfina and I. She then announced to the cook that she’d found the needed labor to work the mill and grind the grain for the bread and that labor would be supplied by Nerfina and I.” 


	Gretchen was a little uneasy with this, “You mean that Hestus allowed Elexeus to use you as animal labor?” Lira nodded. “How awful.” 


	Lira stifled out a sniffle, “I remember that a number of comments were made to the fact that we were naked and it would be more convenient to use us, being strong girls and all. The rest of the group began the tour, two guards had been left behind to see to us being properly attached to the mill. I’m sure you’ve seen a mill, so I won’t describe it beyond it was designed for two oxen and not really ready for a couple of naked slave girls. The height of it had been adjusted for us, allowing the levers to be placed across our shoulders, at eye level, in such a way as to permit us to muscle the thing into motion with our arms slightly up and outstretched a little awkwardly along the two levers. 


	Strips of leather were used to bind our wrists and arms out to each side along the length of the lever, leaving us quite naked and defenseless from the tops of our shoulders to our toes. Being early in the morning, neither of us paid any attention to the fact that by noon, the machine would fully exposed to the hot Egyptian sun. A fact that made this labor unbearable, we also learned that three kitchen sluts had been assigned to work the grain along with us, gathering the flour we made and force us to keep the mill in motion. They also were required to keep us with needed water, food and motivation to continue working. That motivation we learned quickly enough was in the form of an oxen whip. Why not? 


	It worked on the oxen, it should work on us, right? This whip was made literally from the hide of an oxen, and braided into a length of about eight feet, and tipped with a split end of six tails. It was attached to a wooden handle about four feet long and an inch thick, that was sharpened on the opposite end, as I learned, for poking or prodding the oxen to greater speed. In our case poking or prodding a couple of nude slave girls. Other than being bound at our wrists, we were totally unencumbered, the sky was blue and not a cloud to be found anywhere.” 


	Gretchen didn’t like this lever mill setup, she knew about Flavious’ harvest machine, but it was designed for women, not animals, “How awful, to be treated like beasts of burden.” 


	“Want to hear the rest of it?” Gretchen nodded. “One of the kitchen sluts, by the name of Kira, a very young half breed Arab girl, with long dark hair and large brown eyes. In all her years could have not been more than eighteen, or so, seemed to be in charge. It was her that controlled the whip, and right away, she ordered the other two, a couple of Hebrew slave girls named Sarah and Ruth, to oil us down. As they did, the two made several comments about our ‘laced’ 


	condition. Kira examined us and going back into the kitchen she returned with the cook, who looked us over and shrugged her shoulders; going back into the kitchen she came right back out with a bowl of salt. She handed it to Ruth, then stood in front of me, licking the tips of her index fingers she dipped in and put some salt on each of my nipples, using a light pressure. She applied the salt to both them at the same time and Gretchen, you know, I don’t remember screaming, but I guess I did. My throat hurt a lot afterwards and I looked up to see my wrists were red and swollen a bit where the leather bound them to the lever. The two guards had returned to see what was the matter. Nerfina told me later she felt the lever buck and creak enough to make her stagger, so I must have carried on for quite a bit; she told me that the cook nodded her head and told Kira that I’d been laced. She waited for a few moments and applied another coating of salt and again I bucked and screamed myself hoarse. Gretchen that salt made the pain of the lace come back!” Her voice had that quiver in it that sounded like she was ready to cry again. 


	“Ooo, really?” 


	“Real bad like, after I’d recovered a little from this salt thing, I recall seeing her go over to Nerfina and give her a dose of the salt. I don’t know, but Nerfina evidently didn’t react as much as I did, and I saw her talking with cook; later I realized that Nerfina told them how long I was under the lace last night. Cook conversed with Kira and the two Hebrews, after nodding their heads, they agreed it was time for the work to begin. I think it was because of my reaction to the salt that Kira concentrated her motivation to work using the whip on Nerfina. The whip made a louder sound than the lace, whirring and wisping as it snapped in the air. The first lash fell squarely across Nerfina’s bare back, causing a red welt to form after a few seconds, her breasts were spared the first stroke. I got a poke with the sharp end of the whip, on the first half circle we turned; Kira aimed for the dimple just above my left ass cheek, and she found it.” 


	“Poked and prodded along like an animal, how terribly humiliating…” 


	“The mill made a heavy rumbling sound as the stones rolled along. We were obviously slower than the oxen. Ruth and Sarah began to pour the raw grains of wheat into the mill’s sifter. The granules fell down into the stones and quickly turned to a pure brown powdered flour. Flour needed to bake the bread in the ovens now being lit by some more of cook’s helpers. We’d made a couple of more turns when Kira snaked out the whip to wrap around Nerfina’s hips. She must have came close to her sex as Nerfina let out a squeal. I felt the lever bounce a little as she twisted against it, again after a short time, a welt formed across her butt and around her hip angling toward her sex. I got another poke this time just below the shoulder blade. It made me arch my back causing my breasts to strain forward, with my nipples standing at full attention adorned with little white caps of salt. The mill must have surged a bit faster as Kira smiled motioning for more raw grain to be put on the sifter. The kitchen sluts all wore a simple one piece garb that fitted over their shoulders and tied at the waist. 


	Leaving the sides exposed, but covering the breasts and just below the sex. As they bent over, it was easy to see their wet clams greeting a glimpse of the sun or a fluttering breeze.” 


	“You mean only you two were naked?” Gretchen had settled down all to eager to listen to Lira’s tale. 


	Lira nodded, “Yes, we’d made a few more turns when Kira felt that things had slowed up too much., so another stroke of her whip corrected that action, once again. This time she chose Nerfina as the method of motivation and me for another firm poke, which found my other dimple. I protested using Rome’s finest Latin and Nerfina cursed under her breath in Egyptian. Kira just looked at us, smiled and motioning for more grain. In that first hour, she only poked me. It would be in the second hour that I would learned the wisdom of the lash.” 


	“Weren’t you already whipped enough?” 


	“Evidently not, because Kira announced that Nerfina was being treated unfairly and being born an Egyptian, she shouldn’t bear all the responsibility for keeping the wheel’s pace. She felt that I, being a blonde should suffer the lash equally, and with these words Kira delivered a swift blow across my shoulders which made me howl. Kira smiled as the mill picked up speed, almost one full turn in fact before she poked Nerfina in her right dimple. It turned out that an entire cart filled with grain needed to be ground. In that first hour, Nerfina and I labored hard enough to fill three flour sacks, but more would be needed, and cook seemed pleased at what woman power could do. It was halfway through the next hour that Kira felt the need to motivate her two ‘Oxen girls’ that was what she’d nicknamed us; with a breast stroke. I thought sure it would be me to be the first one to feel it, but only chance of fate dealt the first stroke. It slithered like a snake across Nerfina’s breasts making a cracking sound. The mill’s pace quickened by a surge, Kira was just plain mean about these strokes. 


	She gave me one on the next half turn, causing me to struggle and whimper like a baby. I didn’t need a breast stroke to motivate me, my breasts hurt something awful from the lacing. Fortunately cook walked out of the kitchen in time to see her lash me again across my breasts, as I jerked and wailed thrashing about, Cook went over and took the whip out of Kira’s hands. I saw her give some strong words to her, and Kira stood with her arms folded over her chest. She was stamping her foot, but Cook made her point clear. She stopped the mill and examined my breasts and then examined Nerfina’s breasts. A thick red welt now wandered among the thin red ridges of the lacing. I don’t know why she did what she did next, but another coating of salt to our nipples seemed to be in order. 


	Both of us wailed and protested with kicks and shouts. I looked down on my chest in time to see the moist salt ebb into the red tips of my nipples. A last coating was applied as Nerfina and I both vocalized our pain and suffering. The sun was beginning to climb higher and more of the mill was in the direct sunlight. I looked over to see Nerfina’s nipples white tipped and shinny in the sun, while mine just sparkled with those hurting crystals clinging to my red tips.” 


	“I wished cook would have punished Kira.” Gretchen voiced. Lira smiled at her with a big broad smile. Gretchen squinted her eyes, “Oh, there’s more I take it?” 


	Lira nodded, “There’s more… We sweatted and labored until about mid-day, when cook motioned for Kira to come into the kitchen. When she came out Kira was stumbling along behind her, with her arms tied together, outward behind her back and she was also quite naked. Following Kira was biggest bare-ass naked Nubian girl I think I ever did see, over seven feet tall. Her breasts were huge, yet firm enough to stand by themselves, and not a speck of hair anywhere on her. 


	Gretchen, she was huge, with muscles bulging all over and frankly, I think she was naked, because there wasn’t a slave garment designed to fit her. This woman could easily have turned the mill by herself. I learned that her name is Shoova, she was carrying a lace. Cook halted the mill and ordered Ruth and Sarah to untie us for a rest, sitting down on a bench, I rubbed my sore wrists, Nerfina sat down beside me, rubbing her own wrists. By now, Shoova had spread Kira between two heavy set, upright posts in the clearing near the ovens. Kira was a good looking young girl, her dark hair fluttering in the breeze. In the custom of the Berber dancers, her cleft was bare. Shoova had tied her ankles to the base of the wooden posts drawing her spread eagle. Shoova glistened with oil that had been applied to ward off the harsh effects of the sun, and she motioned for Ruth and Sarah to oil up Kira. Looking at cook, Shoova shook lose the bouncy wire lace. Cook announced that Kira due to her insolence would be laced and displayed on a prong as an example to other mouthy sluts, and following this lesson as further punishment, she would tend the fires at the ovens and would remain naked the prescribed number of days corresponding to the number of lashes with the lace that she’d received. Kira struggled and spit curses at the cook and everyone present. You know, I was really surprised at how attractive she looked naked, she has nice curves, round hips and a glorious ass. Her breasts were kind of smallish, but quite well formed, and she had remarkable nipples that stood proud and erect. I enjoyed looking at her bare clit between the lips of her sex, I think I could have just bit it right off! Cook nodded at Shoova to begin, she tested its heft, and took a firm stand, her back stroke made it hiss through the air. It landed wetly as it was suppose to, on the side curve of Kira’s right breast snaking across her nipples and finishing on the left side curve of her twin mounds. Even I winced a bit and cupped my own breasts, but Kira just shuddered a little. Honey, this girl was strong to take a stroke like that delivered by a woman of that size; another stroke similar to the first made her shudder again and give a quick shake of her head. Cook held up her hand for Shoova to stop, she whispered something into her, and Shoova’s eyes focused on me, and she nodded. Shoova motioned for me to approach her, scared like hell, I stood up and walked toward her. She told me cook wanted me to lace Kira, I smiled nodding that I would, and I really wanted to dish it out to this kitchen slut for whipping me. Taking up a position, naked as prescribed, I swung the lace landing a stinger around Kira’s nudity, her head tossed and a quick intake of air between her clenched teeth was her only reaction to my stroke. I was disappointed, but the next one was a classic so I was told by all, you know that perky little bit of girl thing peeking out from between the bare lips of her cleft that I’d told you about, well I landed that lace squarely on to it. I figured that had it been possible to unearth the two heavy posts which held Kira securely spread eagle, I’m sure she would have. A couple of girls nearby swore the ground shook as Kira pulled against her ropes, she tried so hard to protect that sensitive little thing-a-ma-gummy between her legs, as she liked called it. 


	Gretchen, I swear I’d caught that button of hers full on, with the tip of the lace making a curious wet kind of sound that was something like the sound of water being struck by a switch. That girl howled, as I’d finally broken the bitch, Jupiter I was so happy that I gave her another scorcher across her nipples right back, and she howled again. I was in seventh heaven, with two more which I quickly applied to her nipples, by the gods, this girl bucked like a mare in heat. I had her howling like a bitch with a nettle bush stuck to her cunt, oh Gretchen I was in heaven. Getting quite creative, I fairly roasted her clit again with a real hard one! She started writhing so hard from my whipping that the ropes began to fray, you know that I got so caught up with punishing her on the nipples and clit that cook had to have Shoova stop me so that the poor naked slut could breath. I waxed her so hot, that her loins were just as streaked as her breasts! Oh, her breasts got a bigger share than mine did, believe you me, Gretchen, that lace is by far more fun to give than to receive…” 


	“What a story, Lira! Oops, I’d better be going, I’ve been quite caught up with your tale…” 


	“It has been nice chatting with you and I am sorry as I have been doing most of the talking…” 


	“Oh, no bother, really. I found that a fascinating tale.” 


	“When is your baby due?” 


	“I’m not sure really, I think some time around the Ides of March…” 


	“Ho! Well, do mind yourself…” 


	“I will, but tell me, what ever happened to Kira?” 


	Lira giggled, “She took my place for a couple of hours at the mill. In fact, she put another girl, a brown hared slut by the name of Viola and her to work until mid afternoon. Shoova, Nerfina, and I were their overseers. The three hours that Kira and Viola worked were the hours of the most intense Sun. Nerfina and I finished the last hour under cooks supervision, it was a little bit cooler then. 


	You know, honey, the most awful thing about the lace from what I learned of it, was being forced to display yourself sporting those lash marks. When we left a couple of days later, master led me to the ship wearing only my collar and leash. I was embarrassed by the marks, as everyone stared at me. Each one giving me a look of knowing that I was being punished for being a bad girl to my master. We stopped for a moment by one of the street vendors, master tied my leash to a column. Going inside, he left me there all exposed. A young Egyptian man, approached me and looked me over carefully. I think he was a male easy-boy, but he traced my marks and made soft coos and ooos at them. All he had on was a thin loin cloth, which was appropriate considering the heat, he poked me here and there, then using his finger he poked me gently, but firmly between the lips of my sex, hitting my clit square on. Well, Gretchen, in front of the crowd, I just had a jewel of an orgasm. I mean I bubbled between my legs, and it was wonderful. Master punished me good that night in his cabin. Well, as for the girls Viola and Kira, whither they wanted to sweat or not, sweat was what they got, and that couldn’t have happened to a better pair…” Lira smiled at Gretchen. 


	Gretchen turned to go in time to hear her master calling, “Gretchen, come here. 


	Bring Lira with you…” 


	Water and Sun 


	“Marcus, my regrets, but we’ll be arriving a day late at Flavious’ Island, we’re low on water rations and if by some chance we should hit a storm or something without the water reserves at least one quarter, we’d be dead in short order.” 


	Hestus scratched his cheek. 


	Marcus was not happy about being at sea another day, but he hid his displeasure quite well, “You’re right of course, Hestus, but where do you plan to get the water?” 


	“There’s some on a nearby island, in fact, you can see it from here.” The men stood and went to the rail, where Hestus pointed it out in the distant mist. 


	Marcus could barely see an outline of land, as he squinted in the general direction, “When we do get to this island, who’ll fetch it?” he asked as he turned to face Hestus. 


	Hestus looked at him a few seconds, then back out to sea, “I’ll have the galley slaves, cabin girls and some of the crewmen set up a relay.” He looked back at Marcus, “They’ll have it on board in no time.” He smiled assuredly. 


	Marcus cocked his head to one side, raising his eyebrows, “That’s good, I really do wish to get to Flavious’ Island as soon as possible, you know the Emperor is due to arrive early, and I wouldn’t want to be late.” 


	Hestus smiled again with understanding, but something else was on his mind, “Marcus, I need to discuss something with you…” His face went sober as Marcus perked up to listen, “There was an incident yesterday, that involved cook, Lira, and Gretchen. Cook told me that Gretchen chatted for a long while with Lira, and somehow, it ended up with a finger business…” 


	Marcus held up his hand, excuse me, “Finger business?” His eyes growing almost wide with surprise. 


	Hestus burped down a chuckle, “I’ll get to it, Marcus, but first let me explain, Lira’s the one you saw being whipped by cook, because of the dish thing yesterday morning. Evidently Gretchen and Lira started quite a chit-chat, and that only aggravated the problem that caused Gretchen to give cook the finger,” 


	Hestus illustrated the finger business to Marcus, who nodded that he knew what the finger business meant, “Yes, and well, Marcus, cook is a problem as you know, but she puts together a great meal and all of us are fat and sassy as a result. I hope that I’m not out of place in telling you this..?” 


	“No, not at all.” Marcus gave Hestus a forced smile, wishing he’d get to the point. 


	
“Well, anyway, Gretchen helped Lira down and tended to her marks, this was after cook had finished her whipping of course…” 


	Marcus wanting to get to the point, interrupted, “Hestus, if it went beyond my orders, Gretchen shall be punished, pregnant or not, is that what you’re trying to tell me?” 


	Hestus nodded and cocked his head casually to one side, “I’m afraid it did, Marcus, for about two hours according to cook.” 


	Thinking he blurted out too much about punishing Gretchen he balked a little, “Well, she is pregnant you know..?” 


	Hestus sensing his hesitation quickly pointed out, “Marcus, you know as well as I do, that Gretchen is healthy enough to hang by her thumbs for a week! Now, I was thinking a few hours up there,” He pointed to the rigging that slanted upward to the main mast, “Spread out in the sun; with a little drubbing on her nipples followed by some clips, and maybe a nice poke it the ass by Eboneebus. I was looking at a lesson that’d make her think twice before starting a chit-chat with any of my girls, a simple lesson that’s all.” Hestus was quite a salesman. 


	Marcus looked down at the water for a moment, then he shifted his look to Hestus as he put his tongue in his cheek, thinking about what to say next, “Hestus, did anyone ever tell you that you have a gift for persuasion?” Marcus shifted his hands about as if he was juggling a couple of books about. Hestus looked at sea and back at Marcus, shrugging his shoulders as he made a frown followed by a quick shake of his head. Marcus smiled back at him, “You’ve been just dying to watch that bare little bimbo of mine squirming in some devious bondage ever since I came on board, haven’t you?” He pointed his finger at him. 


	Hestus looked at Marcus as if surprised at his words, gesturing to himself, he commented, “Who me? Well, I wouldn’t do any such a thing…” 


	Marcus closed his eyes, patting Hestus on the shoulder, “Aw, common now, admit it, you would like to see her sweating and spread-eagled up there, now wouldn’t you?” He looked at Hestus a moment and continued, “She’s really quite a bundle, you know. Her skin is so bronzed from the sun, there’s not a tan line on her. 


	That blonde hair of hers is just radiates and when she sleeps with me at night, she snuggles those swollen titties of hers so close, the nipples feel like river stones just rock hard against me…” He heard Hestus clear his throat. 


	“Ahem, well, sure she’s a wonder all right, but well…” Hestus just shook his head no and smiling at Marcus, he continued to deny anything of the sort, “That’s not even true, Marcus and you know it. What makes you think that when I have such nymphs as Nita, Lira and the rest? You know full well, that Nita is no slouch when it comes to looks, that was why I gladly accepted her as a gift. 


	Flavious wanted to use that manta tail on her then put her on a poll one time out by his pool. He said that she deserved it, having been born with such a sassy pair of breasts. Anyway, Marcus I just can’t believe you said this of me about Gretchen, and even after I let you enjoy Nita and Adria with me the other night!” He looked at Marcus with a small grin on his face. 


	Marcus sighed, “All right, Hestus you win, but here how it’ll go, she goes up for three hours maximum, your man Eboneebus, can drub her nipples with a lath, and put clips with Nubian naughty girl weights on them; she will only wear them a half hour, understand?” He was serious about it all. 


	Hestus had been leaning on the rail the entire time starring at Marcus, when he finished he swallowed and 


	put an immediate grin on his face as he replied, “Perfectly.” 


	Marcus turned toward the sea again, and smiled to himself, wondering why he really liked this man. 


	Just some how, he knew he could trust him with anything. He heard Hestus clear his throat, “One more thing, what about her ass?” 


	Turning his head toward Hestus, Marcus saw him still leaning on the rail, with a big grin on his 


	face. He narrowed his eyes at him, “Don’t push your luck.” Hestus still stood there and smiled. Marcus smiled back changing the subject slightly as he turned to leaned back towards the rail, “You never told me it you let Flavious use that manta tail on her, did you?” 


	Hestus smiled deeper again as he lifted his chin up slightly, then looking out at sea a few second shaking his head in amazement as he spoke, “The little cunt took twenty from the thing, all oiled down with a killer of a sunburn. Frankly, I though he was going to skin her alive with it and I almost intervened, but you know what, all it did was turn her on even more.” He shifted back to look at Marcus, “Flavious had her spread between two posts, you know the ones near the big tree, by the pool?” Marcus nodded slowly, he knew the spot. “In as wide an ‘X’ as 


	her body would permit. By the gods, he slither that thing around her so easy like, and the way she’d jerk about and holler like a scalded pig. Just to watch it, I thought that tail was just a toy; until it fell away, and I could see that vivid red welt it’d leave behind. After he’d finished saluting her with that thing, he unloaded himself in her 


	then had Carlos do the same. Claiming that she needed to be lubricated up good for her ride on the prong, then the next thing I new, here was my Nita squirming around, impaled on a poll that had her about two feet off the ground. 


	Her feet madly seeking the ground, as she struggled with her back arched on a strut; getting even more sunburned on her breasts as they bounced brazenly about during her struggles. Yes he did use it on her, Marcus, to answer your question.” Not looking up from the wake of the ship’s oars, Hestus sucked in some snot from his nose, and spit it out on the ocean watching it float in the breeze a second or two then hit the water. Marcus heard the steady beat of the drum, keeping the women at the oars in rhythm, he just looked at Hestus a moment and blinked his eyes. Hestus smiled, not out of humor, “Obviously she recovered.” 


	The ends of Marcus’ lips curled up just a little as he replied back, “Knowing Flavious like I do, I’m not surprised in the least.” 


	The wet thong uncoiled itself from Lira’s well oiled breasts, making them quiver and glisten in the sun. She tossed her head back to let out a remorseful gasp, “AAA!” To herself, ‘damn that stings’ again the wet thong circled her glistening nudity, making her jerk at her bondage, rolling her head in a breathless wail, “AAA!” It slithered about her, expelling its force into the cleft of her sex, she shuddered a second, shaking her head as she squealed, “AAARRROOWW! No, by the gods, not there!” She looked back over her shoulder at Cobus, “Please, Cobus, not on my sex, oh please, please.” 


	Hestus held up his hand, for Cobus to hold a moment. He walked toward the earthy nude standing spread eagle for her whipping; he took a grip of her hair yanking her head back, “Maybe you’d prefer to walk the rope?” 


	Lira shuddered and licked her lips trying to form the right words, “N-no, master, sorry master, don’t make me walk the rope, please, please; have me thonged anyway you wish, master, please master…” 


	Hestus released her hair and nodded towards Cobus, “Continue…” 


	A whirring slice of the thong peeled the late morning air as it wetly circled the girl again, leaving a red welt in its wake. Lira twisted and writhed in the grip of the ropes holding her arms up and outward. She yanked against the ones holding her legs wide apart; fastened to eyebolts secured in the heavy planks of the deck. All the while she gasped and protested her painful ordeal. Above her head, squirmed a freshly sunburned pregnant blonde as Eboneebus drubbed a steady tattoo on her erect nipples. She gasped and whinnied at the steady thumping the flat stick made against the ends of her breasts. He could feel their firmness with each stroke of the lath. Next to using his raspe on a girl, he found drubbing to be the closest best thing; not counting fucking them of course. 


	Hestus realized that his wish to view a belly swollen young blonde spread and baked bronze while her nipples were being drubbed was coming true. It was an even deeper realization of a fantasy of his, that in his imagination, a virtuous looking sweet blonde thing after having been abducted, stripped and repeatedly taken until her belly swelled up ripe and full. If that wasn’t enough, how she could be made to suffer the further indignity of forced nudity and the added punishment of being drubbed with a whalebone switch on her sunburned nipples. 


	Well, Marcus’ angelic slave girl by appearance alone, would make his cock hard, and he was happy Marcus let him have it his way. 


	Eboneebus drubbed Gretchen’s sun-darkened nipples just hard enough to make her struggle and sweat; compared to the wet thonging Lira was getting on the main deck, this thumping on her nipples seemed quite tame. Nonetheless, after a few minutes of that steady tattoo, Gretchen wailed a slave-girl’s howl of repentance; all the while she twisted and writhed, unsuccessful in her efforts to falter his aim. Between the steady slapping rhythm of the wet thong Cobus was using on Lira, could be heard the faint wet slap of the polished whale bone switch on her swollen nipples; noticing that with each blow of the switch, her breasts would reveal a white streak where it’d struck. Gretchen twisting and crying, “AAA! Stop it, please… OH, MASTER PLEASE MAKE HIM STOP!” 


	Eboneebus, turned Gretchen over, but before he did, he attached two clips with weights on them, which made her breasts swayed about and pull them in a most obscene manner. Right after he attached the weights, a little bit of white milk began to ooze out of Gretchen’s swollen nipples, he licked it off with his tongue. This made her whimper slightly as he began to oil her over every inch of her body. He worked a large amount of oil around her ass-hole and using his middle finger, he easily slid it into her tight ass as she’d let out a gasp, “OH! Oh, please stop, it makes me want to pee!” With those words, Gretchen’s little bare slit bloomed open while the knob of her clit swelled allowing an uncontrolled steady stream of piss that tinkled down onto the deck below, narrowly missing Cobus. Looking up he shook his fist, “HEY, up there you swollen tummy little slut! Watch where you dribble that stuff!” 


	Sliding his finger deeper into her ass, Gretchen writhed, tightening her firm ass cheeks, below Hestus nudged his friend, “It’ll do her good, Marcus… Oh, take a look at Lira, Cobus has drawn her tighter. She’s on her tip-toes now…” 


	With those words, Cobus slithered the awful wet thong around, making it coil itself about Lira’s swaying breasts; it landed with a wet THUCK sound. Twisting her head from side to side, Lira let out a forlorn, deep throated gasp, “AAA!” 


	As the thong uncoiled itself, causing an immediate red welt to form in its wake. 


	Before she could catch her breath, he snaked another one around her chest this time across both of her nipples. From her position, Gretchen looked down to see Lira tossing her head back to vocalizing another raspy gasp, “AAA!” 


	Cobus tossed the whip to the deck, undid his waist cloth and allowed his erect cock to bounce lazily about in the late morning Sun. Lira still gasping and shuddering from her whipping, heaved her chest making her hard nippled breasts quiver loosely about; with her bare slit glistening obscenely, she casually allowed her legs to drift apart. It was no effort for Cobus to slide himself into her, in fact it happened quite suddenly and enough to make her gasp in euphoric orgasm. He began to fuck her with firm deep strokes, Hestus quickly snapped an order to him to fuck her in the ass. Cobus nodded, withdrew his wet cock from her bare quim and slid it in with surprising ease up her tight bung hole. Lira nearly went mad with the combination pain and pleasure, as he steadily fucked her ass. Sometimes, he would pull and twist her nipples, making her shudder and roll her eyes for several minutes; his cock probing deep inside her bowels as he thrusted hard pumping his thick come deep into her girlish guts as she quaked in orgasm. 


	It was early afternoon, Marcus stood near the rail as Eboneebus and Cobus helping Gretchen down from the rigging. He took her into his arms as her feet touched the wooden deck, she shivered a bit, looking up into his eyes, he smiled, “Feel all right, slave girl?” he gently asked as he lifted her chin. 


	“Yes, Master, I’m still a bit shaky on my feet…” Gretchen replied with her head lowered, nervously she gave a small shiver in his arms. He held her close and with his chin on the top of her head, “It’s time for you to apologize to cook over the finger business. I think she’s aware of your punishment today, so tell her to blend a soothing oil for your sunburn, then go an lay down in our cabin, understand?” 


	She nodded understanding, “Yes, Master.” 


	The water loading went a lot slower than expected, as the sand was hot causing many of the girls to stumbled and spill several of the kegs. A firm whiplash found the bare back of a lazy slave girl, as Marcus watched from the shade of the divan. Hestus put the women to work, naked under the blistering Sun, not use to such harsh exposure from the oar deck below. They were close enough to the shore for the men to listen to the work being completed. 


	Just as Marcus started to say something to Hestus, two girl’s spilled and broke two of the kegs. The women protested that the kegs fell because they have exceptionally large breasts caused by their work pulling the oars. The overseer looked at them and agreed, as these girls were very well endowed, but their excuse was ill given, as he immediately had them staked out on the beach; promising each of them a harsh lesson on stumbling when they returned to the ship. 


	Leaning against the rail watching and listening to Hestus bark orders passed the afternoon away differently. He looked at the two girls spread eagled on the sand, their heavy breasts popping up ridged nipples in passive supplication to the merciless Sun. Occasionally, a lazy girl caught a lick of rawhide full across her back, shoulders or bouncing bare breast making her groan or squeal in protest. Most of the girls either had their hair drawn into a pony tail or loosely tied with string or rawhide. 


	Just as Marcus started to chit-chat with Hestus, Cobus grabbed Nita, yanking her by the hair. She squealed in protest as he drug her over by the girls staked out on the beach. Evidently, she said or did something to piss him off as he had rawhide strap in his hand. She was shaking her head and pleading with him, as he motioned for her to stand still and put her hands behind her head and spread her legs, she did, but reluctantly. Marcus noticed this and tapped Hestus on the shoulder, “Take a look, Nita seems to have gotten into trouble already.” 


	Hestus looked to see his favorite girl standing in position to be disciplined by Cobus. He blinked a couple of times admiring to himself how the girl could make a deadman’s cock get hard, especially when she stood in the slave open position, with her hands behind her head, chest out and legs spread. Noticing, he studied her dusky bronze skin already showing signs of her exposure to the intense sun; a burnt copper color spreading on the upper slopes of her breasts, shoulders and ass cheeks were evidence of this. Looking closer, he could see the same deepening tones appear on her thighs and the pooch softness of her mons, her nipples darkened enough to be clearly seen. 


	Cobus yanked back on her hair, which was loosely disheveled into a pony tail cascading down her back. 


	He forced her to her knees, barking orders for her to cross her ankles behind her, telling her to keep that position. 


	After he gave her a stern lecture about obedience, he told her she would be punished with a whipping on her bare breasts with the strap; she whimpered and begged, but it got her no where. She held the position he told her to get into; Marcus noticed her saucy beasts bouncing about as she settled down waiting for them to be strapped. 


	Nita knew in her mind that being whipped on the bare breasts was not an uncommon occurrence for female galley slaves; since most girls appeared quite well endowed from pulling on the oars which developed their pectoral muscles, making their breasts lift up quite nicely. Staring up into the cloudless blue sky, Nita shivered slightly in anticipation of the strap finding her ample breasts invitingly bare for its coarse touch. She could feel them swaying slightly, exciting the man holding the strap. How many times she thought to herself had a nude oar girl been drug upon deck only to be spread to full exposure and whipped across her bare breasts because it excited the master. Oh, how often heard were the cries and moans of a naked girl under the strap, thong or braid; how often after the men finished with her was she brought back down to her task with a belly full of come and a pair of sore breasts; as this thought raced through her mind, reality made its presence known with a fiery explosion of the strap across her bouncing breasts which opened her eyes as she screamed out, “AAA!” 


	On the ship, Marcus watched as the strap slapped Nita’s breasts making them bounce about almost uncontrollably. After about five such whacks she grabbed her tits with both hands, Hestus nudged him as he commented, “You know the last time she did that, Cobus put a heavy beam across her shoulders, binding her arms outstretched along it.” Hestus and Marcus saw him do the very same thing almost as Hestus spoke about it, “There see what did I tell you, I thought she’d have learned her lesson by now?” In place Cobus continued using the strap on Nita’s breasts until his arm grew tired. The two men could hear her wails and protests all the while, then looking they saw Cobus leave her to struggle to her feet. 


	That beam was heavy and Nita staggered awkwardly back on board the ship’s ramp. 


	She was a vision of punished beauty, with her breasts swollen red and sore looking from the combination of Cobus’ strap and their exposure to the intense sun. 


	A couple of other oar girls, Bambina and Cherry struggling with the heavy kegs of water, they whispered to one another as she staggered past them, “Cherry, one of these days, Nita will learn to keep her tits under control…” “Yeah, Bambina you’re right, by tonight she’ll have gotten another dose of the strap on them and the randy little slut will be dripping with come in the process…” Both girls nodded casually in agreement. Nita made her way to her master, “Oh, please sir, I beg you take this heavy beam off my shoulders. It’s so awfully humiliating to go about with it on. It leaves me so exposed…” 


	Hestus was displeased with her whimpering and it showed, “Exposed, exposed you say? Well, I’ll demonstrate exposure for you, you little bitch cunt!” Hestus snapped his fingers at Lira who bowed her head to him, “Get a spreader and put it between this sorry cunt’s ankles.” She bowed her head and immediately left for her task. His eyes focused on Nita, narrowed in, “You obscene twat, coming to me about having to finish out the day stumbling about with a beam across your shoulders. You have the audacity to call this humiliation…” Lira arrived with the spreader, Hestus motioned for her to put it between Nita’s ankles. Lira completed her orders and Nita now stood in an shameful exposure that revealed every part of her female nudity. He appraised her revealing position and with his hand on his chin he barked further orders to Lira, “I want you to see to it this little slut remains thus exposed on deck until sundown, after which, you will take her below to my cabin and give her breasts a dose of the lace. 


	Afterwards, undo her from this rig and you may have girl sex with her, until I come to bed, understood?” Lira nodded and smiled at her master’s generosity; she knelt before him and kissed his hand. “Oh, one more thing,” He looked at Nita as he spoke, “Carry a strip of rawhide with you, if this little bitch gets out of line give her a few licks with it, remind her of her place.” 


	While Nita staggered about sprawl-legged and embarrassingly revealing her nakedness to everyone, Marcus continued his conversation with Hestus as they both watched the girls slowly load the ship’s water barrels back on board, it looked like a hard grueling task, made even more grueling under the intense sun coupled with bare ass nakedness. In the distance, he could hear the wet slapping of leather against the sweaty skin of some naked girl being strapped, flogged or thonged. There was a distinct sound to the strap again as this time it struck Alonna’s full breasts. It made a kind of hollow sound, like Cobus was using it on a couple of full wine bladders. “Hestus, we really must be getting on to Flavious’ Island. As much as it stimulates me to watch those girls getting flogged, thonged and especially Alonna out there as Cobus wallops her breasts with that strap of his. Oooo, that’s hot, you know, he’s really popping her with it now, oh, ouch a oww, hisssup!?!” Marcus was almost hypnotized by it as Hestus looked for a second and adjusted his tunic. 


	“We’ll be there by late morning Marcus, and look on the bright side, this’ll give us another entertaining evening at sea, and aren’t you sure you wouldn’t like to play with the one Cobus is strapping now? How about the other one that Eboneebus has straddling the keg with her wrists bound to her ankles, while he takes a rope’s end to those magnificent jugs of hers. Ah, Marcus, there’s nothing like playing with a couple of big breasted oar girls fresh from punishment. I can tell you from experience they like to fuck hard after being spread on the sand like that; just take a look at how that one is arched over the barrel, in fact I can see the welts from here, look see um?” 


	“I guess one more evening won’t matter…” Marcus smiled at Hestus, as he watched to see what was happening to the two girls on the beach. 


	Hestus smiled at the fact he was playing the host again, “The one on the right, is Alonna, I got her from an Egyptian merchant last year when I visited Luxor, big tits on her hasn’t she and notice how well they stand out on their own, pulling on the oars does it, I think. The other one is Respa, she’s a hefty Syrian tramp I pick up on Cypress right after I got Alonna. I rescued her so to speak from a beating on the soles of her feet and a stone bruising on her nipples. I’d found her bound on top of a busty Nubian bitch, tit to tit, while a Minovian eunuch smacked their feet with a carpet beater. The way they wiggled about told me there was more to what was being done to them than met the eye. 


	Anyway, it turned out the two of them had this little act in the local tavern where they would do breast battles with their wrists tied behind their backs. I guess one of the patrons was quite rich and lost a bundle betting on them, one against the other and so forth; well after the matches were over, the two would divide the winnings or losings as it be. When I found them not only were the soles of their feet paying for their little scam, but a couple of lime burrs had been placed between their tits, so that when they rolled around and pressed them together while being beaten on their feet, the burrs would bruise their nipples.” 


	Hestus cocked his head to one side raising his eyebrows. Marcus let his breath out as he shook his head and put his hand on Hestus’ shoulder, “Hestus, only you could have told a tale like that one!” 


	“No, it’s quite true and there’s another story regarding Alonna, want to hear it?” Hestus was obviously anxious to tell it. 


	“Yeah, why not what else do I have to do?” Marcus gave a snicker. 


	“I’d just delivered a shipment of plumb wine for Cleopatra’s palace, and after putting my share safely away, I decided to shop about for the afternoon. It was a hot day, about like today, and as I neared the market square, I decided to go into the tavern for a beverage, and cool off. Just as I started to enter, on the other side of a nearby garden wall I heard a rod slice the air followed by a girl’s squeal. With a burning curiosity, I tried to open the gate when someone tapped me on the shoulder and asked what I was doing. I told him that I heard a sound like a girl getting a beaten on the other side of the wall. He smiled and nodded, telling me that such sounds are all the time in Luxor and they really aren’t any business of mine. After I’d explained why I wanted to see, he understood and opened the gate to let me into the garden. Sure enough there was this girl, Alonna, bare as a shelled nut, hanging up by her ankles while an equally bare Egyptian girl pelted her pussy with a slender rod. She twisted around in a slow circle with her arms flailing about squealing and begging the other girl to have mercy on her. Hanging from an overhang with wide spread ankles, she gave the girl a perfect target, for which the girl took full advantage of to deliver Alonna a cunt beating likes of which I hadn’t seen in a long time. Looking closer, I could see where the girl definitely took advantage of Alonna’s exposure. Her breasts must have received a few licks earlier as there were a few lines crossing the tips and nipples that were obviously placed their by the rod. Marcus, it was a grand site to see, with her body all glistening in the sun and hearing the rod slice the air slamming wetly into the cleft of her sex.” Hestus seemed pleased at having relayed this story. 


	“Hestus, if nothing else, you are the best story teller on the high seas.” 


	Marcus loved his tales about slave girls, and it seemed that all of them had their own special one. 


	“Well, to continue, the Egyptian girl had stopped when she saw the tavern owner…” 


	“Was he angry with her? The Egyptian girl, I mean?” Marcus asked. 


	“Yes he was, because actually he’d ordered her to baste Alonna’s butt with the rod, not her cunt or breasts. Alonna began to shiver from her beating and showed signs of getting sick; I helped him to let her down and as we did I asked him why he was punishing her. He said that a customer accused her of trying to steal his purse and Ulna, the Egyptian girl, said she saw Alonna make a move for it his purse. In the interest of discipline and justice, he allowed Ulna to punish her. Ulna, jumped in with a story about how she’d promised the customer because he’d asked that Alonna be pelted on her sex and breasts with a dose of the rod. 


	That was of course a lie, but he was still very unhappy with Alonna ever since he purchased her from a tracker. Evidently she escaped from one of the stone quarries and judging from the faint marks on her back, I’d say she’d been well whipped for it in the past. Well I told him that I had an interest in her, and I offered him a small sum to take her off his hands. He agreed and well here she is.” 


	“Interesting story, Hestus again as usual, but what became of the Egyptian girl, Ulna?” Marcus wondered. 


	“Oh, he was angry with her at having disobeyed his orders, so I helped him put her astride a donkey with a couple of heavy river stones attached to her ankles with her arms stretched up and out sideways by cords attached to her thumbs. He did something next, that I must admit, I’ve never seen before; using tacks, he drove some of them through her neither lips to the side of the donkey’s crest, making sure her cleft was split evenly on it. This even made my stomach churn a bit, but that’s not all…” 


	Marcus’ eyebrows went up, “Jupiter, man, what else could he do to her?” He belched slightly, “If that wasn’t enough?” 


	“Marcus, have you ever hear of the ‘Symbols of Sheba’?” Hestus asked in such a way that no answer Marcus could give him would surprise him. 


	Marcus gave a quick look at Hestus, a little taken by his question, “Why, yes, I have. Aren’t they a special set of dancer’s clothing, supposedly designed and created by a sorceress on Cypress, long ago, for an tribal queen by order of a Judain King, a, a, Solomon I think. He would watch her dance for him while she wore them and as the story goes, it would enhance her sexuality and make his grow as well. Now wait a minute, Hestus, if you’re about to tell me that Alonna had the symbols of Sheba on, then how did the merchant get them off her without killing her? It’s my understanding that any woman other than Sheba herself remove them, unless she was dead?” Marcus pointed a finger at him. 


	“True for the most part, until what the merchant told me, evidently Alonna had the symbols of Sheba on when they found her wandering around in the desert. The merchant tried to make her tell him where she found the symbols, at last under the lash, she submitted to him and they came off her, right in his hands. He told me that he could put them on any slave girl, make her submit to him, preferably by whipping, and as a result, he had a perfect virgin to offer; he’s making a veritable fortune with them. It seems that whoever wears them, must give them up to a lover or her master after he preferably whips her into submission.” Hestus put it simply. 


	Marcus scratched his head, “That astounding, Hestus. Imagine, having a device that you could put onto a girl have her dance or slink about seductively. Take her, bind her and put her to the whip until she submits and plop, just like that instant virgin.” 


	“You know Marcus, the merchant told me that after he puts the thing on a girl and she dances about, some of them will even beg to go under the whip just to get it off. In truth, I think it’s the best slave girl training device I’ve ever seen, far exceeding anything the Hemorites ever invented, including the sugar plumbs.” Hestus was convinced of that. 


	Marcus cocked his head, and agreed somewhat, but “I dunno, Hestus, one time I was over at Casseophila’s, you know the one with the green house around the corner from the Senate east entrance. If you’ll recall, she used those plumbs to punish her house girls for letting some get away without paying. I was there one time when she used them on a suntanned beauty with light brown hair and pear shaped titties; she took a couple of those sweet plumbs dipped’em in honey and slipped one inside the girl’s cunt and the other up her ass, then bound her sitting bare-ass naked on a marble bench. In less than ten minutes, the girl broke out into a sweat and ten more later, she started begging for the whip and the cross.” 


	It was like old times for these two, recalling this and that, “Marcus, you should have seen the Nubian dancing girl at a tavern in Luxor who’d spilled a drink on one of the royal guards. I saw her later near the entrance to the toilet, perched naked on a sway, it was dark but her belly fairly glowed from with those little devils inside her. I looked at her as I walked by, she had tears in her eyes and she recognized me as a galley master. You know, the slut actually promised to pull my oars all by herself and take a rhino hide strapping after spending a day blistering in the sun, if only I’d take those things out of her. It must be something about the metal causing a reaction or whatever, I don’t know, what do you think?” Hestus tried to be casual about the things. 


	Marcus shrugged his shoulders, he really didn’t know either, but he knew they were able to expose plots to overthrow the empire. 


	The two men laughed and told each other stories about this and that and what’s best about one or the other’s ass, cunt or tits. Marcus laughed and asked for some wine, which Hestus sent Adria to fetch, as she scurried away bouncing her tits along, sporting a couple of naughty girl clips on her nipples. He watched her disappear forward as Marcus spoke, “Hestus remind me to tell you about the glycerin cucumbers I used on Jasmine one time. Those fucking things made her so hot, that she wrapped her legs around the emperor neck hard enough, I felt sure I’d have to cut them off to get her to let go! True story, I swear to Jupiter! 


	Anyway tell me about what happened to Ulma?” 


	Adria returned with a couple of bootas and by an hour or so, the two were getting pleasantly drunk, “Oh, yeah, as I was leaving, I saw him switching her nipples as she bounced nakedly astride the hard wood crest. Her tits quivering and jiggling as he struck them, and one thing I did see, was that she wore an usual set caps on her nipples. Not wishing to interrupt him, I went over to watch him tit whip her and wait. When he’d finished I asked him about the caps, he smiled and reached over grabbing one off Ulma’s nipple, she winced, and he showed it to me. It looked simple enough, Marcus, but what I later discovered was a thin sharp needle projecting from the center; evidently the needle and a some unusual grippes hold the little cap on the nipple. What I didn’t realize was just how painful it was for a girl to be beaten on her nipples while she wears those caps. Oh, the merchant put it back on and drew his rod back, nailing her square on the tips of those caps. It made a nasty ‘THUCK’ sound then he tossed the thing onto the ground. He looked at me and nodded saying, ‘she’ll react in a second, she always does’. She did, but I really thought she was going to lose it Marcus, the way she jerked and gyrated about.” 


	Marcus blinked, “Humm that must have hurt bad…” Marcus was still curious, “Hestus you never did fully answer me, did you get to fuck Ulma?” 


	Hestus shook his head, “Nope, but, I sure did fuck the hell out of Alonna after I got back to the ship.” 


	Hestus and Marcus both laughed out loud, slapping each other on the shoulder; but in the meanwhile Lira led a forlorn looking Nita up to the rudder deck. As the ship began to move in the gentle swells, Nita’s ability to stand became a difficult task. 


	Cobus approached the two smiling at Lira who meekly lowered her eyes in respect to his male image; he was wearing a small loin cloth which barely hid is large cock. Reaching down, he undid the rawhide lacing that held it on his hips; he coiled it around his hand twice, leaving about a three foot length dangling down. Yanking on Lira’s hair he glared at her, “Master isn’t happy with you Lira. I heard him distinctly tell you to get a strip of rawhide and use it on this slut, didn’t he?” Lira didn’t speak but nodded her head as best she could with him holding a fist full of her hair. He fondled her breasts and skin as she was quite naked herself, leading Nita around; he traced some of the welts that he’d raised on her earlier with the thong. His hand dropped down to her sex and he started to finger her openly, causing her to whimper mutely. Looking her in the eyes, he asked almost softly, “You want the thong again, don’t you?” 


	She nodded slowly as she swallowed, “Yes…” Her eyes closed and opened almost with tears in them. 


	He knew, as he continued to finger her, that she was a pain slut, just like the one next to her, “You love it, don’t you, you little whore. If you only knew just how obscene you look with me fingering you while you hold the leash of this exposed little cunt next to you. Maybe I ought to use this on those nipples of yours; you know rawhide them good.” Lira swallowed hard again and nodded, this time not saying a word. Her body was beginning to respond to the harsh fingering Cobus was giving to her clit. He continued to whisper to her, “You ought to be exposed like her, while I finger you, you know that?” 


	She nodded again, her body starting to vibrate in response to his finger. Her nipples swelled up to full erection and glowed almost red on their tips. He leaned closer, “Yes, well now I want you to finger her, go on use your finger on her like I am doing to you. Finger her until she comes, and you better not come first, or I’ll rawhide her breasts again and they don’t look like they can take much more, do they?” Lira shook her head no, and she mouthed the word no to him. 


	“No, they don’t do they, but I do know that you’ll have to give her a dose of the lace down in master Hestus’ cabin after the sun goes down, and well,” He squints and looks up, “It looks like it has a ways to go, but I think that afterwards when you can let her out of this and make girl love to her is what you can hardly wait for, now is it?” 


	She swallowed hard, beginning to feel real weak in the knees. She heard Nita moaned softly as she made every effort to compose herself with Lira’s finger began working on her slightly sunburned clit, making it burn. Cobus let go of Lira’s hair and went over to Nita grabbing her hair steadying her in his grip. 


	He positioned himself so that Lira’s free hand could stroke him. He tightened his fist full of Nita’s hair, “Well now, you mouthy little cock sucker,” Nita breathed in a gulp of air, making her breasts heave outward, she blinked her eyes as he brought his finger up and stuck it in her mouth, “It’s a good thing master Hestus owns you, because if you were mine, I’d run these tits of yours through the wringer a few times while you dangled from the rigging sucking on my cock, and oh yes, this awful beam,” He leered, “Would still be attached to you. 


	It’s really awful isn’t it, making you keep your arms out to your sides and not allowing you to soothe your sore breasts or play with yourself. Oh, well, I guess Lira here will just have to keep fingering you until you pop, right here in front of Cherry over here steering the ship. Doesn’t she look so delightful working that rudder?” 


	Nita looked at Cherry doing her turn at the rudder holding the vessel on a steady course as usual; unusual was the fact that she was naked. Most of the time Hestus allowed the girl assigned to the rudder to wear a smock or tunic giving her some protection from the sun. There wasn’t anything to indicate that she had been or was being punished; she was simply doing her duty time. Nita admired her concentration despite of what was occurring next to her; she just kept a steady focus ahead, standing there in almost childlike innocence, absentmindedly naked. 


	Cobus yanked harder breaking Nita’s concentration on Cherry, he spoke again, “Look at her she knows how shameful you look, and I’ll bet you wish you could switch places with her, and not have to be made to come in front of her, wouldn’t you?” Nita swallowed hard and quivered enough to make her breasts sway gently sideways in their usual saucy manner, this aroused Cobus as Lira felt his cock swell in her hand, she gasped. Cobus on the other hand saw an opportunity to salute Nita’s pair shaped jugs with a stroke of the rawhide. It painted a thin red line casually across her breasts, her eyes went wide as she shook her head wailing, “NNNAAA!” 


	“You know, whore, the way you’re bound is similar to the way they punish whores in Rome; the only difference being that they’re usually put on a cross instead, but the position is the same. I want you to imagine yourself now as one of those whores, crucified bare while the wife of a soldier you balled fingers you, she’s going to make you come in front of a crowd who have gathered about to watch you suffer. Her finger is bringing you to a boil…” Lira’s finger works harder and harder on Nita’s clit as Cobus now has Lira finger herself, he’s worked up to a raging hard on. Moving over to Cherry he steps behind her and using a dip, he coats his cock with oil and rubs Cherry’s ass-hole in the process. With a quick thrust, he sinks himself easily inside her smallish butt. She rolls her eyes and gasps as his hard cock slides inside her ass to the hilt. The two girls continue to finger each other into a climax as Cobus fucks Cherry in the ass. It doesn’t take long for all of them to come. Cobus flooded Cherry’s bowels with a heavy load of come, which didn’t do her much good at staving off a desire to take a shit. 


	Lira, with a wet pussy herself, continued Nita’s exhibition of her nakedness admits the workings of the ship. Eboneebus thought it would be cute to adorn her sassy breasts with a couple of Nubian slut clips, making her exposure even more obscene and humiliating. To watch Nita struggle about on the deck, with her breasts bouncing and swaying about uncontrollably was enough to make any man’s cock stand hard. 


	Real Sorry Ass Sluts 


	It was late in the afternoon, now and with all the water safely stowed on board, the ship began a steady pull toward Flavious’ Island. A nude Alonna and her companion, Respa, were about to endure a punishing lesson on stumbling. Each of them had been bound with a large round timber across her shoulders, like the one Nita was staggering about the deck with. Each girl, had the end of her timber secured by a rope to the main mast, and with their arms outstretched along the timber, they slowly trod around the mast, their hefty bare breasts undulating with each step they took. Staggering slightly under the weight of the heavy thing, they were being taught a harsh lesion in awkwardness. Should either of them stumble while doing this penance would mean a day spread in the rigging and a severe flogging. To make sure they kept their focus and pace, Eboneebus stood by with his heavy flogger and if a girl slowed down too much, he would coax her along with a stroke across her back or if the angle permitted, her breasts. 


	Marcus watched with total fixation as the two dusky girls tried to pace themselves so as to not expose too much of their sunburned bodies for Eboneebus’ 


	wicked flogger. He watched with keen interest even as Hestus tried to carry on a conversation with him, but his mind was focused on Eboneebus as he drew back his flogger bringing it in a full ‘WHAP’ across Respa’s breasts making them bounce loosely about. She sucked in her breath and let it out with a mournful wail. He saw one strand of the flogger cling lazily to one of her sunburned nipples as it drug painfully across it, chapping it almost raw. The very dint of these strokes would make either of them stagger and gasp, but they dare not fall as they slowly made their way around the mast. What Marcus found quite erotic was the way their breasts bobbled and bounced with each step they took. A few more circles had Eboneebus slither his flogger in a side arm stroke that made Alonna’s breasts sway sideways, she tossed her head back and gasped a throaty moan, “AAA!” Immediately a series of red stripes painted themselves across her reddish brown tits. 


	Hestus looked at his friend just as he heard the flogger ‘WHIRRAP’ across Respa’s back making her arch her back away from the stroke as she voiced a deep throated moan, “NNAAA!” He looked to see the sides of her heavy boobs jiggling about on her chest as she strained forward in a vane effort to escape the whip. 


	From their position, both men could see the welts forming on the side curves of the girls breasts as they tried to evade its sting. 


	“Marcus I haven’t told you this yet, but when I returned to Egypt I left Respa with a grain harvester named Aneptus who had a large operation on the outskirts of the City Of The Dead. She needed some more training so I had him put her to work in the fields, naked, with her back whipped regularly by a dark skinned Danuba warrior named Taronga which meant the ‘punisher’ in Danubian. Well, I found out later this guy has a reputation for singling out white slave women for his Rhino hide whip; preferring they be young, big breasted, and sunburned, which wasn’t too difficult to find seeing he made them all work in the nude. It seems that after he’d deliver a rhino hiding to some bitch they’d gladly do any sexual act the man could think of, or imagine, and believe me Marcus, he had a vivid imagination.” 


	Marcus closed his eyes and imagined Respa hanging by her thumbs from a cross brace, her brown hair blowing about as she swayed gently in the breeze. Her full breasts squeezed unmercifully in a Delphi Press, a device commonly used to punish unruly harem girls. He opened his eyes focusing on her slow trod about the mast, being of Syrian decent, she had an earthy complexion with deep blue eyes; possessing an air about her that gave the appearance of never having worn a stitch of clothing a day in her life. He wondered how many babies she’d birthed, as her breasts still swelled with milk, which again in his mind’s eye seemed to dribble out as the press squeezed them in punishment. He just knew this girl must love to fuck and possessed an incredible amount of stamina; he snapped out of his daydream only to ask, “How long’ll they be trodding about the mast, Hestus?” Marcus asked with a degree of curiosity as he cleared his throat. 


	“Oh…” Hestus looked at the horizon, “Sun’s about ready to go down, as soon as it dips below the horizon, they can rest for a bit, then we’ll fuck’em, yeah, they’ll be good and ready for a fucking, by then for sure. In the mean time, shall we eat, Marcus? I’ll have cook send Bambina and Adria up to serve us, and by the way, I wonder how dear Gretchen is doing?” 


	Marcus sent Bambina to get Gretchen who helped Bambina and Adria to serve the men’s food; as they ate and chatted, the two girls at the mast continued their laborious pace. Marcus licked some of the chicken off his fingers, “Hestus, those timbers do look awfully heavy on those girls…” 


	“Concerned are you Marcus?” Hestus looked up with his eyes over a cup as he drank some wine. 


	Marcus rocked his head, “Not really, just wondering..?” 


	Hestus let out a quick breath through his nostrils, “Needn’t be concerned at all, the timbers weigh about thirty pounds each, or so, but remember these are my oar girls; I guarantee you, Marcus, that they have as strong a set of shoulders as any man. After all, pulling those oars all day makes them very strong, I assure you…” 


	“Well Hestus, I’m also thinking about his flogger, I mean just look at their backs and breasts, stripped red as grapes!” 


	Hestus tossed down a chicken leg on his play, picked up a napkin and wiped his mouth, “Marcus, I can’t believe your concern for these two, they’re just another couple of pain sluts! I mean take a good look at them; if I stop their punishment now, I can guarantee you that they will not be as hot to fuck. 


	Believe me, they really do like to be treated like this, no joke! You should have seen Alonna when I got her back to the ship, her cunt and nipples were so swollen that the second I touched them she almost climaxed; I’m not kidding, Marcus, these girls like the whip used on them. Watch…” 


	The timing was incredible, Marcus saw both girls come around exposing wet clefts. The sun was just about to set as Eboneebus took advantage of Respa’s casual spread of her legs. He brought his flogger in an up and under stroke that Marcus swore he saw a couple of strands disappear between the lips of her sex. 


	She shuddered and quickly turned her head, rolling her eyes back at the Nubian in a mute plea not to punish her there, but still the girl began a climax that turned her into a quivering mass of sweat and moans. Alonna responded in time to close her legs together, but not quickly enough to keep from him from delivering a firm flick which fell across the round globes of her ass leaving a few strands to cling loosely to her glistening curves. She screwed her face up in a grimace of pain which made her jerk her hips a few times, until the strands fell away. 


	Both Hestus and Marcus could see the red welts that formed across Respa’s sex and over Alonna’s ass cheeks. 


	“Okay, Hestus, as usual you are quite right in your knowledge about slave girls, and I must admit that was quite a climax from Respa after she took that whapper square on her sex.” Hestus smiled and raised his hand to have the women released from the punishment. 


	Later on down in Hestus’ cabin Alonna sat in Marcus’ lap as he kneading her well whipped breasts like bread dough; he could see where his fingers touched her turn white then red from sunburn. Gluing his mouth onto her nipple, it tasted hot and felt hard in his mouth. She was riding him like a stallion, and he ordered Gretchen to come over and spread Alonna’s cunt lips wide, then rake her fingernail on Alonna’s clit to make the slut come. Hestus, with his cock well planted up Respa’s ass, suggested to Marcus, “Put it in her ass, Marcus. I really need her for rowing more than breeding. I don’t mind her tits firming up under the oars, but I certainly don’t need her belly swelling like a melon at the same time.” Marcus nodded in agreement, having Gretchen help him turn Alonna around, oil her bung hole and slide it up her guts. She rolled her eyes as he quickly filled her up 


	almost enough to make a knot in the pit of her stomach. 


	Gretchen looked at Alonna as she rubbed more oil onto her breasts, then she just popped out with a stupid blonde question, “You sure have big ones, were you born with em that big?” 


	Adria almost said something, but had the good sense to keep her mouth shut, there was no reason at all for her or anyone else to suffer because this ditzy pregnant little bitch has the knack of asking some really lame questions. Adria rolled her eyes looking at Lira who nodded to her she understood, but it took Alonna a few more seconds to react to Gretchen’s dumb question as she was getting her ass fucked hard by master Marcus, breathlessly she asked, “Humm, aaa, oooh, cooo, ummmph, what did you ask me, honnney..?” 


	Gretchen, holding a weaving needle cause she wanted to fix a spot on Marcus’ 


	tunic, replied as if Alonna had started a discussion about the weather, instead of being fucked in the ass by her master, “Oh, I was just wonderin’ how you got such big ones of these?” Poking Alonna squarely on the nipple with the weaving needle as she said the word ‘these’. Marcus’ eyes bulged as he opened his mouth to let out a scream. 


	Eboneebus had selected a big tittied Nubian bitch to suck his cock, Hestus’ 


	reward for his extra efforts today. Her name is Moon, like other’s of her tribe, she was selected young to be a Luna woman, but because she was caught girl fucking some chick, she ended her career as a Luna girl with a severe stoning on her tits and cunt. 


	Hestus bought her from a stone quarry after he’d seen her getting her titties put through a wringer. Eboneebus found out she that after the Nubian’s dumped her, she’d been everything from a garrison whore to a target in a spike ball game. She was quite young, about eighteen, to have gone through so much. He was kind of proud of her and being of his race, he knew that only a full blooded Nubian girl could take that kind of abuse and end up not much the worse for wear other than her tits hung low; oh, she was also unable to breed. Hestus using her as a galley slave, has improved the lift to her breasts, but there was still room for improvement. Eboneebus sighed quietly thinking to himself, this bitch could sure suck cock. It was then that a blood curdling scream could be heard, it was not a woman’s scream. 


	Moon looked up, stopping her deep slurping action on his cock as a male scream died down in the night. Looking over at Eboneebus, whose eyes were wide with reaction, she asked, “I’ve never heard no slave girl scream like that, but that was definitely a male’s screaming.” Eboneebus nodded and grabbing his tunic, he pointed to Moon, “You stay here, I want to do some serious fucking tonight, girl, understand?” She nodded as he started to go out the door, he turned to her casually saying, “Damn girl, you’se lookin’ kinda pale, you need some sun on that body of yours…” She looked at him kind of taken aback, she then looked at herself lifting up her tits, gave her left nipple a lick, shrugged her shoulders; he smiled as he closed the door. 


	Creaking and grinding could be heard all through the ship as the oars would shift and the ship gently rolled in the waves. Cute toes dangled just above the decking, as Gretchen, Alonna, and Adria hung by their thumbs in the forward storage locker. It was not a nice place to be and here and there the girls could hear a rat scurry in the shadows; all three girls were most unhappy. 


	Gretchen was the first to speak, “I suppose you all think I’m to blame for this…” 


	Alonna, groaned a little bit, some liquid dribbled from her ass, “Look, I really don’t know who you are, 


	other than you belong to the one who was fucking me in the ass, but please be a good girl and be silent, it hurts more if we talk.” 


	Adria, moaned, “I, a, OWW, OH, that hurts. Yeah, peach tits just shut the fuck up, will ya?” 


	Several more minutes passed in silence, it was Gretchen who spoke up again, “Sorry girls, I really feel 


	bad, but… AAA! WOW, that does hurt, oh boy, oh, my, oh, golly…” 


	Alonna rolled her head slowly to one side, “What is it little one?” 


	Gretchen cleared her throat, “As you might have noticed, I’m pregnant.” 


	Adria chided in on this one, sarcastically, “No shit, I thought you were a scientific experiment on growing melons without light!” Alonna chucked and immediately followed it up with a groan. 


	Gretchen replied with what in her mind was a very polite reply, “Oh I get into the light a lot, when the sun comes up. And just this morning in fact, right before Eboneebus drubbed my nipples with his whalebone.” Alonna looked with a strained effort over at Adria, “Are you her friend?” She said cocking her head towards Gretchen who hung between them. 


	Before Adria could reply, Gretchen smiled and nodded, “Yes she is, in fact her and a couple of friends of hers are trying to find out who her mother is and the woman who loved her in the mean time. I gave them a some gold coins to get them to stop making me laugh. Oh, you should have seen this bird, I’d swear…” 


	Adria, with a firm voice, which she really didn’t want to waist her energy on, “That’ll do, cupcake!” 


	Gretchen continued as if no one spoke at all, “... It just few in and landed right on his arm, while he was trying to keep from spilling my pee…” 


	Adria, with definite anger in her voice, almost shouting out, “I SAID, THAT’LL 


	DO, CUPCAKE! AAA! Wow, that hurt, oh my…” 


	Gretchen went silent for a few seconds, “You don’t have to shout, I can hear just fine.” 


	‘THUMP, THUMP’ A noise from the next bulkhead sounded, followed by a shout, “Hey, quiet down in there, you sluts or I’ll have Eboneebus get the rope’s end and bounce a few off those tits of yours, understand.” 


	Alonna swayed gently as the ship rolled and it was all she could to keep from screaming, “See, what you’ve done. Please, girls, keep quiet, I don’t want my tits drubbed on any more. Haven’t they suffered enough?” 


	Alonna’s breasts seemed to jiggle about as she tried to shift her position a little, but only made her thumbs ache even more. She sucked in her breath in near silence and let it out in a very subtle gasp. 


	Chipper as ever, Gretchen piped up, “There was this girl once, I started to tell you before I put that weaving needle in your nipple, and oh, sorry, if I didn’t say it already…” Alonna nodded, smiling she understood. 


	Gretchen continued, “Well, there was this girl on master Flavious’ island who disappeared for about a week, yeah, actually disappeared and not a soul could find her. Well, she all of a sudden about a week later reappeared walking over a hill from the beach. She was telling this odd tale about a bunch of strange men in a cube shaped box taking her in. They handled her all over and poked their fingers here and there in just about everywhere a finger could be poked on a girl. Well, her tits were larger than before she left and her belly was swollen, not as big as mine, but like mine was about three months ago. You know kind of pouch like, lower down, under my belly button. Well, she told this story to master Flavious and the overseer. I don’t think they believed her, because the next day she was hanging on a cross with a wedge between her legs. That hurts to have one of those things rubbing against your clit. Did you ever have that thing between your legs that makes you rub your clitty on it until it gets so sore you just have to come? You know the one I’m talking about…” 


	Adria nodded and rolled her eyes, using almost a whisper, “Yes, bimbo, yes we do, and I think every girl on this ship has popped her cookies on a wedge.” 


	Gretchen, whispering to Adria, “Psst, remember, I’m Gretchen not bimbo, I don’t want her to get confused like the twin guys did that time, you remember don’t you..?” 


	Adria closed her eyes as she spoke softly, “Yes, Gretchen, I do remember and I’m really very certain that 


	Alonna understands your every thought connected here.” She smiled gently at her. 


	Gretchen, relieved, “Whew, that’s a mercy. I was sure we’d be going through that ‘idiot which’ business that Drake did, remember?” 


	Adria, jumped right in, “Yes, I do remember.” 


	Gretchen paused a second, “Well, she just hung there baking in the sun as the rest of us went about our work. Around quitting time, the overseer had gathered us around to watch while he gave her a snakin’; she had her arms and legs drawn wide out to her sides tied to those posts. That was the standard punishment for escape attempts along with earning herself along with the rest of us a dint at the wheel, as bare as the day we were born. Well, she…” Adria interrupted her. 


	“I swear to the gods, Gretchen, if you say ‘well’ at the beginning of a sentence one more fucking time I’m going to scream, understand?” 


	Alonna moaned and added, “Be careful, you know what was said earlier…” 


	Adria came right back, “Yes I do, Alonna, and frankly I’d rather have my breasts beaten with a thick rod than to continue to listen to sweet slit’s chatter box mouth.” 


	There was a long pause, then Gretchen spoke in a softer tone, “As I was saying, nobody believed her about the strange little men; we would talk about it a lot as we slept together…” 


	Alonna asked with a low voice, “You slept with her?” Alonna shook her head a little, “Here I thought you were a cherry little cunt with the girls. Hummm, so you like to rub nipples, clits and do some tongue stuff sugar pie? Hey Adria, you know, I’d like to do some nipple and clitty rubs with her after a hard day at the oars. Even with that little round tummy of hers all snugly and warm. 


	Better than taking a hand shafting from Cobus or a couple of hours getting knobbed with a oar’s end prong.” 


	Adria sniggled, “Yeah, what did I tell ya, she’s a cupcake all right, all innocent and just dripping with girl heat.” 


	Gretchen continued after shifting a little bit uneasy, “Yes, Alonna, we did the girl thing a lot, and you know what, her tits were hard as rocks. She told me that those men inserted some shinny rods directly into her nipples that were hollow or something, but they pumped some stuff into her that made them swell up marble hard and heavy as bricks. Then as she squirmed and wailed at the pain in her breasts, a cold hard tube was inserted into her sex, it went in deep and something sharp stabbed her in her matrix. She said she screamed as something else began to be pumped into her. The little men looked at her and nodded, she said one of them spoke to her asking what her purpose served as a living being. She shook her head telling them she was only a field slave and her purpose was to work and fuck her master. The men removed her from the device that pumped her full of stuff and they led her over to a large glass column. Pointing to her to get inside, she did and they filled it with a warm liquid that made her sleep. When she woke up, she was led into a field where other strange looking females, nude and with heavy breasts and swollen tummies worked hard sweating under the heat of two suns. Most of them were larger than her, and some of them even had six or eight breasts. Two of them looked human enough, but had heads and tails that looked a lot like cats. There was one she said even had three eyes but a large warm mouth and all she wanted to do was suck on her sex. One of the girls, looking very human, befriended her and for that she was punished by being used like an animal, whipped and laboring at a heavy grind stone. Lastly, she was sent over to a place where all the women, were very much human, except they had the sexual anatomy of both males and females and continually fucked themselves all the time.” 


	Both Alonna and Adria seemed to be asleep, but Gretchen continued her story as if the whole world was listening, “Anyway, I believed her story and one day with permission from the overseer, we went over to the beach. Laying on the sand together in the warm sun, she suddenly got awful cramps and began to swell up fast giving birth to a beautiful baby; that simply popped out of her and laid there in the sand. What was amazing, was how fast it grew. It was a girl and before our eyes, it stood up and grew to full womanhood in just a few seconds, then full maturity. I was in complete awe as the woman suddenly went into a full spread-eagle and was just as suddenly being whipped by an invisible whip, then released only to have her belly and breasts swell up hard and full. She then dropped to her knees and putting her arms behind her head bowed in submission, only to stand up again and this time with her arms outstretched she seemed to rise off the ground like she was hanging on a cross. Then she slowly lowered to the sand where she again spread eagled herself only this time the whip-lashing seemed to be more real, leaving large red welts across her back, breasts and sex. Dropping down to her knees she acted as if she was being sexually used. 


	Finally after all this, she laid down on the sand and lifting her legs, she gave birth to another baby, this one strange looking creature, female, but with large opulent eyes that flashed as they blinked and a large sensuous mouth with red lips. Like the other baby, it grew quickly to maturity, with large pads on the middle finger of the hand, which I might add had only three fingers, she put those pads parts on my friend’s bulbing nipples causing her to start to screaming. I hollered screaming for the creature to let her go. My friend wailed and begged for the creature to stop punishing her breasts. All I could do was watch as I saw my friends breasts seemingly go flat on her chest, almost taking her breath away, she fainted dead away. The creature never took her eyes off her, finally lifting up the flabby skin that had stretched under the weight of her inflated breasts, the female creature looked at me and gave a very innocent grin, she then put her pads back on my friends breasts and just as quickly her breasts filled back up to normal. This time when she pulled her padded fingers off, I got a glimpse of a thin, shinny rod going back inside her fingers. 


	Looking I saw two holes, one in each center of my friend’s nipples. The creature smiled again at me and looked at my friend as it licked the lips of its full mouth seductively. Using the pads on its fingers once more, I looked into its face as its pad folded itself over my clit. I saw it do the same to my friend, then with a blinding flash, my mind exploded with flashes, of light and places like I’ve never seen, cat girls dancing under the whip, pregnant women giving birth, and a roar of sights and sounds filled my very soul. I only recall waking up with my friend on top of me, her sex molded to mine and her nipples tip to tip with my own. The little seductive female creature was gone, and do you know what?” 


	There was a long pause, Alonna stirred first then Adria, it was Adria who spoke, “The silence woke me up, did she stop talking yet? Is it morning yet, what..?” 


	Alonna shuddered enough to make her moan, “No, I don’t think so, I heard someone asking me a question, was that you Adria?” 


	Adria shook her head as she whispered, “No.” 


	Gretchen smiled, “It was me again…” The others rolled their eyes, “You know, I’m pregnant and I really have to pee somethin bad, any suggestions?” 


	Adria, sarcastic again, “Oh, you do, well wait a minute while I go get master Hestus. For the love of the gods girl, we are hanging here as punishment, buck naked by our thumbs swaying with the ships roll, oh hell, just spread your legs and let it flow, you simple minded little shit. We wouldn’t be here if you hadn’t have made a goofy poke at her nipple with a weaving needle. So what’s a little pee amongst friends anyway, right?” 


	Gretchen sounding defensive, “Well, you don’t have to be snotty about it, all I want to do is pee; after all, I told you a very deep secret about my friend and I and well, all you do is criticize me. All, you do is point out how I caused her to jump folding my master’s cock in half. Everything would have been fine, except you had to holler something that made Respa jump doing the same thing to master Hestus’ cock, and well…” 


	Alonna inserted a simple thought, “Here we are hanging by our thumbs and no sex. 


	What was that you said earlier, Adria about having your nipples beaten with a rod, well, frankly I’d like that. I get so hot when my breasts are being whipped, specially after a grilling day in the sun. If we made some noise, maybe that big black 


	Nubian stud would come in her and wallop my titties so hard that I could come just hanging here. Cupcake…” Gretchen interrupted her, “Gretchen, my name is Gretchen if you please.” 


	Alonna cocked her head to one side a small amount, “Okay, Gretchen if you please, you tell a hot story and I’m sure you and your master can get off nicely with it, but I want some real, hard on my tits, up my cunt, rim my bung, smack my ass pain; I’m talking the real mean, the real stuff big orgasms are made of, wedge squirming, bull whipping, crucifying pain. Piss on the deck, girl, until your pee hole wheezes, but just let get me tit whipped and fucked before I go to sleep. Do you think that’s asking too much, Adria?” 


	Adria, just as firm and wide awake, “Nope, sounds fine to me!” All the two dark hared girls could hear was a wet spatter coming from a sprawl legged pregnant blonde, relieving herself on the deck. They looked as best their position would allow; Adria and Alonna looked at each other and replied at the same time, “Where does she keep it all?” Gretchen smiled sheepishly, relieved as the piss poured out of her. 


	Adria looked past Gretchen talking in a calm, firm voice to Alonna, “I promises you, Alonna, I really do here and now as Mars is my witness, I’m going to kick this little bitch in the ass before she leaves the ship, I mean it!” 


	Gretchen just looked up, relieved slightly, “What was that you said, I was too busy figuring out what I was going to say after I’d finished peeing. Is something wrong? Did I miss something?” 


	Alonna looked at her in astonishment, then over at Adria who said, “I mean it!” 


	Alonna nodded she understood as her eyes grew wide. 


	Hestus sat with his legs crossed looking at Marcus, who also sat with his legs crossed. The two men just 


	stared about shifting this way and that, Lira and Nita sat on their knees in silence. It was Hestus who spoke first in a almost falsetto tone of voice, “You all right, ahem…” He cleared his voice, which improved it, “Are you all right now, Marcus?” 


	Marcus coughed a bit, gave off a deep clearing to his throat, “AH, ahem…” Then his first words came out with the same falsetto tone, “Yes, I am… Ahem, excuse me, ahem, boy that hurts a bit, yes I’m doing much better now, thank you, master Hestus.” 


	The two girls kneeling, did all they could to keep from laughing, as it would go awful on them if they did and they knew it, but everything just happened so fast. The look on Eboneebus’ face made it all; never in their lives; did either of them see a broken boner before, it was just awful. 


	Hestus had a keen sense of things and just knew if he didn’t do something about the girls reactions that he’d be quite embarrassed, so he sent them off on an extended errand. The two girls arrived in his cabin, quickly checked to see if anyone was near and fell onto the bed in full hysterics, “Oh, damn damn double damn, Nita did you see the lump on master Marcus’ cock? It was that thick!” Lira just about flew into hysterics again. 


	Nita still giggling, shook her head no, “Oh, Jupiter, no, but I think I saw the one Respa left on our master. 


	The naughty cunt, I was glad they took her back to the oars, she deserves to row all night sitting on a those large pegs. The bitch, specially when she started laughing at it, oh, that the gods she did, I think it saved us all.” 


	Lira laid with her back on the bed, making hand gestures as she spoke, “You know, it all happened so fast I could hardly think, in fact I’m still a bit sketchy about what actually started it, aren’t you?” 


	Nita laying beside her, used her hands as well, “Actually I did see part of it, it started out with something that simple simon blonde twerp…” 


	Lira inserted quickly, “Excuse me, blonde twerp? Hey blonde twerp, look who’s calling the kettle black here, but unless something just drastically happened to our hair we are both blondes! I don’t consider myself a twerp!” 


	Nita looked at her, cocking her head to one side, “You’re a twerp, Lira and a blonde sex slut to boot!” 


	Lira took offense, “You worthless bitch, shove this up your cunt..!” Lira shoved the fuck finger in Nita’s face about an inch from her nose; she got really pissed off at that. 


	Up on deck, Hestus and Marcus reviewed the whole damn affair, “Marcus I must apologize for all this shit. If you’d been fucking Alonna in the cunt you wouldn’t be hurting now.” 


	“Oh, Hestus, sure but look at yourself, Respa did the same thing to you. 


	Actually it was that little cunt of 


	mine, she’s a delight, but dammit all, she such a simpleton.” 


	Hestus nodded, “I’ll send for Eboneebus and have him let the girls down, but Respa will row all night. Let’s go down to my cabin and start over, as long as you’re up to it?” 


	Marcus gave him ‘a go along it’ with frown, “Yeah, but I think we need to keep it in their cunts; their asses are just too tight and well, I’m still a little bit sore…” He patted himself gently, “And Hestus, tell Eboneebus to send Gretchen to my cabin, I think she’s been involved enough with things today.” 


	Hestus smiled. 


	Hestus and Marcus were laughing arm on shoulder as the cabin door opened. The insides of it were a mess; Hestus’ eyes focused on the two blonde slave girls in full grips with each other. The men looked at each other then back at the girls, who’d frozen in position, knowing they’d been caught. 


	It was mid morning on the main deck, a wet ‘THUIP’ sound was heard followed by another similar wet sounding ‘THEWIP’. The second sound was heard almost over the top of a woman’s scream. The pattern of sounds continued, as a kneeling Gretchen counted aloud as she put a white stone into a basket, “Twelve.” It was quickly followed by Adria’s identical action, counting, “Fourteen.” 


	Hestus leaned towards the rail of the steering deck, looking down on his two blonde slave girls standing nude, bound facing each other in as wide an ‘X’ as anatomy permitted about five feet apart. Alonna and Respa, also quite naked, were whipping the girls with single tail, braided whips, Alonna whipped Lira while Respa whipped Nita. The girls jerked and twisted about with each whiplash as best as their bondage would permit; they were quite immobile actually, allowing only their heads to toss about as they vocalized their hurt. Cobus and Eboneebus stood by with their arms folded across their chests, naked, supervising the slave’s whipping. 


	Hestus looked at Marcus who also watched from the rail, he casually flipped his hand towards the girls being whipped, “I hate to punish them like this, Marcus, but the truth of the matter is, I just have had it with some of their sorry ass shit. First a nearly broken cock to both of us then this fighting going on in my cabin, and the mess. Well, that’s it, by the gods, these two will go up in the rigging for the day, even when we pull into Flavious’ island.” 


	“Hestus, you pull into port with those two up there showing off their welts, I know you’ll make an impression on Flavious. If I’m not mistaken, he’ll want to buy them from you.” Marcus smiled trying to cheer him up as best he could. 


	Mumbling to himself, obviously displeased with the women, “Yeah, well he can have the lot of them on trade for some of his healthy field girls… Oh, shit what’s the use..!” He stepped away. 


	Marcus followed him a few steps as Hestus went over near the girl steering, it was the Nubian girl Moon, Marcus noticed that she was nude, “I thought you let the girls doing duty at the rudder wear a smock or tunic?” 


	Hestus looked at her then in a moment of frustration replied, “That’s another thing, Eboneebus came to me earlier wanting Moon here to do her duty bare ass. 


	He said she needed to get some sun because she was looking pale. Honest to Gods, Marcus does this little bitch look pale to you? Common man, she’s a bloody Nubian for the sake of Mars!” His frustration was reaching a boiling point and both Moon and Marcus knew it. 


	Marcus tried to soothe his friend’s obvious thin nerves, “It’ll all turn out well, Hestus, trust me it will.” He patted his shoulder, and looking at Moon changed the subject a bit, “She’s pretty young to have such sagging tits, what happened to her?” 


	Moon swallowed hard, maintaining her focus on the course, Hestus looked at her and then at Marcus, he almost jumped again, but calmed down a bit, “She was bred to be a Luna girl, you know a ceremonial sex slave; although she’s got the biggest jugs on her for a Luna girl, usually the Nubians keep big tit girls as milk cows. Anyway, she has a taste for young girls, and one day she was caught with the chief’s daughter. He had her strung up first by her ankles and her cunt filled up with sun heated pebbles. With a belly full of them, the girl’s older sisters beat her senseless with discipline sticks. When they got tired of that, he had her hung up by her thumbs and her breasts flailed with river stones sewn up into bulls pizzles. When I first saw her, she was working at a stone quarry near Foubos, where the overseer had her breasts rolled between a couple of round wringers I think that’s what he called them?” Scratching his jaw, “They were pretty sad looking, but frankly a remarkable improvement in their shape and lift has occurred as long as she pulls the oars.” Hestus felt better telling that story. Moon breathed a quiet sigh of relief, as the last time master Hestus was angry with her, Cobus hauled her up by her breasts and left her hanging for an hour; she didn’t like it at all. 


	The whipping going on the main deck could still be heard, as Marcus began to coax him towards the rail, 


	“You know Hestus, this scene is really very erotic, at least I think so, to watch a couple of naked slave girls getting whipped by another couple of naked slave girls. It makes my juices flow, so to speak…” Marcus smiled back at Hestus who slowly made a grin. His eyes rolling over to watch the scene below. 


	When the whipping was completed, Hestus ordered Lira and Nita spread in the rigging. Cobus and Eboneebus completed their work with skill. Cobus rubbed his cock on Nita’s bare pussy, leaning down to her he yanked some of her hair and in her face he spoke softly, “I’ll be back.” 


	Below decks, back in Hestus’ cabin, Marcus was fucking Alonna in her cunt. He twisted her nipples as he made her ride gently on his cock. He was ready to come in her as he leaned close to whisper in her ear, “I see you were pierced for rings at one time…” 


	Hestus interrupted him as Respa hip motion made his cock feel good, “Marcus, you know, Alonna’s nipples look ripe for some clips and weights, wouldn’t you say you?” Marcus nodded as he was really fucking her good now. Hestus indicated for Adria to get a pair of clover clips with a couple of Nubian girl stones, and to attach them to Alonna’s nipples. She obeyed her master and in no time at all, the clips with fist sized stones dangled on the ends of Alonna’s hard nipples. 


	She shook her head a couple of times in a vain effort to control the pain, actually she did quite well with them, better that either of the men thought she would, Marcus whispered in her ear, “Hurt, don’t they girl?” Marcus lifted her breasts from underneath and rocked them enough to make the clips and weights bobble about, as she ground her hips massaging his cock. 


	Just as he let them go, she sucked in some air and lifted her arms up and back, reaching for his hair, she softly moaned, “Yes, sir. Most sharply, sir, they burn, oh, cooo…” 


	“I could have them rawhided, you know… While you stand on deck taking a whipping like the one you were giving to Lira this morning.” 


	“Oh, oh… Sir, I oh… AAA...” Alonna was working towards a climax. 


	“Yes, my lovely Alonna, a hard single tail lashing with the end stinging your bare sunburned nipples, as you squirm and writhe under the whip!” 


	Alonna gasped, “AAA!” He could feel her quiver on his cock. 


	“Okay, Adria remove the clips.” Alonna took in a deep breath then let it out, “Oww… Oh…” 


	Marcus smiled, “Good, now Adria get the lace and get into position there; now when I nod to you, I want you to lace Alonna’s titties and don’t stop until I tell you to, understand?” Adria smiled her understanding and took up her position; when Marcus nodded she drew her arm back sideways and laced Alonna’s breasts with it. He felt her quiver on his cock as her large boobs swayed from side to side with the impact of the lace. She sucked in her breath and gasped almost mutely. Again, Adria slashed her with it; Alonna put her arms behind her head giving Adria better targets. 


	Hestus nearly ready to come in Respa’s sex, “Oil’em first, Marcus, it makes the lace cling a little, giving it more of a sting, she likes that, trust me.” 


	Hestus advised; Marcus nodded for her to oil Alonna’s breasts. Alonna’s body loomed brazenly nude as she rode Marcus’ cock; her bullet tipped breasts bouncing and swaying as she ground her hips firmly into Marcus’ lap. Marcus ordered Adria to give Alonna another stroke, it was a lazy one; it made a sifting sound like she’d struck it against a full bladder of water. The round strands slithered across her twin treasures, clinging there because of the oil. 


	Slowly Adria drew it back raking the lace’s rough strands wickedly across Alonna’s puffy nipples. Alonna shook her head and twisted her torso back and forth a few times. The combined action of her twisting and the action of the whip made her breasts jutter and sway obscenely, like something a whore might do to attract a customer, only more pronounced. She tossed her head back, letting a pitiful gasp, “AAA!” 


	Marcus gripped her wrists tightly, feeling her cunt tighten around his cock. 


	Again he nodded to Adria, who applied another lazy stroke, which made its mark across her rock hard nipples; clinging briefly to her summits like glue. The sting made Alonna’s cunt tighten making her shudder and whimper as Marcus fucked her. 


	“Now, Adria whip her hard, drag the strands across her nipples, blister’em good!” 


	“Yes, sir.” With her own nipples rock hard and throbbing, she thought about the effect the lash must be having on Alonna’s sun scorched nipples, as she undulated on Marcus’ lap. It made her cunt dripping wet just to think about it, let alone be a part of the action. To herself, she recalled how often she’d felt the sting of raw leather across her own sensitive nipples. For most of Hestus’ 


	girls, a breast lashing was not uncommon, in fact, as the girls became more acquainted with Hestus’ rules they quickly learned that it was the preferred method of punishment. Adria knew Alonna found it exciting to be whipped on the breasts, especially following a day in the sun, and by now her nipples must be vibrating! 


	The lash stung again and again as it slithered across Alonna’s glistening breasts, making a thudding impact on her nipples with its punishing bite. Marcus brought Alonna’s wrists together behind her back and with his free hand he grabbed her hair, “Come you galley slut! Come, come! Come!” 


	“Yes, sir, oh, I’m coming, oh, my nipples, oh, you’re whipping my nipples so hard; whip them harder! Harder, Adria! HARDER, AAA! I want the whip on my breasts and your cock in my cunt, whip my big hard breasts, whip them harder! 


	WHIP THEM..! AAARRRGGGHHH!!!” 


	While Adria whipped Alonna’s nipples as hard as she could, Marcus flooded Alonna’s cunt with his hot cream; he pumped it full to overflow onto the deck. 


	He felt her slide down a little further, just enough for the tip of his cock to find a narrow little opening deep inside of her; he squirted one large spew that emptied into her very deeply. Marcus nodded for Adria to stop the whipping and rub her hard nipples against Alonna’s; she was eager to please master Marcus with this request. Leaning towards her, she made square contact against Alonna’s firm 


	nipples. Rubbing her swollen buds back and forth, Adria would flatten her breasts heavily against Alonna large tits, this caused her to moan deeply, as Adria fingered herself to climax. 


	Hestus looked at Respa, standing freshly fucked naked under the overhead beam of his cabin; her big breasts heaved as she struggled slightly against the strut arching against her back, her wrists attached to the end. With her legs spread indecently wide, she displayed a fuck swollen clitoris, peeking red from between the hairless lips of her sunburned cleft. Several red lines crossed her breasts and the smooth curves of her come wet sex, fresh as compared to the ones placed there by her earlier punishment at the mast. 


	Hestus loved to deliver a sound strapping to his slave girls after he’d fucked’em. He would always make them stand spread legged, with their backs on a strut, so they could present their breasts to him. Respa looked quite sunburned from the day before, the rough side of the leather made her skin tingle as he drug the single banded strap across her already sore nipples. Adria was ordered to coat Respa with a layer of oil that made her glisten brazenly the glow of the evening lamp. Adria gave her master a couple of playful tugs on his cock, as he took up a new position to one side of Respa; with an easy side arm stroke he curled the leather strap across her both of her quivering bullet tipped breasts. 


	It made a sound like that of water being struck, clinging for a few seconds as her breasts absorbed the lash; Hestus drew it back across her nipples, as if to make them pay for their 


	obscene exposure. Respa sucked in a gulp of air, tossing her head back, she gasped a pitiful wail, “AAA!” 


	Hestus drew his whip back and forth across both of her nipples, again she tossed her head back, choking back a whimper; her breasts juddered visibly. Taking another stance, he delivered Respa another square strike across both her nipples, making this one cling for a while. She bit her lower lip trying to keep her composure as long as she could, but Hestus was a cruel master dragging it off causing a wicked chafe on her nips, enough to make her stomp her foot. 


	Shaking her head she whimpered and sobbed a little, giving Hestus a reason to gag her with a bit, and tie her hair back to the strut. He snapped his fingers for Adria to get his switch. 


	Hestus looked at his lovely slave girl, struggling with her back arched against the dark strut, her head back and a bit gag in her mouth. He fondled her breasts slapping them and kneading them like loves of un-baked dough. With his thumb and forefinger, he pinched her nipples hard enough to make her suck her breath in and exhale against the gag, with a gurgle. Fondling her breasts again, he felt them grow tense under his hand, she was ripe for the stripe. No disappointments at all; Respa closed her eyes only a second and in that time the thin switch sliced the air, impacting just above the aureole of her nipples. On sun sensitive skin, this pain is god awful to endure; bucking and bouncing against the strut, her breasts rolled about totally out of control, he heard her teeth chink on the bit as she vented her pain against the steel bit, “NAAA!” 


	He liked that one, so another was in order and it landed with lightning speed, making her buck and jerk, she tried to lift her foot again, but no avail, her eyes blinked as she stared up into the overhead, the bit muted out another wail of pain, “OOAAA!” On the chord of the squeal, she held very still, then gave a couple of quick jerks to her breasts and ass, as she snorted through her flaring nostrils. 


	“You know Marcus, I’ll wager this one will pop another climax under this switch?” Hestus had that familiar look on his face that Marcus knew everything was all right. 


	“Hestus, you’re on, but I would like to fuck her whither I win or lose, how about it?” 


	Hestus nodded and readied himself for another, holding up his finger indicating Marcus to watch closely. Flicking his arm back he landed the switch directly across her nipples. Even from his position, Marcus could see the switch indent Respa’s hard buds. It almost looked like slow motion as it fell catching them both directly on their red tips, the thin limb seemed to mold itself to the shapes of her breasts. Respa’s eyes grew wide then squinted tight as the pain exploded on the tips of her breasts. Adria closed her eyes knowing full well the stroke bit like the jaws of hell, she put the palms of her hands over her own nipples, as Alonna winced. Using as much motion as the binding in her hair permitted, Respa rocked her head from side to side, in mute protest of the awful stroke, she choked against the bit as she did; this one really hurt, as she let out a choked wail, “NAARRAAGGHHUUPP! HAUGHAAAP! AAA!” She struggled to get some control of herself, but not enough to keep her from peeing; this discussed Hestus who bitch slapped her tits a few more times which didn’t do them any good at all to soothe the pain. In even further anger, he pointed his finger at Adria and barked an order, “Get those clover clips and bring’em here, now! You, Alonna, don’t just stand there gawking with your fat tits bobbling about, get me the Zulu slut stones, and be quick about it or you’ll take her place. Marcus go ahead and fuck her now, I want her to suffer these,” He dangled the clips and the fist sized prickle rocks, “Right after a fresh fucking, so fuck her good and full…” He was in one of those moods again, Adria shivered. 


	It was early afternoon as Hestus’ galley approached the docks at Flavious’ 


	Island; one of the first things that caught Marcus’ eye was the dockside whipping of a large breasted blonde. Gretchen said the girl looked like Valanna, one of Flavious’ Arena girls assigned to work on the docks, helping unload the cargo from arriving galleys. Her wrists had been corded and drawn up to an over-head ring mounted on a brace, ‘L’ style from a piling pole. Stripped bare ass naked, she tugged and struggled against her bondage, making her ample breasts swaying and bouncing as she yanked on the rope holding her wrists up drawn. 


	Gretchen noticed Asalm overseeing the slaves working at the docks, he was wearing a crotch pouch and sandals; he uncoiled his black whip as the ship bumped the dock at the bow. The women at the oars shifted them inboard, as the galley’s stern made a thump contacting the other end of the dock. Asalm looked up in the rigging to see a couple of spread eagled big tittied blondes, looking well fucked and voluptuously bare; soaking up the early afternoon sun while nakedly displayed for everyone on the docks, he smiled thinking to himself the two must be humiliated revealed like that. 


	Asalm brought the whip snaking around Valanna’s nudity, Marcus could just hear the sound of the leather slapping on the girl’s glistening skin. He saw her toss her head back and let out a scream, “AAH!” One stroked followed another as he whipped the girl without concern for her vanity or stature in the Arena. Now, she was nothing more that a naughty slave girl who needed punishment and that was that; a punishment she would receive by being whipped, naked in the sun. 


	“I should have you strung up like that my dear, after that ‘big tits business’ 


	you pulled off this trip.” 


	Gretchen interrupted him, “Master, do I deserve such a lashing? Look at the way he’s snaking it around her breasts, it’s terribly hot out here and she’s looking quite sunburned, sir…” 


	“Oh, now we’re concerned about the Sun are we, little one? What about those two up there?” He points to Nita and Lira openly sweltering in the hot sun, “Besides, you’re looking a bit sun pink yourself, maybe you’d like to take her place?” 


	Gretchen poo- pooed his idea, “Oh, master, I’m pregnant; if he missed and coiled that whip around my belly, I might loose our child…” 


	Marcus smiled to himself as he said, “Hum, methinks, you’re manipulating your master, eh?” 


	“Oh, sir, no I would gladly take her place were it not for my condition… Did I not go into the rigging and have my nipples drubbed by that Nubian; I did it just for you?” Marcus rubbed his jaw; his eyes still fixed on the blonde beauty being lashed on the dock. Gretchen asked concerned, “Master, do I displease you?” 


	He still kept his gaze on the girl being snaked by Asalm, then slowly he looked at his Gretchen, “Ever been with her, you know, girl girl stuff?” Gretchen lowered her eyes, “Once, master, we were field girls then. It was on a hot afternoon, like this one, during the mid afternoon break, at the harvest wheel. 


	She and I… Well, we, went over to some bushes, took off our work tunics and girled each other; you know rubbed our pussies together, so hard that I actually felt her clit rubbing on mine; though her breasts are not as big as some girls, she’s got really nice nipples. Well, as you can see for yourself, Master, she’s quite well built… Anyway, Asalm discovered us, and I don’t have to tell you that Master Flavious has rules about open sex in the fields. We were good workers and allowed to wear clothing, not like the punished bitches from the arena.” 


	“Okay, Gretchen, I don’t need a story to imagine what happened to you two. Asalm caught you, and punished you both right?” 


	“Yes, Master, and well he…” 


	“Whipped the pair of you and then made you girl each other for several hours, right?” 


	“Kind of, sort of sir, he… Well, he…” 


	“He what, Gretchen, he did what..?” 


	“Well, sir, he made us gam each other while under the paddle by a couple of bare water girls; I was spread eagle, upright and Valanna was spread eagle inverted; we were forced against one another, so that her tongue was in my pussy and mine was in hers. We did that for more than three hours, but I thought he was going to make us girl fuck, you know kind of like…” Gretchen took the fingers of each hand and made scissors signs crossing them together, touching at the apex of the ‘V’, Marcus nodded he understood the position, “... that! Well, every time Paula would paddle my ass, it would make me lunge against Valanna’s tongue, and when Ophelia would paddle Valanna’s ass, it would make her lunge against my tongue. It was very humiliating to be made to do that while being paddled like a couple of brats, master, but I came, lots of times actually…” 


	“I’ll just bet you did. That Asalm has imagination, indeed…” The whip coiled itself around Valanna making her jerk and twist, as her vocals echoed about the busy dock, as Marcus lifted his arm up indicating for her to follow him, she nodded, understanding his wish. 


	She was following her master about four paces behind, when all of a sudden she felt a firm kick in the ass. Hard enough to make her jump and yelp a second. 


	Looking around she muttered, “What the fuck..?” she saw the two girls near her still working with their heads down. Noticing she’d fallen behind her master by about ten paces, she started to scurry to catch up when she caught a facial glimpse of one of the working girls; a frown formed on her lovely face as she started to say something, when her master called, “Common Gretchen, say good-bye to your friends later!” Marcus stood with his hands on his hips, motioning for her to come along. 


	She turned towards her master and quickened her pace to catch up, then as she got to a point closer to him, looking back an pointing to the two women still bent over working, she asked, “Did you see what that one…” He interrupted her, “I said, let’s go, you can say your farewells later.” He turned motioning her forward. She looked at him and back at the two women, who stopped for a moment standing up; bare ass and with her hands on her hips, Adria leaned towards Gretchen slightly and stuck her tongue out snotty nose like. Gretchen’s eyes grew wide as she was taken aback slightly. The other woman, Alonna, just as naked as the day she was born, stood up putting her left hand under her tit and with her right hand formed a fuck finger; licking her lips she put it in her mouth working it in and out then pointing it back at Gretchen. Slowly, she brought it down sticking it in her cunt closing her eyes and working her hips like she was fucking it; then, just as slowly, she brought it up and mouthed the words, ‘I want to fuck you, cream-puff’ as she put both hands now under her breasts and shook them back and forth in a very obscene way. 


	Gretchen, again wide eyed with an ‘Ohomm, I’m gonna tell’ look on her face, saw that her master had just picked up a little more distance on her, she scurried after him, shouting, “Master, oh master, please wait, you should have seen what t I just saw..!” He held up his hand in a shake and never looked back, “That fine, my girl, just come along, it can wait; it can wait..!” 


	A Funny Thing Is Happening To The Girls In The Fields “Marcus it’s wonderful to see you again, my old friend!” Flavious greeted Marcus with a hug, he was his best friend in Rome; with times like they are, friends like Marcus are very much needed. 


	“Flavious! Always my deepest pleasure to be on your fantastic island. Look, here’s a little blonde bundle that you might remember…” 


	Flavious’ eyes went bright and a bit apprehensive, “Gretchen, ha ha, you’re looking very… Ripe?” Flavious feels her belly, rolls his eyes over to his friend, ” Marcus, you old dog you, I see you’re keeping the little bitch bare ass, an poppin’ fresh plump, ‘eh?” Nudging his friend as he shook his head, “She’s well disciplined I take it?” 


	Marcus went serious, “Flavious, we’re two days late as I’m afraid we ran short of water, and well, Hestus was afraid we’d run out; he’s a cautious fellow as you know…” 


	“I’d rather you be here and well, late than not at all maybe caught in some storm, dying of thirst. Hestus, you are a good man to think of my friends, being careful with your crew, and my cargo. I will reward you with ten extra pieces of gold for your concerned efforts. But, this will be your last voyage for me if you’re late again, understand?” 


	“Lord Flavious, you are most generous, and indeed my most valuable customer. I will make sure to be on schedule in the future…” Hestus wasn’t ready for a challenge from Flavious, he knew he wouldn’t win. 


	“Yes, well, lets get to the house, Marcus. Oh, Hestus you and six selected guests are invited to my evening meal and entertainment. Just be sure that two of them are those blondes you have baking to a turn up there; as for the others, make positive they are bare ass and have big tits, will you. For now, however, see to my cargo, Asalm will make sure it is handled with care once it’s on the dock; at least as soon as he’s finished whipping that slut Valanna.” 


	Hestus appraised Asalm’s actions. “Yes, it will be as you ordered, lord Flavious.” 


	“Oh, Hestus, that special stone wedge is to be taken to my bed chambers so please tell Asalm to put Valanna on that crew moving the thing there, wait a second,” Flavious listens for few seconds, noticing the whipping has stopped, “I think he’s finished I’ll tell him myself…” Hestus nodded graciously. 


	Flavious and Marcus chatted briefly as they descended the gang plank; Marcus looking at Valanna’s sultry features as they approached her suspended nudity. 


	Asalm drew his arm back for another whip stroke which he applied across her breasts, curling it around to make a dull ‘THUD’ in the middle of her back. She heaved her chest against the braid, which seemed to cling a second or two, with her head tossed back, she wailed a deeply hoarse female gasp, “AAA!” 


	Asalm drew his whip back to strike her again, when Flavious interrupted him, “Asalm, I see you are about finished with this one, she’s looking well streaked and quite punished…” Flavious appraised the lovely nudity hanging limply by her up drawn and crossed wrists; her back, breasts and buttocks were quite well striped. 


	“Ah, master,” He bowed, “I caught her playing with herself again; she has a nasty tendency to waist time 


	putting her fingers to her sex. So I felt a lesson with my whip was in order, sir.” His eye catches the lovely nude and quite pregnant Gretchen; since the last time he’d seen her, she’d obviously gotten some sun on this voyage. Looking up at Hestus’ rigging he saw the two big tittied blondes soaking up the rays; it was nothing for his imagination to place Gretchen up there, equally spread… 


	“Yes, Asalm, but I think she’s been sufficiently punished, and there is a ship to unload. Among its cargo, 


	is a special wedge device, made of obsidian glass, and carved to perfection. I want it delivered to my bed chambers, make sure Valanna is on that crew. When it’s in place, have Lydia bath her then you can help her to put this one,” He gestures to Valanna, “Securely astride its crest, understand? I want her left with me for a few days, so that I can work on her discipline, right Marcus?” 


	Marcus nodded without reservation. 


	“Most surely, master, your orders will be obeyed.” Asalm nodded. 


	Flavious smiled, “Good, I knew I could trust you…” Flavious looked at him, then up at the girls spread bare in the sun, “They interest you don’t they?” He didn’t allow him to reply, “Me too. Frankly, I’d love to put them in the arena; if I know Hestus’ thinking, those two were fighting and that’s why they’re up there. I want them to fight for me, Marcus. I will discuss them at tonight’s meal… Asalm, you may get your wish to use them, if Hestus gives me the opportunity to own them! Okay, enough wishing, Marcus, lets go, get our bath…” 


	Flavious and Marcus with Gretchen in tow started toward the main house. Gretchen stole a moment to console her whipped friend, “Valanna! You’ve been terribly whipped; ooo, how have you been?” 


	“G-Gretchen, oh, I, honey… My nipples hurt so…” Before she could continue, Asalm snapped his whip at Gretchen, not striking her but scaring her away, “Get along there big belly, quickly now! Scurry back to your master and the cool luxury of the house; this girl’s got work to do! Go on, hurry, be quick now!” 


	Asalm took a fist full of Valanna’s lovely blonde hair, he yanked her head back, “Enjoy the chat? Well enjoy this!” With those words, he uncoiled his whip and gave Valanna a firm stroke across her bouncing bare breasts; then tossing down his whip he took both of her nipples between his thumbs and index fingers giving them a firm squeeze, immediately followed by a quick twist, to which Valanna squealed, “AAA! Oh! NO! AAA!” 


	“Hurts, doesn’t it; are they sunburned or whip-burned?” He shrugged, “I guess it really doesn’t matter, now does it? No…” Asalm looks up and squints at the sun beating down on the naked girl, “If I didn’t have new orders from master Flavious, I’d leave you standing here for a couple of more hours; you know soaking up more of the sun on those red puffy nips of yours! Like those two up there…” Asalm pointed up to the two girls in Hestus’ rigging. 


	Valanna, moaned and rolled her head back and over to her right letting it rest on her right shoulder. Asalm kicked her feet apart so that she was now standing with up drawn wrists and her legs spread obscene and loosely apart. He motioned to another girl to get him a dock pole and a couple of lengths of cord; it took him only a few moments to tie her ankles to each end of the pole, leaving her legs spread apart. Picking up his whip, Asalm flicked it twice, both times catching her squarely on her smooth bare pussy, she jerked and tossed her head back, “AAA!” The last stroke made the ropes on her ankles creak in strain, as he’d whipped her directly on her clit. 


	It was a short while that Valanna baked bare in the hot sun, cruelly exposed; her nipples fairly exploding off her chest from the sound whipping they’d just received. 


	It was time to unload the wedge; Melon, a sultry half Nubian half Asyerian girl, had been sent to release Valanna. While she untied her ankles she saw how swollen Valanna’s clit had become, “You look ready to pop, girl!” Melon licked her lips and looked up at Valanna. “Oh, please Melon, please, please pop me. Oh, by the gods, Melon, my nipples tingle so bad, I’ve been trying to cum, but they’re so scorched…” 


	“You just relax, let Melon take you there, sweetcakes…” With those words, Melon dropped to her knees and put her mouth on Valanna’s wet cunt, bringing her fingers up, she tweaked Valanna’s nipples. It only took a few licks and a couple of squeezes before Valanna slid into an orgasm. She jerked, gasped, moaning and groaning in complete ecstasy as her body began to sweat almost as much as she did under the lash. A pair of watching brown eyes looked at the sexual spectacle on the dock; Asalm nodded to himself. With a snap of his fingers a runner made his way toward the main house, he would await his return. 


	After the runner returned with a note from Flavious; Asalm opened it and read its words carefully, looking at the dispatch; he smiled to himself, it’d been a long time since he’d had to put Melon under the lash. He scratched his chin, later this afternoon, on master’s verandah… 


	“AAA! Thirty six.” The lash snaked out whipping Melon, spread naked in the glow of the late afternoon sun. 


	“AAA! OH! GA… Thirty seven.” Again it sliced the air slithering in an evil coil around Melon’s dark nudity. 


	“AAA! NO! NOT-T... Thirty eight.” The lashed whirred as it cut the air; it seemed to coil twice around the spread beauty. 


	“AAA! I-I-I AAA! Thirty nine.” Melon replied breathlessly looking back over her shoulder. In a final stroke that hissed as it sliced the air, slithering twice around her large firm breasts, making them bounce and quiver; he pulled it away causing her hefty twin mounds to swayed gently, the braid raked across her nipples almost hard enough to cause blisters, “AAA! OH, GODS, PLEASE! AAA! AAA! 


	STOP, stop, I can’t go on…” She gasped and shivered all the while she begged. 


	“Count cunt licker! Or I’ll start all over again!” Asalm shouted. 


	“Wedge her Asalm, after she’s counted a full forty, that should teach her some respect. If you have to start over; go get the chafe and go to work on those nipples of hers… Oh, my, I’m not sure if your whip made them blister like that or if she’s just had too much sun. I say Asalm, these Nubians with their dark skin and hard breasts, make it difficult to detect a blister, but take a look…” 


	Asalm leaned closer to her taking a look, sure as certain both of her nipples bubbled up a ruby red cone that formed a sore looking tip on her already swollen nipples, “Master, I think those are caused just as much by the sun as the whip…” He touched the tip of her left nipple which made her jerk and suck in her breath. Asalm nodded then cocked his head to one side, “Personally, master, I think she can take at least twenty or so on them with the chafe, even facing the sun like she is now and they won’t pop. After all, sir, I’ve never split a nipple yet…” He smiled. 


	Flavious smiled knowing full well the girl was growing more and more uneasy at the thought of her tender nipples being smacked with a strip of dried coarse leather, “You’re right, and there’s still plenty of late afternoon sun…” He squints looking towards it about midway between zenith and horizon; it felt quite warm on his face so it must have felt like a hot iron on the rosy tipped nipples of the girl spread facing it, “The sun’s hot isn’t it Melon? I’ll bet it really hurts when I do this..?” Flavious gripped both of her nipples in his fingers and twisted them in opposite directions. 


	“AAA! YES, OH YES, MASTER.. Master, Forty, sir, forty lashes for me is the count, sir, oh my master please don’t pop your Melon’s nipples oh, by the gods, I know they’ll pop oh I swear it… Ahhh.” Melon tried to comply and be a good girl, but she just kept squirming and twisting this way and that as long as Flavious held onto her nearly raw nipples. 


	Letting go of them, the girl gasped as Flavious nodded to Asalm, “Leave her here until sundown, don’t whip her anymore, for now that is. Then put her on the wedge with her lover, nipple to nipple; if that thing does what I think it will do, there’ll be no stopping them from coming all night long, ha ha ha! Oh, by the way, Melon, those nipples of yours will hurt later, I promise you.” 


	Marcus walked onto the verandah just as Flavious finished his promise to Melon, “Flavious, are you going to do what I think you’re going to do?” Marcus asked with respect. 


	“Why, Marcus what ever do you mean? Come inside and we’ll talk a while, I have something I need to discuss with you…” 


	Marcus smiled and looked at Valanna’s shuddering breasts as she sat squarely astride the wedge, “I’ve heard about some of your girls getting stone bruised nipples…” 


	“Stone bruised nipples! Nah, not my girls, Egyptian quarry girls get stone bruises from the whumpers that the overseers use on their breasts when they make a girl present them for punishment.” 


	“Whumpers?” Marcus asked. 


	“Yeah, it’s a single tube thing about thirty inches long, usually made of a stretched bull’s prize, with a smooth river stone about as big as my fist sewn onto the end; most of the time a girl presents her breasts for the whumper, usually kneeling, on a strut or bound to a post of some sort. Sometimes, their breasts are bound with wet strips of leather wrapping around, causing them to bulge, and on rare occasions she might be forced to lay them on a rock in the sun; then the overseer whips them with the whumper mainly across her nipples. In any event, she gets punished; if she was on a strut, she remains on the strut, if she was at the post, then she stays at the post the rest of the day and so forth. The only exception to this punishment, is sometimes after the whumper is used on a girl, and I’ve seen this one, she gets bound with her ankles drawn up slightly while most of her weight rests on her bound breasts. I’ve seen a paddle used on a girl’s ass bound like that; this is how slaves usually get stone bruised nipples, why did you ask?” 


	“Amazing, Flavious, absolutely amazing, you are a lucky man to get to witness these things. I would have never thought about a whumper as an usual method of punishment, even for Egyptians. Now, as to why I’m asking, well I’ve noticed since we returned that several of the girls, mainly from the fields have nipples that look stone bruised, just curious, that’s all.” 


	Flavious paused a few moments, and settled down looking quite serious, “Marcus, did Gretchen ever tell you a story about a girl she shared a kennel with when I had her in the fields; she might have told you about some funny looking men in a box taking her friend away?” 


	Marcus thought for a few seconds, “Why, yes, she did, come to think of it, I think it was something that led up to a strange birth of some kind of female creature or some such nonsense. Frankly I didn’t pay it much mind.” 


	Flavious nodded against his fist which he rested his chin on, “Yes, that’s the story; well like you, I didn’t believe it either. In fact I was so angry over it that I actually had the girl crucified and black snake whipped because of it. It turned out later that a couple of more girls disappeared only to come back with the same story, and deformed tits and swollen bellies. After this happened for several more times, I went over to investigate these strange occurrences. Well, I want you to look for yourself, come lets go…” 


	Asalm made the final few adjustments to the two girls who sat face to face with their cleft’s bisected on the crest of the new wedge, flattening and rubbing their tits in close contact; setting with up drawn wrists bound to the same ring. A sunburned blonde and a big tittied Nubian girl, a salt and pepper contrast to each other’s nakedness. 


	“Asalm,” Flavious noted as he was about to leave, “Wait around another hour, until we return, after which you can go to the kitchen and select a playmate for the evening; pick a lusty one that you can fuck all night.” Asalm nodded in enthusiasm, and gave a crisp bow of thinks to his master. 


	On their way to the fields, Flavious refreshed Marcus’ memory regarding the incident with the girl named Anna and her strange encounter. Upon reaching the fields area, a number of workers both male and female, some wearing work tunics or smocks while a few were bare as babes; it was nearing quitting time. Flavious saw his lead overseer Evectus going along making sure things were right, he raised his hand to greet him, “Ho, Evectus, how’s the day, my man?” 


	His eyes grew wide with greeting, though deep down he wasn’t glad to see Flavious, he had more bad news, “Good, my master, and hail to you Marcus… 


	Master, I’m sorry but I have some bad news, I was about to send a messenger to you; it seems two more girls have disappeared, this makes fourteen all total, not counting that time with Anna. That’s a lot of disappearances, sir for this past month…” He was not happy to tell Flavious this news. 


	Flavious was obviously angered by his report, but he realized there was something else at work and it was not the fault of his overseer. He looked at Marcus, “There’s more to this than escape attempts, come I’ll show you…” 


	The men entered slave quarters three, dorm ‘D’ for women, only to see several somber eyed women, all nude and in various stages of pregnancy. The odd thing, is they only looked about three to six months pregnant, not the usual bloated bellies and swollen breasts of full term. The women appeared to be sporting heavy looking mounds in their abdomens that almost looked trapezoidal in shape; their breasts were rock hard but they sagged like they had big stones sewed inside them. It was Flavious who spoke first, Evectus stood looking, he held a whip coiled in his right hand. Most of the girls couldn’t take their eyes off the whip, as Flavious spoke “Look at them, Marcus, they look like death warmed over. That one over there,” He pointed to a lovely brunette who on any other occasion would have made his cock stand instantly, but now she stood looking at them with one arm under her breasts and the other under her pregnant pouch, “How much would you say she weighed, even with her condition?” 


	Marcus somewhat stunned at the spectacle, shook his head back to thought, “Humm, what, oh, I’d say maybe just above a stone and a half, maybe a bit more, why?” 


	“I had this one weighed three days ago, and believe me she looked smaller then, she weighs almost five stones!” 


	“You’re joking, she can’t be a bit over a stone and three quarters!” Marcus was astounded. 


	Flavious gave him an ‘oh, no?’ look as he pointed to a smaller looking blonde and a few others as he spoke, “That one, she’s four stones; that one over there, the Nubian, she’s almost six stones; and this one she’s just under seven stones! 


	The odd part of all this is they were in perfect health just a few weeks ago, and all of them tell me the exactly same story, down to the detail; something about strange men in a shinny cube…” 


	Evectus tapped his master on the shoulder, he whispered something in his ear, Flavious looked surprised and yet apprehensive; he nodded and spoke that it was okay for Marcus to hear, “Master, the girl that disappeared yesterday has wandered back and she’s being brought here right now…” 


	Flavious and Marcus stepped aside as a couple of other girls helped her in. This one didn’t look to be in good condition at all, it was obvious she’d been putting up a fight, Flavious knelt beside her, “What happened, my girl..?” 


	She looked up at him and smiled, “I, I, I t-tried to stop’em, master, but look they took me and worked me over good…” She began to shake as she sobbed occasionally opening her mouth and tried to speak, Flavious patted her hand as she continued, “I, I d-din’t like’m at all, they were ugly little silvery slimy men who fingered me with awful looking hands…” He eyes fixed on Flavious’ 


	eyes, she continued “Only three fingers and the middle one had a big sucker thing on it’s tip. He used it on me… He touched me with it… Deep… All the way up inside of me… Oh, sire, there’s something in me, I can feel it and it feels like metal… When I didn’t cooperate with them, they beat me with rods on my nipples and sex… After I was beaten, they put me on a machine that opened me up by force and put big rods into my nipples. I was shown what might happen to me if I didn’t cooperate and then I found myself wandering in the fields, these two girls helped me… Oh, AAA, oh my breasts are so heavy…” 


	One of the other girls let out a wail, “AAAIIIEEE! OH, NO, DON’T LET THEM TOUCH 


	ME THERE AGAIN!!! AAA!!! NOT THA...” The girl started to shake and shiver, Marcus made a move towards her, when one of the girls who brought the girl on the floor in, stopped him. She shook her head as if to say stay back. The girl began to shudder uncontrollably as her eyes rolled back into her head, then she dropped to the floor on her knees and put her arms behind her neck, her head bent low. Then all of a sudden she jerked up and pranced about with her heavily filled breasts swaying about like she was dancing for everyone. 


	Marcus, Flavious, the girls who just came in and Evectus were in awe as they watched the spectacle before them. The girl got a serious possessed look on her face and she began to do an obscene dance then suddenly she stopped and standing full spread eagle, she began to act like she was being whipped. Slowly she knelt to the floor and let out a scream instantly giving birth to a normal looking human baby right then and there. 


	Marcus made another move for the girl and the baby, but was stopped this time by Flavious, who shook his head at him and nodded to watch. 


	The girl took up the baby and held it as if she’d had the child for a few months, the afterbirth still inside her, slithered out onto the floor, it looked like an octopus. Making one of the normal girls gasp; she started to hand it over to the blonde girl, but gave her a frown and put it on the floor and began to laugh and cry at the same time uncontrollably. Suddenly, the baby began to grow up and mature before everyone’s eyes, within few seconds it’d reached full maturity, looking like a younger duplicate of her mother. It smiled and went into a spread eagle 


	acting as if she was being whipped only this time, marks appeared as if out of nowhere. Just as suddenly, she put her fingers into her sex, then her breasts and belly swelled up to full term pregnant in a matter of moments. In a brief instant, she dropped to her knees and gave birth in a metamorphic combination of embryo and her own body 


	forming a magnificent creature of such beautiful proportions that it was staggering. 


	For a few moments, Flavious and Marcus were speechless. It was Evectus who got Flavious’ attention as he couldn’t take his eyes off the lovely creature before him. He studied it’s eyes which seem to flash with each blink. It’s eyes were large and opulent, it had a red sensuous mouth that was it’s largest and only facial feature. 


	It’s body was mostly human with rapidly developing breasts, almost as he watched. The creature smiled at everyone and looked as if it was learning; it blinked twice more and went to the girl who’d given its birth and with a lick of its lips slowly knelt down and put it’s mouth over the girl’s sex. Within a few seconds, the girl swooned and moaned slightly, standing up, using its middle fingers which contained a large bulging suction cups on them; put them on each of the girl’s nipples, quickly draining the girl’s breasts to skin bags, causing her to swoon again and drop to the floor. She looked like an empty shell. The creature stood up and stretched as it grew more female exposing breasts that now seemed to develop silver scale like skin. It walked slowly over to the girl on the floor by Flavious, the creature looked at him as licked its lips, flashing its eyes and knelt to the girl. Bending over her it kissed her on the mouth, then stood up and went to one of the girls who’d helped her in and put its finger on the girl’s clit. She nearly went berserk with a mixture of emotions and writhing. With that same grin, she went back over to the girl on the floor and using her fingers she connected them to the girl’s breasts and within a mere second, her breasts inflated back to normal. It then put its finger on the girl’s clit and within another moment, she was standing in radiant nudity. The creature smiled at all of them and hugged, rubbing its breasts firmly against the girl who’d given birth to it. Turning to the rest in the room it opened its mouth and vanished into thin air. 


	For a few minutes, no one spoke. Looking about, Flavious was as much bewildered by what he saw as the rest of them in the room; no one spoke but Flavious broke the silence, “What we have just seen here must remain here, is that understood by everyone?” They all nodded, even Marcus. 


	Marcus looked at Flavious, “She was telling the truth; telling the truth all the time, but I didn’t believe her. My own slave girl, and I didn’t believe her…” 


	“Marcus snap out of it, what we saw here, or we think we saw here is not something that’s a matter of open discussion, is that clear? If word of this ever got out, my island would be condemned and all of us shipped off to oblivion somewhere.” He took Marcus by the arm leading him away from the rest so he could speak more freely, “Marcus, this is something beyond us as humans. This creature we saw born from that girl over there isn’t like anything you or I have ever seen before. Where did it go? It just seem to disappear!” 


	A young messenger boy appeared at the door, looking for Flavious, he handed him a sealed note, opening it he read it to himself: Master, 


	Our guests are waiting dinner for you, I’m hopeful you’ll be joining soon. 


	Love Julia… 


	Marcus nodded to the note, “Julia..?” 


	“Yes, it seems we’re missing dinner…” He smiled, “Oh, boy, go back to mistress Julia with this…” He wrote a reply on the scroll, “And, boy, did you see anyone come out of here on your way up?” 


	The young boy paused, “Yes, master, a young woman wearing a strange dress walking towards the shore…” He went to the door and pointed toward that part of the beach that could be seen from the dorm, “In that direction. She didn’t see me, sire, at least I don’t think she did, but she had an unusual looking face… That’s all I can recall.” 


	Flavious was interested, “Was this just before you came in?” He looked at Marcus waiting for the boy’s reply, “Yes, master, just little bit ago…” He paused a second looking closer at the beach in the fading sunlight, “There sire, I think I can see her walking into the water… Is she trying to escape?” 


	Flavious, Marcus and Evictus went to the door, and watched as the silhouette of the female creature slowly slipped beneath the waves. Flavious looked at Marcus, “I didn’t see her leave, did you?” Marcus shook his head no, slowly. 


	Evectus spoke, “Should I call out the guard, sire?” 


	Flavious looked in the direction of the beach, not taking his eyes off where the creature slid in, he answered, “No, Evectus, no my friend… I wouldn’t know what to tell them to look for… Would you?” On those last two words he looked at Evectus. Evectus just blinked and shook his head no.” 


	Julia’s Nipples Are Switched 


	At the table, the evening progressed as Hestus had showed up leading Lira and Nita in on collars; Cobus followed closely leading Alonna and Respa in fitted with a collars and chokers. Eboneebus followed them moving to one side, but leading a bare Moon, bound with her back arched on a strut, forcing her sagging breasts to thrust and sway about; bouncing and jiggling with every step that she took. Cobus had Alonna hooked up to Respa by her nipples linked with a chain; she looked a bit sad, as they were quite swollen and red. 


	More guests with their slaves in tow filtered into the dining room, each girl was naked except for one, who wore only a skirt that barely hugged her hips; her wrists had been locked to her collar, and her back was a cross-hatch of red welts. Carlos led in one of the kitchen girls, who’d been laboring at the wheel for forty seven days, already showing signs of the intensive fuckings he’d been giving to her and she’s missed her period twice. This was one of the sluts Flavious received in his purchase from Cypress who hadn’t seen a stitch of clothing her entire life. 


	Marcus fed his slave girl a morsel of chicken from the bone he’d been chewing on; looking at her nudity he was proud of the swell in her belly. He gave her a look of love and understanding, which she found unusual being that he was with his friend and usually ignored her for the wonders of the island. Flavious leaned over to Marcus, whispering “Remember not a word…” Marcus nodded making eye contact, Flavious continued in a louder voice changing the subject, “Are you up to something, my friend?” 


	He nodded, “What have you got in mind?” 


	Flavious gestured to Gretchen, “Can she dance for us now?” 


	Marcus almost choked, “Gretchen, dance?” He started to laugh. 


	Flavious didn’t seem amused by his question, “Yeah, dance, you see I had her taught about five years ago 


	by Serefna, the exotic one. She’d came to revel in one of my orgies and view that spectacle with Valanna and Elba. Well, her funds ran a bit short and she just didn’t have a thing to wear; a bit of embarrassment, so to speak, so I made arrangements for her to stay, for few months and recover as it was…” 


	Marcus lowered his eyes to his friend, “I can imagine what she had to recover from…” 


	“Nothing really, but for now let’s just say that she went back to Rome with a nice suntan courtesy of my island…” 


	Marcus added, “An a few tan ‘lines’ too, I imagine…” 


	Flavious pointed to his chest with all his fingers, “Why Marcus what are you saying, that I’d whip one of my guests?” 


	“Flavious did I say that?” Marcus acted astounded at such a thought… 


	Flavious smiles at his friend, “Well, anyway, one of the favors she performed for me was to teach that little one how to properly dance: shall I have her demonstrate for you, Marcus?” 


	Looking at his blonde bundle of lust, Marcus nodded his approval, “Yeah, yeah, okay let’s see her dance, naked and proud… Let her dance and tell the story of how she became pregnant!” Marcus was getting a bit tipsy from the wine. Gretchen stood up and walked to the center of the main floor dining area, she looked about and saw Julia, Lydia, and Ona tending to Master Flavious; Lydia was sucking on Master Flavious’ cock. 


	The drums began to pound out a rhythm as three male and six female dancers joined in, allowing her to do all the main moves of the dance. It told a story of a man’s lust for his slave girl; how he’d punish her by keeping her naked, subjecting her to humiliations with girl to girl torture and the servitude of woman to her male lord and master. Following this dance, Gretchen agreed to do the whip dance of lust, but due to her condition, one of the other dancers, would take the whipping as Gretchen would act like it was her taking the strokes. 


	When all the dancing was finished, Gretchen was slightly out of breath, her belly actually appeared to be getting larger, but Marcus fucked her anyway after the dance. He lubricated his cock with some of the sauces from the broiled chicken and slid it into Gretchen with ease. Pumping her hard, his balls slapped the back of her 


	ass, as they both came almost at the same time. Flavious swore her belly grew even bigger when Marcus fucked her. 


	Marcus took a breath as he adjusted his tunic; no where else in the known world could a man fuck his slave girl at his friend’s table and with a mater of fact attitude change the subject, asking, “Flavious, is it just me, or is Lydia prancing about these days with her breasts held high?” 


	Flavious had a smile on his face, shook his head, “Nope! I’ve noticed, since she gave birth a while back, that her breasts have swelled even more with milk. I nearly drowned myself the other day, just before you arrived, drinking from them.” He laughs nudging his friend, with thoughts of the wringer flashing in his mind. “Flavious, you old dog, draining that girl’s breasts…” Marcus took a chew of chicken and put a cup of wine to his mouth, making a hollow tinny sound to his laugh as he snickered with it up to his mouth. Quaffing it off, he held it up for a slave to fill it again, as he gave a satisfied exhale on the taste of the wine. 


	Flavious laughed, “Hey, she makes more; all I have to do, is give her a boata of wine a day, and presto, by that night her tits are swollen full. What I’m thinking is this, you remember those wringers..?” 


	Lydia squirmed with Flavious’ cock still in her mouth; she started to finger herself and whimper as Flavious continued his discussion of the wringers. 


	Closing her eyes, she recalled how her breasts felt after a run or two between the rollers in the bath house, this made her almost groan as she still sucked his cock, looking up at him as her nipples hardened. 


	Flavious continued realizing how his words were affecting Lydia, “This slut can give a swell hummer, oh wow; I think she wants me to fuck her silly again, and maybe even knock her up… It’d be her fifteenth baby, and she doesn’t look a day over twenty, does she?” Marcus shook his head no, “I just know it’d be a girl too…” Flavious added. 


	Hestus piped up as he made Lira and Nita stand up so as to be seen; showing off their welts and sunburned nudity, “Hail to you master Flavious, as you can see I brought along a couple of my toys and I had Cobus drag those two along as well…” He pointed to Alonna and Respa, continuing he asked a slightly embarrassing question to Marcus, “Oh, master Marcus good trip, how’s it feeling tonight, better?” Marcus cringed at his question, Gretchen blinked as if she thought about answering in defense of her master, but wisely kept silent. 


	Flavious acknowledged his presence, looking at Marcus, “What the hell is he talking about, ‘how’s it feeling tonight?’” He quietly worded to his friend. 


	Marcus cleared his throat and sobered up slightly, “Ahem, well, it seems that there was this… A, it happened like this, Hestus and I were doing it with… 


	Well, what you might say is…” 


	Flavious got a bit impatient at all the stammering, “Out with it man, what the hell happened?” 


	Marcus, swallowed his pride a bit with these words, “Alonna over there bent my cock in half while I was fucking her in the ass… and Respa, mind you, did the same thing to him… Have him tell you the details, frankly I can’t!” Marcus told it with such speed it took everyone a couple of seconds to comprehend. 


	There was a small silence at his words, and it was all Moon could do to hold down a grin as Eboneebus 


	nudged her with his foot, shaking his head, no. 


	Flavious had opened his mouth when Marcus said, ‘bent my cock in half’ but nothing came out. He was actually at a loss for breath and words; he slowly shook his head and putting in down his shoulders began to shake, “She bent your cock in half?” Flavious was chuckling a bit when he composed himself enough to speak. 


	Marcus was embarrassed to say the least, “Yes, in half, do you want more details than that?” He was getting slightly angry about it. 


	Flavious shook his head, “No my friend, you can tell me later, but it must have been something…” The two blondes stifled back a giggle. Hestus jerked on their collars and they coughed softly. 


	Flavious took charge as usual, “Well, Hestus it seems there is more to this story than you both care to chat at the table about, but if I’m guessing right, I sense you are in a mood to trade?” Lira and Nita stirred uneasily as did Alonna and Respa. 


	Hestus rocked his head to one side and went matter of fact in his tone, “Yeah, I would… These two and my other two over there all had a part in it and yes, my cock was bent in half also. It seems master Marcus’ little bundle there had a hand in it also, but since she’s pregnant, well let’s just let it go for now…” 


	“I see.” Flavious nodded, rolling his eyes towards Gretchen then back at Hestus. 


	Hestus continued, “What I am willing to do, master Flavious is trade Lira and Nita here for a couple of your field girls?” He went straight to the point. 


	Flavious opened both eyes, he knew Lira and Nita were of good fighting material, “I’ll do better than that, I’ll offer you five of them, if you throw in Alonna and… and…” Looking at Marcus, “What’s the other one’s name?” Marcus quickly replied, “Respa.” Flavious nodded, “Ah, yes, Respa there..?” 


	Hestus rubbed his jaw, “Can I be with you to make the selection, tomorrow?” 


	Flavious shook his head, “No, not tomorrow, there’s too much to do before the spectacle starts, it’s in five days you know, and you are staying aren’t you; after all the emperor is to arrive day after tomorrow…” 


	Hestus seemed a bit uneasy, “Yeah, okay after the spectacle we’ll complete the deal, and I’ll toss this in, 


	if you let me pick, you can use them in this spectacle. I think the emperor will be pleased with what these two have to offer.” He jerked on Lira and Nita’s chain making them stagger about awkwardly. 


	Flavious looked at Hestus, “I’ll discuss some more details with you at lunch tomorrow.” He gave a large address to everyone present, “Eat up and enjoy the fruits, my friends, have a merry evening…” Leaning down to Marcus he spoke softly, “Let’s retire to the baths, we have some things to discuss…” Flavious gestured toward the pool area… 


	Idle chat followed the men’s evening bath; Gretchen and Julia stayed in to discuss her Pregnancy while Lydia and Ona followed close behind Marcus and Flavious as they made their way back to their rooms. Outside of Flavious’ 


	chamber, he offered Ona to Marcus as an extra bed companion. He gladly accepted just as Gretchen and Julia arrived at Flavious’ bedroom, some more chatter when on, then Marcus, Ona and Gretchen turned to go to his chambers after the usual good nights. 


	Flavious led Julia and Lydia into his bedroom, the lamps were turned down causing a dim light to cast deep shadows on the drapes and walls. Lydia’s eyes focused on a nude Valanna setting astride the wedge. She had her back to them as they entered, her arms were help up drawn and wide spread with small cords attached to her thumbs; her toes wiggled to touch the ground. Lydia’s eyes began to grow accustomed to the dim light, she make out Valanna’s spread-eagle position with her cleft resting on the narrow wedge. Her head was cocked to one side, resting on her shoulder; the blonde locks of her hair wet on the tips from her sweat. She glistened brazenly in the flicker of the low flames from early evening torches. 


	Julia saw the crossed welt pattern on her back, some curling around her side to find the swelling curve of her breast, with a few disappearing over Valanna’s swollen nipples, blending with her dusky sun bronzed skin. Her wrists and ankles were in place with cuffs that had been attached to chains drawing her spread with the center of her weight resting squarely on her clit. 


	Valanna was in such pain that she didn’t know anyone had come in. In her position, she felt incredibly bare and humiliated; almost as much as she did the time Carlos had her spread upside down and thumped with a mill pin. Her warrior girl pride had now been reduced to the sexual feelings generated by a ridge of polished glass 


	so delicate in nature that the very thought of it’s power to draw orgasms from gave her goosebumps. She knew he would have her whipped again and again, making her come all night long if needs be on this dark wedge of pleasure and pain. 


	Full well she realized that this was not the first time she’d been forced to ride one of his cleft punishing devices, nor would it be her last. 


	Both of Flavious’ slave girls looked at each other in silence and were glad it was Valanna ridding on that shinny stone and not them. Though, they both had ridden the bar in the past, it was nothing compared to this wedge. Flavious seemed oblivious to Valanna, he looked at her as the chains rattled slightly, softly she whimpered as the wedge extracted yet another orgasm from her, almost in silence. The only sound in the room were Valanna’s quiet sighs and shudders that made a fleshy sound of her clit as it squeaked against the ridge. 


	Flavious broke the silence and the room came to life with his words, “Julia get the clips, the ones with the loops on the ends.” She did as she was told, returning she knelt offered them to her Master, who nodded as he spoke, “Julia, put them on Valanna, but I want you to show them to her first…” 


	Julia went over to Valanna, noticing that her eyes were closed and her breasts rose and fell in a slow, but steady pace, “Valanna, Master want’s you to wear these…” Opening her eyes, Valanna looked at Julia and then the clips; without uttering a word, she simply closed them again and nodded her head slowly. Julia awkwardly tried to put one of them on Valanna’s quite erect nipple, but she failed and caused the clip to pinch Valanna, who let out a sudden squeal, “EEYAA!” 


	This incompetence irritated Flavious who motioned to Lydia to bring him another cup of wine; focusing back on Julia he scolded, “You clumsy slut, get the step and do it right!” He looked about a little drunkenly, “Lydia, Lydia! For the sake of the gods, bring me another cup of wine, is that asking too much? Move your lazy ass!” He was getting restless, something was on his mind. 


	“No, master, I’ll get it now, sorry master.” She scurried bare ass and almost slipped on the hard marble floor nearly hurting herself in the process. 


	Flavious looked after her, “Lydia, slow down just be calm and get it, no pressure or anything, I’m not going to sentence you or, or, whatever…” She nodded and went slower. 


	Julia, muttered an apology to Valanna and went to get the step stool to climb onto the wedge; she quickly returned as Flavious settled back in his couch, he watched her then gave his orders, “Now, Julia, step up on the stool and swing your leg over that crest; yes, let it be between your legs I want you facing Valanna.” She did as she was told, then he continued, “That’s it, now, put the clip carefully on Valanna’s nipple first her right one and then her left one…” Julia tried to do as she was told, but the wedge brushed lightly against her clit; it made her uneasy. In the meantime, Lydia returned with the wine pitcher and filled his cup, setting the pitcher down on the table in front of the couch. Without a word, Flavious nodded to Lydia to help Julia do that simple thing. Smiling, she got up and took a step, something caused her to slip knocking the stool out from under Julia which in turn made her plop squarely down on the crest, splitting her cleft; Julia caught her breath long enough to scream, “AAAH! OH! Ah, ah… Naa.. ahhh…” 


	“That’s it, the godsmaydamnit! Tomorrow, Lydia you will get Ona and have her give you and miss thumbsy-do-little here sixty lashes with the braid, spread out on the balcony where there’s no shade; damn I can’t believe this shit out of two perfectly good slave girls! Now as for you Valanna, you’re riding this wedge because of your mouthy insults; I sent you to work in the fields and on the dock as an object lesson..!” He paused and walked about a second, looking at her he continued, “On the remote chance you’d realize that you are my slave, and not a free Roman, just because you’ve fought well in my arena, understand? So, as soon as these two stumble wits can get their by damn act together, not only will you continue to ride this thing, but your nipples will feel the clips and these weights as well. To further remind you of your obligations as my slave, Ona will whip you along with these two, only you’ll get eighty with the braid half upon that lovely bare sex of yours… After that whipping, instead of riding this stone, you’ll finish your day on the cross, exposed and spread in the manner of a shameful slut!” 


	His words slammed into her heart, that position is the ultimate in humiliations used to punish whores for attempting to cheat a client of favors. When a girl’s put on the cross, she’s forced to place herself in such a way as to obscenely expose her breasts and sex, with her head back and her arms up close in around the upper cross piece; giving the appearance of begging. Following this, either her sex or her ass is impaled on a prong that supports most of her weight as her ankles are bought up behind the upright post, bound crosswise, awkwardly forcing her to spread her legs shamefully apart. In finality, a passer-by gazing on her position would feel that she is mocking them; thus giving reason to further punish the girl’s exposed breasts as they jiggle provocatively bare should the need arise. Valanna shuddered at his words, “Yes, Master, if it pleases, you, Master…” 


	“You bet, it pleases me, you bitch! Julia, with your sex still resting on that crest, place the clips on Valanna’s nipples… There that’s it, one at a time; go ahead squirm a bit but, be careful that thing doesn’t slice your clit in two. Lydia, take the stool out from under Julia. Let her get the real feel of the dark stone, make her suffer a taste of what this blonde Amazon bitch is suffering…” 


	Lydia took away the stool, leaving Julia’s feet to dangle about seeking support. 


	Her hands went to the stone trying to hold herself up off it, Flavious cautioned her, “There’ll be non of that, Julia, let go now that’s it…” 


	Beginning to sweat, Julia’s nudity, like Valanna’s, turned to a glistening sheen; this thing hurt, “I, I, oh Master, I…” Her mouth opened as she slowly kept her hands behind her head, which made her breasts thrust forward, she sucked in a gulp of air between her teeth, “Ssssit, it hurts master, it hurts so much… AAA.” 


	“Oh, Julia, I’m surprised at your fortitude, the way you sit so delightfully naked on that thing. You really must do it more often, sit there unbound and absorbed in the pain of it. Ona has done what you are doing many times and up until now, I’d honestly thought she was the only one capable of taking that kind of pain…” Flavious was genuinely surprised at his woman and number one slave girl. 


	Julia gave off a shiver as her body tried to shove her in the realm of an orgasm; to see her through the pain. She began to stutter and almost lost her control a couple of times as she’d fought the urge to bring her hands down to lift herself off, but she would stop and put them back behind her head; it was after a few seconds of this action that she gave herself over to another orgasm which nearly made her bounce off the crest. Flavious watched closely as he could actually see her ruby red strip of girl meat swell up hard as it rode the sharp crest. Again it happened that she almost lost her breath as the thing made her clit rule over her body and soul enough to drag her kicking and screaming into the enthralled world woman’s servitude to her own orgasms. 


	In Flavious’ eyes she became even more a woman, his slave woman; he motioned for Lydia, put the stool back under her, “There, now Julia, turn yourself around so that your back is to Valanna.” He watched her muster the strength to perform the maneuver, looking at Lydia he continued, “Lydia, while Julia is turning around, put these little bobbles on Valanna’s nipples… She won’t like them very much, but then, well, you know, shit happens right?” Swallowing hard, Lydia took two shinny pointed bobble weights, attaching them one at a time on the clips fixed to the ends of Valanna’s dark nipples; these weights were heavy enough to make her nipples bend over sharply and her breasts sag just slightly. Settling into them, a slight twist of her torso, made her breasts sway gently back and forth as the weights jerked on her sore tips. 


	“Good work, my girl, now fix Julia’s arms like Valanna’s use the other small cords on her thumbs and arrange her the way Valanna is fixed. Make sure the upper crest of the stone is properly between the lips of her sex; I want the hardness of the thing pressing on her clit. Make sure it’s right, or you’ll take her place, that I promise you.” It was done, the way her master told her to do it. Julia’s sex was now comfortably nestled and split on the stone once more only this time she’d endure it with her arms drawn up and outward by her thumbs. 


	The stone now held the two spread eagle nudes, one a sun drenched blonde, the other a sultry brownette. The blonde silently suffering with clips and bobbles on her nipples, while the other waited patently with her head lolling about bare nippled and standing hard in the early evening air. 


	“Good work, my girl; go over to the cabinet and get my switch. You know the one with the bone handle.” Lydia nodded and walked with more confidence than before to the cabinet, she took it out and held it up for him to see. He smiled and nodded, “That’s a girl, now bring it to me.” 


	Lydia handed her master the switch, which he whisked it a couple of times slicing the air to test it, he looked at her narrowing his focus on her, “Lydia, put your hands up and cross your wrists behind your neck, stick out those pretty breasts of yours…” She did so, but with obvious nervousness, she sucked in some air which made them rise up slightly in a pretty pout, he groped them a few times as he spoke to her, “My, but you are proud of them, aren’t you; the way you parade yourself about these days sticking them out to get my attention?” She swallowed hard and nodded slightly, which made them jiggle a bit, he smiled, “Well, you did get my attention, girl, so follow me.” Flavious led Lydia to a place where the two girls on the wedge could easily see them both, he had Lydia stand with her wrists still crossed behind her head facing the two on the stone. 


	“Girl’s I present to you Lydia, with the proud breasts; as I’m sure you know, Lydia has been trying to 


	get my attention with her breasts for several days now. She did, however, I recognize them in a way she won’t 


	soon forget. It will be in an ‘honorable’ way; you do know what the honor system is don’t you, Lydia?” 


	She was in a dither of nervousness, “I think so, Master; it means that you are going to punish me and I will not be bound..?” 


	“Punish you? Did I say punish you..?” Flavious cocked his head to one side. 


	“No, Master, I mean recognize me while I am un-bound… Master…” 


	“That’s better, now here is the way I intend to recognize you. First, I will use this switch on your 


	breasts and only on your breasts as that is what you used to gain my recognition of you. Second, I will reward you by letting you switch Julia’s nipples; now when I say her nipples, I mean only her nipples. If you strike her anywhere else, you’ll take her place on the wedge and she will finish her count doubled on your nipples along with a fresh count of your own, understand?” 


	With her breasts quivering in anticipation of what they were about to received, Lydia nodded as she replied, “Yes, Master.” Flavious, happy that there was an understanding and replied clearly, “Good…” 


	To Lydia no matter how often or frequently her breasts were beaten, it still made butterflies in her stomach in anticipation. She loved her master and respected his desire to pop her nipples or squeeze her breasts in the rollers, but no matter what the occasion, the apprehensive- was still present. There was no ceremony over what happened next, only the position that she had taken, arms behind her head, legs spread, and breasts stuck out. Lydia looked at the two girls on the wedge, blinked her eyes once and heard the last few inches of the switch slice the air then felt her nipples exploded with fire. 


	‘SWIT’ The switch hit and indented her skin; then left her skin. Her breasts bounced once as both nipples jumped, she gasped, “AAA!” 


	‘SWIT’ The switch impacted both nipples again, making her wince and gasp in an earnest whimper, “AAA!” 


	‘SWIT’ Again the nipples were hit, again she gasped, this time with a short squeak to her voice, like she choked at the same time, “AAAEEH!” 


	‘SWIT’ Her breasts quivered under the shock of it, but this time there was no sound from her, only an open mouth and a roll of her eyes as her head moved about slightly. 


	Flavious commanded at her movements, “Keep still, arms up and legs spread or that clit of yours will feel this!” He threatened to use it between her legs, she nodded and uttered a closed mouth, “Umm.” As she shook her head no. 


	‘SWIT’ Her firm breasts jiggled as she started to pant, deeply she desired to released her hands and rub her switched breasts; her twin cones showing painted stripes and a scarlet color began to appeared as radiant streaks on both sides of her nipples, but still no sound from her. 


	‘SWIT’ He left the switch on them this time as if to form an eternal bite on her red buds. Rolling her eyes, she shook her head, tossing her head back, but again from her open mouth nothing came out. 


	‘SWIT’ By the Gods, he was accurate, her nipples again paid the price. Shaking her torso slightly, she made her breasts jiggle and sway like a dancer calling attention to her ample endowments. This time, though, a couple of quick intakes of air were immediately followed by a throaty groan, “AAK! AK! AAAHH!” 


	‘SWIT’ The awful cadence was still going as she’d shudder which bounced her stripped breasts and immediately it was followed up by a quick gasp, “AAA!” 


	‘SWIT’ This one sounded wet, like water had been struck; because she began to sweat which would run down and around her breasts over her chest, she groaned, “AAA!” 


	‘SWIT’ A final salute on her nipples which he’d let sink in, using the switch he rubbed it up and down on her nipples feeling their firmness travel up the handle of the switch which felt like he was raking it over large olives. She could only muster a deep throated gasping sounded for the last stroke, “AAA! OH! AAH! 


	AAA!!!” 


	“There we are now, darling girl, you may caress your breasts and fondle your nipples…” Flavious smiled at her as she timidly obeyed her master, “You won’t stop until I tell you, will you girl?” 


	She shook her head and did as she was told, however, she wished that she hadn’t, as her nipples burned at her very touch. Deep in her heart she knew if she didn’t her master would do it for her and she really preferred to handle them herself. It was a lot easier that way. 


	Flavious looked at Lydia fondling her breasts and fingering her nipples; they were about as sore looking as he could remember them being in a long time. He loved her, and especially loved her when she did as she was ordered to do. 


	Looking at the girls on the wedge now, he spoke, “Know what girls? I really enjoy watching any of you take a firm switching like that, un-bound. It makes you look very desirable, not like in punishment or anything, but it’s like you really enjoy the pain…” Flavious smiled at all of them. 


	Lydia whimpered and mewed, “Oh, AAA, oh my… G-GAAA! AAA!” 


	Flavious nodded as he watched her then he motioned for her to stop fondling them. She did, cupping them in the palms of her hands, he indicated for her to put her hands down, “That’s enough, uncover them so I can see them…” He looked closely at them, noticing their deep red color. The skin itself had stretched tight making them look like hard fingers protruding from swollen ruby cones that had spent a bit too long in hot water. Which in-turn reminded him of a trip to Egypt once when he saw a Nubian milk cow get her nipples scalded for complaining about them being switched. Afterwards, she was immediately put back to her duties of feeding the royal brats. Finishing his study of Lydia’s nipples he gave her new orders, “Good show my girl, you really know how to make my cock hard, but first I want you to take the switch, go over and get yourself into position to use it on Julia’s nipples. When I signal, you may start drubbing them until I tell you to stop. Remember, hit only her nipples and nothing else, if you fail, you will take her place. Oh, I almost forgot, gag Julia, she’s far too vocal for this time of night…” 


	It took only a few moments for Lydia to gag Julia, and get into position. Upon his signal, Lydia began her duty which was to render Julia’s nipples into a sorry state. They sounded wet and made a distinct ‘THUCK’ sound as the switch impacted their exact centers. Lydia began drubbing a steady tattoo on Julia’s bouncing jugs with master Flavious’ switch, “MUMMPH. OOOAAGGGPPPPHHH!” Julia began to stir on the wedge, making the hurt worse. 


	‘THUCK’ Exact centers were hit again, Julia jerked a second, “MUMPH! AARRGGPPHH! 


	HUNKAAH!” she shook her head in a plea to stop. 


	‘THUCK’ Both nipples indented at the same time, then popped back to a normal shape when Lydia lifted the switch away; she let it cling a while on that one. 


	With the switch still against them, she squirmed causing her nipples to rub back and forth against the switch, all the while vocalizing into the gag, “AAAOWWAAH! 


	AH! UMMMPH!” She was in a nearing a panic that Lydia would knock the breath out of her. 


	‘THUCK’ With this, Julia heaved her chest against the switch, chewing at her gag, “NAAGH! NOOOOGH! NAAHAGH! PLEAS! UNKAHA!” 


	‘THUCK’ Lydia was doing as her Master told her to do, and that was to switch Julia on the nipples and only the nipples. She jerked and pulled on her thumbs trying to kick which was useless, “NAAOW! OWWWAA! AAAH! AAA! HUMPH, HUMPA! 


	PAAT!” And to no avail. 


	Julia’s nipples turned cherry red, as ridges appeared on either side of them. 


	Lydia knew how to switch nipples, ironically it was Julia who taught her how to do it. 


	‘THUCK’ Again her twin nipples indented, but this one really hurt, in a heavy breath, Julia bucked and chinked her bit, “AAAIIIEEEAH! NA! NA! NOOOOOAH!” 


	‘THUCK’ This one didn’t leave Julia much time to recover, she just shook her head a couple of times; no vocalizations. 


	‘THUCK’ Both of nipples must be burning like fire, Lydia thought, but Julia only seemed a bit out of breath as her breasts just softly undulated at the impact of the switch; her arms up drawn by her thumbs allowed her hands to open and close rapidly. She tried to work the loops off her thumbs with her fingers in a mad attempt to use her arms for any kind of protection. 


	‘THUCK’ The hurt in Julia’s eyes, grew deeper dragging her to a point of desperation almost to a point of where she’d had enough. It was at this very point where Flavious stayed Lydia’s hand, he paused a moment giving Julia enough time to take a breath. 


	Julia’s mind was racing with thoughts of dying on this device; but that’s silly, why would the man she loved so dearly let her just die on it? Nothing was making any sense to her, but then what things do make sense to a girl who is seated with her sex wedged on a sharp stone, while she’s pelted on the nipples by a nude blonde that was in fact her former slave girl..? After a couple of moments which allowed the burn to temper down a little, she began to think clearer. She shook her head a couple of times to get the ring out of her ears and come back into focus. The gnawing crest of the device made her clit inflame with new urges, taking her mind off her throbbing nipples. 


	Behind her she could hear her master talking to Lydia, then she heard Valanna speaking softly in her ear, “Roman vestal, I think you have tender nipples. If you were an Amazon like me, you could take longer and harder strokes…” Julia shifted her weight a small amount, feeling the fires kindle again in her sex, the pounding in her nipples began to subside as Valanna went on, “In Amazonia, when women are assigned to work the walls, they wear only a small loin cloth. If a girl fails to meet her quota that day, her nipples are rubbed with a pumice stone; the next day she works nude, but at the noon break, she must expose her breasts to a whipping with a strip of hide from the water buffalo. I think you would die then, as the pain is very heavy…” Julia closed her eyes and swallowed hard at Valanna’s words. 


	Flavious issued more commands, each word made her heart sink, “Lydia, continue to switch her nipples until she comes, you may continue. 


	Lydia nodded and took position as she spoke, “Yes, Master.” She brought the switch out in a side stroke that was deadly accurate, ‘SWICK’ Julia arched her back upward, “YEAHAAWWAH!” Her well switched nipples quivering hard and erect in the evening air. As if begging for another stroke, which quickly followed. 


	‘SWICK’ The twin nipples surged to a swollen state that made them look like they would pop. 


	‘SWICK’ Another stroke made them indent and quickly return to their shape, giving the appearance as if nothing happening at all. Sucking in air, Julia quickly let it out in the form of a muffled, but loud protest, “AAARGH! AAH! 


	AAH!” She shook her head, “NOGH! NOGH! Naooh… Pleeese…” A tear formed in the corner of her eye, as her teeth clamped down on the bit causing her slur her words against the gag…” 


	‘THUCK’ Again Lydia found her mark, Julia jerked and remained silent. 


	‘THUCK’ Again the mark was struck, Julia this time shook her head as the tears streamed down her cheeks and onto her quivering breasts, but she remained silent. 


	‘THUCK’ Again, all Julia could do was bounce on the wedge; by now Lydia delivered them so rapidly, Julia was starting to lose all hope. It would be nature that intervened on her behalf by blessing her with an orgasm. 


	‘THUCK’ Again, this one made her squeak and chirp behind the gag as she began to boil into her orgasm. 


	‘THUCK’ Again… 


	‘THUCK’ Again, it was this sixth rapid stroke that tipped Julia over the orgasm edge; she didn’t have time to vocalize her anguish because all she could do was come, and come, and come then vocalize, “AAA! AAA! OOOHHHAAHHH, AAAAAHHHHH. 


	AAAAHHHH. AAAAHHHH.” Julia’s breasts bounced and quivered both from the switch and the effects of her orgasm. The tummy tucker crunches that Julia had experienced during her orgasm, sent a reminding vibrato along the crest that made Valanna whimper. Flavious noticed this, and steadied Lydia’s hand; Julia just about had enough. 


	Flavious noticed Valanna’s reaction to Julia’s orgasm, “Lydia, I think Valanna would like a few reminder strokes of the switch; I really can’t imagine why, though, with that awful sunburn on her nipples plus wearing those clips…” 


	Flavious removed the clips making Valanna gasp, holding them, he nodded to Lydia to use the 


	switch on Valanna. 


	‘THWIP’ It landed on both nipples, quickly turned white then red; they were quite sunburned, Valanna protested as usual, “AAAH! OH! NO!” 


	‘THWIP’ Lydia contacted her twin tips which tingled and burned, lacing them with a reminder of their day in the sun. Valanna shook her thick blonde hair, “AAA! 


	NAAHA! OH, my nipples… NA – NA – NAGH! N – N – N – NooooOOOHHH!” 


	‘THWIP’ Lydia’s stroke went up then down, perfectly timed to smack her two rock hard nipples in a downward slap, bouncing them against the hard body of the switch. Valanna shook her head and focused her gaze on Lydia, mouthing the words ‘No! Please!’ but nothing came out. 


	‘THUCK’ Lydia struck downward again, this time, she let the switch soak in a bit, before removing it by dragging it across the Amazon’s ruby red nipples, “AAA!” Valanna shivered, a involuntary reaction made her rub her nipples against the ridge of the switch, as if to soak up the pain. It was this action that delivered Valanna to the through of orgasm. Her cleft bounced up and down on the wedge, causing her clit to take a hard beating at the expense of her mind’s attempt to disjoin itself from the pain across the tips of her breasts. 


	Flavious’ cock twitched at the sight the three girls presented; two of them squirming obscenely on the wedge, while the bodacious Lydia, absentmindedly naked continued to bounce the switch firmly over the other girls’ breasts. Her own breasts sporting fresh red welts from the very same switch which she now applied to those other two bare nymphs. He felt quite ready to pump load of white come deep into Lydia’s womanhood; her body, revealed itself sumptuously as she readied herself to apply the switch to the sunburned Amazon setting split-sex on the wedge. Lydia struck Valanna one more time across the nipples, before Flavious steadied her hand to stop. Valanna’s breasts were somewhat larger than Julia’s and this time Lydia used such force that the switch seemed to mold itself around Valanna’s hard breasts causing her nipples to turned a flame red from the effects of it. 


	Looking close at the two women, he smiled at Lydia as he fondled Valanna’s breasts, they felt hot under his touch, “Lydia, you did well; judging from the looks of both sets of nipples, I’d say that you most surely did what I ordered you to do, so take the switch back to the cabinet, and bring me the second set of nipple clips, you know the ones with the connecting chain… Oh, be a love and bring the second set of weights, too…” 


	With skill, Lydia and Flavious applied the clips and weights in tandem to the nipples of both Julia and Valanna; the two girls now sat quietly and painfully straddling the stone wedge, attached together by their well switched nipples. 


	Their toes sought out the comfort of the floor or the stool for support, but neither were there to help them. Julia quivered with another less intense orgasm, causing a sway of her breasts to tug mildly at Valanna’s nipples. This action in turn caused Valanna to slip into a soft orgasm, both girls displaying their well switched and clipped nipples; radiantly as if like rays from the Sun, red welts traced in a bursting pattern from the centers of their nipples. The shinny clips twinkling in their centers, the glow of the torches on the walls. 


	Lydia and her Master fucked well into the wee hours of the dawn. He filled her so full so many times that with each fucking, her cunt overflowed white from the last one. 


	Nature’s way and Lydia’s fertile body, in nine months would see her produce another bouncing, healthy girl. This time she would pay for it by being whipped while standing in the nude between two posts. Two guards, one on each side, would deliver her a series lashes across her back, making them curl around to snap on her nipples. It was most certainly not her first whipping, nor would it be her last. Her punishment would be delivered out on her Master’s balcony, giving her ample opportunity to prove herself his slave by taking a deep fucking from her master. 


	Pain Sluts 


	As the door swung open, Marcus could hear the faint sounds of a woman being lashed out on Flavious’ 


	large balcony, Melon opened the door for him, she had a pained look on her face. 


	Her nipples had been clipped with a pair of large clips, dangling from small hoops on these clips were some heavy looking stones decorated with Nubian tribal symbols. 


	“Melon! I’m surprised to see you, and say, aren’t those tribal Asanna stones dangling from your nipples?” Marcus asked her. 


	“Yes, sir, they’re girl stones, sir…” 


	“You’re a bit old to be wearing girl stones, aren’t you?” 


	“Master ordered them, along with these clips; and oh, they’s hurt something awful, sir.” 


	“Really, you don’t act like they hurt? Although your face looks a bit pained…” 


	“These are Egyptian fire clips, sir.” Melon added as Marcus looked more closely, his fingers caressed the exposed flesh around her dark nipples. Gretchen winced as she remembered Flavious’ fancy for punishing a girl’s nipples; glancing toward the open arch leading out onto the balcony, she heard the whimpering moans of a familiar voice, it was Lydia. Judging from the sounds, it was obvious she was being whipped. 


	Marcus rocked his head towards the balcony, “Is that Lydia I hear, being whipped?” Melon swallowed and nodded as she held back her words; her nipples were screaming for merciful attention, “What on earth could have gotten Lydia into enough trouble that Flavious would have her whipped like that?” Marcus wondered to himself, he shrugged, “Hum… Let me take a closer look at those bobbles you have on.” With those words, Marcus began to fondle the stones and as he pulled them this way and that, Melon whimpered, “Oooh… Aaah… Oooh… 


	Sssss… Aaa. Ah… Hew… Oh…” It was all Melon could do to keep her hands to herself. She caught herself more than once trying to grab Marcus’ hands, stopping herself least at incurring the wrath of her Master. 


	Melon’s breasts did become her name, they were very exciting looking and accented her very well developed body, “Ever had these whipped, Melon?” 


	“Yes, sir, several times sir…” Melon feared where he was going with this conversation. 


	“Good, good… It does em good to get a sound whipping now and then; especially on the nipples, right 


	Gretchen?” 


	“Oh, yes, master! Most surely, my master.” The little bimbo blinked her eyes twice and put her finger on her two front teeth as she rocked her body from side to side, her right finger went to her left nipple and lightly brushed it in full view of Melon. 


	Marcus motioned to Melon as he spoke, “Well, dear Melon, I’d suggest you fetch your Master, and tell him I’m here…” 


	“Yes, Sir… I… Well, my… Yes, Sir!” Melon scurried out onto the balcony the whipping never dropped in cadence, but Marcus heard about twelve more and then it stopped; Flavious entered with Melon behind him. 


	“Marcus! I didn’t know you were here… Was Melon twiddling herself again?” 


	Flavious looked back at Melon with a stern look, taking her hand and put it to his nose as his friend spoke. 


	“No, my friend, I chatted with her a bit, no harm I’m sure… I just commented on her unusual clips and stones…” Unseen by Marcus who just finished his words, Mona appeared in the archway leading to the balcony. Flavious motioned to Mona, rolling his eyes toward Melon and then toward the balcony. Mona understanding, quietly came in and took Melon by the arm, leading her outside. 


	Flavious acknowledged his friend in an almost apologetic tone, “Oh, yes, they are interesting, in fact I’d put them on her only a little while ago. I’d caught her tweaking her nipples while Mona was whipping Julia, those clips are Egyptian, you know, fire clips I think they call them. When women are sentenced to hard labor at the stones quarries, the overseers sometimes put them on as a punishment, usually following a whipping. At any rate, the girl is required to wear them naked, like this little tramp is… Oh, there’s one that fits the clit as well, and I think I have it over in the cabinet…” He started to get it. 


	Marcus shook his head interrupting him, “No, not necessary my friend; but isn’t the Emperor’s barge due in today?” 


	Flavious shook his head, “In two more days; he wanted to arrive that much ahead of my next show, at least that’s what his last dispatch said. I reviewed it yesterday, as it arrived on Hestus’ ship; I sense you seem a bit worried..?” 


	“Oh, no, fine, really, I just never know for sure, anymore, exactly what the Emperor plans… You know what I mean…” He looked at his friend; the room became awfully quiet. The silence was broken by the familiar sound of a whiplash followed by a high pitched, broken squeal, “A-AAC-AAIEE! AAA!” It’s Melon who is now under the lash. 


	Flavious smiled as he looked his friend in the eye, trying to calm his mind, “Melon spent the night with Asalm, and I think he fucked her nearly all night, as her twat was quite dripping. I’m having her whipped for not properly cleaning herself, disgusting little slut.” 


	“Do you think she’ll get pregnant?” 


	Flavious shrugged his shoulders, sensing that his friend was more at ease, “Maybe, oh it’ll do her good, the little bitch has earned herself some time in the fields, naked. If nothing else, I’d send her there for not asking me permission to let Asalm fuck her; I wanted to see if she would remember, frankly she’s been awfully forgetful lately.” 


	“Humm, well since we do have what appears to be some time to kill before the Emperor arrives, can I watch the activities on the balcony?” Marcus asked seeming a bit more at ease. 


	Flavious smiled and motioned towards the balcony, “You most certainly may, and Gretchen can watch too.” Flavious added with a hint of some kind of plan. They all walked onto the balcony, a well whipped Lydia was being positioned on a cross, laying with it against her back, while her arms were being bound outstretched to the crosspiece and her ankles tied to the sides of the upright. 


	At the level of her crotch, a narrow wedge shaped piece was being hammered into place to support her weight. This was not one of the high crosses, but on of the shorter ‘T’ao crosses, designed to deliver a higher sense of sexual arousal. 


	Valanna, already raised on a similar cross, had her side toward Marcus; her breasts swayed in the morning air as she greeted a newly rising sun with hard nipples defining her naked exposure. Julia’s body jerked slightly, as the base of her cross slid into the carved notch in the stones of the balcony; it made a heavy thud causing her breasts to bounce and quiver as it was steadied in place visible were the welts that crosshatched a patter on her nudity. She wiggled her toes as if to try to find something to rest them on, for now there was only air under her bound feet. Other than the securing of Julia’s cross, the only sound heard was Mona delivering Melon’s whipping; standing nude between two posts, spread-eagle, she lashed her with a thin braided whip causing her to jerk and whimper. Those Nubian girl stones and clips which earlier had dangled so provocatively on her nipples, had been removed. By now, both Mona and Melon were dripping with sweat, in the growing heat of the new day. 


	Gretchen watched the thin lash slither itself across Melon’s supple nudity; what struck her odd from the angle she stood, it actually looked like Melon was jerking at her bondage unnecessarily. It was as if the whip was so small, it couldn’t have hurt much; in reality, Melon felt like she was being peeled. 


	One of the strokes Mona laid on Melon, had curled itself around her right side over the curve of her breast obviously striking the nipple causing her to jerk hard at her bondage as she gave sheer vocalizations of her pain, “AAA! OH, N-NOT 


	MY NIPPLE, GODS NOT MY NIPPLE, SISTER PLEASEEE!” Her head turning in a strain to look back over her shoulder at the other Nubian whipping her. 


	Marcus studied the scene, Mona looked entirely too sumptuous, he thought to himself; her supple nudity begged for a lashing. The way she positioned her body, how she held the slender braid and applied the whipping to Melon, gave him a whole new meaning of eroticism. He continued to watch Mona bring her arm around in such a way as to make her bare breasts slowly undulate and sway. 


	Melon’s reactions to her strokes made Marcus’ cock twitch hard; it was Marcus who broke the silence, “Is she goin’ on the cross?” He nodded toward Melon as Mona’s lash drew another reaction from her. 


	Flavious looked at him and the scene as if interrupted, “Oh, why yes, yes she is…” He began to think and reply with reason, “She’ll look good up there with two blondes and my brown hared Julia; a delightfully supple young Nubian fresh from the whip to the cross.” 


	“Flavious, I must admit it that Valanna, Lydia, Julia and soon, Melon, will look awfully tempting wiggling on those crosses, all sweating and straining, naked in the sun. It must be something about the way you bind them, just look a Lydia, her breasts sag only a little, but they look so full and ripe. The welts from the whip forming curved lines overlapping each other, following the contours of her bosoms, and look at the way Valanna holds her palms upward; like she’s in some kind of religious supplication. Julia, oh my Julia is just a delight, my dear sir, simply luscious the way her arms fold around the crosspiece, forcing her to arch her back sticking her quite noticeably whipped breasts outward…” 


	Marcus was just in awe at the marvelous creativity of his friend, “Believe me, the thought of those girls spending the day, crucified like that, arouses my sexual interest… So to speak…” 


	Flavious grew a big smile on his face, “So to speak, Marcus?” 


	He nods, “So to speak…” He couldn’t take his eyes off the women on the crosses, “Well, so to speak, seeing these three and soon to be four,” Flavious points towards Melon still being braid whipped between the two posts, “...out here on the balcony… Getting whipped and soaking up the sun, on these… I’ll tell you straight away, my friend, it makes my cock hard.” With in a few moments of those words, Mona finished the last stroke of her braid across Melon’s firm breasts, they bounced in response. The braid, moist with Melon’s sweat, clung to her nipples as if to suck on them one last time. Shaking her head, she gasped a throaty wail, “AAA!” Melon and Mona fairly dripped with sweat as the twin posts were now fully exposed to the rays of the mid morning sun; Mona wiped the sweat from her forehead while Melon quivered and shuddered in her wide spread condition. Flavious nodded to Mona to give her another stroke; she did coiling the braid loosely over Melon’s breasts making them jiggle obscenely in their exposure. 


	Gretchen heard someone knock at Flavious’ door, she dutifully called it to his attention, “Master Flavious, someone is at your door.” 


	Flavious nodded and with a wave of his hand, “See to it, Gretchen my girl…” 


	Gretchen bowed and went to the door, absentmindedly naked, opening it, she greeted Carlos and two guards escorting another nude slave girl. 


	Carlos looked about and talked to her without eye contact, “Gretchen, I must to speak to Master Flavious as soon as possible.” he ordered. 


	“Yes, sir.” Gretchen recognized the girl as someone she’d spent time in the fields with, her name is Tresta. While Gretchen scurried to get Master Flavious, Carlos and the two guards waited at the door with the girl. They knew enough respect to not fully enter until told to do so. 


	“Carlos, you may enter, and bring her with you…” He motioned to the guards it was okay to bring her in, “Guards…” Flavious went to his Divan, seated himself as the guards force the girl to her knees on the marble floor before him. Carlos remained, standing by with his arms folded across his massive chest; Flavious nodded for the two guards to wait outside the door. He looked at the girl, her dirty condition made it obvious that she’d been through some what of an ordeal, not taking his eyes off her he addressed Carlos, “Well, what is all this about?” 


	Carlos was ready for his master’s question, “Master, this girl, Tresta, is one of your field girls, she was due to go to the Arena next month for training; it seems that she made an escape attempt by trying to stowaway on Hestus’ galley just before its departure. She was a day too early,” He gave her a soft footed boot to her side, as he continued his report, “Besides being missed by the field overseer, she was discovered by one of Hestus’ men, who tried to fuck her first, but she got away from him left the galley and ran on the beach. This of course, being an island, she didn’t get very far. After I recaptured her, I put the discipline yoke on her and brought her to you.” 


	“Hummm a runaway, ‘eh; you know Carlos, we haven’t had a runaway in years. I think the first one 


	was Monica, remember her that dusky half Arab half Greek girl…” 


	Carlos frowned and nodded as he spoke, “Yes master, and if I recall she was most sorry for it…” 


	Flavious brushed the details aside as he continued, “Yes she was… Just look at her will you, she’s filthy, so deliciously low, so devilishly dirty, I wonder if her mind is as dirty as her condition..?” Flavious rubbed his chin as his mind worked. 


	Marcus appraised the disheveled girl resting with her butt on her calves and her eyes lowered; beneath the grime, her skin appeared to be a golden coffee color. 


	Tresta was born on Cypress, like many women from there she possessed large full breasts with erect earthen colored nipples protruding finger-like from the ends. 


	Placed across her shoulders was a heavy punishment yoke, which made her move awkwardly; it was difficult for her to keep it steady. One large slot fitted around her neck and two smaller slots on the end held her wrists out to her sides; it forced her to thrust her breasts in a most provocative pout-like exposure. 


	“Well, Marcus, she is a runaway…” Flavious brought his gaze slowly up to his friend waiting for some more input on the situation. 


	Marcus quickly inserted, “Yes, but it must’ve been impulsive…” 


	Flavious was quite surprised at this defense of her, “Oh? How so?” 


	Marcus came back with good logic, “It was not very well planned for an escape, trying to stowaway on Hestus’ galley, that’s kind of risky if you ask me, as you know Hestus, he’d have returned her likely as not…” 


	Flavious quickly inserted, “But not until after he’d had his fun with her, to be sure!” 


	Marcus raised his hand in an ‘there you have it’ gesture, “Oomph, to be for sure…” 


	Flavious spoke slower now, “Well, my old friend, what do you recommend we do with her?” 


	“If she were mine, and she isn’t, I’d give her a sound lesson on the bar, then I’d make a special event of 


	her in the Arena, that is if she were mine…” Marcus was always at a loss for creative thinking when it came to punishing slave girls. 


	Flavious gave a large nod, more to patronize Marcus than anything else, “Ah-ha, yes, well maybe so…” His thoughts became more focused, “Running away, however, deserves punishment, wouldn’t you say?” Marcus nodded and started to say something, but was cut off again by Flavious, “But, looking at this one, I’d say she’s obviously attractive, so why don’t we start her punishment on my balcony, maybe on a cross beside Lydia or Melon..?” The two men looked at each other, then at the girl kneeling on the floor, Marcus replied softly, “Oh, yes, definitely.” 


	Flavious snapped his fingers, “Carlos, take this little slut and have her bathed, and scrubbed thoroughly with river sand. Then bring her back to me, and be quick… Oh, and when you bring her back, I think she’s had enough of the yoke, put her with her back against a strut and keep her bare naked.” 


	“It will be done, Master.” Carlos left with Tresta staggering and stumbling in tow behind him, aside from the spectacle of those two leaving, the sound of Melon’s cross being fitted into a slot on the balcony was all that could be heard. At it thumped into place, Melon made a muted gasp, “OH!” 


	Flavious and Marcus walked along in idle chatter, returning to the balcony. 


	Valanna, Lydia, Julia and Melon, all hung with silence facing the increasing heat of the mid-morning sun. Each of the girls had been placed with her arms stretched or wrapped about the upper crosspiece; bound at their wrists, forearms, elbows, shoulders, waists, and ankles with their weight resting on a wooden wedge which had been placed there to remind them of their obligations as slave girls. 


	Melon shifted her weight slightly, making her breasts sway, as the clips and weights, reattached again had caused them to sway even more. Gretchen looked at her nipples and could tell by Melon’s silent tears, that they must hurt as they looked quite red and puffy; partially from the earlier whipping, but aggravated even more by those awful clips. 


	Lydia closed her eyes slowly, her tummy gave a quick spasmodic tucker, causing her to rock gently forward on the wedge. This action forced the wedge against her already swollen clit; opening her mouth she tried to gasp, but nothing came out; the disposition of her arms made breathing difficult. 


	Julia just rolled her head to one side, Marcus noticed that her toes wiggled a bit as she tried to adjust herself with her legs, which was a useless movement. 


	The folds of her sex split neatly on each side of wedge forming a defined patch of moisture to ooze from each side of her lips, she was quite wet. 


	Valanna in a display of total courage and strength, tried to lift herself up and off the wedge. It was in vane, but she’d managed to hold herself up by her arms for a few seconds; the angle of her legs and the position of her waist rope gave a clear view of her bare cleft and exposed clit. She then settled back down onto the wedge gasping, as she’d caught her clit fully on the sharp crest, “AAA!” 


	That outcry startled the other three girls making them stir, causing more outcries of anguish and humiliation. 


	Flavious held out his hand for Mona to give him the single thong braided whip. 


	holding it in a single coil, he went over to where Valanna hung rolling her head over to her right shoulder. Flavious uncoiled its length, and with a side arm stroke he whipped it across her breasts, not once, but ten times. Valanna jerking, but remained silent through out the whipping; her cunt taking the brunt of her struggles while her breasts and nipples displayed vivid red welts over welts. When he’d finished the last stroke, he drug it off by pulling it across her catching the nipples, she gasped a deep throated moan, “AAAH!” Finishing this lashing, Flavious yanked her head back by her hair, “Slut! Keep your cries and moans to yourself; as you have learned, it’ll only earn you more pain.” He was interrupted by a loud knock on the door, loud enough for Flavious heard out on the balcony. 


	“Gretchen! Go to the door!” Flavious ordered with control. 


	It was Carlos with a naked Tresta stumbling behind him walking awkwardly sprawl legged, yet she wasn’t wearing a spreader bar. Gretchen thought this quite curious, her beasts bouncing profoundly with her back arched on a strut as ordered, Carlos bowed his head, “Master, she is ready as you ordered…” 


	“Good work Carlos, ummm, she looks quite clean and…” He smells her fresh scent, “She even smells good, and hey, you really scrubbed her good, didn’t you?” Flavious felt her pussy and noted how red and sore it looked, touching it, she whimpered, “Oooo… Ahhhoooaaa…” Wiggling as she moaned with her legs still slightly spread. 


	Gretchen whispered to herself, “No wonder she walks sprawl legged, with a sore pussy like that.” 


	“What did you say, Gretchen?” Marcus leaned toward his slave girl. 


	“Nothing, Master…” Gretchen acted nervous and fidgeted with her fingers. 


	Marcus eyed his girl, “I think maybe you and Mona should give us a show this afternoon out there on the balcony. Girl stuff, you know, to remind us of your devotion to us, perhaps a little black girl vs. sunburned blonde girl, tittie stuff or some girl, girl nude wrestling slave girl play, you understand what I’m talking about…” Marcus was not happy with Gretchen, and all she could do was look dumb and ask, “Master..?” 


	Marcus exploded a little bit, “Damn-it girl, you know my rule about comments that I can’t hear!” 


	“Yes, Master… Sorry Master… Please…” Gretchen squirmed uneasily… 


	Marcus asked knowing full well the answer, “Flavious, do you have a switch I can borrow?” 


	Flavious was obviously interested in this ‘well scrubbed’ girl, he turned to look at his friend, “Switch? Oh, yes, in the cabinet over there, look to the right…” Marcus nodded and marched over, all the while Gretchen began a silly chatter about her pregnancy and condition and all. 


	Marcus paid no attention to her, looking at Flavious, “This one’s perfect, can I borrow Mona for a few moments?” 


	Flavious motioned with his hand in a ‘yeah, fine’ action, “Certainly, but what’s the matter?” 


	“Oh, just a little problem I need to attend to; it seems that my slave girl is mumbling to herself.” 


	“Really? About what?” 


	“I asked her and she said, ‘Nothing.” 


	Flavious used a suspicious tone of voice, “Nothing, eh? There’s one thing I’ve learned, when they say, ‘nothing’ that means they’re hiding something…” 


	Marcus nods, as Gretchen begins to sweat. Flavious calling to the balcony, “Mona! Mona!” She appeared in the door, glistening and drenched in sweat, “Assist Marcus with his slave girl.” Flavious ordered his prize Nubian female. 


	She fixed her glaze on Gretchen and licked her lips, that switch was just made for this girl’s ripe nipples. 


	In a short while, Flavious and all were out on the balcony fixing Tresta to stand spread-eagle between the two posts while tied with her back to Tresta, Gretchen pulled and tested her bondage; her pregnant belly giving her a worldly appearance. Tresta faced the hot sun, but Gretchen felt it on her shoulders; Mona took up position with the switch poised and ready, Marcus was first to speak, “My darling, I guarantee Mona will not strike your lovely tummy, but she will, of course, strike your nipples, and only your nipples…” He looked at Mona, “Understand?” Mona nodded and bowed her head one time that she understood fully. 


	“Oh master…” Gretchen whimpered, as he motioned to Mona to begin, with a smile she looked at Gretchen and spoke with clarity, “Blonde, the only thing saving you from a good hiding is your swollen belly. You know that I can ply this switch and not a breath of harm will come to your fruit. When I’ve finished with this, you’ll feel the clover clips on those puffy buds of yours, I will now ask the question as I am the one plying the switch, what did you mumble that was ‘nothing’?” 


	Gretchen began to sweat, she simpered, “No! Please, Master! Mona! Not that awful switch. It’ll eat my nipples raw… Please… No..!” 


	Mona looked up at master Flavious, who just looked back and rolled his eyes toward Marcus, who nodded for her to do what she must do. Mona gave a side cock to her head with a ‘this is gonna hurt’ look on her face, took aim by placing the wand against the centers of Gretchen’s nipples, checked the girl’s breathing pattern, and without any more words, struck Gretchen side arm with the switch just as she took in a breath; it sounded wet like she’d hit a full bladder of wine, striking her cooper tinted nipples dead center indenting them both. It seemed to stay there a few moments, hurting the blonde to her very soul. 


	Gretchen shook her head a few times and coughed twice more, sucked in her breath as she wrinkling up her nose and mouth, clenching her teeth she began to cry a few seconds of shoulder bouncing jags to emphasize her pain made Tresta quiver, just slightly rubbing her bare ass against Gretchen’s; the two girls were about the same height. After she caught her breath a little bit, Gretchen opened her mouth and let out a pitiful wail, “AAAIIIEEEHHH!” Mona took aim again, this time the nipples felt hard against the switch as she struck the centers of Gretchen’s nipples once more feeling their hardness travel back up the grip of the switch. 


	In a surprisingly normal voice for having been struck where she’d just been struck, “Oh my God. 


	No. No. Oh, no. Please, Mona, no more…” Gretchen whispered in a almost out of breath tone, which in 


	reality wasn’t far from the truth as this last one took her breath away. 


	Gretchen just quivered in a jerking kind of shudder. Mona was patient, she waited until the girl had gained some composure, then resting the wand against her panting breasts, Mona rubbed it up and down on Gretchen’s ridged nipples, testing their makeup so to speak. When the time became ripe, Mona delivered another stroke to the centers of her nipples. 


	Marcus was in a wonder, “That’s three perfect hits, Flavious!” 


	Flavious nodded, looking at his Mona, he knew it was about time he fucked her silly. Tonight, maybe after he let her have a go at Valanna’s nipples with the switch; but Valanna would have to tell a lie for it to have any effect on her. 


	Maybe he could make Valanna tell a lie? Gretchen was still convulsing when Flavious snapped out of his daydream, her nipples looked very red, nodding for Mona to ask her again. Mona took a fist full of Gretchen’s blonde hair, “Talk! 


	Tell me and the good Masters here, what you really said when you were asked about ‘nothing!” 


	Gretchen shivered, “I… I… I don’t remember…” 


	“Maybe this will jog your memory a bit!” Mona delivered her another slice, this one impacted the nipples hard enough to send them back inside the golden brown cones of Gretchen’s breasts. Mona loved to ply any whip or switch to a blonde slut, pregnant or not. She hated arrogant blondes, but really had no particular hatred for Gretchen, she did like to switch Gretchen’s finger like firm nipples. 


	The next stroke made an unusual hollow sounding wet ‘THIUCK’; it was unusual enough to make Mona look at the switch. Gretchen’s nipples were rock hard and the switch echoed that fact, but this sound was like one she’d heard before down by the beach when she listened to a couple of children beat on a beach ball with their sticks. She shrugged off the unusual sound, and again as before, Mona let the switch sink into Gretchen’s nipples. She felt Gretchen begin to shudder as she tried to bounce the switch off of her sore nipples, “AAA! NO! PLEASE STOP! 


	PLEASE STOP!” Again that wet hollow sounding ‘THUCK’ sound came around as the switch etched itself into Gretchen’s tender girl flesh, “AAA!” This beating of her breasts went on until, weeping, Gretchen confessed her ‘truth’; setting on a marble bench, shaking his head, Marcus told his slave girl not to ever lie to him again, she promised, faithfully. 


	It took a few minutes for the streaks to appear, and when they did they radiated about three inches on either side of her firm nipples, across their centers were painted vivid red stripes; the nipples themselves were a puffy, swollen ridge popping up rock hard. Upon closer examination none of her skin was broken, she just felt like her nipples had been peeled off, that’s all. Marcus soothed her, she could hear the switch falling over Tresta’s nipples, as her story to Flavious was also a lie. The switch had a unique way of finding out about lies. 


	Gretchen winced as Marcus applied some soothing salve to her nipples. She could feel the contact of Tresta’s firm ass against hers as Mona switched Tresta’s nipples. It was a rhythmic ‘SWICK’, followed by Tresta’s throaty gasp, “AAA!” 


	‘SWICK.’ 


	“AAA!” 


	‘SWICK.’ 


	“AAA!” 


	‘SWICK.’ 


	“AAA!” 


	‘SWICK.’ 


	“AAA!” Tresta took more than forty such strokes on her nipples, by the time Mona had finished, the both of them were dripping with sweat. Tresta’s tits had time to get plenty of sun, and the switching hurt like blazes. Tresta’s head fell forward and her shoulders bounced up and down, she felt like her nipples had been literally whipped off of her breasts. Sobbing, she rested her head on her shoulder; Gretchen leaned back so that Tresta could hear her, “Just like in the fields, ‘eh? I remember the last time we’d been put up together like this and whipped, by the gods my tits stung, almost as much as they do now. Remember we were back to back, then tied face to face…” 


	Tresta whispered softly, “Ummm yeah… Oh… AAA! That thing she used was awful on my nipples, it felt like they were being bitten off more than just switched, you can’t see them, but across my nipples are vivid red stripes. AAA... Oh, Ooooo…” 


	“Yes. I have them too… Shhh, here comes Mona.” Gretchen piped. 


	Mona put her hands on her hips and replied with a wiggle, “Well a couple of chatty sluts, maybe another dose of the switch for the both of you?” 


	“N-No, please Mona, no more!” Gretchen begged. 


	“Mona, I’m not a blonde and Gretchen is, but neither of us have a bone to pick with you. Please spare us any further torture, I can assure you this sun is having its way with me…” 


	Mona spat, “Bah!” She mimicked Tresta, “Oh, the sun is having its way with me, oh my poor, poor nipples! You white women are always complaining about the sun, listen girls where I came from, none of the women ever wore clothing, in our tribe, we spent our entire lives in total nudity and in Africa, I guarantee you the sun is five times hotter there than here. I remember when I was a little girl, a white woman came to our tribe. She’d been captured by Arabs, and had escaped from them. I remembered looking at her back to see it crossed up with healed whip marks. She came to us naked, and I found her quite beautiful, in fact I was in awe by her beauty. It was a time when I was just developing my womanhood; I was so enamored by her that I’d sneak into her hut at night, and she’d show me how to make girl love; I just adored her. Every night was a bliss and I would come so nicely in her arms. Time passed and my breasts grew, soon I was being looked upon by the young men. I liked them, but I wanted the white woman, but I didn’t understand why. Where I made my mistake was I told one of my friends about what I did with the white woman. 


	Unfortunately she told the chief’s daughter, and I was called before the council, where I told them everything. They didn’t punish the white woman, at least I didn’t see them punish her, but they did punish me. I was given a slave’s whipping, which in my tribe is modeled after the public whippings given to Egyptian quarry slaves. By being public I mean it was very public, yes Tresta, I was whipped while standing naked in the sun. It was an awful whipping, that I got on my back, breasts, butt, thighs, and my, my…” 


	“Cunt.” Tresta commented. 


	Mona lowered her eyes, “Yes. My cunt.” 


	Gretchen looked at Mona, “Why is that so difficult for you to say?” 


	“It’s not the word, it was how my cunt was whipped.” Mona went on. 


	“How were you whipped on your cunt, Mona?” Tresta asked. 


	“I was spread eagle upside down while Suna, the chief’s daughter, did the whipping. She did it hard. Squarely between my legs, then I was subjected to what we call in our tribe, ‘a bad girl’s display’, it’s a variation of the spread-eagle only upside down, in which clips are attached to the lips of my sex, then weights are put on to force them spread open. Suna then applied an Egyptian ‘budding switch’ directly to my clit. It’s very humiliating to be switched directly on your clit. You think the nipples hurt? Wait until you’ve been clit switched. You can’t even begin to vocalize the pain, as all you’re able to do in that position is jerk about like a puking brat. It makes the weights pull your lips further apart, and your breasts shudder something awful. 


	Look, us black gals are very pink between our lips, see…” Mona takes her fingers and spreads her lips apart for the girls to see. Gretchen nods her head, and Tresta takes in a short breath as she replies, “Yes.” 


	“I’m telling you, I just hung there with my sex split open and the hot African sun burning down on it. All the while, Suna popped the bud of my clit; she did it for so long I had to pee. That caused me further anguish as my count was doubled, now when I did cum, the switch would sound like it’d struck wet mud…” 


	“You mean you actually came while being switched on your clit? I’d have thought that much pain would be too intense to permit you to cum…” Gretchen remarked. 


	Mona continued telling her story, “At first yes, but then the pain gives up to the actions of the body. All it took was for Suna to give me a couple of light ones and wham! I’d pop my cream so hard that it’d right squirt out of me… 


	Well, anyway, it was six months later that I was given to the Arabs as a replacement for the white girl who’d come to live in our tribe. I felt my pain was caused by that white woman and I developed a hatred for them ever since. In Egypt about three years later, I’d been working in a quarry, naked and bound to a mortar wheel, I saw that same white woman again, she was working on the stones all naked and dark brown from the sun. She saw me and when she smiled I noticed that she didn’t have a tongue anymore…” 


	“So that’s why you hate white women.” Tresta nodded. 


	“Was the woman you spoke of blonde?” Gretchen asked. 


	“Yes, she was, a firm bodied big tittied blonde for that matter.” Mona replied, “I really do just love to whip blondes…” 


	Flavious and Marcus entered just as the three girls had stopped talking; Flavious eyed Tresta as he removed his toga. It’d become quite warm on the balcony, Marcus was already fucking Gretchen, and when he’d finished with her, he untied her. 


	Flavious fucked Tresta, who whimpered at his strokes as her pussy was still quite red and sore from the hard sand brush scrubbing that Carlos had given her. 


	Her breasts, well striped bounced provocatively with his thrusts, finished fucking her, he motioned for Mona, “Give her a wet thong whipping. Take your time. Keep using it on her until I tell you to stop, understand..?” 


	“Yes, Master.” Mona bowed her head once. 


	Flavious continued without acknowledging her reply, “...By then, she’ll be softened up for the cross, after she’s on it, I want you to put a set of fire clips on her nipples with weights; use the ones that are on Melon, it’ll be time for them to come off by then. Master Marcus and I have some business to attend to, and oh, yes, he would like you find a pair of fire clips for Gretchen to wear, put them on with a pair of girl stones, also…” He thought for a moment as he started to put his tunic back on, then he tossed it on the bench, standing naked himself, he continued with a change of thought, “Oh, just a reminder, Mona, no more stories to these two. For that I want you to stand here, with your wrists behind your head facing the sun. I’m going to give you twenty lashes on your breasts and fuck you in your ass, also you are to remain bare naked for the rest of this month, with no exceptions.” 


	“Yes, Master.” She did as she was told, took up the position he ordered, picking up the leather braid, Flavious ordered, “Spread you legs, that’s it, good, now face forward and count for me.” Flavious uncoiled the lash, and in a side arm stroke, he whipped it across her breasts, it clung for a few seconds and fell away, making her breasts sway, she shuddered and tried to stifle a scream, “A-AAA! One, Master.” 


	Again, Flavious applied the lash, coiled it over her breasts, striking her left nipple causing it to swell just a bit, she bit her lip, “OH! AAA! Two, Master.” 


	Flavious slithered the length again about her breasts, in his accuracy the whip scored her right nipple this time, “UMM! AH! Three, Master.” Mona sounded a bit winded with that one. 


	This next stroke caught both nipples, clinging to her glistening torso with ease, “EH! Ooo! AH, SSS... Four, Master.” 


	Flavious flicked another stroke across her breasts catching part of a nipple and causing a red stripe, to form, “AAA! Five, Master.” 


	Mona stood and took the lashing unbound, with her body glistening with sweat, and with her wrists crossed behind her smooth head. Aside from her basil female whimpers and gasps, her only reaction to the whipping was a subtle twisting action or occasionally rocking back and forth on the balls of her feet. 


	Marcus watched Flavious whip Mona, to see this exceptionally attractive Negress stand as naked as the day she was born and take a whipping made his cock stand tall; Gretchen’s eyes widened at her Master’s ardor, she looked at Mona and realized the erotic picture the Nubian painted with her pose of acceptance for her Master’s lash. The braid that Flavious used, didn’t look the least bit hostile, yet as Tresta could attest, it stung like fire to the soul. 


	In all, Flavious delivered the promised twenty strokes to his Nubian slave girl’s bouncing bare breasts, bending her over slightly, he poured some oil on his cock and slid it easily into her ass. She gave a deep throated gurgle as she helped him to go deeper into her. Using his hands, he fondled and kneaded her well whipped breasts like bread dough; it didn’t take long for him to come in her bowels. She felt it squirt in like hot spunky streams of thick goo. When he withdrew from her, she toweled and cleaned him off, and to serve as a reminder of her dedication to him and not the other slave girls. 


	A couple of hours after lunch, Marcus sat on Flavious’ divan, with Gretchen gently worked her mouth on her Master’s cock. Flavious returned with Percilla in tow. She was a new addition to his coffle of slave-girls, a coffee skinned Masadonian girl with long black hair, dark nipples with tips longer than half the size of Marcus’ little finger and the same size in roundness. Flavious ordered Percilla to tweak her nipples, as she did she’d look at her Master with passionate eyes. Flavious licked his lips, his eyes wandered over her nudity. 


	Percilla slowly picked up a supple strip of rawhide laying on the table in front of her master, she never took her eyes off him, and almost to the rhythm of unheard music, she slowly danced about rubbing the coarse side of the leather firmly across both of her hard nipples, she was ready. 


	Putting to sea early, in the hold of Hestus’ galley, the drum-master fixed Respa’s wrists into chains that dangled down from the center post of the mast. 


	She leaned back against it forcing her ripe breasts to thrust outward; using his three thong whip, he whipped her already well streaked breasts. Causing them to bounce and 


	sway, she closed her eyes, whimpering with each caress of the whip. 


	That night, Alonna and Respa made girl love, in the forward berth; Alonna sucked on Respa’s puckered nipples. They tasted hot and salty as they throbbed in her mouth, throbbing mostly from the whipping delivered to them, by the drum-master. 


	Alonna squeezed Respa’s right breast, her mouth was flooded with white, sweet, warm milk, it dripped from the corners of her mouth. Alonna looked up in time to see the door to their cell swing open. Hestus stood with a bright light behind him, he was holding a whip coiled in his hand. Behind him kneeled a quite nude Nita, her silhouette cast a dark image of her well curved breasts with their hard tipped nipples. Alonna swallowed hard, Respa looked at the shadows, squinting in the glare. She shivered as her eye caught enough to notice that Nita was grotesquely bound with her back arched on a strut, with her breasts heaving in anxiety. 


	Hestus’ deep voice shot arrows into the girl’s hearts, “On your feet, lesbian sluts! The dawn shall greet you two and this clit licker…” He grabbed Nita by her lovely blonde hair and yanked her forward for them to see as she groveled at his feet with her arms awkwardly behind her on the strut. Her breasts bouncing and swaying displaying fresh red welts. 


	“You’ll all hang by your ankles while Cobus wet thongs your spread pussies, but for now, Alonna my suckling, start by milking this cow, fill up this bladder bag…” He tossed one down at her feet, “Don’t stop until its full…” He took a long drink from a bottle of wine, he was quite drunk, “I’ve plans to have all three of you nipple thumped by Mizer and his wooden mallet while your all stretched out in the riggings. Now get up, you’ve a long day ahead of you, you three worthless sluts!” He hiccuped and belched, “You just had to show master Flavious how much milk was in her tits, didn’t ya, Alonna, then squeeze them squirting it all over his face. If that wasn’t enough, this one,” He yanked Nita up again by her hair making her squeal, “...Just had to laugh in his face. You worthless bitches. You’ll pull the oars and worship the ground I walk on if I ever decide to fuck you again!” He let go of Nita and staggered out down the corridor singing, “Tweedle-de-de-de-dum, Tweedle-de-deddle-de-dough pull on the oars you will and be whipped if your too slow…” 


	The End 


	(Or the beginning?) 


	Be sure to watch for other stories coming to this board soon… 


	If you find this story interesting, please E-mail Alebeard or contact me directly at 


	<< smknight@cwo.com >> 


	I’d love to hear your comments… SMKnights RPP Stories is an archival service that relies on author submissions. If a story is found here that you believe has been posted by an author who does not have permission to post please contact Emma Soji and we will try and verify authorship, public domain status or remove the story.


	This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents, either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual person, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. Stories involving celebrities are parodies and not meant to represent the individual in a true sense 
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