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ONE
 
Hell, Oxana reminded herself, was a concept and nothing more, but what she and her timid darling Ludmila were enduring had become only too hellishly real.
The vehicle had not stopped once since they had been bundled in after the vicious whippings at the dacha and the subsequent hog-tie. Being stuffed into the foul-smelling gunnysacks of burlap and thrown into the rear of the van had left them in a state of utter prostration, still stinging from the bite of the scourges and sore from the abuse; their naked bodies, wrenched backwards with ankles trussed to the wrists, shuddered with pain as the welts scraped against the rough sacking. Oxana particularly suffered from the gash opened across the central bulge of her buttocks. Being unable to move a limb was anguishing enough but it was the struggle for air that became their concern: the filthy rags that had been rammed into their gullets stifled both girls and the taping across their mouths reduced their power of resistance to a level that began to frighten Oxana. And she knew Ludmila's limits.
The sole concession granted them by the malicious bastard Boris at the dacha had been his decision to forgo splitting their vulva and anal cleft, already raw from brutal use, with the cord the young Sasha - damn his eyes - had proposed adding to their already atrocious bondage. On the other hand, Oxana knew they were only too open to further abuse from Volodia, the driver.
The interminable hours of jolting over the roads across the Ukraine, followed by the ominous ripple of the autobahns, were broken only by an occasional frontier crossing where undertone exchanges passed between Volodia and compliant border officials. Bribery seemed to function smoothly enough. The human freight, firmly gagged into silence, remained undisturbed as the horrendous journey continued into the night.
Finally the man halted the van to allow the girls to relieve themselves although neither had had a drop to drink since leaving Lydia Simenova's brothel in town when the bitch had toasted their departure west. The unexpected release from the sacks - Oxana recalled the degrading episode later with horror - at least had let them gulp in a breath of fresh air. The van seemed to have drawn off on to an uneven track, branches scraping against the sides of the windowless vehicle, a former, olive-green NKVD prison truck, probably picked up cheap or stolen by the mafia.
The man flung open the rear doors to haul out the body bags on to the gravel. They fell heavily to the wet ground and the mouth of each sack was untied. The voyagers were dragged out almost senseless, gleaming with sweat under the sickly moon and dripping conifers. The two prisoners sucked in the chill night air avidly through flared nostrils as they were kicked bestially into the grass and told to piss. Clearly in a foul temper, their conveyor leaned against the side of the van to munch gherkins and cheese, swilling vodka. If there was one chore Volodia loathed, it was transporting whores for the syndicate. But as Boris had pointed out, it was his turn to do the journey. The next would be Sasha's.
On their presumed way to freedom in the West, the trembling passengers could have imagined better means of transport but such was apparently the normal custom and it had to be endured. Oxana eyed the young driver anxiously, fully aware of what he had inflicted on Ludmila at the dacha, and far more afraid for her than for her own state; the young, dark-haired beauty was a great deal less stalwart than she.
Corking his bottle after aiming a jet of spittle at Ludmila's tensed body, Volodia walked back to the driver's compartment and, to the girls' horror, returned with a length of tarred tawse. Oh no, not again! Oxana's gasp behind her gag only drew the younger one's attention to the thing as both pair of eyes widened in trepidation. For no apparent reason other than exasperation over the endless assignments of running whore flesh into the West. The mafia subordinate cursed the nudes in an ugly Russian neither had heard before, even in Lydia's flyblown brothel or among their slothful pupils at the Kiev high school back home that once had been named after Lenin.
Suddenly the rigid strap, its end slit into strips, hissed and sliced into the taut, back-trussed bodies, the blows resounding among the dank firs along the pathway. Though well flagellated already prior to their departure from the dacha, Oxana found the lashes almost worse than Sasha's, as if they were the first she was receiving that day. She found herself jammed against a sapling, unable to protect her huge breasts that had had more than their ration. When Ludmila's turn came, the wretched girl managed to roll over into the nearby ditch where she was able to lie face down and escape the worst. Oxana therefore received a double serving, yelling and choking behind her gag.
"You filthy, goddam whores," the man bellowed, lashing hard. "If there wasn't cash at the other end on delivery, I'd flay you both raw and dump you in that bloody ditch to drown. That's all your sort of bitch deserves. Straight out of a low-down cunthouse, hoping to sell your cheap holes in the West..." He continued to lash the blonde. "You're in a bloody lousy state as it is, so a few more welts won't be noticed where you're heading. This'll give you something to think over in your stinking sacks for the rest of the journey."
He made his point clear by raising a dozen more purple ridges over Oxana's ribs and flat, indrawn belly, winding her.
Then they were back in their gunnybags, streaming with sweat, Ludmila sobbing pitifully behind her stopple, not so much from the few strokes that landed on her tied arms and legs but from the loss of her little golden necklace the brute had ripped from her throat. Her magic talisman, destined to protect her, had gone and with it the last vestiges of courage.
The grey-green mobile prison resumed its journey into the promised West.
 
***
 
Oxana had ample time to wallow in her guilt. The tedious work on the sagging springs and soiled mattresses at old Lydia Simenova's local brothel near the station had indeed earned the funds necessary to cover the travel out of the Ukraine; the sordid, mean bawd had - it could have been expected - held on to the cash they had earned, doling out just enough for the girls to pay the rent on their one-bed flat and a modicum for an occasional movie and a meal out. The school salaries had not been forthcoming for months.
The daring venture into the glamorous West had, Oxana recalled, arisen out of that letter from Anya, the maths teacher, who had made it to Dortmund or somewhere, also with Lydia's help earlier in the year. It was relatively easy, given the contacts, she had written to Oxana, as long as one trusted Lydia, that fat cow with the bordello on the Ulitsa Vitoshka, and one was prepared to work for her until the funds had been earned. True, the conditions at the brothel left much to be desired but then how else was one to get into contact with the mafia to fix the transport? And so on.
Whatever had been Anya's relationship with Lydia Simenova - and frankly Anya was no Venus - Oxana was determined to follow suit. As her teacher colleague at the Number 3 Senior College in town, Ludmila had proved downright recalcitrant at first but the prospect of living without Oxana, both at school and in bed, overwhelmed her, sex between lesbians being what it was. When it came to the work itself in Lydia's place, she had loathed it but somehow had managed the four evenings and the half dozen clients a night without too much difficulty, as long as she was compensated after work with Oxana's tongue lapping round her tiny clitoris that could never get enough lip service.
Both had been wary of Anya and to trust Lydia was always a gamble but then only the old bawd had the key to the mafia network. Basically she constituted the only available way out, financially and politically, if that was the term. And probably Anya would help to find them reasonable jobs once safely abroad, obviously not as teachers, such as they were, but, say, assistants in one of those incredible supermarkets. Or as waitresses... after all, they both spoke English and managed fairly competently with German, even if it needed brushing up to take orders or sell vegetables.
"It's pricey," Anya had warned them, "but you have to have confidence in the old trout. She's done it before and it seems to work even if the journey tends to be a little trying at times." From that point of view, Anya had been right, oh, so right. Trying was the understatement of the year. So far it had proved harrowing.
As the van gained what seemed to be the surface of the autobahn, Oxana's troubled mind went back to the interview with Lydia Simenova a month ago.
The memory continued to worry her.
"Listen, my little love birds," the slippery bitch had cooed, "you'll never have the cash, Ukrainian, leave alone dollars, with that lousy, non-existent teachers' pay, to meet the cost of the passage. It's not free, you know. And you'll need phoney papers to enter heaven and set up house, won't you, kittens? It's all very clandamine..."
"Clandestine, Lydia darling, clandestine..." Oxana offered.
"And needs a lot of organizing, see? Ask Natasha in Rotterdam or Anya wherever she landed up, and the others I helped across." Ludmila thought she sounded like a female Charon ferrying souls to the other side. "So what am I suggesting? I'm proposing you work for me for a time here, the two of you. As you've got to teach during the day, why not do evenings or even nights here at my cosy little place? Plus weekends. You're both sexy enough in your different ways to attract clients - you, Oxana poppet, with all that rich flesh of yours and you, Ludushka, so neat and thin. My clients like both, you see."
In her kimono someone had brought back from the paradise of North Korea for her years ago, she had waddled up and down her tacky reception parlour where she received customers and presented her current four miserable, grossly overworked females.
"It's terribly homely here," she stressed, in the event that the two prospective employees felt depressed by the springs emerging from the mouldering armchairs where her customers sat to select. "Oh, yes. One other thing. Now and then, I'll have to whip you a little - not hard but just enough extract a bit more cash from clients who like watching that. Like the Cossacks in the olden days, you know, with their knouts and all that."
"No way, Lydia," Ludmila had replied, fractiously. "Nothing doing. Sorry."
Oxana did not object. In fact, remembering her fantasies in bed, she had rather admired the old bitch's candidness. There was little she liked more than to be stretched - so far only in her mind's eye - naked for a whip. She had tried at night to tempt Ludushka to use a thick dressing gown cord over her, without success.
"Well, that's fine, Oxana dear," the old bag had replied, assuming Oxana agreed. "You've such a wealth of buttock meat and breast flesh too, that I think some of my men customers and some females too, by the way, like Natalya Nikolaevna, the bank manager's tongue-wagging wife, relish watching me flog a whore or two. But gently, of course!"
A pause had followed. "Talking of women, duckies, I'd really appreciate it if you two would make love before some of my female guests, quite apart from your fucking duties. All sorts of sex pays off, you know"
Again Ludmila had protested but finally agreed. After all, if the evening tended to extend, she would just not be able to last out and so a heavenly cunnilingus there in the brothel would be as good as one later in the little apartment on the Kievski Prospekt...
Later Ludmila had nevertheless made difficulties. "Working in a sleazy whorehouse, watching you being whipped, isn't my idea of fun," she moaned. "But if it's the only way we've got so as to leave together, I'm with you, darling."
"If you've another plan, let's have it." Oxana tried to be patient. In any event, she had none and the idea of being whipped, however mildly, thrilled her. "You know, I've always wanted to be whipped, ever since my foster father gave me a hiding with the dog whip. I always picture that when I frig off. I come fiercely when I imagine I'm being whipped. I'm a born submissive, darling, as if you hadn't guessed! You know, all those stories about Catherine the Great having her ladies-in-waiting stripped nude and flogged in chains for the least fault or for fucking with her noble admirers. Oh, heaven help me!"
"Well, that's news to me," Ludmila said. "I mean that you like the whip that much. But don't count on me to beat you. You're too precious." Oxana gave her a sad smile.
 
So the contract had been concluded. It entailed four or, on occasions, five nights a week (plus weekends, when agreed) at the brothel with both male and female clients contributing handsomely towards the revenues, particularly when Oxana bared her healthy rump over the end of the soiled bed, her wrists tied deliciously to the rickety bars beyond, to receive Lydia Simenova's plaited bunch of silk strands which Oxana found ludicrous child's play. She would have given her day's earnings to writhe naked under a good knout now and then. But she played Lydia's game and clients found her spectacular. Moreover, it helped her to orgasm massively with customers afterwards and particularly in Ludushka's sweating arms later in bed.
Lydia Simenova, despite her perfidious, ulterior designs, had unknowingly opened the sluice gates of Oxana's deepest desires at last. With a few puny lengths of silk...
Meanwhile the candidates for illicit emigration worked unstintingly for her brothel.
 
***
 
As the grey van headed westwards, Oxana sweated in the sack, still distraught at having brought her lover to such a pass. But then, both had agreed to the contract and what had been inflicted on them at the dacha had to be viewed, regrettably, as an integral part of Lydia's arrangements.
Again the blonde beauty screwed up her eyes as she remembered what followed the long weeks of meretricious sex in the nauseating brothel with its pink lampshades.
 
It was during their fourth week of service that the bawd had announced that not only had their earnings reached the requisite level but that the meeting with her mafia contacts had been arranged. As she had envisaged, it would take place out at Lydia's own dacha, a pleasant place in the country she had received from one of her previous clients and financiers, now in the dizzy heights of the Gazprom management. From there, she assured the girls, they would be scheduled to set out for the lands of milk and honey, where there was a crying demand for Russian and, for that matter, Ukrainian expatriates seeking gainful employment of one sort or another...
"My friends merely want to check out your condition and all that, my sweethearts," the girls learnt, fatigued with copulation. "After all, don't forget you're still contraband - yes, Oxana darling, I can remember a word when I've learnt it - and the trip's tricky for them too. Everything's paid so don't worry. Just get your gorgeous selves jazzed up in these pretty Ukrainian peasant outfits." She spread out the flowered skirts and blouses. "You see, tradition counts with these guys from dreary old Moscow where they've lost touch with folklore, alas. So, look your best and no cosmetics, mind you. They want you natural. You can change back into your ordinary togs for the journey. I need the dirndls for my next exports, see? Don't take any baggage. That they really don't approve of. Anyway you'll be able to buy everything - but everything - you want, once over the Polish-German border."
The girls were thrilled by the pleated and flowered dresses. Lydia was more than thoughtful; she could be a real friend when she made the effort.
"We leave tomorrow after lunch in my new Volvo, well, almost new - it's just been liberated from a parking lot in Brussels by Boris's boys. It's a part - how shall I put it? - it's a part of my cut, see? You'll adore the dacha with its pink phloxes, honeysuckle and budding roses. I always use it for transit purposes. It's isolated and on the way out west. I just love gardening, you know."
 
What happened there at the dacha, behind the already fragrant wallflowers and the crochet curtains, Oxana would rather forget. Although not altogether; there had been moments of strangely intense ecstasy. But the bodysack was a pure nightmare.
 
***
 
Under the Spring sunlight the Ukraine stretched out in all its splendour; it was something the girls did not have a chance of admiring too often. Elated, they climbed into Lydia Simenova's white Volvo totally oblivious of its worth, it in fact represented the net price of three whores which Lydia had supplied to work in one of the more upmarket resorts in the Crimea. Business was looking up, now that Gorbachov and his successors were shelved.
The old whoremonger appeared almost regal as she drove out into the countryside through the dark potato fields beginning to sprout green leaves under what, at school, the poems described as a cerulean sky. The girls lazed in the leather luxury, relieved at last to be off the treadmill of the brothel with its enamel bidets and smell of armpits.
They were - miracle of miracles - on the first leg of their exodus from the sight of innumerable cocks and relatively wealthy widows' crotches, some of which had been demanding and hard to service. But it could have been worse. Some of the regulars had recounted the weirdest stories of what some clients demanded of them.
As the car flashed along the greening fields of rye, Oxana again thought over the deal. Despite Ludmila's perpetual griping, which had not helped, the arrangement had been easier than she had anticipated. With the dark head dozing peacefully on her shoulder in the air conditioning and the sound of the radio playing a Prokofiev symphony - one Oxana particularly liked - and the arrows of sunlight glinting like swords from the rain puddles, she wondered what Ludmila would be doing a week hence - apart from sliding those divine lips up and down Oxana's powerful clit. Maybe acting as a sleek hostess in a very short skirt revealing her delicious thighs, serving expensive drinks to the elegant rich in some bar in Frankfurt - no, that was too premature - maybe doling out sauerkraut and Heineken at lunch in a Mannheim restaurant... Or more likely, still looking for job. In any event, they would seek employment together, rent a modest studio apartment with window boxes full of geraniums and, if it was not too late, hyacinths, blue and rose... Where exactly, would remain to be seen but certainly in one of those splendid, reconstructed cities which her foster father and Marshal Zhukov had laid waste over half a century ago. But one thing was manifestly clear: no more whoring - unless, of course, the labour market proved really impenetrable - in which case they would have to explore other sorts of penetration. But only to earn an immediate living. After that, they would open a bookshop or... Well, a normal life that Ludmila, intelligent as she was, longed for.
In a sense, Oxana felt that the past months had been quite exciting. Both had learnt a lot about themselves, their bodies and sexual gifts. Quite apart from falling in love with Ludushka's body over and over again, Oxana had fallen in love with her own. At last she knew she was a submissive and those whippings over the brothel bedstead had evoked something mercurially masochistic, as Lydia put it. The caress of Lydia's farcical whip had aroused weird desires in her entrails and in her mind. If only Ludmila would take a real whip in hand once in a while, order her to strip naked and have her grovel before her... But, no. Ludmila was too chaste, too unimaginative. She could not possibly understand.
The music lulled Oxana into a reverie. She thought deeply about herself.
The last thing she had considered herself to be was a great beauty. Ludmila might possibly claim that; she was lithe, dusky and perfectly modelled but frankly she had no erotic presence. She was wistful. It was as if she was there by mistake. But her own body, Oxana knew, was sexual; that was clear. It possessed prodigious breasts with incredibly responsive teats and the buttocks, extravagantly rich, seemed to match them. She was an item of pure flesh, heavy, attractive as flesh and nothing more. At school, when she showered, her teacher colleagues reminded her constantly and affectionately with harmless taunts of that flesh. Even when Ninel, the slender gym teacher, teased her after basketball, likening her outsized mammaries to the great bells of the Kremlin, she laughed it off, knowing Ninel would love to handle them, hers being no more than tennis balls with tiny nipples. Oxana was proud of her clappers and her superb, hard teats like ripe radishes set upon perfectly smooth areoles. Most of her companions, including those with whom she had managed to make love, had pimples adorning their umber circles, something Oxana felt ugly and even redundant. Although Ludmila's tits perked delightfully when sucked into erection, they remained paltry. But then Ludmila was Ludmila and beyond reproach.
And then there had been the obscene remarks on the volume of her mounds of buttock flesh but these too Oxana ignored; she like them as they were, as did the rake-thin Ludmila who got lost when buried between the mounds seeking the anal corona that always spread, especially after Lydia's whip, to let the tongue penetrate.
Quite apart from the superb masses of flesh, Oxana's body attracted in other ways: if the face could hardly be called beautiful, its prominent cheek bones, reminiscent of her Altai and Kalmuk forebears from the steppes, gave her a slightly Asiatic look, reflecting serf origins of which she was proud. The hardly perceptible strabismus in the green-blue eyes unsettled her colleagues but they knew it added to her beauty, reflecting her strange personality. The cheeks and shoulders were spattered with freckles and Ludmila, in her adoration of the opulent, sumptuous body, loved the way those areas flushed crimson when Oxana orgasmed or was whipped. When they looked at each other in the cracked mirror at home, side by side, Oxana used to say that Ludmila was a sylph and Ludmila told her lover that only a woman from the steppes could have such rich curves. "You come from where women are real women with succulent breasts, real buttocks and a clitoris like a cock."
In comparison, Ludmila was meagre. Like a boy. Two years younger than the twenty-one year old Oxana, the girl seemed frail and defenceless: the narrow shoulders, enhanced by the flowing black tresses, and the minute, pointed breasts that one could cover in the palm of the hand, she contrasted vividly with Oxana's carnal opulence. Above all, there were those dark pupils of Ukrainian anthracite that widened when the girl surrendered herself to one of those devastating orgasms. Those eyes were the antithesis of Oxana's Ural sapphires (Ludmila's term) that narrowed with lust when her turn came.
"You're like a rocket igniting and lifting off into space from Baikonour, darling," the young one used to gasp, patriotically, doing her utmost to keep up with the explosions. And keep up she did, the old bedstead rattling in the tiny flat until Comrade Pavel Tikonov above, a staunch member still of the Party, hammered on his ceiling with a broomstick. The girls used to laugh and move to the kitchen table to orgasm through the night, wiping it clean of their rancid discharges before laying breakfast...
"And you," Oxana countered, "spend like a katyusha. You'll kill me finally."
Existence in the miniscule workers' flat they shared (mainly in bed), the drudgery of teaching dullards during the day and labouring under heavy bodies through the evening, ground them down. Their sole escape remained that continuous nightly cunnilingus with Oxana groaning: "Oh Ludushka, why don't you whip me, darling? Not like at Lydia's place, but properly - hard across my butt and then beat my breasts till they're nice and blue..." She knew that was beyond Ludmila's comprehension. Yet erotic flagellation had to exist somewhere, surely. But where? And a little more exciting than in Lydia's drab stable of a whorehouse... Oh, god, she needed it and needed it beyond anything else in her sexual life. Who would understand and lay into her? Certainly not Ludushka.
Oxana found herself leaking on to the Volvo's leather upholstery through her dirndl. Then she suddenly leaned forward to the driver's seat and kissed the old bawd on her cheek that resembled a kievski cutlet just out of the oven. Lydia's reply was neutral.
"You're really sexy in your blouses and pleated skirts," she assured them. "My gentlemen friends are going to love you. Now listen to me. Keep on the pill or whatever you use, darlings, when you're in the West. You can never tell and abortions aren't free out there as they are here. But where you're heading, I know they'll look after you."
Oxana wondered what she meant by 'they' but let it pass. The car scattered a gaggle of geese and some hens as Lydia accelerated through a former kolkhoz. "You'll make a fortune with bodies like yours in Amsterdam, Hamburg or wherever you're aiming for. That's if you intend to continue as prostitutes, which is my humble advice. Because you're both good at it and have had practice now. Of course, there's fun to be had in ordinary work, too, I suppose. I really envy you. Well, in a manner of speaking..."
Again Oxana felt puzzled for a second as the car shifted into overdrive. The prolific earth of the Ukraine slipped by, bordering the copses of silver birches, their barks peeling like tissue paper.
Then it came into view. The dacha stood at the end of a leafy lane, a little lost in the immensity of the sunlit countryside.
"Here we are, poppets. Home sweet home." Lydia slowed up by the gate.
The dacha's window frames and fretworked eaves had a romantic look; the scene reminded Oxana of one of Tarkovski's films she and Ludmila had seen in Kiev. Remote and enchanting, a dream haven of romantic love. The whitewashed fencing looked a little derelict among the wild roses and ferns.
But not so the two vehicles that stood parked side by side. A luxurious limousine with grey, drawn curtains - the sort the Central Committee members used to ride in years ago - bore a Moscow number plate. Next to it stood a grey-green van, its rear doors open as if breathing in the late afternoons scented air.
Lydia hustled the girls out of the car and took a linen-covered basket from the boot. Then the fat hand guided them to the gate. The thrilling countdown had begun. They were on their way to the fields of felicity out west.
"Delicious eats, poppets, piroshkies and everything," Lydia told them. "The boys are sure to be famished. They've come a long way to check you out. So be very polite. Hands behind your gorgeous arses and stick out those tits." With that, she extracted two studded dog collars attached to leads. "Just buckle them on, duckies. They're merely to make an impression. They like that sort of thing and they know you've been whoring and had the whip used on you - well, you at least, blondie."
Oxana, like Ludmila, was puzzled by the remark but let herself be equipped. Apparently it was part of the show and she rather liked the neckstrap; it made her feel special, servile as in one of her dreams, where torturers had led her around on a chain...
"Now, don't forget these guys are your passport to the West and no questions asked. So, keep your sweet mouths shut tight - unless it's to suck cock." As both girls stared at her nonplussed, she added: "You never know with Boris. Quite unpredictable." 
To which Ludmila blurted out: "What on earth do you mean, suck cock, Lydia? I thought we were here for transport, not more of your damn sex duties." Oxana nodded her agreement although she had taken Lydia's comment as one of her brothel jokes. The plump face merely smiled, hurrying the girls through to rose-decked porch.
The three men were lounging on chairs round a ramshackle table, their eyes avidly focussed on the two arrivals in their peasant outfits and high-heeled bootees.
"At long last, you blundering whore. So that's what you've brought along, is it? A thick and a thin one. Not much of a pair. Where in hell have you been? See the time?"
The one greeting them was massive, with a Van Dyke beard and was clearly the senior. Around forty, he looked strangely threatening. The other two were younger, in their twenties, and, in Oxana's opinion, not bad looking; each wore an embroidered Cossack smock, buttoned at the neck. A broad belt supported the older man's paunch, his high boots resting among the bottles and mugs on the table. What disturbed the girls far more was what lay curled up there like a dormant viper, its tip of knotted thongs drooped over the edge; somehow, a length of flogging leather always caused Oxana to tingle strangely.
"Are these the birds for export?" An arrow of brown saliva hit the enamel spittoon.
"They are, Boris Alexandrovich," Lydia cooed. "I got here as fast as I could. They're about the best you'll get on the market these days. You like them led in like bitches?"
"Take those bloody leads off them and get them stripped naked," the man ordered. "Always have to check merchandise. Sasha and I, we're due back in Moscow by morning and if one or both of your cheap sluts will do, they leave with Volodia after the test."
"Who says they're cheap?" Lydia snapped back. "They're worth a grand apiece and I want it in greenbacks, not your roubles and kopeks this time. So, get on and test them if you want proof. They're genuine sex and good whipping meat, I promise you." Lydia spun round on the two paralysed Ukrainian 'peasants'. "You heard what the man said. Strip off and hurry, you three-holed whores! Off with everything and give it all back to me."
Startled by the exchange, Oxana stared dumbly at the group. What was going on? Strip in front of a bunch of lousy conveyors? But the scourge on the table was worrying Oxana, mainly on Ludmila's account. But her lover had already lowered her skirt. If a quick corporal inspection was the price of emigration, so be it. That could do no harm. Oxana undressed too and laid her things neatly on the pile. As neither wore a slip or string - Lydia had said whores' cunts should be hygienically aired and free - they were quickly bare, Ludmila shielding her breasts and sex like the Botticelli Venus but a good deal thinner.
"Hands behind, duckies. That's it." Lydia was smiling. "And part your legs to show those clammy slits of yours. Let Boris have a good look at you. Aren't they something? Krasivy, krasivy! Well, boys, what are you waiting for? Go ahead and try 'em out."
"Haracho," the bearded giant grunted. "Tie 'em up, you two, and get to work. The blonde thing from the same beam as usual, the thin drab over the bedrail next door. We'll flog and fuck 'em out at the same time while the old hag cooks us something. Volodia, you deal with the skinny one and you, Sasha, take the fat-arsed tart and don't waste good leather, lads. Slam into them and then we'll check how they come with the help of fifty lashes." Then he added: "I doubt they're worth more than a couple of hundred apiece."
The export articles could not believe their ears and froze into statues. It was quite clear what was about to happen. Oxana felt a thrill ripple through her nudity.
Lydia turned from the stove where she had started cooking the cabbage. "Hey, Boris Alexandrovich, go easy on the scrawny bitch. You don't want her arriving damaged. But you can do what you like with the hefty one. She's into the game and needs a really hard flogging to bring the best out of her. By the way, that one's called Ox..."
"To hell with names," Boris cried. "Where she's heading - if, and I say if, we buy - they'll stencil or brand numbers on them." He nodded to men. "O.K. get 'em ready."
Oxana was about to protest but thought better of it when her naked body was stationed under the dacha's central beam where, awaiting her bondage, she could hear Ludmila screaming and see her as she was dragged into the adjacent room. There, after a useless struggle - oh, why didn't the sweet darling just give in? - her belly was bent over the bedrail to have her neat little ankles tied out wide to the castors and her arms extended and roped to the far end of the bedstead. Her dimpled, clenched butt - when would she learn to relax it? - rose high above the rail, the sex gaping below, the anal cleft exposing that puckered ring of brown sphincter that Oxana's tongue knew so well.
When her turn came, Oxana found her own position far more exciting: a quick glance at the length of coarse hemp cord hanging from the crossbeam told her she was to be whipped in stretched suspension from the wrists. Mounted on a chair, the young Sasha extended the arms until the body was struggling to conserve some support from the toes that just grazed the floorboards. Oxana's superb, heavily-built body tautened into a column of sweating nakedness, the muscles, thews and rich curves of freckled flesh quivering under the tension. The stupendous breasts, although wrenched upwards by the haul of the pectorals and arms, still bulged massively as if readying themselves for the whip. The rib cage formed a sharp ridge above the sunken belly and below flourished the crop of fair curls gracing the lump of pubic flesh. Her blonde head forced behind the upstretched biceps, Oxana tried to follow the preparations, only to feel Sasha's hand assessing the bulk and weight of the hefty buttocks, letting his fingers probe the anus and then thrust up the vastly overexploited vagina, which surprisingly he found already running with viscous sap. Oxana knew it. The strict bondage and the prospect, both fearsome and exhilarating, of realizing her most secret, reckless dreams, had prepared her for what was to come. This was it. At last. She was to be flagellated stark naked. And, what thrilled her more, she was to be punished for no evident motive, no apparent reason she could fathom. Yet somehow, she felt the sexual and erotic significance of whipping was sufficient.
"Right, comrades," the confrere called Boris announced with a leer, "let fly. As long as possible until you draw blood, red as the old Soviet flag! Whip hard!" Boris watched his acolytes take off their Cossack shirts and bring out their stiffened cocks. Sasha, assigned to Oxana, took the plaited whip, the length of his arm, from the table, while Volodia, a trifle irked at being allotted the less enticing of the two nudes, drew out of a bundle of sacks, an evil-looking flogger with half-a-dozen thin, trenchant tails. Thinking of Ludmila's arse and thighs, Oxana winced and bit her lip: had she known how to pray, she would have offered up an elegy... Then she screwed up her courage for the lashing. Straining to glance at the young mafia character, she suddenly realized she was longing for the whip in the same way as she hankered for sex and orgasm. But she seemed to have divested herself of her personality; she was no longer an individual, not even a beggar asking for alms. She had become a partner in an uncontrollable search for lust, a naked flesh slave without will. They could do whatever they wished with her body. All she consisted of was a burning desire to be humiliated and, if possible, offered a share of the pleasure.
The handsome youth examining her seemed to be a connoisseur of the female body, judging by the way in which he scrutinized and probed into what she was offering.
"I presume you've been whipped before, whore?" he said dryly, straightening out the thick, plaited scourge. "Because this is going to be pretty harsh for a beginner."
"Beginner?" Oxana murmured under the strain of her back-drawn gullet. "Well, yes. I've had the whip but I suppose only lightly." Then she held her breath.
A blinding bolt of white pain exploded in her brain as the braided length curled round the rump and thighs, the tip snapping into the sex. Again and then again fire raged and tore through the depths of her being but she knew better than to clench; she let her immense slabs of buttock meat hang slack as her groans came. After a dozen atrocious strokes that sent her legs bicycling madly, her hips jerking forward and back to ride each lash, she could almost imagine the scarlet welts swelling up across the cheeks as the youth went for the central flesh of the arse. Suddenly the thong left the twin hunks of the posterior to slam with a ghastly shlack! into the hollowed belly, nearly extracting the little stainless steel bead Ludmila had offered her for her birthday. The thuds were dull but the terminal slicing of the tip left sharp, sibilant hisses in the air, joining her hoarse shouts of agony as the whip moved on up to the rib cage. At that moment, the entire flesh of her body tightening, not only across the rump but over her pubis and pelvis. The muscular belly spasmed erotically under the reddening, purple contusions laid into it and, through the welling up of pain that, at the same time, seemed to be waning, Oxana knew what was coming. And her nipples froze, waiting. Perspiration streamed down to blind her as she fought the onslaught and tried to contain her yelling, by then being matched by insane yammerings from the far room. But Oxana had no possible chance or wish to preoccupy herself, let alone commiserate, with anyone or anything but her own flagellated body. Ludmila would have to fend for herself like any other being whipped.
The lashes began then to mark the flanks of the ribs but leaving more deliberate pauses between each slash, as if to allow the effect to penetrate deeper into the nerves and epidermis. Half-conscious, Oxana knew she was ablaze with mauve ridges and almost beyond the reach of her senses. Then, as if from beyond stars above the dacha, she heard Boris's order: "Now give the brawny slut a couple of dozen over those huge jugs. Slice into the teats, Sasha, like a good lad. She'll have to get used to it where she's heading. Fold the whip double and flog hard!"
Without further notice - as if a whipped whore was ever offered warning! - the lash struck the lurching mammary flesh, flaying the bulbous underhang and then the main mass of the udders. Each scorching blow sending the girl's mounds lurching up into her sweating armpits. Around the tenth sweep of the leather, Sasha caught the nipples squarely, slicing in with an accuracy that Boris always admired in an eager youngster. The dacha filled with screams, now not only hysterical from the bedroom but suddenly wild and uncontrolled from Oxana. And yet the yells were different, mingled with fresh groans.
The dozen or so red weals over each breast flared up beautifully but the man did not slit the areoles; he just left them bloated, throbbing vividly. And then paused.
"Now open up the whore's rump, Sasha, my boy." The instruction was what the youth was waiting for. He flailed maliciously into the crimson, quivering cheeks as if trying to cut his victim in half. Then, from where his leather crossed over the earlier welts, the blood began to trickle. "Good work, lad. Now get up into her. She's ready."
Lydia left the stove to observe the conclusion of the 'testing'. As Sasha raised and splayed the scorched thighs and drove into the sopping cunt, Boris approached, freeing his immense penis. His hands slithering over the sweat and blood, he parted the buttocks, found the gorged anus and bored. Her breath became sharp hisses as Oxana sent her head jerking backwards, the mouth wide. If the whip had not fully ripened her, the dual battering of the thin membrane dividing bowels and uterus sufficed to dispatch her, each of Sasha's thrusts dragging the outsize clitoris in with it. The girl's hisses became long, breathless moans as the orgasm took shape.
"Ahhh, yes... yes... you bastards! Fuck me, whip me, tear me... I'm coming!"
Lydia watched eagerly. The dark alluvium of pain had yielded to lust and changed into the unbelievable exultation of orgasm... Yes, there she had a winner for once.
Her whore screamed, came twice prodigiously in swift succession and slumped as the brain blacked out in the celestial void where females glitter a precious moment and expire. Then the men emptied their loads into her and reluctantly withdrew, their cocks dredging out the whore's viscous liquids along with her rolls of vaginal flesh.
"Cut her down," the beard commanded. "She'll do. Top price material, I'll admit for once. But probably needs a lot more beating to meet their needs." Luckily Oxana missed the remark as she collapsed to the boards and lay curled up, twitching, but it pleased Lydia Simenova who declared that supper was served. Whereupon, the young Volodia joined the group, wiping his whip on the crochet work of the window curtains. He had done his utmost on Ludmila but with scant reward, apart from emptying into her. "Pretty lousy, that one, Boris," he shrugged, taking his seat. "Seemed to pass out after a couple of dozen over the rump. But maybe she did come with her clit crushed against the bed rail. Who knows? Not worth much, Boris. Needs a healthy bout of sex torture, in my view."
Swallowing the cabbage and veal, Boris announced his price. "The blonde slut will do, Lydia. Not bad, I grant you, but she's going to require a hell of a lot of training if she's going to make the grade where she going..."
"Shouldn't you try her out under a spot of nipple or genital pain, Boris?" Lydia suggested accommodatingly, aware that, given her candidate's stamina, such might well increase her price. "I've got a few tools in the car, if you..."
"Shut your damn mouth, bitch," came the retort. "Who's the Folterschloss agent around here? You or me? They'll train her up anyway in all that. What they need, first and foremost, is reliable flogging flesh. You know that. Now give me some more of that stale mush. You're really a lousy cook. If you run your filthy bordello like you boil cabbage, you ought to be in jail, you ugly carp. And by the way, when you're shipping the next load of whipping meat, make sure you don't try and pass off beginners on me like that arseless bitch out there." He jerked the Van Dyke towards the bedroom.
"Now, Boris Alexandrovich, how about the cash?" Lydia ignored the remark to massage her forefinger against her gnarled thumb. "So, a couple of thou for the two?"
"Are you crazy? I'm an agent, you fat sow, for a big slave house over there," he waved into the distance, away beyond the Pripet Marshes. "The blonde will do and she seems to enjoy whip, cock and she's obviously into female slits. So, a thousand for her but the other slut's not up to the Folterschloss standards. So, what do you say we throw the bitch in for a couple of hundred?"
"Let's say one and half for both. Take it or leave it, Boris," the old hag replied, unabashed. She had sensed the thin waif would not have made the grade but she wanted to be rid of both. "A grand and a half for both. US bucks, right? After all, it's not your spinach, is it? You three collect the commission and travel expenses, which is more than I do. So, agreed?"
"O.K. One and a half for the brace. But don't come moaning back to us if those bastards at the Folterschloss gripe over the thin Fräulein. They're into solid flesh there."
Reviving on the floor, Oxana could not believe either her ears or the sight of Volodia emptying out a wad of notes from a Gucci satchel. Lydia licked a cabbage-rich finger and counted carefully. It was not possible! Ludushka and she were being sold! And why? And to whom? What about the travel costs they'd paid? And what on earth was this Filtering Schoss or Fauttering Schloss stuff? Her head reeled.
Boris and the young flogger left a moment later and the sound of the limo dwindling into the Spring night comforted Oxana a shade. Then Lydia came over to her and even helped her to struggle to her feet. "Well, you certainly did well, poppet," she murmured, "and your little cunt-sucker's passed the test too! Well, just about. They weren't over-pleased with her but she went for quite a few bucks... That's what you both wanted, to be on your way, no? And I must say, Oxie, my jewel, you didn't seem to dislike it. And, my, my, don't you come well under the leathers! The lads whip well, don't they? Of course, they've made a bit of mess of both of you - that huge balcony of yours," she ran an onion-scented finger along one of the welts crossing the left nipple, "and that fabulous rump. But it'll all heal up in time, trust me."
As the woman, the Volvo key over the grubby thumb, gathered the clothes and retrieved the throat harnesses, Volodia untied the weeping Ludmila in the bedroom. Oxana came to face Lydia. She felt like remonstrating over what had just been done to the girl but changed her mind. Instead she said: "First, I want to mention something pleasant. In a way, it's thanks to you, Lydia, I've found what I really relish in sex. I like to be a submissive and be whipped. So, spasibo bolshoi for that. But secondly, why did you let those brutes do that to us? It was beyond our bargain and senseless, just to get a lift over the border. And thirdly, I have a feeling you're playing games with us. What was that talk about purchasing us and all that money - that wasn't for the transport, was it, now? And those snide references to this something Schoss or Schloss? If you screw us up, Lydia, I'll come back and kill you..."
The bordello matron swung at the nude hard. The car key in her hand cut into the cheek, "And give us our clothes back," Oxana shouted. "Now, you bitch!"
"Volodia, you'd better chain this one up," the woman called. "She's gone mad."
Then the smooth hum of the white car died away across the darkened fields of rye, followed by the cawing of rooks and crows, scared by the noise. The bitch had gone.
Volodia came back into the room with two sacks, ropes and the weeping Ludmila, who duck-walked in, clasping her aching sex. "On your bellies, sluts, and quick about it!"
There was nothing for it but to obey; the girls saw the whip in the man's hand. But before he could use it, Oxana turned and knelt quickly in front of him, raising her chafed, and still strangely untied, hands to his zip. "Let me blow your hunting horn for you, Volodia, before you bind us." As she said it, her blonde head and bleeding cheek looked up enticingly. "They've all gone and you didn't have much of a treat with this one." She nodded casually at Ludmila. "What's more, tovarich, I've not had a drink since midday."
The man glanced round the room as if to check the three others had indeed left. Then he pulled out his slack cock, caked with the astringent residues of sperm and probably Ludmila's fluids if, an hour before, she had somehow managed to melt down into something resembling an orgasm. Oxana slipped the shaft straight into her mouth and, as if to douche the thing, licked the length, Ludmila watching in dumbfounded awe.
Rolling the heavy scrotum as if palming the Chinese health balls Ludmila used to play with at home when not practising her tai chi, Oxana worked hard, the man grabbing the blonde locks to regulate the depth and rhythm of the fellating gullet. Sweating with effort and giving her lover a sidelong glance, Oxana slid her hand under the man's balls and up to the anus, hoping the girl would lend a hand between the buttocks. But Ludmila shook her head and left Oxana to it.
The cock swelled and stiffened as the youth groaned through the long sucking. And then suddenly the thick, creamy ejaculate jerked out, coating the back of Oxana's parched throat. And she let the rod finish before, almost gratefully, gulping the load down.
As if nothing had happened, Volodia zipped up and repeated his order. "On your whore bellies. Back with your legs and grab those ankles. Let's hit the road."
Obeying meekly to being hog-bound and having diesel-soaked rags forced into the mouth, Oxana consoled herself that they were not blindfolded - not that there was going to be anything very thrilling to gaze upon, tied up in a bag. Then, both were shuffled into the canvas smelling of sweat and urine. Oxana felt like a cadaver or more like Dantes, sewn up in his corpse bag, about to be cast into the sea from the Château d'If...
They felt themselves being hauled across the boards, over the doorstep and then came the thud on the steel floor of the van. The doors slammed and, with a sickening jolt, Volodia ground into gear and moved the mobile jail off into the night.
Oxana began to have even graver doubts than at the dacha. Whipped, fucked, sodomized, and now hog-tied, naked and suffocating, in a polluted, fetid bag, could it be they were being - what was the word? - kidnapped, hijacked? Impossible! They had surrendered their brothel earnings to subsidize the trip. What must Ludmila be thinking?
As the van bumped off through the fields of beet, hopefully westward, Oxana's cunt was leaking with what Sasha had pumped into it, while her sphincter seemed to be cherishing Boris's donation like an evil farewell gift. Then the sweat started to run.
 
TWO
 
Volodia found Boris's idea of taping the whores' mouths a blessing. His previous voyage, on that occasion to Vienna, had proved a nightmare with the three girls entrusted to him yelling their heads off in the van, however much he flogged them during stops. Now the gags certainly helped to keep the whore clutter quiet.
The next halt came as a boon to Oxana and Ludmila. The early morning air brought them to their wits. Moreover, the man ripped off their adhesive tapes to force a slug of his vodka down the parched throats. Ludmila choked on the firewater, which earned her a slap across the face. Both girls sensed they were in for a further punishment as they lay like hooked tench yanked out of a sluggish pond on to the bank and there to be slashed open and gutted. Yes, gutted.
The man pulled on a pair of mechanic's gloves and, in place of the hideous tawse of the previous halt, uprooted a bunch of nearby nettles; the summits drooping like dark pagodas. Relieved of her gag Oxana let out a shrill scream as the leaves thrashed across her body, the already welted flesh turning to scarlet under the rash raised by each swipe of the nettles, her overload of mammary meat receiving most of the strokes. Ludmila passed out after three lashes, despite Oxana's encouragements. To help, Volodia promptly draped the weeds over them liberally until the flesh was ablaze with the venom.
He enjoyed the nudes' writhings for a while and then choked up the gullets again, winding- the tape for a change completely round the heads, ripping Ludmila's long, dark locks backwards from the roots, Oxana's short, bobbed hair escaping the same misery.
The man was obviously deeply resentful, embittered by his task. He felt it degrading that someone of his rank in the mafia set-up was made to transport naked whores across Europe but again he knew it was his turn to do it. Boris was adamant as to duties.
The nettle-stung, blistered girls were stuffed back again into the sacks. Oxana still astonished they had not yet been raped, for their cunts, still leaking come, gaped wide for the taking. The man presumably observed a rule of some sort and yet...
The remainder of the endless drive proved insufferable hell, the girls stewing in the broiling heat of the canvas, their bodies seething with pain. If this was Lydia Simenova's idea of transport, Oxana groaned, she, for one, would never have started out: but, above all she worried desperately over Ludmila's state. Yet somehow she managed to doze off, at least fitfully, the floggings and hog-tie taking their toil.
What seemed an eternity later, she awoke abruptly to the sound of iron screeching against masonry. The vehicle had halted and, after an indistinct exchange of words, jerked forward over what seemed to resemble cobbles to come to a final stop. The engine was switched off and silence ensued.
Eventually the rear doors swung open. Amid a nearby sound of voices, the gunny bags thumped cumbrously and hurtfully to the ground. The canvas opened, letting in air and a feeble glimmer of what seemed to be the light of morning. Presumably, Oxana guessed, it was just after dawn. She had no inkling as to where they were; from the voices she presumed they had arrived in Germany. At long last. Her heart beat exultantly. Despite the torment, they had made it to the West. She longed to see Ludmila's smile but her lover was still being released and was in no mood for celebration. How right she was.
"Two slaves, Meisterin. Delivered as ordered." Volodia's announcement in execrable German echoed round what appeared to be a vast emptiness. The words dumbfounded Oxana. She trusted Ludmila had not caught what she had heard. Slaves? Delivered as ordered? Oxana's heart missed several beats. She began to panic.
Congealed with sweat, the two nudes were emptied out on to frigid flagstones, grit scraping their taut limbs. Aghast and freed from her sack, Oxana stared at the vast, ivy-clad walls towering above, surrounding some sort of medieval courtyard, dominated by a colossal keep. Distant over crenelated turrets, opal clouds were dappled with the early dawn. Dim lights still glimmered from behind rows of barred lancet windows, casting flickering streaks over the rain-drenched surface of the yard. Long arrays of pinnacles bordered the wet slate of the roof tops where early swallows and swifts skimmed amid a desolate cawing of rooks, disturbed by the birds' shrill shrieks and the rattle of what Oxana guessed was a vast portcullis descending behind the vehicle and their arrival. In the back of her mind she hazarded the guess that the place might well be a hotel and hence a welcome place to pause. Then she saw something hotels rarely show.
Lying naked and still roped, Oxana's flesh silvered over with sweat and goose pimples as she caught sight of a tall, wooden stake against the far wall of the courtyard. Bound to it, the pale, thin arms locked to a ring at the summit, a superb, stark naked female stood motionless, her head bowed; In the dim light of the dawning day, Oxana saw the dark marks that traversed the girl's ringed breasts, white belly and thighs, the residue of what must have been a very recent flagellation. If the rings in the nipples were not enough, those that glittered on the sex, weighted down with chain, lugging the shaved flesh downwards between the thighs, made Oxana's heart almost stop.
She was given no time to recover from the sight as a hoarse voice in Hochdeutsch reached her out of the shadows thrown by the high walls over the yard. It confirmed that Ludmila and she were indeed in Germany. What the voice announced was beyond her as she stretched her neck to locate it. For a second, the whole scene reminded her vividly of certain grim etchings in her history manual depicting ruin, cruelty and battle during the Thirty Years' War, terrifying and grotesque. This was certainly no hotel.
Suddenly, she realized the place was some sort of prison and they were prisoners...
"You're late again," the woman's voice grated. The reprimand was addressed to the conveyor, Volodia. Oxana stared at the astounding, veiled female figure that came into sight. A heavy velvet cloak concealed most of her tall stature, apart from the shining, spurred boots reaching to her bare thighs. As she approached the group, the cloak parted with each step to reveal the broad loins and a triangle of dense pubic hair; the woman's slow gait also allowed the breasts to protrude momentarily. They were well-fleshed, the areoles encompassed with circles of silver metal that left the resplendent nipples bare and erect, the convex cones sparkling with sharp barbs. Oxana felt forewarned; evidently not someone to embrace too zealously... But what startled her more was the black scourge dangling from the woman's slanting hip belt; the thing revealed itself with each step she took, the bunch of thin lashes brushing her boot. An all-too familiar jolt of spine-tingling excitement and a rush of adrenaline cut Oxana's breath for a moment. She screwed up her eyes to contain herself. Then she stared at the thing anew, spellbound, feeling her clit nudge between her labia. She hoped Ludmila had not noticed the object.
The veiled figure's gauntlet was pointing accusingly at the conveyor. "You were due at midnight, man. You know the rules. Slaves must be delivered on time. We have strict schedules here. I trust you've not been drinking again en route, like the last time."
"There was a hell of a lot of traffic on the autobahn, Meisterin," the man muttered, seeking exoneration, "and plenty of river fog in patches. Drove almost non-stop, Frau Mechtild. My employer apologizes. You see, he just wanted to double-check on the merchandise to ensure you got first-class material."
"That's no excuse," came the rejoinder. "You conveyors must respect the need for prompt delivery of slave flesh. We have our distinguished guests to consider. If you people are not more careful, we'll trade with other outlets."
The terms 'slave flesh' and 'guests' turned the girls to ice. Suddenly, the terrifying woman's sharp-tipped boot slugged into Oxana's arched ribcage to turn her over. The veiled eyes looked down to contemplate the hog-bound deliveries.
"And how many times do we have to remind you dealers we require our purchases to arrive on the premises clean and unwelted? Just look at the condition of this hunk of slave meat. It's more like raw steak than flesh. You people must control your instincts. How is it they've been flogged and are in such a mess?"
"Our employer always tests the goods before purchase, Meisterin. He would never send you trash." Then he added cautiously, probably aware that even trash can talk, if made to. "Also they became rebellious, Meisterin. In the van... Had to be calmed down."
"Well, we'll let it pass this time. But tell your employer to watch his step in future. You can go to the servants' canteen for a meal and collect your gratuity from the office. Then take off."
As the conveyor hurried away to be swallowed up in what appeared to be the central keep of the castle - could it possibly be the place Boris had mentioned at the dacha? - Oxana looked up at the imposing figure that had kicked and winded her. There was something awesome about her, menacing. In her customary submissive way, Oxana dared not scrutinize her too closely but caught sight nevertheless of the garnet jewel glowing in the navel; it flashed in the first rays of the sun topping the battlements. At the same time, she sensed an exotic odour of perfume emanating from the intimidating, half-clothed presence. Unaccountably, it thrilled Oxana and she wished she could glimpse the face behind the black lace of the veil. At least the throat was visible, encircled with a band of mauve velvet, possibly a mark of high office; it gave the woman an added look of authority and an aura of refined cruelty.
Mechtild, if that was the name Oxana had caught, gestured to a tall male standing behind her. "Release them, Dragan, and have them hosed down, ready for preparation. We're running late, so use the whip, if need be." She paused a second and seemed to change her mind. "No, probably the prod should suffice, seeing the state they're in. They seem to have been adequately scourged already - at least, the sturdy, fair-haired bitch has. And incompetently, at that. I'll have to report this to the Meister."
She withdrew into the shadows with a flash of sliver spurs at the heels. Had Oxana not felt so unnerved, she would have smiled at the almost theatrical scene being enacted before her. But she knew she and Ludmila had the title role in some hideous new drama.
Dragan, if again the girls had heard the name aright, advanced. While the female's boots reached almost to her groin, those the man wore were for riding, lava-black, too military for Oxana's liking. Equally black was the strapping over the thorax beneath a shorter cloak. As he bent over the bound nudes, Oxana saw the great cock swinging listlessly from the hirsute crotch. In fact the male, muscular and rugged, seemed napped with hair all over his body: What was visible of the face, also veiled, seemed to display no readily recognizable expression as the gauntlets removed the hog-tie, mouth tapes and gag. The girls lay paralysed, numb, incapable of movement, the tendons tetanized by the countless hours of suffering. The release proved almost worse than the bondage.
"On your feet, slaves! And be quick about it." The order came in poor German, hollow in tone, as Oxana managed to struggle to her feet in agony. She trusted Ludmila had the strength and will power to do likewise. But she lay debilitated, inert.
Suddenly a piercing shriek filled the courtyard, rebounding off the walls. The flash of metal reflected in the rain pools as the cattle prod in the man's grasp buried itself again into Ludmila's belly, sending her headlong across the paving stones. Howling in Russian, she curled up, shuddering, only to receive a further discharge of voltage in the left breast. The second jab brought Ludmila's convulsed nudity crawling to the man's boot where she lay trembling, soaked with sweat. For Oxana it was too heart-breaking to watch.
"Put it up the bitch's arsehole, Dragan, if she persists," the woman called Mechtild counselled. "The cheap whore's having us on. Get her moving!"
The threat of the gleaming shaft parting her buttocks sufficed to bring the willowy girl scrambling to her feet in tears.
"I'm so stiff and weak... I don't think I can..." The halting German was pathetic, almost touching, but only earned the newcomer a sharp slap across the face from Mechtild.
"Shut your impudent mouth, slut! Here at the Folterschloss a slave obeys orders instantly and in utter silence. You seem to be unaware of your whereabouts. Let me warn you what can happen to a slave who proves recalcitrant. You understand, I presume, what I'm saying, as you seem able to whine in German. You see that over there?" The gloved arm pointed in the direction of the flagellated body chained to the stake. "I could well have you take her place and be whipped senseless. I hope this is clear."
Ludmila saw what Oxana had already noticed. She turned chalk white.
"Now listen carefully, you two sluggards," the grating voice went on. "You are here, as you may or may not know, in the illustrious Folterschloss to serve as sex slaves to satisfy the demands of our guests. Apart from the paltry chat you may exchange with your colleagues when off duty in the playroom or in your dormitory, all communication is forbidden in the precincts of the castle. Streng verboten. verstehen? Babbling is punished here in various strenuous ways, including denial of orgasm for periods I decide upon. You have the privilege of being assigned to my slave cohort. I am your overseer. You will address me, if given permission to speak, as Mistress. Dragan here is your supervisor. You will address him as Master. Now, during your piercing and ringing to take place forthwith, you'll be instructed how to behave here. Take the trollops down. Dragan."
The appalling truth hit both girls like a blow in the stomach. Clearly, they had been outwitted and snared like ingenuous boneheads by Lydia, that perfidious, fork-tongued bitch of a whorehouse crook. When Ludmila turned her tearful eyes to gape at Oxana, the older girl could only look the other way in despair and desolation. The fault was hers.
Somewhere a mastiff began howling as if to add to the greeting - another reason, Oxana told herself, to obey orders smartly. What puzzled and dispirited her even more than poor Ludushka's look of shock was the gaunt overseer's remark about piercing and ringing. Piercing what? And ringing? Abruptly she turned towards the naked female at the stake beyond the puddles. The chained figure provided the answer readily enough. Oxana's heart seemed to halt a second, the clogged vagina tightening. They were quite evidently to be perforated, gored, gashed like her... As the stark fact disentangled itself from the horror in store, she felt her cunt and teats throbbing recklessly with strange anticipation. So, a female equipped with flesh rings - no doubt for bondage, whipping and heaven only knew what else - meant she was a sex slave. Oxana gazed at the nude almost enviously.
"Is Elspeth on duty in Cellar Seven, Dragan?" the overseer enquired.
"She is, Meisterin."
"Well, tell her to get to work on these two sluts. We need them to start training and guest service as soon as possible. Guest attendance is increasing sharply."
With that the woman strode off in a jangle of spurs to be swallowed up in the baleful central keep.
The newcomers were hastened - with occasional help from the cattle prod - to a medieval mounting block. Each in turn found herself stretched over the cold stone to receive a temporary ankle chain, throat strap and lead, the latter reminiscent of Lydia. Watching Ludmila being fitted out by the so-called supervisor, Oxana did not find him unattractive: the great cock, still in repose, swung temptingly as she realized suddenly how sex-starved she was. She had had no pleasure since the ordeal at the dacha and there seemed to be little hope of getting Ludushka between her thighs, terrified as she was and probably dry as a bone. Yes, a good, healthy fuck would be more than welcome. One item that put her off, however, lay in the habit of these people, including the man, to wear the ridiculous veils, perhaps to provide a measure of frightening anonymity? Unless taken from behind, Oxana preferred fucking face to face, openly... Meanwhile, caution was perhaps the best policy. She stifled her lust, like putting the cat out at night.
The neck straps buckled on, a length of iron bar was secured between the rear of Oxana's collar and the forward ring in Ludmila's, the wrists clipped behind to the same bands. The tug on her arms, Oxana found, displayed the huge breasts nicely and in a way she considered highly erotic. The pair were led through a florid sculpted entry in the main tower, their ankle chains clinking.
Crossing a vast, echoing hallway, the girls - or more correctly, prisoners - gazed nervously at the suits of armour lining the walls in iron solitude, as if awaiting the heralds' trumpets and the neighing of battle steeds. For a moment, Oxana wondered if gagged slaves were not stifling naked within the hollow effigies. We've got to be brave, she reminded herself. The descent into the depths of the Folterschloss called for a vexing negotiation of steep steps, curving ever more abruptly into gathering darkness and increasing heat, much welcomed after the agonizing chill of the courtyard, a place Oxana would rather forget.
From the foot of the stairwell, several passages led off into further obscurity. The man led them brusquely along one that was lighted by an occasional weak, flickering flambeau, each burning from a bowl held by an iron bracket in the form of a bare arm. The shadows thrown on the walls quavered ominously. The only sounds were those of the trailing ankles chains, the resonance of the man's heels and the soft pad of the girls' feet. Suddenly, Oxana stopped short, causing the lead rod to lam into her colleague's throat. Then Ludmila saw the same thing. The shock cut the breath of both prisoners.
His manacled arms straining from a ring cemented into the coping of an alcove hewn out of the bedrock, a naked youth teetered, barely on tiptoe. The head behind the arms lay shrouded in some kind of leather hood, scarlet and studded; two minute vents allowed the enveloped nostrils to draw breath. A gross zip was drawn across the mouth. Oxana, bewitched, caught her breath again as she perceived a sight she had never even dreamt of before - and her reveries were erotically puissant, to say the least. Below the incurved belly, the erect penis, etched with thick blue veins, pulsed massively. A steel ring, pierced through the underside of the foreskin, jerked with the throb of the huge shaft: a second dangled from the loose sac of the scrotum. The body appeared to have been completely shaved of hair. And probably, Oxana guessed, the head also.
She stared hypnotized at the fully bared glans of the cock and the thread of clear liquid reaching from the purple slit to the youth's knees. The whole body had been well flagellated and, Oxana hazarded again, probably subjected to cock-torture to judge by the dark swellings. Wow, she muttered inwardly, there's someone who needs a helping hand or a deep throat... The guy's spunk must be at boiling point!
The spectacle and the presence in the castle of a male, obviously a slave like herself, gave Oxana an overpowering shock: it lifted her spirit into a realm she never expected, beyond the confines of the lesbian treadmill. Her bisexual disposition, despite Ludushka's labour-intensive tongue and fingers, suddenly revived. If only she could discern Ludmila's reaction! But the damn bar connecting them, one behind the other, denied it.
Almost condescendingly, Dragan allowed them a leisurely view of the youth.
"A relatively senior, well-trained slave under disciplining," he declared. "Become a trifle feckless. Been cock whipped in addition to routine flogging. Prohibited orgasm. Now, move, whores, and get those arses swinging. We're running late as it is."
The heat in the corridor became intense, drawing sweat but at the same time mitigating again the effect of the long endurance in the yard. As she hobbled on, Oxana would have given much, despite the order of deprivation, to suck that youth's cock...
Now and then, further recesses came into view, tenantless but displaying clearly the equipment destined for future occupants: stout leather-sheathed dildoes, some congested with bristle rings, others with sharp studs. The angles of the adjustable shafts bolted to the rear wall demonstrated only too clearly their purpose and target. Trying not to think what was taking place in Ludmila's head, Oxana revelled in the jolts in her vagina and, more increasingly, in her still unschooled anus, still aching from Boris's pistoning.
Finally the group entered a circular area lit by tall candles dripping crimson wax like hot blood - Oxana's private analogy. The landing, from which further steps spiralled down still deeper, was vaulted and hedged in by massive, juxtaposed gratings which Oxana took to be gateways leading to chambers beyond.
The two neophytes were again allowed to dally a moment. The sound of thuds and low groans issued out of one entry. Dragan noticed the delay and the tightening of the lead chain in his grasp. The girls had halted and were listening.
"A female slave under guest flagellation," he remarked tersely, gesturing towards the iron grid and the gloom beyond. "You'll become very familiar with these cells later."
A further labyrinth of stone followed. The level ground afforded a welcome relief as the ankle fetters had begun to chafe cruelly. Ludmila's tiny bones were suffering torment, so much so and so apparent was her pain that Oxana murmured a soft word to hearten her. Her dark-haired lesbian love merely stared ahead with glazed eyes. And with reason.
Before them, again in a hollowed grotto of rough masonry, hung a stark naked female, facing the passageway. She was suspended from the roofing by her widely-separated legs, the feet laced into leather brodquins. The position exposed the ringed vulva and the pendant sag of the breasts. Extended downwards with heavy chains, the elongated nipples exhibited plainly the slots holding the rings. The slave's state seemed relatively pristine although shades of earlier weltings glistened here and there on the oiled flesh.
"This one's in suspension training," came their supervisor's edifying comment, as if describing a sow about to be slaughtered. "She'll be crotch whipped tonight with the quirt. You'll notice the quirt hanging, already greased, from the hook at the side." The corn-blonde newcomer saw it and had more problems in controlling her flow of sap.
"It should be of interest to you both," the man added, "since you'll enjoy this once you've been ringed and are ready for training. An indispensable part of our programme. Incidentally you'll be allowed to orgasm like this. In fact, it's obligatory. Guests demand it. They usually hook chains into your cunt rings and spread the labia - sex flaps, we call them here - to just short of the ripping point. Our more experienced slaves can usually take thirty to forty strokes of the triple-bladed quirt and orgasm as soon as the erect, ringed clitoris is struck. The spasms come powerfully and in series. It takes some getting used to, but you'll learn."
The sudden loquacity delighted Oxana but he was interrupted by Ludmila's sudden coming to life. She began to scream hysterically, her screeches sounding as if her vocal chords had snapped. Oxana was reminded of some of her lover's outbursts in orgasm.
"Let me out of this hell... Oxana, help me...I can't take anymore of this bloody gulag...I want to go home... You hear? Out of this place..."
Dragan lunged into her with the cattle prod, slamming the yelling novice against the wall, Oxana with her.
"I must remind you newcomer slaves," he breathed, "that speech is forbidden down here at all times." A tension of steel seemed to be developing in the passage.
Oxana helped her companion, reddened by the sting of voltage, back into line.
"Why don't you protect me, Oxana?" came the last moan in Russian. "I'm just not going to bear all this... Maybe you can... with all that flesh of yours... But I just can't..."
The elder girl ignored the plea. She had no wish to taste the prod.
As Ludmila calmed down, in tears, the journey proceeded but only a brief way. While they staggered the last meters, Oxana wondered if all the exhibits they were being shown were not staged or at least displayed for their benefit, as an intrinsic part of their introduction to the Folterschloss. In all events there was no sense in combating fate. They were both slaves of misfortune. Better learn than fight.
The iron-braced portal bore a black Roman numeral: Keller VII. Within, an ill-lit rectangular space yawned before the two prisoners. An array of wooden stumps occupied the centre; rows of chains, fetters and iron neck halters adorned the asperities of the walls; one of the broader throat straps seemed to be caked with congealed blood.
So, Oxana told herself, this was a cellar for sex torture. At last she was confronted with the real thing. A flood of pure terror, laced with an uncontrollable excitement, submerged her and her courage. It reminded her of the grim dungeons in the Peter and Paul fortress in St Petersburg, which she and her sixth grade pupils had been shown on one mid-term school outing; and the cellarage where Catherine the Great had those over-ambitious and over-sexed young women, her opponents, stripped naked and knouted until they were streaming with blood... The Folterschloss, however, seemed to see punishment as erotic, sexual torture, two side of a single coin: pain and exquisite pleasure.
What differed also from the trip to the grim prisons on the Neva was the smiling ginger-haired girl who greeted Dragan and his protégées. There had been no half-naked redheads at the Peter and Paul island stronghold.
"Thank you, Dragan." The timbre of the voice sounded unreal, disconcerting. Her German was no better than the supervisor's. "They're damn late but we'll make up for squandered time. You probably have no wish to hang around and watch, with all the work you have on your hands. Anyway, you've seen this done countless time, haven't you?"
She stepped up to Ludmila and unhooked the steel bar from her neck. As she did so, she gave the newcomer a winning smile. "My, my, aren't you beautiful! I'm very partial to dark ones like you. And with such pretty little breasts! What a treat for a change."
She and Oxana exchanged a look of frank antipathy. Evidently, the slave mistress had no interest in over-fleshed blondes, while the over-endowed blonde was incensed to see the gloved hands gliding so affectionately over her lover's bosom...
Dragan nodded and made for the door. Contrary to his pert, junior colleague in charge of ringing slaves, he found from the start the fair-haired Ukrainian whore very much to his liking: plenty of flesh, a pleasing smile and extremely submissive. Probably intelligent into the bargain, although that quality hardly counted. What mattered to him above all was flesh, and the chubbier the better. How a slave took the whip prior to being used came next. As to the blonde's troublesome, skinny companion, the sooner she was stretched in chains over a torture slab, the better... in a way, he was tempted to stay to watch the sturdy one pierced but he had another brawny woman - a thirty year-old Spanish slave also with rich tits - to punish, fuck and suspend in the first subterranean alcove that was free. Such were his orders and the whore's rump needed opening up.
He holstered his cattle prod and left, slamming the door.
"Right," Elspeth chirped, caressing Ludmila's neat little arse cheeks, "Let's start."
 
THREE
 
"My name's Elspeth." The smile behind the violet veil endorsed the girl's air of self-assurance. "I'm your slave mistress. From the computer printout I gather you both understand English and as I don't see why I should use another language, we'll use that."
A sidelong glance at the svelte figure told Oxana a lot. Although obviously junior in the hierarchy, the female seemed instinctively aware of the power, however limited, she wielded. The mop of red hair piled up on her head in a knot, the pert, pointed breasts and slender body looked dangerously unpredictable. Her next remark warned Oxana again to be on her guard.
"I find Russians, when they're dusky-skinned, dark-haired and mysterious, very tempting. But we usually get landed with plump, cheap-looking blondes."
Oxana winced again. Clearly she fell into that category. "We're Ukrainian really," she murmured, taking a risk.
"Ukrainian, Russian, Georgian, it's all the same here. And who in hell gave you permission to speak and make unwanted comments? In any case, you will address me as Mistress, understand? Here slaves only reply to questions. You're a slave here and never forget it."
Oxana nodded. She had heard the phrase before. Watching the woman's hands still toying with Ludmila, she saw her companion's nipples swelling under the caresses.
"From the information provided on you, I gather you are lezzies," Elspeth went on, turning to Ludmila again to add: "How on earth, angel, you can find anything attractive in this blonde lump next to you, beats me! In case you weren't aware of the fact, your bodies must be fully available for sex with anyone, female or male. What you do in the playroom or in the dormitory is your affair, but when on duty, you're merely sex flesh. So you'd both do well to forget your relationship. All slaves are bisexual by definition."
She gave Oxana another look of aversion, nodding towards the other. "So, she's your candy arm, is she? You make her suck you off, eh? You may answer, slut."
The blonde newcomer hesitated a moment before answering, "Ludushka's my lover, mistress, and..."
"No names here, you fat slug!" The order rang through the chamber and reminded Oxana of Boris in the dacha. "From now on you'll leave the girl alone. Got it?" That said, Elspeth motioned them to an archway in the far wall. "Get in there to be cleaned off."
Meekly the two entered the white-tiled recess where their wrists were released to be immediately attached to chains hanging from the vaulting; they stood side by side as the slave mistress ran out a rubber pipe and turned on the water. Oxana received the full power or the jet on her breasts; it stabbed her viciously, working down the length of the body unchecked. "Turn!" came the hissed command. The spurt played unmercifully on the welts and wounds inflicted at the dacha. The nude slave contorted and twisted in pain. When Ludmila's turn came, the redhead decreased the force, spraying the lean curves almost tenderly. Oxana saw the difference but was pleased her lover was spared the worst. They dried off rapidly in the overheated chamber and were led to the sets of stumps.
Each set consisted of a central billet with four shorter posts around it, cemented well apart in the flagstones. From the stumps, broad straps hung and it did not take much imagination to guess their purpose. The redhead guided Ludmila unhurriedly to the farther array, stroking the slim, whipped rump with her gloved hand.
"Place your little arse on the central post, my lovely, and stretch out."
As Ludmila hoisted herself onto the thing, Oxana was made to kneel by the gate and had time to study the cellar. It was her first glimpse of what a slave institution boasted by way of instrumentation. She found it funereal but at the same time exciting. On the far wall was displayed an incredibly varied collection of whips: sombre horsehide bunches of thongs and short floggers knotted at their extremities or splayed with fangs: canes and bamboo rods, thin lashes of plaited leather - they recalled the dacha ordeal to Oxana - hung menacingly next to lines of metal pincers with serrated jaws, some curved as if designed to clasp female breasts, others less capacious, clearly made to clamp male genitals of the sort and size Oxana had seen in the passageways. She stared at the objects, her vagina clenching beyond control, expelling fresh curd. 
Then she caught sight of items that recalled accounts of the Russian landowners disciplining of young serfs and prostitutes she had read about while masturbating at home - skull helmets with dangling mouth stopples, heavily studded dildoes, only too obviously designed for vaginas and anuses, and towards the end of the row, the inevitable nipple screws...
A sharp cry brought her back to Ludmila. The dark haired girl lay entirely elongated, the rump tensed on the central trunk of wood, the arms and legs extended out to the four stakes. The head jerked frantically, watching the bondage being completed.
"Don't worry, dear." Elspeth soothed her. "You'll get used to it." She turned to her blonde victim. "Now you, fatty. Get your obscene arse on to this set here."
As Oxana lifted her behind onto the summit, she understood Ludmila's distress. A crop of short spikes on the surface gouged into her flesh. All movement checked by the honed nails, her limbs were strapped out tight to the posts. Surrendering, the girl's head sagged between the straining arms. Then Elspeth trundled what appeared to be a white, glass-shelved medical trolley into the angle formed by Oxana's sturdy legs.
"Regulations here require all slaves to be shaved and ringed." The slave mistress's voice had become impersonal and callous. "While I pierce you - you too, gorgeous," she softened to smoothe the dark girl's belly, "it's my duty to brief you on the set-up here. You're both in Slave Cohort One, under Overseer Mechtild and Dragan, whom you've met too, of course. He's your supervisor and you're lucky there because he has a superb cock and, if you're not being used by guests, you'll have plenty of opportunity to enjoy it. You're fortunate you're not under Ghislaine and Semion - that's Cohort Four, but then they deal almost exclusively with senior slaves, god help the poor bastards! When I was a sex slave before my promotion," - both girls pricked up their ears - "I finally graduated to her cohort and that's something one doesn't easily forget. So then there's me, as your slave mistress or handler, to help out. I'm also in charge of this duty of ringing fresh intakes and I look after menstruating females in the Period Cellar. I'm kept pretty busy, so don't give me problems, hear?"
She had laid out her paraphernalia carefully on the glass shelf of the trolley and doused Oxana's crotch and nipples with a frigid hiss from an aerosol can.
"Anyway, don't ever forget that under our noble Meister's supreme authority, the overseers have total supervisory rights over your nude bodies as flesh slaves, even when you're serving our distinguished guests." She seemed to be quoting from a book.
"Nude?" Ludmila stammered, lifting her head as far as she could. "You mean we're going to be kept naked!?"
Far from reprimanding the favoured one for speaking, the redhead smiled. "But naturally, jewel. Slaves are always stark naked but you'll find the castle's well heated, except outside in winter if you're condemned to be whipped at the stake. And even that tends to keep you warm."
She enjoyed her own remark which Oxana found stupid and tactless. The wretched Ludushka was frightened enough without being reminded of worse things.
The blonde prisoner suddenly felt Elspeth's hand on her.
"My, my! What have we got here?" Elspeth's rubber gloves, that had replaced her gauntlets, slid truculently up the length of the blonde's erect, throbbing clit. That's quite a thing, I must say! Like a thumb. That's going to be in great demand."
While waiting for the local anaesthesia to numb the slavegirls' sexual extremities - a considerate measure, Oxana had to admit - the redhead fitted the ankles, wrists and throat with broad, ringed bondage leathers. Professionally, she crunched the series of rivets into the straps with pliers. Oxana held her breath until it was completed, her pulse racing.
"Oh, god, the left ankle's too tight, mistress... please, mistress. Please!" The nude's pleading amused Elspeth. And scared Ludmila awaiting her turn.
"Nonsense, you hefty slut of a whore! They've bloody well got to be tight. You don't want them chafing and sawing you to the bone when you're strung up by the legs for flagellation, do you? Efficient bondage is essential. You'll get used to it, fatty, especially a hot ticket like you! Anyway, after a month or two, they'll be checked for give and wear and, as you're going to be in constant use for whipping and torture, you'll almost certainly be fitted with new ones, even tighter. I got through four sets in my period of service."
Defeated and wondering what 'constant use' implied, the novice let her head fall back. She stared at the black harness and manacles adorning her wrists. At least they were comfortable, well-designed and fearfully erotic. Even more than her nudity, the bondage straps seemed the authentic symbols of slavery. Then she realized, with a thrill spiralling through her wet vagina, that she was now a slave - and a submissive, flogging slave at that... The prospects of freedom in some sleek foreign city had long since faded.
"Now for these disgusting tufts of tow-coloured growth," Elspeth scowled, tugging at Oxana's pubic hair which the Ukrainian was far from loath to lose. It excited her.
The lumps of wax, softened over the blue flame of the trolley's methylated spirit burner, were slapped hard on to the pubis, the vulva and perineum and finally the armpits. Once solid, the wax was ripped away, loaded with the harvest of unwanted golden ringlets. With a grimace of surprise rather than of pain, Oxana felt more naked than ever.
Ludmila experienced the same treatment with, Oxana found, remarkably little noise. No doubt it was done with more moderation than she had been offered. The red-haired bitch was competent enough, Oxana had to admit and, what was more, seemed to relish her job. How was it possible for a young woman of her age - maybe twenty-five at most - so urbane and probably not clinically proficient, to have merited such responsibility? Did one work one's way up the ladder of sex and punishment to acquire sufficient recognition to become a slave mistress? Although undeniably she considered herself a submissive, a 'bottom', when it came to the whip, Oxana envied the revolting copperhead; if the pert, young bitch could wend her way upward, maybe she could too, after exemplary service...
The piercing of the labia and the nipples Oxana hardly felt but the stab of the spring-loaded spike through her ultra-sensitive clit brought out a sharp scream.
She stared at the parted circles of stainless steel glittering on Elspeth's trolley, and Ludushka gasped, seeing the same. "You don't mean you're going to put those things into us, Elspeth! That's ridiculous. Can't we just be attached as we're obviously going to be fucked and used?" The regained calm and unusual vocabulary surprised Oxana.
"Now, don't start your tantrums here, sweetheart," the redhead warned her. "All female slaves have to carry sex and nipple rings, just as your male colleagues have theirs bored through the foreskin and ball sac and often their nipples too. It's all part of the regulations, honey, and you're lucky we're not ringing your tongue and septum, as they did to me. But, I admit, I adored mine before they were hacksawed off by Karl Heinz on my promotion. I was sorry to lose them. Karl Heinz's our blacksmith and punishment flogger."
Oxana, but not Ludmila, tingled with excitement and wished the woman would hurry. Like an Aztec sacrifice, drugged with coca leaf potions on an altar, Oxana felt the rings being threaded through the seven perforations. The slave mistress deftly crimped each ring tight and checked the purchase of the metal, ensuring it turned easily in the punctured slot. The only reaction came when the redhead had to distend the clit with pliers in order to locate the hole she had made in the base of what Elspeth called 'that king-size prong': the smallest of the rings was inserted and duly clamped permanently into the carmine gristle. As the pliers released the organ, Oxana cried out and jerked herself up from the column supporting her rump only to slump back onto the retaining spikes, gashing again her arse cheeks.
The hiss of disinfectant from the C02 can chilled her into a passive calm before she gathered the courage to lift her head and stare at the hardware on the surface of the teats. She could only imagine what her sex, leaking over the metal, must look like. For once, she had no desire to listen to Ludmila's protests as her turn came. Instead, she thought back to the photo in a glossy Western magazine she had masturbated over at Lydia's brothel: it had showed a naked female on tiptoe, hooked to a stake by her nipple rings while two men lashed her rump - and, as Lydia was busy with her clients, Oxana had orgasmed magnificently, before receiving her next customer.
Elspeth stood back to admire the work. Then she said calmly: "Dragan'll be down to check you out and probably give you a few welcoming lashes."
Oxana gasped. "Already? I thought we'd be at least allowed to heal up before being used."
"Heal up? Heal up? What's all this damn garbage about healing? You'll be excused being tied or dragged by the rings for a day or two but there's no harm in a mild flogging and a routine fuck, is there? Stay cool and enjoy it..." She suddenly stopped as she was wheeling the trolley to the wall. "Hell. I nearly forgot to number you! Just as well it came to mind otherwise it would have meant a night at the stake in the yard!"
The fact that a slave mistress could be punished - and particularly the redhead - interested Oxana. Too bad the mean, self-assured bitch had remembered... The idea of the spruce, red-haired body laced with welts and teetering nude in the yard would have given Oxana a real satisfaction...
The indelible marker squeaked on the sweating skin as each chest was given its slave number. The figures were far higher than those the girls had seen on the bodies during the descent.
"There! 607 for you, gorgeous, and 606 for you, blondie. Now you're officially in, with no excuse for dawdling when your number's called for guest service."
Oxana's honey-freckled face attempted a smile. "So, what happens now, Elspeth?" The slave mistress did not seem to object to the use of her name.
"What happens now? Well, now you've been depilated, pierced and ringed, you're sex slaves. From now on, when you're selected at lineouts, guests can do just about whatever they fancy with you in the torture and whipping chambers or in their suites. I don't have to do you a drawing, you gross whore, do I?"
Ludmila wanted to know also, which had more effect...
"I'll show you the house rules which you should get to know by heart. Then you'll be examined and cleared by Ulla, the nurse, in the medical room and I'll show you around the dormitory with your allotted bunks and the playroom where you'll meet the others."
"Others?" Ludmila said from behind her throat strap. "What others? I thought we'd seen both of them on our way down?"
"Oh, they're just two under punishment. At the moment, we've got about twenty slaves or more in residence, female and male. It's difficult to keep up with all the entries and departures. But, as I said, first you'll be used by your supervisor, Dragan, right here as you are, chained tight. Sort of first night droit de cuissage, if you see what I mean. It's a supervisor's privilege and that's more than I get, I may say."
"What do you mean, used?" Ludmila's voice was hushed. Oxana put it down to fear and to the tension of her new neck bondage.
"Whipped and fucked, what else, sweetheart? But maybe not you. We'll see." She turned to her blonde victim. "As for you, big arse, listen carefully. If he uses your too talkative mouth - that's if he's got the time - make sure you hold his spunk till he tells you to swallow. That's one of the basic rules here. It can be tricky," she added helpfully, "fellating head down. Just don't choke or let the come out of your nostrils, that's all. Poor fellatio's extremely badly viewed here and you might well find yourself chained with your crotch wrenched open in one of those cosy alcoves you saw on your way down."
"What do you mean, if he's got the time?" Oxana ran the risk again of questioning the bitch. "We don't seem to be going anywhere in a hurry, bondaged like this. Anyway, I thought we were safe until we've healed up." She saw Elspeth reaching for the haft of her service scourge and, although in no fit state to taste the slender thongs, Oxana felt her vagina tightening with exhilaration again, exuding the only too predictable fluids that had been marinating in her for hours. She hoped it was unobtrusive enough not to be noticed.
"Listen, slut," the redhead snapped back, her hand leaving the whip, to caress Ludmila's thighs, "the guy's got at least half a dozen birds like you to handle and the place's stiff with guests clamouring for flesh. He's a busy man, see?"
"Well, what's this about a medical, then?" Oxana thought it best to change tack.
"Ulla, our medic, checks everything - the piercings, your general condition and when you can be put to work as novices. She reports on your ability to stand up to flagellation, sex torture and all that - in fact, vets all incoming and outgoing material."
"Outgoing?" Ludmila came to life suddenly. "You mean there's chance of getting out of this hell hole?"
"Steady, darling. Only it you're sold off as slave flesh to a guest who fancies you and has the cash or if you're put up for auction cheap as sex trash. It all depends on the Meister. You're his property, see? Now, where was I? Yes, the medical... So Ulla examines you and tries you out to see how you perform cunnilingus - which shouldn't worry you two very much, eh?" she smiled, "and to check your orgasm rate and efficiency. Of course, she'll get you to service her - that's her right, after all - but she won't tire you out. Just concentrate of the white tip of her clit and don't waste saliva on the rest."
The veiled redhead paused to collect her instruments, swabbing them off scrupulously with disinfected lint. Then she added: "But I warn you, she's a devil with some of her stainless steel forceps, if she decides to test a newcomer's resilience under pain. It's one of her responsibilities, she claims. I wouldn't know. And she'll check your period schedule and contraception. You take the pill at breakfast on Saturdays and god help you if you miss out. Oh Yes, she also does the colonics before you're sent to service certain guests who, different from some, like an anus to be clean as a whistle."
An awkward silence ensued. The two novices were receiving a far fuller briefing that Oxana expected and it was precious. It was Ludmila who reverted suddenly back to the mention of periods.
"Elspeth dear. I'm nearly due, by the way." Oxana knew her lover was somewhere around her time but surely, she thought, not yet. Maybe the calamities of the past days and nights had hastened things. Everything was going to hell, Oxana sensed. Then she saw Elspeth's expression behind the gauze veil: the mouth had opened with an exclamation that she controlled with a strange smile.
"Are you indeed, darling? Well, that's the best news for weeks. In that case, you'd better come with me to the Period Cellar. I'll see you're cared for, sweetie, and I'll inform Dragan you're leaking when he turns up. Let me handle it." Oxana's face, reversed downwards, winced, betting Elspeth would indeed handle Ludushka. And how!
The slave mistress suddenly accelerated into the rest or her statutory briefing. "Now, some last details, quickly. You're allowed to do practically what you like in the playroom: music - classical, Techno; punk-movies, hard sex videos, porn books, reviews, and as much inter-slave sex as you've got energy for. Or you sleep by the fire. Whatever. You'll love it, as I used to, with plenty of manustrupation..."
"Plenty of what, Elspeth darling?" Ludmila enquired with an endearment that hit Oxana square between the eves. Obviously things were heating up.
"Oh, just one of the old Folterschloss playroom jokes. Cock and clit frigging, my sweet. You'll be able to frig off your pretty little nubbin whenever you feel like it. You'll always find a willing hand or mouth ready to help. One last thing: when you're called to service guests, either from the playroom or from bed, make damn sure your nipples are nicely erect and the clit's got to be out of its sheath and stiff. That's compulsory, just as the males have to show a rigid cock, foreskin slicked back, ready. Anyway, a summons always turns a naked slave on. Then follow your supervisor - or me, if I'm on that sort of duty - immediately, wrists crossed behind your neck strap ready for fastening and your thighs parted to allow your clit to be chained. We almost invariably lead slaves by a clit chain. You'll soon act used to being towed around even if it tumefies you at first." Neither slave understood the term. "Are we always naked, Elspeth sweet?" Ludmila enquired.
"Of course. Stark naked, except for your flesh rings and sometimes a blindfold or a hood. But, mind you, a guest can require you to be partially dressed. Say, presented in tight latex with a bare crotch and bottom, fin-de-siécle lingerie or cancan crinolines or even a maid's uniform, your pinafore safety-pinned through your nipples. Some of the senior slaves are sometimes prinked out in corsets, girdles, sheer or net stockings and masks - we have an immense wardrobe and regalia for females in the dressing rooms. Males are less likely to be clothed but we have guests who enjoy their youths in female garb. But for both sexes the result's almost always the same - flagellation, sex torture and use of all orifices. But, as to your question, darling, yes, nudity's the general rule."
"May I ask you something, mistress?" Oxana became wary and used the correct title, distancing herself from her lover's obsequious endearments that were beginning to irritate her. "What about sex and orgasms? You know, the right to climax during sessions? I tend to come pretty violently under the whip, at least I did at Lydia's."
Elspeth's lip curled in disdain. "I don't know who the hell Lydia may be and I don't care. Here you orgasm only when given permission or told to do so. Orgasm forms part of your sexual response and gratitude to your dominant. You discharge everything you've held stored up in that great, whorish body of yours. That's the name of the game, see? Like premature ingurgitation in fellatio and cunnilingus, overhasty climaxing inevitably entails vicious punishment in one of the more gruelling cellars. And that sort of session's really popular with guests." The redhead paused. "I don't know why I'm telling you all this. I don't usually give more than a few sentences of briefing. Anyway, I hope that makes it clear."
Oxana said it did and decided to say no more. She saw very clearly why they were receiving an extended prospectus: Ludmila had become honey to the bee and, to Oxana's growing irritation, was laying on the charm unctuously, even when Elspeth had all four fingers reaming the freshly-ringed cunt, the thumb crushing the tiny clit.
Abruptly, Elspeth unchained Ludmila, helped her off the post and took her back into the shadows near the hosing chamber, the girl continuing her obsequious endearments.
"You stay there, darling," Elspeth said, "and don't move when Dragan arrives to inspect. Just get up and come with me quietly to Dungeon Eighteen, the Period Cellar..."
"But I'm not bleeding yet, Elspeth. Not really." The girl's naiveté was touching.
"Do what I say. Over there and kneel." The slave mistress gave the order sharply and, with a final tidying of her trolley, left suddenly, locking the barred gate behind her, as if expecting Oxana to rise like Lazarus and saunter out into the rain-swept forests of the Schwarzwald. Silence fell on the scene as Oxana craned her neck towards the kneeling figure. She was careful to show no sign of being riled by the growing relationship.
"How do you feel, 607?" Oxana enquired.
"Awful," came the soft reply. "But glad to be off those nails. And you, 606?"
"A bit frightened but horny as hell. Can you believe it, stretched out naked, loaded with rings? I hope you realize what's happening to us. By the way, you seem to have made a hit with your ginger-topped bitch of a girlfriend."
"Why do you say bitch, like that? She's just doing her duty. I think in a way she's rather attractive. Not like you, of course, but attractive all the same." The gate flew open with a clang of brute iron.
After a whispered exchange with Elspeth, again on the scene, it was Dragan who advanced slowly into the cellar, a little like Count Dracula, Oxana thought; and then she goose-fleshed over as she saw the whip in his hand and the cock throbbing as it rose into massive erection.
The supervisor examined the blonde slave's rings, tugging lecherously on each to verify the anchorage. Satisfied, he stepped back, shook out the tails of the whip and lashed into the flaccid breasts, flattening the twin mounds, driving the rings into soft meat.
A convulsion of blue pain blinded Oxana but she stifled her scream. The thongs dealt with both freckled mammaries at once, pausing between slashes to allow the full effect to register in the epidermis as the welt flared up on the huge hummocks of flesh. Stroke by stroke, the leathers descended down over the rib cage to the hollowed belly, Oxana striving to follow the advice old Lydia had so often given her: she released her muscles, breathed deeply and ceased to struggle. But worse was to follow.
The man stepped round to her dangling head, his vast truncheon of cock grazing her face, and scourged into the open crotch. The thin laces of the whip, like white-hot wires, fanned out over the sex and inner thighs. The metal rings rebounded painfully as the fangs bit into the rigid clitoris and soft labia, driving the victim's buttocks further into the retention spikes on the summit of the pillar. About to shriek, the slavegirl was silenced by the sudden thrust of the cock into her mouth. That and the sight of the balls swinging before her eyes suddenly transformed Oxana into a trembling, erotic mass of longing. If only he would plunge into her sex gulch down there in the same way a he was sliding in and out of her gullet... As usual, she was on the verge of coming.
As if by a miracle, Dragan ceased the flagellation, slid out of the encircling lips and strolled round the jolting body of the crucified nude. Passing his thumb through the clit ring, he slid his phallus into the clammy drench of the crimson oval up to the cervix and pumped.
The wrenching of the clit ring was enough. Oxana yelled once and orgasmed with all the force left in her. "Yes... yes, fuck me... wrench it, pull it... ahh, master... yes! I'm coming again..." The shrieks filled the chamber grotesquely as the slave came twice again in swift succession. The clinking of metal and regular slushing increased, only to stop abruptly, the man's loins crushed tight between the splayed thighs.
Half demented with craving, Oxana felt the jolts of sperm filling her whipped carcass. She spasmed once again and collapsed onto the spikes.
Gradually she emerged from the abyss into which stark naked slavegirls are pitched by the whip and uncontrollable orgasms. She vaguely heard the dungeon gate opening as her clitoris subsided like a crocus crushed underfoot. It had had its due at last.
What seemed a century later, she sensed Elspeth's evil presence. The loathsome slave mistress stood staring at the sweating, scourged body, watching the grey wads of Dragan's deposit oozing out of the vulva. It was a sight for her vengeful eyes.
"Goodness me, he didn't half slice you up, fatty!" The remark sounded not only deliberately aggressive but carried venom. "That's just an overture of what you're in for, you slovenly, raunchy bitch of a whore! With all that flesh on you, it's going to hurt a lot. You should start slimming down - there's be less to flog off you..."
"And why only me?" the newcomer breathed, exhausted. "What's wrong with her body?" She craned her neck to see an empty space where Ludmila had been stationed on her knees; the slim nude was already waiting at the gate. "Why only me?" Oxana repeated.
"Well, let's say you deserve it, just on account of your huge tits and colossal load of pornographic rump meat. You're made for the thongs. And don't pretend you didn't enjoy it. It's rare to see a novice here orgasm like that so early on in the game. It's as if you couldn't control yourself - and here you'll have to control yourself, unless of course you want to spend a couple of memorable hours stretched from Karl Heinz's flogging hooks." Elspeth gave her a contemptuous, treacherous look. "You're a real whore, aren't you?"
Whore or not, Oxana realized from the hostility that the redhead hated her and was doing her utmost to separate her from Ludmila. In any event Oxana could do little about it; all the bitch had to do was clamp her in a fixed, steel throat collar against the wall and let her weaken until someone more senior came by. With a twinge of conscience and frustration, Oxana decided to let the girl go. Self-preservation seemed the order of the day and anyway the whole laughable mirage of jobs in Düsseldorf or wherever, studio flats in a slick inner city and what was called freedom in the books had evaporated...
Oxana felt her body being released. Peeling her lacerated behind off the stump to have her wrists clipped to the new neck strap, she cursed Lydia, Elspeth and, for the first time, Ludmila. About to add Dragan to the list, she hesitated. The scourging had been sudden and hard but exciting. Moreover, she had come and that was worth any amount of lashes. What preoccupied her somewhat, all the same, was the place's cautionary stipulation whereby a flagellated subject had to wait for permission to orgasm. Oxana realized she would have to practise hard to govern and regulate her paroxysms...
Nebulously, she heard the needling voice harassing her again. "Now, 606, read that notice over there and try to educate that dumb brain of yours before it's too late."
The redhead pointed to a baize board on the wall, almost lost among an array of slave leathers, straps and appliances. "Everyone has to know it by heart. It's in several languages but not Russian, yet the way things are going here, it'll have to be translated damn soon. I'll be back for your obnoxious body right away."
The weary blonde struggled in her ankle chains to the printed screed and read the English version.
THE FOLTERSCHLOSS
 
Rules Governing Slave Deportment and Handling
 
Presentation
 
All slaves shall serve stark naked and depilated, throughout their sojourn. Head hair may be retained unless otherwise decreed. Bald slaves shall be shaved weekly and male slaves facially shaved daily.
Any slave, at the request of a Guest or Visitor, may be presented exceptionally and temporarily in sex garments (body sheaths, tights, stockings, bodices, masks, etc.) drawn from the Folterschloss wardrobe, open also to Guests.
All slaves shall be equipped with the five standard bondage leathers riveted to wrists, ankles and throat. All slaves shall carry the obligatory flesh rings, as follows:
Female slaves: through nipples, clitoris, inner and outer sex labia.
Male and transsexual slaves: through nipples, prepuce and scrotum skin. Additional rings (navel, septum, tongue, anal sphincter) are permitted by authorization from the Meister.
The Folterschloss shall insert obligatory rings on the slave's arrival or, on request of owners, in a visiting slave's flesh.
Senior slaves shall be permitted to wear high-heeled mules (females) and sandals (males) during residence and during all sessions
Any slave, at the request of a Guest, may be temporarily gagged or hooded for use during sessions.
No cosmetics are permitted, apart from body oil, powder and nipple rouge.
 
Identification
 
All slaves shall bear a house number clearly and indelibly marked on the chest below the collarbones. Slaves shall be identified solely by their number and answer to such.
Senior slaves who have served more than three calendar years in the institution shall continue to bear their number but inscribed in purple to differentiate them. Such slaves shall wear the steel neckband to mark their rank as flogging flesh of longstanding.
 
 
Hygiene
 
All slaves shall be answerable for their personal hygiene, particularly in respect of their orifices and sexual organs.
All slaves shall undergo medical examination on entry and weekly thereafter.
All female slaves shall be issued with anticonceptional protection and report the onset of periods prior to menstruation. Failure to do so shall entail rigorous punishment.
All menstruating inmates shall be consigned to appropriate cellarage (Dungeon XVIII or Period Cellar), appropriately chained and flagellated regularly until cleared for routine service. Such slaves shall be available for Guest use on demand.
Junior Slave Mistresses and Valets shall ensure the cleanliness and condition of all equipment and dungeons after use, paying attention to residues of discharge, sperm, sweat, blood, urine, spittle, etc. Chains, ropes, all appliances of torture, particularly instruments of flagellation, shall be left in pristine order and readiness for subsequent sessions. If still capable, the slave should be used to scour out the dungeon under the whip.
 
Discipline
 
All slaves shall obey orders without question or delay. Failure to do so shall entail stringent punishment to be decided upon and administered by the Overseer concerned.
No slave in session may speak without permission of a Guest or Overseer.
All breaches of discipline shall be dealt with as follows:
Routine faults: immediately by the Overseer or the Supervisor concerned.
Serious faults: in the Great Hall at open session, according to rules.
Reiterated faults: in the Slave Punishment Cellar (Dungeon XV) after judgement by the Meister.
The degree of severity shall be determined by the Overseer or, in the case of grave cases, by the Meister.
All punishments, including exposure at the outdoor stakes or in the underground slave alcoves, shall be performed on the slave in a state of total nudity, hung by the wrists or ankles and severely chained. Guests currently in residence should be invited to attend punishments.
 
Sex Service
 
All slaves shall obey and serve Guests and Visitors in any way ordered.
All slave bodies shall be available for flagellation, sex torture, and sexual usage by Overseers and Guests, without prescribed limits, with the proviso that slaves shall not be damaged beyond remedy. Exceptional injury shall be reported by the Overseer concerned to the medical service for attention.
No slave in session may orgasm until specifically authorized to do so. Premature spending and ejaculation shall be rigorously punished, the method being left to the Overseer's discretion, together with a week's deprival of orgasm enforced with the steel-pronged chastity belt for females and the metal penis sleeve for males.
 
Leisure
All slaves, when not on duty, shall benefit from the Institution's free time facilities, restricted to the Slave Playroom, dormitory (2100-2200 hrs. only) and, with special permission, the castle gardens. No other privileges are permitted.
The library adjacent to the Slave Playroom shall be freely available to all inmates.
Sexual activities in the above localities shall be unrestricted, Overseers and Supervisors having full access to slaves at all times for private use in the staff suites.
 
Slave Disposal
 
All slaves shall be liable to:
- sale, private or by house auction;
- temporary loan to Guests;
- disposal as flesh trash.
 
Special Provision
 
All attempts at escape from the institution shall be brought to the immediate attention of the Meister who, in executive committee with at least three Shareholders and three Overseers, including the Overseer in charge of the Cohort concerned, shall decide on the appropriate measures and punishment to inflict. 
Staff Regulations
 
Movement of staff and Inmates (promotions, transfers, demotions) shall remain the prerogative of the Meister.
By order of the Meister.
 
The Folterschloss.
 
FOUR
 
The Folterschloss lost no time in initiating newcomers to its intricacies. After the shock of the ringing session, the beating and unexpected sex, Oxana felt relieved to be freed of Ludmila but agonized by Elspeth's repeated jerking on the clit chain as the pair mounted the steep flights of steps to the world above and the infirmary.
Chromium cabinets gleaming with instruments and flasks under the blaze of Klieg lamps stood beyond the surgical tables, complete with stainless steel body clamps. The room extended a welcome even less encouraging than the cellar below. The appearance of the nurse added a further chill to the place. Ulla wore the minimum: simply a short, white coat, completely open, and a stethoscope dangling from a delicate neck between puny breasts. The hair, corn-bright like Oxana's, was drawn back into a bun, giving the face and the blue Scandinavian eyes a strange depth as they studied the slave's lavish form. Oxana guessed the woman to be in her late thirties and not one to be trifled with.
"This hefty slut's just come in," Elspeth announced. "Sorry she's in a bit of a mess, Ulla dear, but she's just had a lesson from Dragan and that wasn't the only one from the looks of her flesh. Call when you're through with the bitch and I or maybe Hildegaard - I'm up to my neck in work - will come by to collect her."
Left alone with the nurse, Oxana found the physical examination perfunctory, to say the least; stretched out again, this time on the stainless steel table, her nipple and labia rings were given a cursory check to ensure the metal was firmly embedded in the flesh.
"Turn over and kneel, arse up and open." The voice in German was icy and business-like. Oxana crouched, her face on the cold surface of the table, and parted her thighs with a rattle of ankle chain. The greased rubber-gloved fingers, two then three, slid into the rectum without difficulty; strangely, Oxana experienced a jolt of erotic pleasure.
"This needs considerable stretching if it's to be of any use here," the thin voice announced behind her. "Guests don't go for over-tight sphincters. They require an easy entry and then plenty of muscle play. Compress my fingers," she ordered.
The girl squeezed hard. Ulla withdrew the hand, leaving the anus momentarily agape like a mouth. "You're agreeably made, I must say, as slaves go, and copiously supplied with udders. And already well flogged, I notice." The grasp weighed the huge globes touching the table. "Our better guests enjoy working on heavy breast meat like this. I suppose they've been root-clamped and tortured with skewers in their time?" The woman's nails almost met as she pinched a swollen teat just above the ring.
Oxana flinched with pain as she shook her bowed head. No, she had not been root-clamped or skewered, yet... The examination was stirring her hidden juices again.
"Now, let's see the crotch."
The heavy body turned over awkwardly, struggling with the wrist bondage. The breasts rolled aside like sandbags, as the slavegirl gave the nurse full access to the scourged vulva, fully aware it was leaking freely with Dragan's now liquefied spunk.
"Oh, I see, fresh from whipping and fucking. It's a rapacious-looking maw if ever there was one! And some monster of a clit you've got there! Goes well with the teats in colour and size. It's just the rear that needs dilating. Now, knees on your breasts, slave."
Curved back, Oxana felt a prodigious plug being corkscrewed into her anus. Ulla rammed the rubber bung in deep until the sphincter muscle slipped into the groove in the double flange, preventing expulsion. Oxana gasped at the volume of the thing.
"Oh, mistress, please... It's going to split and tear me... Can't I have a smaller one to start with?"
"Who gave you permission to speak, whore? Keep your mouth shut unless you want another stopple in you, between the jaws. And don't be childish. You need widening badly, slut, so keep that Number Six in you, nice and snug for a few days and nights until your behind's fit to service hard cock. Your slave mistress will extract it for your daily needs."
The slave cringed at the notion of Elspeth wrenching the plug out for morning ablutions and then screwing it in anew.
She lowered her legs, feeling the rubber truncheon reaching up into her colon. It felt strange but not unexciting.
"I'll check you out three days from now, in time for the weekend ceremonies you'll be attending in the Great Hall when you're officially and publicly inducted under the whip. Meanwhile, there's nothing to prevent you from being flagellated routinely while you're being stretched. In fact, I see you've been well flogged already but with such a tough body as yours, I guess you can take a hell of a lot of leather..."
Eying the girl's outsized clit, the white blouse rehearsed the regulations regarding contraception aids and the horrific penalties that awaited females who became pregnant. She mentioned daily bowel flushing by enema prior to the parades where slaves were apportioned to the various cellars and dungeons for guest service. Obligingly, she proffered advice on coping with different types and degrees of flagellation, including mammary beating with the quirt, breast throttling and nipple torture. Oxana, though spellbound, shuddered at the description of how the vulva was spread with chains hooked into the four rings to make way for the clit tongs... She could scarcely believe what she was hearing.
"When they force the breast skewers into you," Ulla went on in a colourless voice, "breathe deeply. The same when the nipple clamps are screwed on tight. You'll take anything with all that glandular fat you've got. Knockers like these'll be in great demand, believe me." The nurse's diction was growing husky and Oxana knew what was coming.
Ulla doffed her immaculate coat. Naked, her skin was even whiter than the blouse and smelled of disinfectant. She mounted the table and straddled the slave's face. As the slit, hidden under the golden-blonde triangle of curls, descended on Oxana's face, the woman leaned back to seize the slave's nipple rings to provide herself with purchase. It was all so hygienic to Oxana's mind. Medicated sex.
"Suck slowly, with plenty of saliva," the guttural voice ordered. "Not too fast and don't take the clit until I tell you. Go on, tongue me out..."
The unshaven cunt, like Mechtild's and Elspeth's, evidently constituted a privilege, a difference between staff and slaves. With amusement, Oxana noticed Ulla's pubic crop was trimmed into the shape of a heart. At least someone in the Folterschloss had a heart, even if it was positioned somewhat lower than her own 
The slavegirl worked hard at something she really knew how to manage. In a way, the meagre labia, slippery and slightly bloated, reminded her of Ludmila's but only for a second. She licked, suctioned and scavenged avidly, watching the nurse's sharp breasts bouncing symmetrically above her like those little balls dancing on fountains in fair booths back home, balls one shot at and won a plastic doll or a lollipop to suck...
"Keep licking... Yes, that's it! Get your tongue in, whore slave..." The moans were hoarse and urgent. Oxana could sense the orgasm constructing in the vagina just beyond the reach of the tip of her tongue. The descending crud tasted bitter and acid, not at all like Ludmila's tasty flow. Ludmila again! She had to extricate her from her thoughts at all costs. Otherwise the dark-haired ghost would haunt her incessantly.
"Now, bite it...! Hard!" Oxana complied, retaliating viciously for the nipple pinch she had received earlier. The woman came sleekly, without commotion, giving the mouth an amazing quantity of come for it to drink down. Ulla flopped back on the slave's belly, content. From what she said, it was clear she was not going to return the compliment.
"You can frig yourself off now, if you want to," the medic muttered. "I quite like to watch a whipped slave bringing herself or himself off, particularly a strapping piece like you. Females come so cleanly compared with the male slobs I have to deal with, jerking their clotted cream all over my tiles. I make 'em lick it up on their knees, the scum."
Deciding not to masturbate her sore clit. Oxana was ordered off the examination table - or rather, operating table, for that was what it could easily become, given the instruments available. She stood submissively, awaiting orders. At least she had satisfied one staff member.
"Your slave mistress will be back soon." Ulla slipped back into her coat. "Go into the corridor and wait for her there. She's going to show you round the place."
Her wrists still pinioned to her neck strap, but for the first time unencumbered with the ghastly clit lead. Oxana wandered out into the hallway, alone and unguarded.
After studying the highly suggestive oils adorning the walls - scenes of slender nudes, male and female, being exquisitely tortured in leafy gardens - she crossed to the high mullioned windows and peered out. The casement gave on to just such a garden, girded with high walls and scrupulously tended: indeed a green-aproned gardener was busy among the hollyhocks and delphiniums. Oxana gazed incredulously at the scene; there she was, a stark naked, ringed and chained prisoner in a remote medieval castle, yet only a stone's throw away was a domestic engaged in horticulture! Two separate worlds under the same rain-washed sky. And beyond, the lonely landscape of pine forests stretching out into freedom, towards Anya living it up in some ritzy bar in Dortmund or wherever, free!
The clacking of high heels brought her abruptly back to the stone-flagged hallway. The young female who turned the corner was not much older than herself. Athletic and tolerably well-built, with untidy hair, she seemed flushed and nervous. Although attired in the similar high boots, body straps, gauntlets and the usual face veil, she looked very different from Elspeth. Tallish, sallow-complexioned and remote-looking, the girl had a strange, slightly ominous look about her; the tattooed arms and belly - a blue snake reaching down from the navel into the sex - added a touch of provocation in a place where every official seemed to display an unblemished and unmarked body.
"I'm standing in for your slave mistress. I'm called Hildegaard, just so you know. But you must call me Mistress, if given the right to speak, as you probably know."
"Well, may I speak, mistress?"
"Sure, as long as no one else's around. Elspeth's on duty in Curse Corner, as we call her dreary place. And the others are busy ingratiating themselves with guests."
"What happens now?" Oxana risked the obvious question.
"I'm to show you around. And, by the way, you're not allowed to look out of the windows here." Suddenly, the tone changed for the worse. "You will obey me. And make bloody sure you do. Otherwise I'll report you and have you horsed and flayed raw."
Involuntarily, Oxana shivered. Whether genuine or empty, the threat sounded ugly and she had no intention of risking her arse. The damn chain attached again to the ring in her erect clit, she followed the trim, undulating buttocks along the passage. From afar, music reached her: Bruckner's Sixth, which Oxana liked. Hildegaard noticed it. "From the Meister's apartments," she murmured, nodding towards a lancet facing the west wing.
Now and then, just as Dragan had done, the girl stopped to allow Oxana to gaze at some object. Instead of suits of armour, the immense, arched hallway displayed various contraptions, some difficult to understand. One item caught Oxana's attention.
From a heavy cogwheel and ratchet assembly bolted to the wall, a chain rose to pass over a pulley in the ceiling and descended to eye level where it divided into two short lengths, each ending in a gleaming circle of steel that was adjustable...
"Yes, with tits as gross as yours," the young woman remarked complacently, "you'd do well to take a good look at that. You'll certainly be a candidate. If not here, in the cellarage downstairs. Each dungeon has the identical thing, for your information."
With a jolt, the newcomer saw not only that the inner face of the circles was encrusted with minute spikes, reminding her of the atrocious pillar in the ringing cellar, but, more frightening, that each band was fitted with a worm and screw. Hence each collar could be tightened almost indefinitely, insofar as breast flesh was compressible.
"One of the more spectacular ways of suspending a female victim - by the breast roots. Your mounds of blubber should just pass through, if well crushed. Then they screw the bands up tight and you're hoisted for whipping. It's really an afternoon amusement here. While it's being used, the guests take tea over there." She pointed to a luxuriously furnished rotunda, surrounded by tall lancets of heraldic stained glass; the wickerwork tables were already laid. Oxana felt it best to move on and not dawdle. The guests might well be shown in for refreshments and she had no wish to refresh anyone for the moment.
"So, first, the dormitories," Hildegaard said vapidly, mounting a flight of stairs.
The line of bunks and clean linen pleased Oxana. That was more than Ludmila and she had enjoyed at Lydia's or at the flat back home. Hildegaard demonstrated how the retention chain, more a formality than bondage, was clipped to the neck strap. "You've got to keep to your bed after the free sex hour. Otherwise your libido can do anything it likes sexually - except fall in love." She gave an enigmatic smile as if she knew of the newcomer's foolish admission of her relationship on entry to the Folterschloss.
Oxana caught sight of her own number above one of the bunks; it gave her a sudden sense of belonging. But nowhere could she see Ludmila's figures.
"Where's 607 sleeping, mistress?"
"How the hell should I know? Ask Mechtild, your overseer. Who cares anyway?"
Strangely, Oxana had to agree. Wherever Elspeth was, Ludmila was sure not to be too far away. That's how the dice seemed to be rolling. She had to get the girl out of her system somehow, as well as out of her bed and there Elspeth seemed to be helping.
They descended to another area below. The spacious, panelled hall smelt of polish and cooked food, reminding Oxana how starved she was.
"The refectory," the tattooed one announced, nodding towards a row of long tables. Beyond on a low stage high-backed thrones at a separate table faced the hall. "This is where you stuff your face when the bell rings."
She gave Oxana sidelong glance. "By the way, you could do with a spot of slimming, couldn't you? You're pretty hefty above and behind. But they'll flog most of that grease off you soon enough. Anyway, the overseers dine up there at the high table."
The novice stared at the opulence of the tables, laid for the evening meal: elegant blue-rimmed crockery, smart Rosenthal cutlery, silver cruets and white napkins.
"See the number? That's where you sit if your big arse's not too welted."
Hildegaard noticed the girl looking along the bench. Like slave seating in an eighteenth century French galley, rows of links lay stapled firmly into the wood.
"You're clit-chained by those during meals," she said wearily. "And no chatting at table either. The supervisors just love lashing out across your back. And it cuts your appetite, believe me." She let her prisoner gaze over the room a while. "O.K. Now for the Playroom and that's where I dump you, thank god, until you're called for training. And I've got to attend that too, Goddam it! Sometimes wish I were a simple slave again."
They mounted a short flight of stairs, crossed to another and descended. As she passed the newel at the foot, Oxana noticed a carved wooden statue; it represented a nude couple copulating, the female's legs wound round the youth's hips. For once, no one was thrashing them! You'd better hurry with that fuck. Oxana mused, before Elspeth catches you two...
Hildegaard wrenched on the clit-chain to bring the slave to heel.
As the double doors were flung back, Oxana caught her breath. The heat was overpowering in the enormous room extending to the far side of the edifice, culminating in a long series of leaded, tracery-rich lancet lights, separated by finely embossed mullions, each adorned with a coat-of-arms of some bygone Wurttemburg noble. Then Oxana noticed that each lancet, although on the second floor of the main keep, was firmly barred. And electrified, no doubt! She was becoming flippant with the Folterschloss.
A ceiling of dark oak spanned the room across its entire breadth, superb chandeliers spreading an opalescent glow over the furnishings. Thick carpets were spread negligently over the waxed inlays of different choice woods. Ottomans, deep couches and cushions abounded everywhere amid a soft mingling of perfumes and somewhere the smell of sex.
Then she saw the nude bodies.
Incredulously, she felt her wrists and ankles being freed and, with a groan of relief, Hildegaard departed, leaving the newcomer to wade through the soft pools of lamplight, her bare feet scarcely believing the caress of the carpets. Timidly, she walked towards the log fire burning beneath the massive mantelpiece of rose sandstone.
A figure rose from a high-backed chair. The naked woman was tall, powerfully built, with handsome breasts. She wore transparent mules and a shining steel neckband that the regulations Oxana had read so rapidly after her beating had explained; but for the life of her she could not remember the significance. Something about seniority? Or age? In any event, the woman had poise and was well into her thirties: her number confirmed she was no newcomer. Oxana saw herself being beckoned forward.
"Come in, sweetheart, and tell us who you are. I'm Roswitha, a.k.a. Slave 391. You must be a recent delivery to our coral island of palms and golden sandy beaches. Tell me your name and I'll introduce you to the happy tourists present."
"I'm Slave 606, Mistress." Avoiding the witticism, Oxana was doubly cautious.
"Well, even I can read, honey. What's your human name, if you're still human?"
"Oh. Oxana. I'm Russian, well, Ukrainian really. I've just come in but it seems like a month already." She gave a nervous laugh, unsure of her German. "I'm a submissive."
The elegant one laughed. "Well, at least you're honest about yourself!"
As she neared the centre of the room, Oxana reckoned there to be about a couple of dozen slaves, perhaps more, all marked with numbers, some in purple, others in black like her own.
Roswitha lay down over a mound of cushions, drawing the newcomer next to her and encircling her shoulders with an encouraging arm. "You must not call me Mistress, by the way, although I used to have the rank once but I loathed it. Like you I'm a natural, born passive. I need subjugation - chains, shackles, fetters, the whip and all that. So, here I am, back in slavery! Now, let me introduce the flock, at least those I really like and, anyway, some are absent. Either undergoing punishment or on guest duty below."
Oxana stiffened a second as the elder woman's manicured fingers drifted over the contusions ribbing the breasts. "Compared with some of the others here, you and I may not count as the most gorgeous but at least we've got appetizing breasts and healthy arses. Mine used to be like yours once but they've been through a hell of a lot of exploitation since I landed up here. You know, you're going to be popular..."
"Elspeth said that in fact about my... clit because it's a bit - how does one say? - abnormal."
 "Never mention that drab's name here, Oxana. She's detested." The fingers roamed down to the whipped crotch and found the half-erect stalk. "But you're right, darling, it's certainly robust! Oh, yes, you're going to be notorious from that standpoint too! In the cellars and the Great Hall..."
"What's the Great Hall?"
Roswitha looked surprised. "Didn't they show it to you on your traipse round our four-star hotel? They should have done because you'll probably be exhibited there this coming weekend. They put on a show there for the members. It can be rather sexy in a way - that's if you enjoy showing yourself off on the stage, chained up for a whipping. It's there you've got to be at your very best, darling. All sorts of things happen there. You'll see soon enough." The hands with the wrist straps and rings moved to Oxana's breasts, clinking against the nipple rings and lifting the huge masses as if to judge the weight. "They're fabulous, they really are!"
The woman seemed genuinely impressed and, in return, Oxana risked a pass of her own hand over the other's drooping but still sumptuous mammaries.
"Thank you, Roswitha - I can call you that, can't I? - because they're just been whipped, for nothing. And it really hurt." Then she added audaciously: "But when he fucked me, I came like a volcano."
"You did? That's great. Keep it up. That's what they want, you see. When pain turns into pleasure here, you're more than halfway home. So, you've never been a sex slave before? I mean, before coming here?"
"Not really," the novice admitted. "But I've dreamt of it."
"Well, here dreams become stark reality and, if you can stand it, you should do well. You know, " Roswitha's hand had descended again to the cunt rings. "The worst that can befall a slave - female or male - is to be ignored, overlooked by guests and rarely asked for. That's terrible. It creates hell for one's self-esteem - if you've got any left and you have to keep that alive, whatever happens - and it lowers your sex drive."
The woman pointed to a heavily fleshed nude, in her middle thirties, lying by the fireside, reading. She was entirely devoid of hair: even the head was shaved, gleaming under the soft lights. The oiled body with its bruise-blotched belly and breasts bore signs of what Oxana concluded must manifestly have been a very recent and reckless torture session. She carried the number 433, that of a relative veteran.
"Helga's a jewel, Oxana, and a great one with our more demanding guests, aren't you, treasure?" At the mention of her name, the woman turned and smiled at the newcomer. "She used to be the property of a disgustingly rich Scandinavian couple with an island residence on Gotland where they kept her chained up to a dog kennel. Why they tired of such a body beats me but they sold her to the Folterschloss in exchange for a useless thin blonde - pardon me, Oxana dear, I don't mean to denigrate blondes! We really adore her, especially when she recites Swedish poetry which none of us understands. She's really hot in bed, too. You should try her one night, if you've got the stamina!"
Roswitha then turned towards a slender brunette with short, bobbed hair.
"And there's our darling Christine, our patron saint of fellatio. She's familiar with every guest, staff and slave cock in the place and, even after three loads of spunk, without choking, mind you, she'd rather die than swallow before she's told to." Oxana recalled Elspeth's admonition and realized she would need practice. "She's from somewhere in Switzerland." Roswitha added. "Been here as long as I have." The prodigy Christine, conscious she was being admired, greeted the newcomer and returned to her erotic novel from the playroom library, her fingers busy among the rings glinting wet on her labia.
"Over there's Saskia," the guide continued enjoying her role as Mother Superior. "She's from Romania. You know. Transylvania, Dracula country" - which Oxana did not know - "but prefers it here. You should see her stretched out over a torture trestle! Quite a sight for tired eyes when her nipples are extended to the floor bolts, and her clit to the ceiling hook!" The description made Oxana leak again. Like Roswitha, the woman's number dated into the past. She could hardly believe slaves could last that long.
"And there's Gioia, fresh - well, that's not really the word, is it Gioia, sweet? - let's say, a recent arrival in our midst from some SM Venetian palazzo. No one, not even she, knows why her hag of an owner, an old dominant bitch of the classical type, got rid of her. Apparently, or so Ghislaine told me - by the way, darling, keep out of Ghislaine's way if you value your nipples - Gioia was exchanged for a relative newcomer, like you, who was more into crocodile clamps, long platinum needles and electric shocks and all that... Again, how in hell could anyone possibly weary of those fine tits and clit?"
Oxana stared at the dark-skinned female and agreed. She was pure spice.
Slave by slave, the introductions continued, to Oxana's delight. She had never felt less lonesome in her life; companionless an hour or so before, she sensed she was among allies, bodies that recognized their subservient nature and freely admitted it.
Roswitha pointed to a small group on the far side of the area before the fire. Two beautifully modelled nude girls knelt close to a handsome male - the first Oxana had had time to observe during Roswitha's presentations - kneeling on a heap of pillows. The girls were watching the youth frigging his elegant cock; the hand slithered slowly from the root to the glans and down again, equally slowly, denuding the scarlet bulb. Oxana stared, astonished at the girls' giggling excitement. Sex for Oxana was a serious business.
"That's Hans from Flensburg or somewhere in the north," Roswitha informed her. "He has one of the best pricks here and the girls line up for it, as you see. Silly bitches, they have him masturbate and lay bets on how far his spunk arches. The one who guesses closest gets a fuck as soon as he's stiff again. Stupid, I say, but the girls love it."
Oxana felt she had to agree but admired the heavy tube of cock meat, surprised by the band of steel encircling the root of the youth's scrotum. "Most of our male colleagues are equipped like that," Roswitha remarked, "and with rings in the foreskin. They are pleasant to orgasm on, that I must say, though to be frank, I prefer cunt."
That at least was clear, and Oxana wondered if she would have to wait until the free hour in the dormitory to recompense her guide for the introductions. The moment did not seem appropriate as Roswitha continued to introduce several others.
Gunter, as well-hung as his colleague but with many more rings inserted in the cock skin, smiled at Oxana and then bowed graciously. Roswitha presented Nils and then Gertrude. Lying on her side, crouched, Gertrude presented a shock to the novice: delicate chains descended from the breast teats to the clitoris ring and they were distended tight.
"Yes, Gertrude, you see," Roswitha explained, "is expiating some sort of blunder she must have committed in the cellars. She's a favourite with a particular couple of lesbian guests who really enjoy making her suffer. They torture her really mercilessly."
It was only then that Oxana noticed the welts over the girl's buttocks. Far more substantial than those Sasha had left to swell on her own at the dacha, she felt meekened.
"What did she do or not do to deserve that?" she asked ingenuously. "She can hardly move as she is."
"Who knows?" Roswitha answered sedately. "Guests can demand whatever sort of punishment they wish and for as long as they wish it to continue. Then they go home, more or less pleased with the session, but delighted to think their slave could be under torment until they return. Most guests come here regularly, you see. So, watch your step, when your turn comes, darling." She lowered her voice. "I really go for you, Oxana. I'm terribly turned on by strapping bodies like yours. They always orgasm prodigiously, I find. I hope you do, because I want you in my bunk tonight. They told you about free time, didn't they?"
Oxana nodded. Roswitha was the total opposite, fleshwise, of Ludmila and the prospect did not dismay her. On the contrary, the stalwart body attracted her erotically. Despite the Dragan interlude, Oxana was again ready for sex. Sex of any sort available.
A few more slaves were introduced. "Our permanently sex-starved Pauline from England, Oxana darling," Roswitha continued, although the newcomer was replete with names and naked bodies. "She's the only one who really likes the bristle rings round a guest's cock... And Michel, over there, with the nice arse. And Shulamit with her septum ring she's so proud of. Apparently her former slave-owner - Shulamit was one of many kept blindfolded and gagged in a Milanese dungeon - used to lead her into torture sessions by the nose and hook her up by it on tiptoe for flagellation. She's still used like that and her anus is famous among male guests. And among female guests wearing ribbed dildos."
At the mention of dildos, Oxana's hand strayed down instinctively to her buttock crease. Roswitha saw the gesture. "Don't worry about that, honey. We've all had it, we females and the males too, although they're usually widened already. You'll be grateful for it later, believe me, when you're bent, head down, over the flogging trestle."
Oxana was lost among the presentations but listened to the rest politely. Derek, Portia, the beautiful Iraria, fresh from a prolonged torture session of flagellation and nipple wrenching, more or less concluded the introductions. But not quite.
Lying on her belly, reading, a remarkably plain girl looked up from her book. "So, you're new to the place," she remarked.
"And to the game, Wanda," Roswitha added. "Why not give the fledgling a word of advice, dear. You love counselling and do it so well."
Wanda slid the reading glasses down her nose. She took herself and her slave duties very seriously it seemed to the newcomer, and made use of the huge library next door.
"A scourge in the hand of a truly committed dominant, female or male," she said solemnly, "can be virulent and hurts. The only defence we vulnerable slaves have when being flagellated is our physical and moral fibre. Your submissive nudity should become an act of faith. Don't waste your energy resenting your fate or fighting the whip. Ride with the pain into pleasure and aim for only one thing, orgasm. Orgasm's the hallmark of competent slavery here, not trite courage. It's as simple as that."
Oxana had her doubts but nodded, noticing Roswitha suppressing a smile.
"The panacea," the cultured, dogged voice went on, "for a truly experienced flogger of female slaves is to have a well-fleshed bottom to whip and, where possible, equally malleable breasts. And you seem to meet the criteria admirably. The sex act is ancillary."
Wanda readjusted her spectacles and returned to her book. Oxana just managed to see the title: the works of Plotinus. Her Kiev university days came back to her, vaguely.
Roswitha lifted an eyebrow as if confirming it took all sorts to make a world.
Oxana began to feel exhausted. Who was she among such experts? In what state would she be, weeks ahead, when her 'well-fleshed bottom' was fully trained? Even the subsequent advice from Roswitha how best to take the breast quirt went by only half heard. She desperately wanted a rest. Or preferably a quick orgasm and then a rest
But nevertheless her tired eyes reverted to the stark naked figure of a woman lying in a corner of the great room, a subject who had not been included in Roswitha's survey of those she wanted to introduce. Although fully hooded up, the woman was clearly much older than the others; she interested Oxana, particularly as she seemed to have retained her sex hair and bore no slave number or flesh rings. On the other hand, tiers of chains encircled the body, gouging into the flabby meat and rolls of belly fat; from the biceps down, the arms, just visible behind the back, were enveloped in a canvas disabling sheath into a single length. The bondage thrust out her limp sacks of breast flesh tipped with enormous teats that resembled those succulent black grapes from the Crimea Oxana used to see sometimes, if rarely, on the market at home...
Oxana questioned her self-appointed mentor with a glance.
"Oh, she's rather special," Roswitha confided, towering her voice. "She's not one of us really, if you want to know. A celebrity of sorts. Rumour has it she's a Belgian or French countess or something. Her husband or lover brings her in here from time to time for a few days' refresher course. All I know is that she goes through the entire range of the torture cellars under Ghislaine's supervision, god help her! Sometimes when you're being taken down for guest service, you see her being hauled naked, her legs dragging behind her, along the passages by a couple of supervisors to another dungeon for further torture, her husband or lover, whatever, following behind, his cock erect. Apparently and according to Ingebord - she's Ghislaine's swine of a slave mistress and sleeps with her, along with whatever slave they've been busy whipping on their bed - the woman's treated brutally, nothing spared, breasts, cunt and anus, the lot. And then she's handed back, more or less inanimate, to her owner for fucking. It's said she comes and spurts like a bottle of champagne. Anyway, she seems to be among the few who don't begrudge the hook..."
Oxana's voice had become hoarse. "What hook?" she asked, open-mouthed.
"The hook in Cellar Six, honey. It's a huge curved thing on a chain they shove up your vagina and you're left to hang, bent back, wrists tied to the vaulting. Then they really go to work on you." Roswitha paused, allowing the newcomer to picture the scene. "She seems to revel in it, as far as I gather from Ingebord. Then the white Rolls arrives and they take her home."
"Or to the hospital," Oxana suggested. It was all she could do not take her eyes off the recumbent body awaiting its summons. It amazed her that submissives went that far.
Very suddenly she said: "You mean she goes home!" Ludmila's tearful face flashed into her mind. "But I thought everyone was a prisoner here."
Roswitha smiled. "Those people are elite guests, not like us. You see, the place is also used for occasional reconditioning - that's what it's called - of badly jaded personal slaves. Flesh that needs tuning up, revamping or whatever. You're a long way from that, treasure. You've got to be bought out first or discarded as trash, if you want to leave the sweet Folterschloss. And, by the way, no one's ever managed to escape. Except a stupid Danish whore who tried a few years ago. I don't want to describe what happened to her."
A long pause followed and then Roswitha gave Oxana some personal advice.
"I hear you've come here with a lover. Male or female?"
"Ludmila's my girlfriend. Or was. But I seem to have lost track of her."
"Just as well, honey. Exclusive homosexuality of either sort is out of the question here. You just fuck, that's all. No private relationships." Oxana remembered Elspeth's similar warning. At least that was now doubly clear. Even more lucid was what came next.
"So, just leave your girlfriend to that perfidious redhead. That's my advice, pet. For my part, I'm very partial to rich bodies like yours, with big clits and rigid nipples. And as your cunt sucker, I'm told, seems to be deeply involved with our Elspeth, you'll fuck with me tonight," Roswitha repeated. "Right? To be frank, I'm pretty tired of the other vaginas and cocks up there."
Oxana, in a sense, liked the ultimatum but wondered how Roswitha knew about Elspeth and Ludmila. Even if in the great castle everybody fucked with everybody, she worried about the girl, remembering nostalgically all those endearments and caresses... Yet unquestionably she had to disentangle herself from Ludmila. The new invitation was one way out of the dense undergrowth of sentimentality. She prepared her answer with care.
"I'd love to fuck with you, Roswitha darling, I really would. Can't we do it now? I haven't had my tongue in a cunt for ages. So, what's wrong with now? Like the others over there." She motioned towards two sweating slavegirls lying soixante-neufed beyond the immediate area of the fire; they were sucking ravenously under the approving gaze of a youth masturbating astride the squirming bodies, about to penetrate the upper one's beckoning anus.
"No, not now, not here, I want you in my bunk all to myself. Here I don't come as I do in bed. I'm so old fashioned when I really want to be."
"All right, but I'm rancid with want, Roswitha. Then let me suck your teats and..."
Before the older woman could calm her, the playroom doors crashed apart.
Dragan appeared, veiled and strapped, slashing a riding crop against his boot. He was followed by the sullen-faced Hildegaard, who, Oxana perceived, also held a whip, an unpleasant bunch of what seemed to consist of short steel wires, something the novice hardly believed possible. And yet the thing glinted under the light of the chandeliers; the mere sight was sufficient to bring any slave to heel. But, in addition to that and the usual length of lead chain, the apathetic creature had in her grasp a length of black material.
"Slaves 510 and 576 with me to Cellar Ten for guest service," Dragan shouted, as Oxana saw the company of nudes freeze. The cited slaves rose instantly, one slender female quitting her seat before a video screen at the far end of the room where she had been enjoying a scenario of a cowled monk flogging a nun clad only in her starched coif. As the slavegirl walked towards the door, she was joined by a young male, frantically masturbating himself into erection - the compulsory condition, Oxana had gathered, for presentation to the guests awaiting him.
"Slave 599," the duty supervisor continued, glancing at his clipboard, "to the breast gallows, Cellar Two." A corpulent thirty-year old scrambled to her feet, hurrying to kneel before the supervisor to be wrist-chained by Hildegaard.
"Slave 806 to Training Room Number Three. Male slave 522 to..."
Deaf to the rest of the list, Oxana silvered over with goose flesh, her teats puckering at the same time as her cunt tensed with fear. She could not believe it was her number that had been called and even looked down at her chest. The 606 was plain enough.
Roswitha disentangled the trembling blonde from her embrace, gave her a deep tongue kiss and smiled encouragingly. "Good luck, darling. See you tonight in bed, hopefully. Work hard. You've got a great future ahead of you with that fabulous arse of yours."
Quaking, drenched in fear-sweat, the novice joined the other nudes, watching Hildegaard snapping wrists to necks and coffle-chaining the chosen by their clit or penis rings, the links passing between the slaves' thighs. Then the slave mistress bound the band of black silk round Oxana's head and eyes.
"Why this?" the blonde muttered, risking the words as softly as she could.
"You've got to get used to serving blind, 606," Hildegaard replied nonchalantly, ignoring the novice's temerity in speaking. She knew only too well from her own slave days what a slave endured when stone-blind. "It increases the tension, being blind, since you've no idea what's coming next. You'll get used to it. You've got a full hour of training to learn how to obey orders and position yourself on command. I don't envy you."
With that, the line of slave flesh was led out. Oxana, the only one blindfolded, stumbling behind Hildegaard. The booted woman tugged savagely on the clit ring, as earlier during the tour, to ensure the novice kept up. After descending innumerable uneven stone steps in silence, apart from an occasional slash of leather on flesh, the coffles parted.
Oxana sensed the sudden heat of the dungeon as she was thrust to her knees.
She knew the voice. It was the same that had greeted her in the courtyard what seemed like a thousand years ago. Blind, she was before her dreaded Overseer, Mechtild.
"Thank you, Hildegaard. Chain the body to the stake and make it tight. I'm short of time, as usual, and we've a group of guests arriving. Lay out the whips and instruments."
"Everything's ready, Mistress."
Her wrist straps hauled tight to the top of the pillar and her back against it. Oxana struggled for a foothold as Mechtild's crop tapped the calves. "Legs astride, slave, and back! Further back, girl! Hildegaard, pull and chain the ankles to the rear, please. The slut doesn't understand."
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Left kneeling in the ringing cellar following Oxana's whipping and sudden departure with Elspeth, Ludmila wondered if she had not been abandoned by the redhead. In a sense, she was sorry for Oxana who had taken the man's scourge courageously enough but then she had been compensated, in Ludmila's view, with that series of incredible orgasms when the supervisor had bored into her. It was clearly Elspeth's machinations that had spared Ludmila the same and she was grateful. The very thought of the whip slicing into her own minute breasts and the sensitive zone between her slender thighs appalled her: Oxana was a tough one and had frequently told her in bed of her secret desires and that the silly whippings at Lydia Simenova's place fell far short of what she wanted. Ludmila had thoroughly loathed the whole business, the stream of men paying for sex - although one or two of them, particularly the young official from the Ukrainian Department of Agriculture and Livestock, had given her a certain degree of real pleasure. Basically, she had done it to follow Oxana west. So much for that enterprise! The catastrophe was all Oxana's fault.
This attractive redhead, Elspeth, however rather pleased her, chiefly on account of her dynamism, something Oxana sometimes lacked - except in bed. Above all, the young employee seemed to have influence in the inferno where fate - and Oxana's credulity - had landed Ludmila. From that point of view and since she seemed to have fallen for her, Elspeth warranted careful handling. Whether she could be trusted was another matter but Ludmila was prepared not only to sleep with her but to use all the charm she had left to incite Elspeth to help her out of this hell. And it would have to be done without Oxana.
The redhead led Ludmila tenderly, as far as that was possible, along several passages, at one point crushing her against the stonework to kiss the thin lips and grab the ringed sex almost ferociously. Ludmila let it happen, the tongues entangling.
Again on the door was a Roman numeral behind the word Keller this time XVIII, but in red. Blood red. Despite Elspeth being next to her, in fact grasping her hip, Ludmila felt a tremor run through her as she stumbled into the chamber. Uncertain what was in store for her, apart from Elspeth's crotch, she felt a little like Peter Schlemil in the schoolbook at home, he who sold his shadow to the devil. But what she saw by the light of the wavering candies showed her more than her thin shadow. It did not reassure her.
"Squat down there against the wall, darling," Elspeth murmured. "I have to chain you up, you see. But that won't prevent us from having fun."
In a very different dungeon, Oxana's senses became acute. Despite the blindfold, she knew she was confronted by Mechtild and Hildegaard. Sounds had meanings of their own: her own heavy breathing, Mechtild's pacing of the cellar and the clinking of chains. Hildegaard's gloves were rough as she wrenched the slave's legs backwards to bind her to the stake, locking the ankles and wrists behind the post. Her breasts and rib cage jutted out over the downward sweep of the belly, allowing the nipple and vulva rings to hang free. Only too aware of her posture, the novice's vagina, as usual, began to liquefy.
"Head down, slave!" Mechtild's riding crop tapped the cheek to endorse the order. "Even when blindfolded or hooded, a slave must never look at guests or overseers unless ordered to provide the mouth for use. All faults are noted and paid for after the session. So remember that, slut. Remove the blindfold, Hildegaard, for her to follow her lesson."
As the silk was ripped away, Oxana saw the training cellar and its contents in all their chilling reality. No larger than the ringing cellar, the chamber seemed cluttered from floor to ceiling with terrifying appliances. The array of machinery made Oxana gasp.
In addition to that which was almost dislocating her, several other torture stakes reared in a circle, one sprinkled with glittering flesh spikes, another displaying a colossal ribbed phallus that slanted upwards. Its purpose was only too clear and Oxana was relieved to be where she was. In the glow of candles dripping red wax like blood, a tremendous crucifix stood, extending its arms to welcome its next victim. Beyond the heavy timber trestles, complete with limb chains - pyramids of pain, Roswitha had described them - lay the cartwheel, its axle cemented into the wall, and nearby another strongly-spoked wheel, thick with chains, its hub set on a stump, designed to revolve and present its victim in different positions for torture. The homely farm wheels reminded Oxana of her childhood days at the collective farm where her foster father used to work. Only, these now before her had very different purposes...
Then she saw the breast frame and her womb tightened. Once again Roswitha's description of the thing came back to her: not only did it serve to throttle female breasts for whipping and torture but provided the retention bar for a male cock. The twin uprights rose to form a portal-like frame, traversed halfway up by precisely that rod. "They make you kneel," Roswitha had said, "and garrotte your tits on the bar. As your wrists and legs are chained, you can't move. It's called the Doorway and they use it too to clamp male genitals. So we girls aren't the only ones to cross the Doorway threshold, if that's any comfort. You won't forget it in a hurry, darling! Just surrender those gorgeous tits."
Suddenly Oxana noticed the group of visitors. All masked, they reclined on thrones in a chapel-like alcove, evidently awaiting the start of the session. The thought she was under scrutiny, bound naked, gave Oxana a bizarre thrill of excitement. At least she was not alone with her heartless overseer and Hildegaard; there were witnesses.
The entry of the man and his slave startled her. They came in silently, completely unannounced. Oxana saw the man first: remarkably handsome, obviously a supervisor, if not perhaps an overseer, his straps and boots glistened in the candlelight and his cock was already stiff and moist. Behind him he dragged a totally naked female, chained by the clit ring. She was bald, marked 301, her superb body flashing and scintillating like a silver fish in water. Oxana realized the woman was the exhibition slave Roswitha had hinted at, and it was only later in the playroom Oxana learnt she was called Claire, a former escort girl and then SM adept, from Paris, who served in Ghislaine's cohort and was frequently employed as demonstration flesh in training courses. She apparently constituted, along with others in Cohort Four, a model slave, a criterion of servile, sexual perfection.
Mechtild ran her crop over Oxana's thighs and into her slit. "As a novice, you're going to be shown how a sex slave should behave in session. The training room you're now in provides for most of the appliances you can expect when you're being used by guests. Naturally we have other dungeons - 24 and 30 - reserved for particularly advanced sex torture but you will become familiar with those later. You'll have ample to cope with here for the time being. Now, watch carefully, slut, and don't forget you're in my cohort and I expect impeccable service. You may commence, Semion."
At the invitation, the powerfully built, strapped and veiled male gestured to his slave. Immediately she crossed the straw-strewn paving to stand below a chain and hook dangling from the vault. Expertly, Hildegaard clipped the wrist rings over the curve of iron. Semion watched the preparation, stripping the foreskin back off his erection; then he corrected the female's stance with a sharp lash of his service whip across the thighs.
"Wider, whore slave!" The slave 301 obeyed instantly and was suspended in full extension.
"Notice how she hollows the belly," Mechtild told Oxana, "and how she thrusts out the breasts and ringed sex. That's what guests require from a slave about to be flagellated. Now watch her undulate as the whip flays her. You've got to writhe sensually when chained - hips, buttocks, belly, thorax. And let your tits sway. Everything must react when you're being worked upon. And don't forget to keep your butt meat loose and flaccid - no muscle clenching. It hurts you less, too. But I think you know that already from what I've seen."
Oxana nodded, listening wide-eyed, astonished by the slave's meek compliance.
"And no obscene noise. Maybe an occasional yelp or groan, until your orgasm's ready. You'll be told when you may climax, just as you're given permission to swallow come. So control yourself at all costs. Then when you get the nod, you can scream your head off and give your flogger everything you've stored up..."
Oxana watched the flagellation intently as the column of nude flesh writhed and shuddered erotically under what Oxana calculated to be around twenty strokes over the magnificent body. She had never seen anything so utterly erotic in her whole life. Claire let out a few sharp whines as the leathers bit into her groin and sex. The gluteal bulges of the rump, already darkened with welts, hung loose as Mechtild had said they should.
One apparatus after another then came into use - the cartwheels, the slab, trestles and several metal constructions that spread the body sumptuously for raking and reaming. Oxana gasped when Hildegaard strapped on a huge rubber penis and bored into both of Claire's lower orifices; she saw the thing was sleeved with nylon bristles. Only a sharp hiss met the insertions and subsequent rasping. The slave took it indomitably, without noise.
As the sequence lengthened, Oxana found herself leaking unmanageably.
"Now, pay full attention, 606," Mechtild advised her, as the naked slave was hustled across the dungeon. "Watch how the bitch offers herself for the Doorway. This is one of our most common positions for chastening slave flesh. You'll have to get used to it as it makes available all three female and both male orifices, as well as most of the body. Proceed, Semion."
The Cohort Four supervisor required no prompting. He stationed the well flagellated 301 on the platform; instead of making her kneel and lay her breasts on the bar, as Oxana anticipated, Semion signalled to her to stand upright, a step back from the frame. Without protest, the slave parted her legs wide to be ankle-chained to rings bolted into the boards. Hildegaard then wrenched the wrists to the rear of the welted back and linked them.
During the pause that ensued to allow Semion to refresh himself from a beaker, Oxana gazed enviously at the slavegirl sent to educate her. Perhaps one day she too would be allowed to demonstrate her resilience before a novice but for that she realized she would need to graduate to the privilege of wearing a steel collar like this 301 and have her slave number changed to elegant purple in place of the dead black digits she now wore.
"Get that whore body over the bar, slave. Usual position, breasts sagging."
Semion's order made Claire lower her belly on to the metal crossbar, after which she raised her arms further up high behind the back for Hildegaard to hook the wrist straps to the upper beam; then the mouth was pulled open with a horse's bit rammed in and buckled round the bald head. The slave's mouth gaped as if in a silent shriek. She was approaching the limits of her perseverance.
From where she stood against the stake, unashamedly leaking down her thighs, Oxana could see the ringed sex exposed and the anus pulsing, a small gold ring quivering in the sphincter muscle. The rear expanse of the nude body - neck to knees - bent ready to be thrashed. Had Oxana had her hands free, she would have frigged off openly.
"I want the demonstration to be thorough, Semion," Mechtild remarked, playing idly with Oxana's engorged nipples, "so that this bitch of mine understands what's expected of her. Perhaps, Semion, it would be useful to stretch the tits and sex flesh. What do you think? We might as well go the whole way, no?"
The cockstand nodded. As a senior supervisor and slave torturer, Semion was only too predisposed to exhibit his slave's sexual beauty and competence. He could never have enough of her nakedness nor flog her enough. A curt jerk of his chin sufficed to stir Hildegaard again into action. Alert for once, the slave mistress advanced with the requisite chains to slip the spring-loaded carabineers into Claire's nipple and genital rings. Passing the chains through a further set of steel eyes bolted into the platform and similar to those holding the legs, she hauled on the links and fastened the extremities. For the first time, the demonstration slave let out a hoarse cry as the breasts lengthened into taut tubes of lymphatic flesh, the cluster of vulva rings into a knot of steel, firmly chained.
Mechtild approved. "That should steady your whore for flagellation, Semion." She turned to Oxana: "This is what we term total bondage, slave. I want to show you this because, with all that flabby flesh you have, this position will be required of you - with variations of my own making - very frequently. It's a posture much in demand here. It requires strong genital fronds like yours and like this slaves, as well as sturdy teats." She turned back to her colleague. "You may start on the bitch, Semion. Flog hard."
The flagellation commenced on the already welted buttocks. In her time, Claire had been flagellated so frequently and ferociously by her supervisor, guests, and leave alone by her overseer Ghislaine, who always sliced to the blood, that she could no longer recall the first sessions. Claire was one who had long since graduated, Oxana learned later, to what was commonly known at the Folterschloss as a Four-Three slave; in other words, one capable, without passing out, of weathering a flogging of back, bottom, sex and breasts, together with successive penetration of her three orifices. Sex service in Ghislaine's cohort required this degree of variety and compliance, and Ulla's surgery was always open.
"Keep those blue eyes skinned, 606," Mechtild told her novice again. "I want you to take studious note so that you can work hard, toughen yourself and graduate to this degree of subservience as soon as possible. You take the whip well already and seem to like it but you've still a lot to learn. Breast and rump meat such as yours should not go unflogged. Several august guests have already enquired about you after seeing you in the lineout. You have a future here. You're not unattractive sexually, if nothing to write home about, but you need a great deal of whipping yet. I find your ability to suffer rather attractive." Mechtild enjoyed paradoxes. Oxana felt the bitch mellowing towards her.
"I'll do my best to satisfy you, mistress, as long as I'm well whipped and fucked."
"Don't worry about that, you slut." The overseer graciously overlooked the violation of slave silence. "You'll be used mercilessly here. Right, Semion, please go ahead."
Oxana caught her breath as the supervisor slammed anew into Claire's rump. She barely believed a female could endure such lashes without screaming herself hoarse. But the still beautiful, if strangely hairless, veteran bore the further two-dozen strokes without flinching. Semion used an evil-looking bunch of ox hide strips with knots at the extremities until the welts were about to split. Then he changed to the classical quirt, handed to him by the torpid Hildegaard, and thrashed the taut, elongated breasts. Forehand, backhand and again forehand, the man put all his strength into the beating. For the first time, tears welled up in Claire's eyes; her demonstration had at last developed into an ordeal and the groans swelled into cries. At last, Oxana realized, the sometime whore, inexorably flogged, showed she had her limits. She wondered how Claire reacted to sex torture, the breast roots choked with wire or humid twine, the clitoris twitching white in the grasp of steel tongs... It was comforting to hear the rather presumptuous woman yielding to very ordinary human howls.
"Excellent, Semion!" Mechtild commented, bringing the flogging to a halt, "I believe that should suffice as exemplification. I didn't realize your bitches yelled like that," she added maliciously. "Now you can fuck her, as usual."
Semion scowled at the reproach. "She'll pay for that when Ghislaine hears of it. She'll get a night on the spiked grid with her rings weighted to full length, believe me!"
The jibe however did not seem to disturb him unduly as he was stiff with need. A thread of translucent pre-come distended from sex slit to knees. He went for the anus first. Splaying the purple, lacerated arse cheeks apart, he depressed his cock to nuzzle the sphincter muscle and, driving in the golden ring with it, gouged the rectum with one thrust. Claire seemed to suction the monster inwards as Semion grasped her pelvis points for purchase. Being his preferred entry point, he lavished attention and effort on the well-trained passage; he knew it intimately as a well-muscled, elastic and succulent anus, disciplined by continuous use and flogging. Claire took the sodomy with composure and evident pleasure, as well she might, since in the east wing she was used thus at least twice daily.
After a prolonged reaming, the man withdrew, bent his sex a shade lower and sank into the vagina that slushed with the viscous thrust and pull. Oxana watched spellbound as Claire catapulted through a series of sharp orgasms in quick succession, uttering long groans of gratification, as if begging her master to hold his sperm for as long as possible. Envy invaded Oxana waiting to see the rod judder as the thick sperm struck the cervix but strangely Semion abandoned the vulva, leaving the oval and labia convulsing with spasms amid Claire's come.
Phlegmatically, the supervisor strolled round to the head as Hildegaard released the chain gag. The veined shaft plunged unbelievably deep into the slave's throat and the fellatio began. Legs astride, his hands on his hips, Semion forced the woman to do all the work. Despite the exacting bondage tugging harshly on her chained arms, she managed to slide her mouth along the stanchion from tip to root, the tongue flicking like a snake's at the supersensitive base of the glans. Each suction of the hollowed cheeks cost the whore slave ruinous effort, Oxana saw, but Claire knew this phallus as she knew her own clit. Pride in her prowess and the threat of further torture kept her labouring. It was quite clear to Oxana, anxiously controlling her own towering needs, that each lunge ripped at the teats; in empathy Slave 606 felt the same traction as 301. Empathy between slaves... To encourage tighter and faster servicing, Semion brought his lash down over the slave's rump... His climax gathering, he struck more viciously, ramming in, choking and cursing her in terms Oxana, for once, failed to grasp. Abruptly Semion grunted as his wads of spunk ejaculated into Claire's gullet. She held it scrupulously until he told her to swallow.
Then, to her amazement, she heard Claire splutter out the sacred words, apparently expected of every flogged slave.
"Thank you, noble Master. Thank you for flagellating your depraved slave and allowing her to spend."
Oxana could hardly believe her ears. How was it possible for a sex slave, exhausted from whipping and servicing her supervisor in the fashion that she had, to thank the brute? Of course, it had been merely a training session but nevertheless that was the manner used by senior inmates in the prestigious Cohort Four. Oxana decided it would be advisable and perhaps prudent in future to do likewise. But she had another problem to cope with and that right away. The session had led her to another sexual precipice. The tension induced by the scene that had just been enacted, together with the atrocious naked bondage imposed by the stake chains, combined to make her risk all. It was rash to utter a word, that she knew, but it was now or never. Anything would do - at best a helping hand or even one of the huge dildos that were still wet from being thrust into Claire. Whatever would help to bring her off.
"Please... please, noble mistress..." - she thought that might go over well - "I can't hold on any longer. I can't. My sex is on fire, churning. I've got to orgasm... Please!"
For once Mechtild permitted herself the sort of grimace she used for a smile, amused by the trainee's courage in breaking again the rule of total silence. At least the plump arsed whore from god only knew where, had guts and was frank. Clearly she was at a high point of excitement, at the end of her tether. Taunting her in a voice that resembled a flight of marauding locusts, the overseer hissed at her.
"Too late, slut. He's pumped his load into his 301 piece and told her to swallow. Not even a drop left for my hot harlot" - one of Mechtild's dated expressions among many - "and she worked hard for it. But I'll be generous and bring you off too, if you're that hot. Hand me the pliers. Hildegaard, for this brash hooker of mine."
Indolently, the assistant complied, Oxana wondering how the slatternly bitch got away with such sloth, bordering on insolence, before an overseer. Maybe she was under the protection of those in high places. Perhaps even a favourite of the Meister himself.
Mechtild approached the rich length of nudity straining at the post, closed the steel jaws over the base of the clit and twisted hard. Oxana leapt in her chains with a long howl of shock. But the relentless clench and tug of the instrument on the erection had its effect immediately; it transformed the nude into a shuddering, orgiastic mass of shrieking flesh. The paroxysm lasted through several spasms as the metal contorted the stump, the veiled face smiling at the force of the discharge; Mechtild felt it proved to the self-assured Semion that he was not the only one to be blessed with providential sex slaves. Oxana's yells died away into breathless walls as she slumped in her chains, slobbering at both mouths.
"Do you want me to flog her?" the man asked obligingly, not to be outflanked. It was unheard of in his cohort for a slave to climax without express permission.
The overseer exonerated her novice. "Thank you, no." She smiled again. "Ghislaine's going to be envious. Ever seen a slave come like that? Just jolt her life-stem or brandish a whip and, bingo, she spends!"
Semion grinned indulgently. It would take more than this big-balconied 606 to match his 301. But he conceded the new blonde from the Urals or wherever, carried very tempting flesh on her and probably marked splendidly when rump-thrashed with Cohort Four's especially flexible Malacca cane the other groups envied. Particularly he would have enjoyed half an hour making those outsized mammaries bounce.
"Would you thank Ghislaine for the loan of your slave, Semion. And I'm grateful for your coming down while Dragan's occupied. I know just how busy you must be. We'll try to reciprocate one of these nights, even if my cohort doesn't boast a stainless steel neck band or purple numbers." She offered the man one of his own grins as she turned to Oxana while Hildegaard lethargically detached the bald slave. "Now that you've seen how a senior slave behaves, 606, more or less" - she could never resist a snide jab at Semion - "you'll be put to work tomorrow. We've no time now to show you how to take the breast needles" - she weighed one of Oxana's overcharged globes in her studded glove with discernment - "but I assure you they'll literally glide into such opulent lymph as this. Dragan and I will see to that, one of these fragrant Spring nights. You'll really enjoy it after you've been breast-quirted scarlet."
Drained by her orgasms and the prolonged bondage, Oxana barely heard the pledge, not that it would have scared her. She was beyond caring as she was released. Awash with her usual expulsion of sex sap, she tottered over the straw to her overseer to have her wrists again nape-clipped. Mechtild ran her eyes studiously over the sturdy nudity as Semion recuperated his slave.
"Listen, 606. You may not count, as that 301 does, among our castle's outstanding beauties but you've the make of body many of our more discriminating guests relish." She noticed Oxana's interrogation. "By the discriminating I mean those who are experts in erotic torture and stiff flagellation of well-fleshed females who can be fucked directly into orgasm during the session. Our distinguished guests demand the best. So work hard. Learn to serve and suffer - after all, that's why you're here, isn't it? - and never lose your self-discipline."
The slavegirl bowed her head, crestfallen. "As I did just now, noble mistress?"
"Well, no, not exactly, Oxana - I mean, 606," she corrected herself swiftly. "There, you were in your orgasm mode which is different. Now, we encourage slaves to explode when they come. But as you know, with guests you must contain your spasms until you're allowed to spend. You'll get used to it. I already notice you come repeatedly and violently. That's admirable." The veiled woman paused a second. "Yes, you have the makings, 606, of an outstanding piece of flogging flesh, a useful slave. And perhaps more..."
For the first time since her terrifying arrival in the courtyard, Oxana blushed under her freckles. Such compliments from the senior overseer, she knew, carried weight and the remark was being voiced before witnesses - and not only employees but what was left of the guests in the alcove; Oxana had become conscious again of the blurred figures watching the session. They had followed the entire performance, all that had been inflicted on the erstwhile French whore and, although insignificant by comparison, on herself. After all, she had had her clitoris tortured into orgasm, if nothing else for once, chained nude to a stake and in the full view of a public. And she had orgasmed openly and brazenly. Adrenaline coursed through her at the thought. She was making progress; a fact confirmed when Mechtild ordered Hildegaard to extract the anal plug for good. "You won't need that from now on, 606. You're sufficiently stretched now for service."
Leaving the assistant to attach the lead chain to the slave's sore, throbbing clit, the overseer dismissed Semion and his 301 but not before Claire had been made to thank the overseer for the session, her atrocious accent in German resembling a French dressing that had curdled.
The march back to the playroom was euphoric, almost magical for Oxana, at last in her status of full slavery. Everything around her assumed a new meaning: she felt equal even to two of her colleagues she encountered on the way along the interminable passages. But even there surprises awaited her.
The superb male and lissom female were, astoundingly, not stark naked as was the rule. The man, marked 566, was brocaded strangely, straps encircling his strong body and leather-latticed thighs, his rigid sex dangling rings and throbbing above the metal-sleeved sac of scrotum meat. Dressed likewise in studded leather, tight black nylons, high heels and a lace bodice lifting her pierced and ringed breasts like ripe fruits, the bantamweight girl resembled some elfin creature straight out of the forests surrounding the Folterschloss. She pouted as the clit chain strained her clit outwards. The pair seemed to walk spellbound behind their masked supervisor leading them down to their appointed whipping chamber. Oxana was taken aback by the spectacle of partially clothed slaves and rather envied them. She would have given much, although she possessed nothing to offer other than her copious flesh, to watch them being spread and chained as guests selected their scourges and glittering instruments in some sweltering dungeon below. Willingly, Oxana would have changed places with the vulnerable girl with the spaced-out look. Oxana could have used a flagellation. Again she was falling prey to her worst vice - wanting always more. Then the slave coffle moved on, leaving in its wake a musky scent of sexually excited flesh.
Beyond the occasional lancet arch, she glimpsed the sombre pinnacles of the castle's keep and walls outlined against the soft blue sky of Spring; the conifers over the walls seemed to stretch into the far reaches of the Schwarzwald. That the forests lay in a world totally beyond her reach meant very little; although imprisoned and naked, Oxana was no longer a commonplace novice. She had been through her catharsis and emerged as a fully-fledged slave ready for service.
In the playroom, bright with sunlight, the few inmates present barely lifted their heads from books and extravagant erotic reviews, while a jewel called Maria Grazia with caramel-coloured skin was busy sucking cock on a pile of silk cushions. Roswitha was absent, along with others, on service below. As was becoming normal, Ludmila was still somewhere else in the vast edifice, probably lapping frivolously at that sordid, redhead's twat in Cellar XVIII.
Oxana bit her lip in anger; when or if she met up again with Ludmila, there would, on her side, be no question of a loving amnesty nor would she weaken into tears of contrition. The girl was perfectly free - if that was the term - to go ahead and run the risk of continued lesbianism. If she wanted to jeopardize herself, so be it. Oxana could not understand the stupid bitch's lack of judgment and common sense. Fancy falling for a cheap broad like that self-centred, conceited English wench, of all creatures! Damn them both. Let them go to hell and choke on each other's come...
Oxana rolled over luxuriously before the log fire. Relieved of Ludmila, she had decided to make a name for herself and was aiming high.
 
***
 
Cellar XVIII lay well beyond the regular patrols of duty supervisors, mainly on account of its nature and unsavoury contents. Hence Elspeth felt confident in releasing Ludmila's clit chain as she led her in. The chamber reeked with an odour of stale flesh.
Sprawled out in one corner, the form of an exhausted nude female lay chained by her uplifted wrists to a heavy wall ring. The muscular thighs, parted obscenely, revealed a ringed sex glittering with crimson discharge and the entire area disclosed marks of a recent whipping. From what Elspeth had hinted, Ludmila expected to be the sole occupant: instead, here was this unappetizing, nauseous slave in full menstruation...
"No, 526," Elspeth grinned at the sweating mass propped up against the wall, "it's not time yet for your next ration of leather. Another hour or so still, and then I'll lay into you so you bleed elsewhere too. Here's a delicious little companion for you to bitch to, if she can put up with your filthy language."
"Scheiss, du Hure!" The retort came in a sharp hiss of loathing, a jet of spit landing on Elspeth's boot. Being called shit and a whore did not appear to upset the redhead as Ludmila glanced cautiously at the chained object. Several years older than either herself or Elspeth, the female was by no means a beauty; her eyes were underscored with circles of fatigue, lack of sleep and her curse. All the same, the body possessed a sort of slovenly attraction, a meretricious look that doubtless appealed to some dominants and brought out the worst in them.
Ignoring the spittle, Elspeth drew her precious charge to the other side of the cellar.
"Pay no attention to that wreck over there, darling. She's in full flood and always reacts like that. She can't ever understand why she gets the tawse twice a day and every night. All bleeders get beaten, you see, as a matter of course here. But don't you worry, pet. I'll go easy on you should a supervisor look in - and that's damn rare down here."
"But, Elspeth love, I'm not due yet, you know."
"I'm fully aware of that, silly, but no one else in the place knows it. And, as I said, it's mighty rare anyone drops in here apart from the odd guest - and I mean odd in more senses than one. The sort that likes females in their holy week, golden showers, shit and all that. There's a tiled washroom back there for them to indulge themselves. Now, just lie back against the wall, sweetheart, in the straw and relax. When we're through, I'll have to chain you up for appearance's sake and anyway a chained nude always turns me on something terrible! That groove down a girl's body from the ribs to the navel... oh, god!"
Ludmila could guess what was coming.
Almost immediately Elspeth's meagre auburn thatch brushed her face, fingers splaying the gorged labia apart to let the tongue in. As she delved deep into the wet opening, Ludmila saw that the clit was barely larger than her own, the white tip unsleeved, pointed and jerking. At long last, she felt the thrill she knew so well and had been remorselessly deprived of since that fatal departure from Lydia's place at home.
The groans came more readily than she expected. "Yes... yes, darling... that's it. Lick me all over, deep inside. Now... down the lips and under... as far as you can go... Use your fingers... yes, that's my anus... Feel it? Yes, that bloated ring. Now back to the clit. I'll tell you when to suck it in... Now flick it hard... quicker, love..." The pot was boiling.
Ludmila did her best to siphon the peak into her lips as Elspeth ripened and went taut. Glancing sideways as she sucked, she saw her colleague 526 watching sullenly with a look of resentment at having been denied sex ever since the onset of her period, but not the whip and that had hardly satisfied her need. Enforced abstinence, Ludmila was to learn, formed an additional punishment the Folterschloss inflicted on the accursed.
Suddenly she was brought back to earth by Elspeth's crotch grinding into her face, her dark head seized like a lifebuoy grasped by a drowning body in a heavy swell.
"Now, darling... now! Suck it off me... Bite it. Go on, bite!" It had been a whole day since she had last orgasmed and that had been when imprisoned between the teeth of a scullery maid called Anthea whom almost all the staff, females as well as males, used mercilessly when in sudden need; she was stripped, roped and raped in the staff lounge.
"Suck it, darling! Can you feel the hole in the base... in the root? That's what's left of when I was ringed... like you..."
A hoarse wail, protracted and violent, scared Ludmila as the orgasm exploded out of the ginger slit. As her head was rasped against the masonry behind, the sweet-and-sour come tasted pungent, astringent, sharp - like Elspeth herself. She swallowed down what she could, squandering the rest down her chin and neck; it had been so copious and sudden that she was unprepared for the outflow. In a way it reminded Ludmila of Oxana's crazy eruptions but only momentarily; what the redhead gasped after recovering erased any thought of the blonde who rarely indulged in endearments after her greedy orgasms.
"You're a wonder, angel! Few here suck like that! Give me a rest and then it's your turn, my poppet. So, up on your lovely toes - oh, heavens, you're gorgeous! - legs astride, hips out. Lets see what you've got hidden there between those thin thighs. Where is it among all this damn hardware?"
Drawing the metal apart, she discovered the central ring she herself had inserted. Expertly she pursed her lips over the starved clit, the circle of steel disappearing into her mouth with that tang of metal Elspeth had learnt to adore when, in her slave days, she had serviced her colleagues countless times a night during the free sex hour. It was something she missed atrociously, despite the compensations of being an assistant slave mistress. Sex with females of her own rank had certain advantages - for instance, a more or less private bedroom, shared with Ingebord - but the use of common slaves in private premises was not encouraged by the authorities, however tempting they appeared and whatever the bribes.
The onslaught began. Ludmila's enforced celibacy evaporated like the early morning mists off the Dnieper when the sun dissolved them. With a jolt, Ludmila realized that indeed she had been used during that sickening episode at the dacha and that was best forgotten. She bent her knees to provide as much of her crotch as possible for what the fabulous redhead was about to do to it.
"Give us one of your Ukrainian specials, Ludushka." Elspeth was already on her knees and Ludmila wondered where the girl had learnt the diminutive that Oxana always used in bed. Then the ginger mop said: "Let's have everything you've stored up down here between these stunning thighs. You know, with all these rings, your sex looks as if it were serving life in prison."
Ludmila hoped it wasn't. She hated the rings and Elspeth's reference to them. They reminded her directly of her enforced captivity, from which she was determined to free herself.
It took only a minute for Elspeth to steer the newcomer through the doldrums, along the quickening eddies into the rapids of orgasm. Another minute and Ludmila was jerking on her side, clutching her quim, moaning, and streaming with clear come, whimpering in some gibberish... possibly Ukrainian. It was almost frightening to behold...
"Oh, Elspeth darling, spare me! Not again... please! I can't take any more. Not just now. You nearly killed me." The words continued to slither out in a confusion of languages as she kissed her new lover's lips. This was, yes, cunnilingus - Oxana's word - at its supreme best. If she possessed a soul, which she had been told back home she did not, Elspeth had sucked it out of her with the come. "Oh, Elspeth darling, I wanted that ever since I first saw you in that horrendous cellar. I love you, Elspeth. Oh, I do..."
The delighted slave mistress rarely heard endearments of that nature from a mere slave. A few kitchen sluts had murmured similar things but only to gain promotion...
Gently the redhead disentangled herself from the grip of the trembling thighs.
"I've got to fly now, darling, but I'll be back for more as soon as I can after duty. I've got to attend a session of sex torture in Cellar Three. I'll bring you a nice big dildo for your backside, if you'd like that..."
The burned out newcomer nodded vaguely. "Anything you want, darling. But don't leave me alone here too long." She glanced nervously at the menstruating slave on the other side of the dungeon.
"Oh, that lump of whore steak won't touch you, even if she spits at you now and then." The redhead attached the holding chain to Ludmila's neck strap. "She can't move and when I return I'll show you, if you like, how we trounce a bleeding whore like that 526 slut..."
"But what about me? I'm not bleeding yet, Elspeth, and she knows it. She might report it to someone. I mean a supervisor who happens to come by."
"You have a point there. Yes, you're right. Someone might well appear with one of those queer guests who enjoy using the cursed or being pissed over..."
With that, grabbing her service scourge in case of need, she crossed to mop up menses blood from the flow over 526's crotch and daubed it around Ludmila's.
"There, that looks genuine and homely as apple pie. No one'll suspect a thing: Just lie back, nice, red and open like that disgusting mass of flogging offal over there."
The ginger head left with a regretful smile and the sigh of one well entrammeled.
Alone with Number 526, Ludmila found her companion totally disinterested, with no desire to converse, even in German. The silence gave the exhausted Ukrainian a chance to come to her senses and consider her predicament. Gradually, her plan evolved, hazily at first and then in increasing clarity. Elspeth was the natural key. Of course she was. Ludmila decided to play her hand cautiously but play it she would whatever the risks involved. Her mind was made up, despite what the castle and its cognoscenti had in mind for her. She had her ally already well in hand.
 
SIX
 
Summoned in coffles to the selection room, a long, chapel-like chamber, the designated slaves of both sexes were made to kneel along the back wall below rings set high in the masonry. Using their whips liberally, supervisors and assistants ensured their thighs were fully parted to allow the genital hardware to dangle free from the stiff cocks and vulva, chinking with the trembling of the nude bodies. The sole of the chained feet pressed against the stone wall, the toes bent, the wrist manacles hauled up to the extreme reach of the arms by the chains running through the wall rings. Although each orifice had been well flushed out, the duty supervisors checked them again. The display had to be as attractive and erotic as possible.
Oxana found herself leaking with excitement each time she was chained up, receiving several lashes, like her colleagues, across the pelvis to encourage total extension and hollowing of the belly; the strokes only fomented greater churnings and sensations of sexual bliss, knowing that her body, despite its abundance, could not fail to attract. As a fully accepted prisoner-slave rather than a mere novice, she hoped she would be chosen.
Her enormous breasts had already made their reputation at the Folterschloss and she thrust them out to display the swollen nipples, ripe for punishment.
To the surprise of the staff and of her colleagues, she found herself being singled out with increasing frequency for flagellation and use. As usual, the long wait for the guests to appear increased the tension, the slaves being forbidden to utter a word. In the harrowing silence, Oxana glanced up and down the line of naked bodies, noticing the cocks of the two males straining in full erection; the female breasts, all ringed, rose and fell like her own in nervous anticipation, their owners aware they were certainly to be whipped.
Inevitably she was chosen, not only on account of her breasts but also because of the massive wealth of her buttock meat, together with what she had heard Mechtild remark one night, her ability to restrain her orgasms until ordered to spend. What excited her most was to be flagellated alongside a handsome male slave, such as Dirk or Helmut, and time her spasm to escort their spunk as it shot out over the cellar floor. Some of the more exigent guests relished this sort of simultaneous release of stored come and Oxana delivered hers with force, gasping and moaning with pleasure.
The whippings, she found, varied in severity, duration and according to the area of body flesh being flogged and, with experience and time, she began to recognize the flagellator or flagellatrice using her, despite the anonymity conferred by the lace masks. After a couple of weeks of experience, she had to agree with Roswitha that, in general, the female of the flogging species punished more severely and ingeniously than the male. In any event, her orgasms were ineluctable and powerful, whether it was the crop, which hurt most, the tawse, quirt or, best of all, the multi-thonged cat and horsewhip that belaboured her body savagely. Apart from a really insupportable session at the hand of a lesbian slave visiting from Bremen with her owner, Oxana enjoyed it all; the girl had been made to quirt her breasts, which she did shoddily until Mechtild stopped her. Oxana far preferred Mechtild's immaculate and strong lashes that raised parallel welts and sent her careering into heavenly orgasms that crashed through her like cyclones.
One relief for Oxana came with the clandestine news, via Roswitha as usual, that the bitch Elspeth had managed to get herself delegated to other functions, thus quitting Mechtild's cohort. The wretch's new assignment apparently involved supervising the arrival, checking and storage of all incoming goods and groceries, next to the main portal where the commissariat was located in a maze of corridors. In addition, she conserved the unpalatable task of supervising the menstruation cellar and whipping the unlucky victims.
Elated to be rid of the redhead, Oxana guessed that the still invisible Ludmila was probably among the reasons for the change of duties. Where Elspeth went Ludmila was sure to go. Ludmila never appeared at meal times, lineout formalities nor, more strangely, at bedtime; she had evaporated and Oxana had long since dismissed her from her thoughts and desires. Oxana had far more momentous things to cope with. Among them was Elspeth's replacement, a complete stranger.
Ophelie, a freckled blonde like herself, had taken over Elspeth's role as Cohort One's assistant under Mechtild and Dragan. Entirely different from the detestable red-haired snob, the neatly chignoned Ophelie from Nantes had manners and an enchanting beauty. Slender, graceful and blessed with a sense of humour like Roswitha, she had worked her way up from the lowest ranks of slavery to the grade of assistant, using her subtle charm and attractive body to survive two years of imprisonment and, rumour had it, hallucinating sessions with the Meister himself. Like Oxana, she treasured the alchemy of the great castle and its occult atmosphere; further gossip hinted that munificent, even extravagant, offers had been made for her body by some elderly guest, who wanted her to grace his torture chambers in the Tyrol as an addition to his three slaves already installed but who were weakening. Ophelie kept herself immaculate - which was more than could be said of some of her colleagues. She displayed a flawless, shaved crotch which, nevertheless, had been through a great deal of use, and her spruce breasts were permanently holstered in straps. She admitted to the erotically attracted Oxana that, were it not for the material and sexual advantages accompanying her ranking, she preferred slavery. But promotion was something a slave with her gifts could not refuse or renounce, even if some inmates with connections, like Roswitha, eluded it. But then Roswitha was special, with a role among the collection of slaves the authorities particularly valued.
The chemistry between Oxana and Ophelie was immediate. Thanks to the assistant's free access to the guests' private drawing room, it was she who confirmed that Oxana's super-abundant slave body had become the subject of much salacious talk and tribute among the more discriminating connoisseurs of flesh reserved for flagellation.
"They like the way you stand up to the whip, 606. And how you suck cock and clit. So keep up the good work, as I did. You're being carefully watched. Just don't make any stupid mistakes. They could cost you the reputation you seemed to have gained already."



 
***
 
Every successive session introduced the 'fat-arsed Ukrainian bitch', as Oxana was often described, to a different setting although most of the thirty-odd dungeons were similar in design and dimension. What Oxana noticed were the extensive wall and, in some cases, ceiling, mirrors which, when uncovered, allowed unhooded victims to watch themselves being whipped and tortured. As mirrors were debarred from the dormitories and playroom, Oxana delighted in the chance of seeing herself grovelling before the feet of a guest and lurching at the stake when her sturdy breast flesh jounced under the whip. It was something she had always dreamt of when masturbating madly at home.
Several of the earlier Folterschloss sessions remained imprinted on her memory. Once, after the guests had wined and dined in their luxurious medieval refectory, Oxana was convened to answer to her earlier selection in the morning lineout. After weeks of flogging and punishment, that particular evening proved to be a new experience and for the first time she was taken to Cellar VII and to the very limits of her endurance.
The guest, known familiarly among the inmates as The Jackal, had selected her on account, he said, of her opulence of buttock flesh. He was an expert rump whipper.
He had entered the cellar, apart from his mask and sandals, completely naked, which already boded ill. Rarely did guests deal with their slaves entirely unclothed.
Tall and well-built, his muscles gleaming in the candlelight, he really scared Oxana until she caught sight of the hefty erection; that attracted her simply because, owing to recent, still suppurating welts, she had not been fucked since Hans had belaboured her during the free time hour two nights before this, her encounter with The Jackal.
The man studied her shrewdly as she thrust out her breasts. She could see the slit in his enormous cudgel of cock meat, like an eye spying on her. It alone was sufficient to cause her vagina to clench, as it always did when confronted by a master, and then to unpen the oozing liquid. And again she was more or less ready, perhaps less than more, for whatever was about to be done to her naked body. Fortunately, Ophelie was there. And Mechtild stood by also, to supervise the disciplining and ensure her slaves were not too irremediably vandalized; but all the same she was usually on the side of the guest.
"What's the rating of this slut, Meisterin?" the man enquired. "She's relatively new material, I gather."
"We grade her around B2, sir, but making significant progress. As you say, pretty new to the game but fully up to standard. A relaxed anus, an acutely responsive vagina and," she paused a second, "fellates and performs anilingus well but is scheduled for further intensive training to teach her to suck more avidly while in the process of being flogged, we hope to make something of her. In fact we have her in mind as a postulant for promotion, given her remarkable progress and pleasing subservience."
Oxana could hardly believe what she heard. Progress? Promotion? Surely Mechtild was making an error, confusing one slave with another. Only a week back Oxana was being referred to as "wantonly carnal, worthless flogging meat" and treated as dirt... Something was surely amiss.
"Hence there's no objection to my usual positioning, Meisterin?"
"None at all, sir. She may encounter an initial problem of balance but that should not seriously interfere with your usual positioning, as you put it. You may use her without gagging as we rarely get more than grunts and whimpers out of her. You may find her somewhat less receptive than your usual favourite 556, of course, but the buttocks are among the best we have to offer. Would you wish her to be gagged, all the same, sir?"
"Thank you, but the body will do a it is." He turned to Ophelie, standing by the whip rack. "Hand me a Number Six riding crop, please, and chain the slave's head and attach the feet well apart. Get her to grasp the ankles and keep her legs braced."
While Ophelie selected the instrument in question from the vast array of whips, the man weighed each of the generous bulges of breast lymph in his gloves. Oxana gritted her teeth as she felt the bristling, sharp studs on the palms, minute enough but keen. She begged him silently not to clench her opulent mounds or lacerate them. She needed all her strength for what was to follow and the riding crop looked very threatening.
After an interminable inspection of the mammary meat and, sure enough, several brutal tugs on the rings in the gorged nipples, The Jackal let the masses slap back heavily against the ribs. Evidently, he had plans in mind for them; Oxana hoped, if indeed she was to be breast whipped and perhaps tortured, he would postpone it until she was fully aroused, ready to ride through the pain. She was frankly not prepared for that and mentally implored him to continue the evaluation of her body before getting down to serious business on her. Although she felt she had herself well in hand - as he had her breasts - her obstreperous sex juices were proliferating dangerously.
The threatening gauntlets toured down her flat belly, taut with anxiety, to the polished sex mons. The studded leather splayed the vulva lips and, amid the jangling of metal, a cluster of rough fingers bored into the liquid tunnel. Through his lace veil, the guest studied the slave's features as the hand squelched and corkscrewed up into the tube of smooth, glittering membrane. Oxana sensed her vaginal muscles clench involuntarily round the intrusion. The Jackal gave her a wry, twisted smile and gouged deeper. Suddenly his nude victim jerked and moaned as the asperities on the thumb ground the erect clitoris down into its root. Oxana braced herself, controlling her reaction with all the willpower she had left. Almost worse than the circling thumb were the reaming fingers up her slot.
"The bitch is depraved all right, Meisterin, as you yourself said at dinner," the guest remarked. "Clogged up and ready for the whip."
The bitch looked desperately towards Mechtild lounging in one of the cellar's high-backed thrones, casually attending to her cuticle, and manicuring her needle-sharp nails - the terror of all Folterschloss slaves, particularly newly inducted men with sensitive, yet to be toughened, erections. Oxana moaned and gave her a beseeching look; if this went on much longer, she knew her clit would simply defy her and take over.
"She's all yours, sir," was Mechtild's straightforward reply.
Mercifully, the gloved hand receded, only to be thrust into the slave's mouth to be cleansed. Hardly had her tongue tasted that all-too familiar tang of inaugural sex juice than the digits were burrowing past the unprepared sphincter to sound the rectum. Oxana took hold of herself at the same time as her anal muscle took hold of the invader. The hand let it happen, waited until the slippery ring had relaxed, and then explored. The withdrawal came suddenly, extruding the swollen circle of mucous membrane with it.
"Not badly equipped for a whore as corpulent as this slut," she heard the creature comment. She only hoped she had not been scarified by the claw. "The harlot's hankering already. So, let's start."
A curt nod from her overseer galvanized Ophelie into action; the sleek girl was anxious to see just how her brawny ward would take a level of punishment which, having herself serviced The Jackal on many occasions in the past, she guessed lay probably beyond the young whore's current ability. But then, like herself, these newcomers from distant parts had to learn.
She dragged the blonde to the centre of the dungeon while Oxana shuddered, her vagina seizing up again, as she watched the connoisseur flex the ghastly metre of tightly plaited ox leather; she could even hear the thing creak as it curved between his fists. True, her lavish buttocks - and more terrifying, her breasts - had already had a taste of something similar one afternoon when Dragan had laid into her in Cellar IX for choking on a guest's load and gulping it down prematurely; the distinguished but lecherous Norwegian shipping magnate and his lethal spouse had demanded a couple of dozen 'zingers', as the woman called them, across the belly with just such a crop.
What the cock-hard Jackal was swishing menacingly in the oppressive atmosphere of the dungeon made Oxana silver over and pimple with goose flesh.
At the same time, the warm sticky spill from her engorged slit increased, as it always did when she was about to be flagellated naked; the troublesome sludge crawled out among the sex rings and down her thighs. She could have used a fuck there and then; as on so many similar occasions, naively she considered it unreasonable not to be allowed to fuck and climax prior to flagellation rather than towards the end, but Roswitha had corrected her, reminding her of the Folterschloss rules. Slaves could be beaten whatever their sexual state - before, during or after full sexual arousal, even when stone cold or dragged directly from bed, half asleep. But there, before The Jackal she was the opposite of cold; she was aflame with lust. Then she also recalled Ophelie's earlier warning that he rarely made use of a chamber's normal facilities or paraphernalia, such as the iron gratings for spreading slaves, suspension bars or even the various whipping stakes with their monstrous, studded phalluses of stitched leather, often electrically controlled to despatch victims into endless orgasms beyond their endurance. So what did the man intend?
The answer came soon enough, and from The Jackal himself.
"I intend to whip and use you where you stand, canaille de putin, you cheap slag! Position the whore slave!" Oxana had long since become accustomed to such language.
Ophelie immediately outstretched and shackled Oxana's trembling feet by her ankle straps to two floor bolts, unclipped the wrists and bent her over and down. The buttocks reared, exposing the anus and ringed sex pouch below. "Grab your ankles firmly, 606," she murmured. "Legs straight, braced back. Head well up."
How grateful Oxana felt that it was not the appalling Elspeth readying her!
She lifted her chin as far as she was able and saw what the sexy assistant held in her hand. It was not a very pretty object.
Smartly, Ophelie fixed the steel brace round the head and screwed the wing nuts partway; already Oxana gasped at the pressure. From the brace two short chains, ending in small hooks, dangled before her eyes. The girl, efficiency trained, inserted the hooks into the slave's nostrils, tilting the head backwards, and tightened the brace, as if performing one of the better-known Chinese tortures. She then chained the metal band to the rear ring of the neck strap. Oxana groaned aloud, staring at the elegant face above her.
"Take care, 606, not to tear your nice nostrils," the girl murmured, out of Mechtild's hearing. "Just keep your mouth open wide like that, to manage the blow job later." Oxana liked her plain-speaking. Ophelie then united Oxana's ringed nipples with a hefty alligator clamp that confined and perforated both tumescent teats to form a single congested clump. The slave staggered, uttering a long, unearthly wail of pain, raising her hands to grapple at the contraction and assuage the agony. No one understood her cries in Russian nor seemed to care. All she received was a sharp lash across the convulsing breasts.
"Silence, whore!" came the decree from the guest. "What do you think dugs like yours are for? Let the hunks hang down and sway. I'll say they need belting. And how!"
It was the urbane Mechtild who felt it time to come to the rescue of her inmate.
"I think it would be advisable, sir," she remarked accommodatingly, "to harness the slave's wrists to the ankles. It's her first opportunity to be scourged and used free" - she stressed the word - "that is, other than bound to a trestle or hung in chains. It would be improper, even undignified, to see her trying to shield herself, don't you agree, sir?"
Sensed indistinctly through her pain, the overseer's finesse helped Oxana, who was her slave, after all, to navigate through the rampant white horses of coming pain about to surge over her. Oh, yes, let me be tied completely if I'm to survive, her body cried out. Mechtild was right. To be left untrammelled for what threatened to be a really severe beating would certainly result in some desperate gesture of defence, like raising the upper part of her body to clasp her breasts or buttocks. And that, Oxana knew, would prove fatal, resulting in greater risks of even stricter punishment and probably unimaginable flesh torture. And for that, with this man, she was in no way prepared.
The veiled countenance lost its eager look of lubricity to nod reluctantly.
"Very well, Meisterin. As I intend to flog this slave with energy, I agree, but attach the whore's wrists, if you insist."
The attentive Ophelie immediately shackled Oxana's wrists to each of her ankle straps. The slave felt reassured. As she grew more used to the pain in her nipples, she could feel her sex exfoliating - one of Roswitha's classical terms she had learnt - and seeping with streams of sap. More intoxicating was the sensation that her rump cleft was exhibiting her voracious anal crater, long since unplugged, dilated and perpetually throbbing from overuse. All three entry points were ready for The Jackal's huge penis.
Wondering if she was going to be able to stand what awaited her - stand in both senses of the term - Oxana braced her legs. Nebulously, she heard the guest comment: "Admittedly, a superb croup... Well-hung udders" and then, more clearly: "Yes, decidedly, for my next visit reserve Cellar X for breast torture... I shall require the root clamps and a full set of needles..." To which Mechtild gave her assurances: "Certainly, sir. She will be ready for that by then."
There was a long silence during which Oxana waited, breathless,
The Jackal took his stance with the riding crop in hand, stationing himself to the side of the slave's vast bulges of rump flesh; it was precisely the sort and dimension of target he appreciated; in fact, the strong thighs with their thick inner rods of muscle, the deep anal cleft punctuated by the sepia sphincter and gluteal volume of meat confronting him caused his cock to jerk even higher. With the loose tip of the whip he tapped the ringed sex lying exposed just below the central crease he was about to thrash.
The crop hissed and struck, burying a plaited length of unbelievable pain into the taut mounds. Then again. And again. The force of the first lashes stunned the slave but after six further atrocious cuts, the twin half-moons of flesh were shuddering and, despite Oxana's striving to obey the castle's rules, clenching frantically. Twelve murderous slashes later, she let out a hoarse cry. The pain was one thing she was trying to contain but the flogging was her first endured in virtually a free-standing posture instead of being suspended helpless by the wrists or curved inexorably in metres of chain over a trestle.
Her knees began to give as The Jackal came round to face her chained, lifted head. Streaks of crimson lightning seared through her brain as the crop thwacked down into the open buttock furrow, the tip stinging the vulva. Then the leather worked outwards, crisscrossing the flaring, purple ridges raised earlier. Oxana could taste the blood seeping from her lip as she bit in hard and vaguely she wondered whether The Jackal had drawn blood behind too.
Apart from the thud and pain of the leathers, she knew she would sooner or later collapse to her knees or headlong on to the straw-strewn paving. And that would only earn her a repetition of what she had already received. If only the pain would subside and turn into pleasure... But when? Her vagina remained clenched, blocking the onset of orgasm.
The first slashes of the crop had crossed the rump just short of the coccyx. The nude slave yelped, not so much on account of the force behind the stroke but because of the shock. The Jackal paused after each lash to allow the effect to permeate through the gross integument and prepare the epidermis for broaching. Time after time, alive as never before in her existence, Oxana heard the scourge hiss through the stifling heat of the cellar and then came another blinding blue flash. It was as if the austere length of leather carved a slice of flesh out from both cheeks. Rashly emptying her lungs, contrary to Roswitha's repeated counsel, she gasped for breath to cry out. By the tenth stroke down the central vent of the bottom, she had voided her lungs and was rocking perilously, perched on her toes, striving to lock up the searing pain within her. By the twentieth cut, the man had reached and scorched the thighs rigid with muscle, the blows cambering the knees. Only Ophelie's tug on the chain behind the brow-brace prevented the flogged beauty from falling; the nasal hooks stabbed into the mucous and Oxana felt the blood trickling to her open lips. Then far worse came.
She was tottering when the crop sliced into the dangling breasts, slapping the interlocked globes of breast meat against her ribs, from where they ricocheted to the neck strap. Oxana knew they were swinging like those Kremlin bells of old, reddening, aching, the nubs screaming in the bite of the clips. After two-dozen lashes, she almost slid to her haunches.
The rest of the strokes left a spasmodic memory of pain diluting, as the flogger crammed his erection into her open gullet. Struggling to slide up and down the rod, her whole body shrieked internally only later to feel the phallus leave her lips, enter the saturated sex, and pump. Ophelie's thumb thrust into the inflamed anus and then gave the clit ring a smart tug. The coup de grace annihilated Oxana with a series of climaxes that even made Mechtild look up. The orgasms shattered the dungeon. Then Oxana passed out as she was filled with molten lava, jet after jet. She had just achieved the most powerful cataclysms Ophelie had ever witnessed in her years of sexual experience with slaves.
The aftermath escaped Oxana, although she felt her chains being released. She crumpled at Ophelie's feet. The whipping seemed to fill one lobe of her brain, the pleasure the other. Spread out in sweat, come and blood-flecked straw, she drifted back from that no-man's land, the dark hole again, where sex slaves perish when lashed senseless.
"Just take your time, 606. Land when you're ready, taxi in gently and switch off."
The blue eyes opened to gaze up blankly at the slim Ophelie who smiled.
"Well, that was something rich and rare to watch, I must say. You do come well after a spot of beating, don't you just? How many times did you come? Five? Six?"
Oxana brought the girl into focus as she emerged. The two of them were alone.
"You call that a spot of beating!" The voice was still hoarse from yelling. "The bastard nearly slaughtered me." She had glanced around before saying it. They were alone, just the two of them - the beautiful slave mistress and the outspread, whipped nude.
"Oh, come on! A sack of body flesh like yours can take that and more. That was a local jaunt. Just wait till some of the guests take you along the main autobahn!"
The slave winced at the word. The less she heard of autobahns the better. Volodia was still haunting her. Even the mention of a sack made her feel sick.
"By the way, 606, you got a real compliment from our Jackal while you were doing your cold turkey and dripping with spunk. He told Mechtild you were promising! That's real praise, coming from him. And he's booked you again for his next visit! That was just an aperitif. Foie gras next time. Cellar X, sweetheart, because he mentioned your breasts. Cellar X is something you won't forget, I assure you. It's reserved for the elite - breast and nipple torture - and he claims you've got just what it takes for that. I'd say he's right."
"Really?" Oxana's eyes widened in irony. "Well that's at least encouraging. As long as I come out alive from it! He'll probably put a hot poker up me instead of his cock. Anyway, I'm almost dead after just this - what you call a jaunt, mistress."
"Oh, call me Ophelie, if you want to, at least when we're alone." She paused and then added: "Mechtild was really impressed. She's thinking of you for promotion and told me to take good care of you and use the whip generously on you. She's so charitable!"
Oxana had already taken to the girl's sardonic sense of humour. And to her body.
"Incidentally, you didn't thank The Jackal for flogging and fucking you, as you should have done, you know. You'll probably have to pay for that. After all, he spent a lot of precious time and effort on you..."
"But I freaked out, Ophelie! Passed out cold! Would you believe it!"
"True enough but next time just double the Dankeschon stuff, sugar, all the same. And try not to pass out. Remember where you are! Now I've got to get you back to the beehive. Your queen bee, Roswitha, is surely waiting for you with her tongue hanging out."
As the slavegirl rose painfully, totally exhausted but still luxuriating in her orgasms, she sighed a regret: "Pity there weren't any spectators and mirrors this time. Waste of a good show, no?"
The candlelit passageway outside the sweltering flogging chamber sent a chill through the flagellated nude, as Ophelie led the girl back to her colleagues.
"Don't worry," the delicious slave handler assured her. "All that went over on the CCTV and got relayed to the Meister, the bitch Parissima and his other whores, as usual. As well as to the guests' drawing room where someone else, just as sexy as you, honey, was probably being thrashed, hung by one leg... And all that was recorded, don't forget. There'll be a copy on the video in the playroom if you want to study your performance. Personally, having seen a lot of floggings, I thought you did fabulously with all that holding back of your screams and the look of pure bliss on your freckled face when you orgasmed and freaked out." She paused as they turned a corner and mounted more steps. "As to mirrors, I agree it does help to see yourself being beaten naked. In fact, Cellar VI does have them but for some reason The Jackal and a few others don't want the curtains drawn back. Maybe he doesn't want you to share the fun. Some are like that, selfish. Want to keep you all to themselves. After all, you're just slave meat and don't count. Just something to be used. C'est comme ça, ma belle! Just flogging flesh, as I was. And didn't I love it! Of course, I never had the amount of flesh you have. That's your future. We've even had brawnier and lusher bodies around but they're usually bought up pretty smartly at auctions. Don't fret - they're not going to dispose of you yet! I have a feeling they have an eye on you for domestic use. We'll see, adorable."
Approaching the playroom, Ophelie again referred to herself.
"I used to go for mirrors too, in a big way. I used to look pretty sexy when I was being tortured nude. I rather regret I don't get it now. Only mirrors do tend to hustle you on to orgasm sometimes a little too fast. And that's dangerous here. You just have to control yourself," she added, as if Oxana wasn't already aware of the fact.
On the threshold of the playroom, Ophelie released the clit chain and added two items of information that really interested Oxana.
"By the way, I should mention that even as junior staff here, we get whipped too, if that's any comfort. Most of us enjoy both roles or both ends of the whip, if you like. If it wasn't for that, I don't know what I'd do. I've got to have a beating now and then."
Then, as she smeared arnica over Oxana's ridges and hatchings, she added: "And by the way, 606, I'd like to make love with you one of these nights..."
"I'd love that, Ophelie. Try to arrange it somehow. I know it's tricky between a slave and someone of your rank, but I'm ready when you are. I really like your shaved sex. And by the way, I rather liked that session in a way, even if it was a bit tough at times, and, above all, your being there. You know, some orgasm because they're caressed, doted over and so on. I orgasm best when I'm dealt with like that, like meat! Simple as that!"
"I know what you mean. That's why I told you about the occasional whippings we still get, even after promotion."
"Well, don't you miss it, Ophelie? I would, because I'm such a submissive."
"Oh, but I do." As suddenly as she had confirmed her own proclivities, she gave Oxana a kiss. "Take care and heal up. You can go to Inga's on your own, can't you?"
As the slim beauty left, Oxana tottered into the playroom to lie down by the fire.
In retrospect, she had, deep down, savoured the long, arduous session she had just been through. It had confirmed once again how subservient she was and how she enjoyed being humiliated, beaten and used. For the first time she felt almost grateful to Lydia and the brothel, but more so to the great Folterschloss, her new home; and the strange remarks regarding her potential promotion puzzled and, at the same time, excited her. As Mechtild was given to remarking to guests - twice in her hearing when chained up for flagellation - some inmates had to be rigorously trained, ruthlessly whipped and virtually re-created to serve as sex slaves; while others, more fortunate, were already natural compliants, born flagellants, who clung to their slavery as willingly as they embraced each other for sex. Oxana knew she belonged among the latter. Moreover, she belonged, body and - if she had ever possessesed such a thing - soul to the Folterschloss. She even feared her lash marks and damage would deprive her of some sessions. She was pining to venture into the mysterious realms of authentic slave torture that lay ahead...
As the third week of duty commenced, she knew that the more she was flogged, degraded and - eventually - tortured, the more punctiliously would she be able to serve those who exploited her for pleasure - their own pleasure and her own. That was evident.
 
Mopping up the dregs of sperm seeping from her vulva, she knew she should report to Inga to have her welts and nose seen to, but irresponsibly she dropped off to sleep before the fire. She was perfectly satisfied with life. Except that, as she closed her eyes, she wondered why Ludmila had disappeared so completely. Into thin air... Perhaps she was being crucified by Dragan in some dungeon, with her little breasts stretched to hooks in the ceiling and her crotch rings splayed out to long chains while the flesh whips were being greased... But somehow, Oxana doubted it... The girl had dematerialised.
 
***
 
"I've heard you had a little tea party with The Jackal, darling."
Roswitha was leaning over Oxana, smiling, when she awoke. The playmates had, for the most part, returned from the guest sessions below and were preparing to be led in for supper in the great dining room. Oxana was taken aback at the state of some of her colleagues for the flagellations must have been severe, yet none seemed to bewail their fate. A great deal of ointment was being spread over buttocks, bellies and breasts but the chatter did not seem to abate. New guests were discussed and the arrival of two slender Dutch slaves, a young male, heavily ringed and chained, together with a pretty girl who sported, surprisingly, golden flesh rings jangling from the usual points of her sleek anatomy, and also from less likely parts, such as the septum, nether lip and navel. It was incredible to see bodies as yet unwhipped. It made Oxana feel almost obsolete.
Roswitha had, she admitted, enjoyed a session with a relatively young married couple from Geneva who had had her whipped along with one of Ghislaine's slavegirls, hung face to face and joined by a double dildo, following which the somewhat amateur female visitor had been made, quite willingly apparently, to make love to both while her companion scourged her back and buttocks. Oxana eagerly entangled herself with Roswitha with whom she had a date in bed that night. The elder woman kissed her voraciously, announcing that she could hardly wait but, seeing the condition of Oxana's breasts, swore she would suck "those bruised teats ever so carefully, sweetheart," and added that she hoped The Jackal had not whipped her sex too savagely...
Then they were summoned to dinner where those who could sit comfortably were duly clit-chained, the others having to kneel, receiving countless lashes for disturbing the order of things. The meal was of its customary quality - young asparagus, truites aux amandes, roulades de porc à la provençale and fraises au vin - but, as usual, no wine to drink. Oxana wondered whether Boris, Sasha and Volodia were downing vodka wherever they were, probably transporting naked whores and sandwiches.
Abruptly, keeping her voice low enough to avoid the whip, Roswitha whispered to Oxana kneeling next to her, her buttocks still blenching: "I learn from my spies, via our languid Hildegaard, that they're thinking of coaching you to be a slave mistress, sweetie! Well, just watch your step. If that's what you want in this heaven on earth, go ahead. But I warn you, every coin has two faces."
Oxana stared at her, stunned. And then they both received a lash from Supervisor Brandon's whip across the shoulder blades that sent Oxana, for one, almost across the table. "Whore slaves maintain total silence at meals, sluts, unless you're anxious to spend the rest of the night in Cellar XV on the slab. Karl Heinz hasn't much work at present."
With terror-stricken gestures to show their repentance, both women bowed over their meal, Oxana casting a bewildered look at her companion. Promotion? Impossible!
 
SEVEN
 
Oxana's healing took longer than either the white-coated Ulla with her stethoscope or Oxana herself expected but after twenty-four hours of care, the slave found her rump well enough to be sat upon and revert to normal duties.
It was on the following Friday at dinner, sitting next to Roswitha, that she heard of the forthcoming ceremonies to take place in the Great Hall, an occasion that meant very little to her at first. It was Roswitha who filled her in.
"They organize these treats for the guests every month or so and they're always well attended. In fact the castle's stiff with visitors over such weekends and it's rare that all the bedrooms are not occupied." The veteran kept an vigilant eye on the supervisors strolling up and down the refectory with their service whips threatening; already a couple of young girls had received several lashes across the shoulders for whispering and giggling. "As to us slaves, it's considered a great honour to be selected for exhibition and beating on stage on the Saturday night."
"But what's it all about? What happens? It sounds like a mannequin parade so far."
The older inmate put a finger to her mouth, warning Oxana to keep her voice down.
"Usually a couple or two, or even more, are selected ahead of time from among us lot and they're chained up to crosses and posts on the stage for the show. Then the guests choose their slaves and take them to the cellars or their rooms to work on. That's all."
Oxana nodded. The occasion did not sound particularly ceremonial and anyway it would not be likely to concern her as a relative newcomer. She turned back to the meal.
The menu had been a treat, very different from the dry crusts and gruel served up in the cellars when the beatings lasted into the night! After the lobster, there had been the soufflé, sole normande with artichoke hearts, and then an ile flottante light as the Spring air circling the castle turrets. And, for the occasion, a taste of chilled Chablis, but only a single glass, in cut crystal that sparkled in the candlelight.
The remarkably plain but efficient secretary, Aleska, who reigned over the Meister's office in the west wing, announced the programme for the weekend festivity. A fairly large group of eminent members would be present, together with the principal staff and a select, requisite number of inmates of both sexes. She read out the names of the fortunate ones who would service the guests in the body of the Hall, serving drinks and smoked salmon.
"Two entertainments will be staged before our distinguished members draw lots to be allocated slaves for the night, during which all the cellars will be available and, naturally, the bedrooms." She paused, again consulting her clipboard. "Following our illustrious Meister's word of greeting, Slaves 499 and 508 will be whipped, chained to the black velvet crosses, by their respective overseers." Oxana recognized the numbers: the handsome Dirk, with the even handsomer cock, and the pert English slave, Pauline, who enjoyed bristle rings as long as they were not too rigid...
"In addition and by way of introduction to our midst," she went on, "our two recently inducted slaves over there, 606 and 607 - our first but assuredly not the last to come to us from the Ukraine, the home of the knout - will be put to the whip to entertain our esteemed guests and shareholders. Slave 607," Aleska went on, glancing at Oxana over her glasses, as if aware that 607, Ludmila, was not present "will be chained first to the post on stage and thrashed by Slave 606. Then they will change places. As is natural, all four slaves selected for the evening's pleasures will perform stark naked, the newcomers receiving thirty lashes from neck to knees, the seniors the double, with humid whips."
A ripple of surprise met the announcement. Oxana went rigid as if a cattle prod had been thrust live up into her anus. Her face became ashen, the blue eyes staring at Aleska. The mere thought of slicing into Ludmila's tender breasts and thews paralysed her. Although she seemed to have jilted her for Elspeth, the girl had, after all, been a faithful lover in the retrograde social environment of the Ukraine where lesbianism was severely censured yet not reprimanded as it was going to be in the Great Hall; but it was fulminated against all the same and Ludushka had borne her lesbianism bravely back home.
Oxana's shock prevented her hearing the rest of the arrangements as she reached for Roswitha's hand under the table. In plain words, she was condemned to thrash her former lover in public! Her brain reeled. The mature doyenne whispered reassurance.
"Don't worry, sugar. Plaguing yourself over it will get you nowhere. It's a golden opportunity to show them what a heavyweight like you can do with a whip. It could really help to advance you. Anyway, who the fuck cares who gets whipped and by whom?"
"I do, Roswitha. Ludushka gave me a hell of a lot of pleasure in the past..."
"Maybe, but you might be better off wondering what she's up to now with our dangerous and devious slag of a redhead. You're really naive sometimes!" Oxana stared at her nonplussed, feeling lost and way out of her depth.
The interest in the dining hall flagged as Aleska turned to other subjects: the imminent arrivals of new flesh, changes in junior staff, promotions and demotions, slaves earmarked for temporary loan to guests and short-term torture and whipping assignments to establishments abroad, and the punishments to be carried out in Cellar V during the weekend, to which all guests would be cordially invited, and so on. Routine matters.
At the close of dinner, Oxana sat numbed even after the duty supervisors had released the benches of slaves by drawing out the long rod that threaded through the line of clit and penis rings. A healthy larrup across the shoulder blades had her stumbling out into the vestibule where she found herself being counselled intellectually by Wanda.
"You won't have to beat her too hard, you know. It's just a warm up. Use the cat intelligently, dear, and don't forget the nipples on the downward strokes."
Then the attractive Pauline put in a word. "Look, it's Dirk and I that are the real attraction, like Bonnie and Clyde. You two're just a zest of lemon squeezed on us, the evening's caviar. So, do your little show and leave the big stuff to Dirk and me. We've been through this scores of times and Ghislaine usually gets us to fuck on stage too, once we're off the crosses, and whips us till she tells us to come. And do we come! Dirk pumps a girl hard, you know. And I've got enough suction to pull his foreskin off!"
The comments went on until Oxana was surfeited and miserable.
Somehow, Roswitha got her stalwart Ukrainian into her dormitory bunk and slid down beside her, fumbling with the rings and parched sex, soothing her.
"Our gorgeous Elspeth's going to go raving mad when she hears of this! Anyway, I'll bet your little girlfriend, a stupid bird if ever there was one, is busy fucking with the bloody bitch right now. You know, Ghislaine told me yesterday they were still hard at it in Cellar XVIII, when she passed by with one of her own males condemned to Cellar XX. And of course your doll's not menstruating! She's been down there for ages, clean as a whistle. So wake up, buttercup! In your place, I'd give that canny little number of yours real hell. Pity you can't flog Elspeth instead!"
There Oxana agreed. But she could take no more chatter, even from Roswitha. At the same time as loathing the prospect of the duty laid on her, somewhere deep down the idea of flogging a female in public and before experts sent a thrill through her womb. But Ludushka? That made her pause and think.
Then Brandon, the rather attractive supervisor assigned to Cohort Four, entered and dimmed the lights, whipping arses back to their own beds. Oxana rather took to Brandon.
 
***
 
The dark-windowed Mercedes, white Rolls Royces and Jaguars purred into the courtyard to be parked by Bessinger, the head gatekeeper, while the guests, some arriving by the institution's private car from the Stuttgart and Basel airports, entered the keep to prepare and dress - or undress - for the evening.
Already, Oxana had been kneeling submissively, heavily chained, alongside Pauline and Dirk, since the pale sun had sunk behind the battlements. Among the suits of armour and the treasured Flemish masterpieces, the three slaves were alone, even unguarded, as they waited. Ludmila was still conspicuous by her absence, which consoled and at the same time puzzled Oxana. It was impossible that she was with Elspeth, wherever that one was. She had to be on duty for the show.
The hours crawled by, drawing out the double tension of waiting and the drag on the throbbing genitalia tightly linked to floor bolts between the splayed thighs. Although unmuzzled and spared choking gags, no one dared utter a word. To distract herself from the anxiety building up in her entrails, Oxana's thoughts went back over the weeks of her imprisonment and service. She wondered how many lashes she had received and how many orgasms she had delivered. Countless...
Incarceration at the Folterschloss not only affected one's body but transformed the mind. The world outside, the world of hopes, decisions and initiatives, dissolved into the hollow beat of one's heart and trepidation at not measuring up to what was expected of one; nothing seemed to be real, except the halls, the endless steps and torrid chambers of grim stone. Either one strove to preserve what remained of one's identity or one just surrendered. And it was best to surrender, to become part of the great castle; even as the bars over the lancets were part of it. No compromise was possible or offered and Oxana had come to terms with that. Deep within her, slavery defined itself as pleasure.
Gazing at the heraldic shields and suits of armour standing guard over her naked body in glacial stillness, she wondered at the variety of trophies adorning the walls of the antechamber to the Great Hall: the bat-winged helmets, burgonets, damascened scimitars - captured no doubt from the sexless Janissaries of the Sublime Porte centuries back. And, as if to remind her of her role, there hung old, weathered slave hoods of boiled leather with their bitten gags dangling. And the whips. Always the whips.
Feeling her excitement gathering, she turned to glance through the lofty, barred casements. The forests of dark conifers dripped dismally with what the late Spring showers had left in the branches, and the sky had darkened like steel. The night of the Great Hall seemed to creep upon her like the shadow thrown by her naked form on the marble floor; in the sky beyond the walls, homing birds, like damp rags, made for their nests perched out there in freedom, while she and her colleagues waited, chained and sequestered, about to be exhibited and welted with greased ox hide... A fresh tremor seized her when she imagined what was to be performed beyond the arched doorway; she would be exposed before scores of eyes, nipple-naked, utterly vulnerable, deprived of volition, to be humiliated. But was the act of flagellation a humiliation? She wondered how it felt to flog docile flesh with force... Ludmila's thin body, however, was another matter.
But to whip was precisely what so many of her finer fantasies had predicted.
To distract herself from the heavy slouch of time - she had long since learnt that being made to linger in naked abeyance formed in itself a subtle torture at the Folterschloss - she, recalled what Roswitha and the attractive Hans from Flensburg had shown her after a delicious sexual threesome in the playroom one afternoon. Next to the library, the videos depicted blindfolded wenches swinging by their roped, blue-veined breasts as hooded guests thrashed them, making their legs jack-knife, twisting erotically. And those films of superbly modelled youths from Cohort Four offering their hard cocks to female dominants in feathered masks, wielding bizarre instruments... She recollected well the ironic Gothic script over the lintel of the library doorway too: Hier du machts alles was wir willen. And there Oxana agreed: as a compliant, naked slave, she would indeed do whatever they wished. Even whip her erstwhile lover as was planned? The prospect transformed her again into something like that pillar of salt in one of Roswitha's biblical tales from her former nunnery days when she was flogged viciously to cleanse her soul - something about a place called Sodom, given to a habit which the Folterschloss favoured, even if God did not. Suddenly she shuddered at the idea of even seeing Ludmila chained to a torture stake, probably skewered up her behind, her puny breasts drawn flat and...
Brandon appeared very abruptly. Releasing the floor bolt chains, his order was crisp.
"On your feet, slaves! We're ready." Oxana was brought back to earth by a stunning lash of the man's horsehide service whip across her buttocks; she felt the welt fatten and ripen like a poisonous fruit. As she scrambled to her numbed feet, she caught the sound of Overseer Mechtild's acerbic voice from beyond the ogive arch leading to the stage. At least her overseer was there - meagre comfort but comfort all the same.
"Distinguished guests and friends of our noble Folterschloss," the words reached the antechamber as from another world, "we have pleasure this evening in presenting two pairs of slaves. Our selection includes two seniors who will be crucified before you on the velvet-clad crosses behind me. Many of you will readily recognize them, having yourselves made frequent use of their exquisite flesh in our cellars or in your private suites, which we trust you have found fully prepared for you. Any shortcomings or needs, by way of equipment, for instance, should be brought to the notice of our assistants in the Hall and who are at your service. Now, to return to our entertainment, the more competent pair of slaves will be whipped by Overseer Ghislaine and myself for your delectation, prior to your selecting victims from among the inmates now serving you drinks and from those lined up at the rear of the Hall. As usual, we encourage you to make use of their flesh and sexes in whatever way that may please you - imaginatively, erotically or as brutally as you wish. That is what they are here for. Should you require a helping hand or instruments, do not hesitate to call on our staff. All torture chambers will be at your entire disposal. We should like our inmates to remember this weekend with relish. Please feel free to dispense with gags or throttling straps as our great Folterschloss is used to screams and oaths. And also - for those of you who are less acquainted with our procedures than others such as our permanent members of long standing" - Oxana thought that an apt phrase - "do not hesitate to work fully stripped to match the bodies we have the honour to provide. On the other hand, you know that our robing, raiment and equipment rooms are available at all times, night and day." She paused significantly. "One further item of interest, dear guests. Our thoughtful Meister has for tonight's flagellations selected two relatively new slaves who, on entry, were confirmed lesbians but have now been segregated to serve as separated sexual slaves. Their public flogging of each other before you will confirm their physical and psychosexual devotion to the rules, needs and harmony of our noble house. We believe an imposition of this kind will cure them of their selfish notion of exclusivity. Following that sequence, the Meister would welcome your using them throughout the weekend with the utmost severity in the torture cellars, to drive the lesson home." Again she marked a pregnant pause. "I trust I have made my point."
Oxana could hear the murmur of approbation and the chink of glasses. Her nipples froze. Clearly Ludmila and she were in for it. But where was Ludmila? Could she be among those serving? 
"Now, to commence, our revered Meister has thought it proper, as an overture and a novelty, to have this young, recently inducted, lesbian slave girl you see stretched at the flogging post scourged by her former lover, a particularly well-developed female..."
Oxana caught her already shallow breath. It could not be possible! Ludmila was already on stage! Why? Why was she not with them, the three appointed victims there in the antechamber? Maybe to keep them separate? And so much for the alleged protection the slut Elspeth was pretending to extend to her favourite! The situation seemed ludicrous, almost surreal. She had little desire to be confronted with her former bedmate.
"I should mention, dear guests," Mechtild grated on, "that this whore of a slave before you has not, unfortunately, changed her ways, contrary, I am glad to say, to the one who will punish her." A sharp slap reached Oxana's ears. "This headstrong, self-serving young bitch still persists in her folly." Another pause ensued, followed by a raucous cry from the mistress of ceremonies. "Bring in the others!"
The abrupt command released a rain of lashes over Oxana's legs and those of the two behind her. The trio stumbled into the blinding light of the broad, semicircular stage. As she shuffled awkwardly, dragging the ankle shackles after her, Oxana could almost feel the tip of Dirk's huge cock touching her rump. Then they were separated, four assistants, among whom Oxana recognized the beautiful Ophelie and Hildegaard, leading the two experienced seniors to the vast crosses that had been winched down at a slant for the bodies to be firmly crucified; the oiled limbs jerked as they were forced apart to reach the straps. Pauline looked superb with her ponytail trailing down her back, Dirk's sex rod beating above his steel-clasped scrotum sac. Slowly the flesh-charged crosses were cranked up vertical. The sight was enough to set Oxana awash once again.
Then suddenly, as Mechtild moved to the side, Oxana saw Ludmila. And gasped.
Never had she imagined her onetime lover could look so erotic; she appeared as a pure, slender length of naked sinews chained rigid to the stake, the ankles meeting behind the base of the huge, studded post, the slender arms extended to the summit. She was gagged and blindfolded, trembling with terror, her sex and teat rings glistening in the spotlights.
Oxana's vagina clenched at the sight of the frail, lissom body which, she noticed, was unblemished, free of welts and bruises. Elspeth's protection? Some arcane indulgence on the part of the Folterschloss? Unlikely. Heavens, was she voluptuous!
Then Oxana realized the damn redhead was nowhere to be seen. Strange indeed.
Brandon unclipped Oxana's right wrist from the neck strap as Mechtild extended the haft of a malignant-looking cat-o-nine-tails towards her. It was dark red. Like blood.
"Flog the lesbian lust out of this pernicious length of skin and bone, slave, until I tell you to stop! And beat her hard. Start with the breasts."
Oxana's training constrained her to take the thing offered; the fangs were supple, the length of her arm. It felt heavy in her hand, the haft fashioned as a dildo.
The Hall fell silent. The fun was about to start and the guests settled back, here and there a slave kneeling before a ready sex to satisfy erotic reactions to the scene.
"I refuse." Oxana's Hochdeutsch sounded firm and final. " I can't do it Meisterin."
Beyond the glare of lights, a profound graveyard hush fell over the gathering, the flutes of champagne untouched; even the gay bubbles seemed to abate. Both Pauline and Dirk, straining in their flogging fetters, held their breath. Never in the annals of the famed Folterschloss had a ranking overseer's directive been flouted in public or, for that matter, in any of the multitude of cellars. It was simply unheard of, unspeakable.
"You what?" The words hissed out like rapiers being bared from scabbards. The mauve veil fluttered with the blast of Mechtild's fury.
"I refuse to whip her. That's all." Oxana's gullet was bone dry as she said it.
"Do you indeed, slut? I order you, do you hear? I order you to lash that lesbian whore. I command you. Breasts, belly, crotch - all of it! Flog the revolting bitch or else..." The hoarse utterance tailed away into the stillness, leaving the lips flecked with froth.
Oxana let the scourge drop to the polished boards. "I refuse."
Embarrassed murmurs rose from among the startled onlookers in the penumbra.
"Very well, I'll do it myself, you disgusting, fat mass of slut flesh. I'll do it for you." Through the teeth came the adder's hiss: "And you'll pay for this, dearly, if it's the last thing I do under this roof." The head turned towards the duty superintendent, Brandon. "Take this nauseating object out of my sight before I kill her with this." She had seized a cane from the nearby table and, swinging it in rage, almost slit Oxana's left breast and nipple. "Into the slave hole with her... the damn trollop... Give her Position Four. Tight..."
She had become incoherent in her exasperation. Several guests had already risen to leave. They wanted what they had come for, flagellation - not to see an amateur refusenik throwing her weight around. The overseer's lips sketched a weak smile of apology, muttering a few words no one caught, not even a wide-eyed Ghislaine - dressed in tight black latex and red mules heeled like the thin, glittering spikes she held ready for what would remain of Pauline's breasts and her youth's shaft after the whipping. Her look was not one of solicitude for her co-worker; at least the slaves of her cohort were compliant.
A middle-aged harridan with blue hair and a vulture-shaped mask ventured a shout from the Hall. "Well, go ahead, Meisterin, for fuck's sake! Let's have some screams out of that spindle of a thing you've got chained up there. We're getting bored."
A tray of glasses crashed to the floor as a slave girl tripped up over the woman's shawl. Terrified, the wretched culprit found herself being hauled out of the gathering by two valets into the passageway. The sharp sound of the crop on flesh carried distinctly.
With a cry Oxana keeled over as Brandon's cattle rod stabbed into her left buttock. He seized her flailing feet, doubled the ankle chains with a cord through the rings and dragged her bodily out into the antechamber and across to the archway leading down to the dungeons.
The scores of steep steps, sharp corners and metal gateways were too much for the 'damn trollop', winded and drained by the man's repeated lunges into her with the fiendish prod that sent her rigid, the slave passed out as they reached a low, massive door of riveted iron, the infamous, mephitic oubliette where, Roswitha and Wanda had told her, intractable slaves were incarcerated in total darkness pending judgement so they might requite whatever crime they had committed.
When she came to, smouldering with the jabs of the cattle prod, she found herself strung up by her widespread ankles to hook-shaped irons cemented in the ceiling, her shoulder blades, scuffed and bleeding, mercifully upon the rough ground. Then she felt her wrists being locked to rusty staples in the ground, far beyond her head. Contrary to the warm and scented whipping chambers, the hole stank with stale odours of sweat and urine and was frigid.
Somewhere in her wavering mind she had heard the door slam to with a clang that must have echoed over the Schwarzwald. And she was alone, totally stretched, every muscle in appalling tension. Her courage seeped away into the damp straw under her.
The hours lengthened into time that ceased to have any significance. Night and day merged into a long-drawn-out emptiness in which silence became the real torture.
The sole moments when her body seemed to return to life were hell. She began to welcome the sound of the door screeching open, the flickering lantern and the invisible hand thrusting the leather funnel into her gullet to force-feed her with revolting, tasteless gruel as if she was a goose with a coveted liver. Then there were other points in time, or in timelessness, when the interminable cold hours of isolation were suddenly shattered by the entry of someone, sometimes a male, often a female, who without a word stood astride the stretched arms, grinding spurred heels into them, and flogged down into the quivering ringed vulva. The strokes continued until the victim was hoarse with yelling.
Oxana quickly grasped the purpose of the whippings which were carried out with meticulous attention to the gaping area around her belly. The lashes always commenced on the clenched tendons running down the interior of the thighs, to work gradually inwards to slash the jangling metal in the vulva, bloating the lips. Inevitably, her clitoris rose and stood rigid, begging for attention, however painful; and indeed the plaited length of leather time and time again entered the slit, inevitably slamming into the pale stalk of flesh that would set off the detonation Oxana craved for. Never had she been deprived so long and consistently of orgasm as during her time of perpetual blackness there in that hell of claustrophobic terror, chained like a beast. Discounting the pain, she became crazed with want as the whip excited her sex. Just as her clit was beginning to ready her, the hips rising to meet the strokes, the flogging ceased. Fully aware that pleas would only entail real punishment, she nevertheless yelled to be brought off - with more lashes, with the whip haft, even with the whipper's fist... But shrewdly the scourge always withdrew to leave the slave's sex fluttering and groping for the insidious pleasure that hovered beyond its reach. Letting the raw, famished clitoris pulse futilely, the whip moved back to thrash the taut thigh rods. And suddenly the torturer left, Oxana's hopes dwindling into despair.
Only on two or three propitious occasions was she allowed a little more than bitter disappointment - when miraculously she felt the weight of some man's solid buttocks crushing her ribs and her scalp being tugged forward by the hair to receive a rock-hard cock rammed into her throat. She could do little to help but the masked gaoler took full charge, battering her head into his groin, nearly breaking her neck. The discharge choked her but she managed to swallow the load each time she was glutted. Such chances were rare but she cherished them even if her persecutors ensured she had no great joy. To comfort herself, she found herself remembering Roswitha's counsel regarding the benefits of fellatio; indeed, to keep herself fit, she needed all the protein she could get.
During the endless days and nights of suffering, the visits increased in frequency; the whippings redoubled, the loads of sperm also, until she was roiling and choking on the brink of collapse.
Then, as if by sorcery, the door screeched open wider than before. By the dim glow of the same lantern, the chained legs were unhooked and the pallid, stiff arms freed, only for the wrists to be wrenched back to the neck and bound excruciatingly tight.
"On your feet, whore slave, and follow me." Tetanized, the body managed to rise, aided by the service whip, and totter into the passageway where its flesh rings were loaded with chunks of lead. The Folterschloss had its customs.
 
***
 
Amid the velvets and stillness of the west wing, heavy with the scent of jonquils and lilac set in precious Grecian vases, the Meister sighed as again he switched off the closed circuit screen replaying what had taken place a week before. He had seen enough. That doomed weekend had indeed got off to a highly inauspicious start. But there had been no serious recriminations on the part of the guests, mainly thanks to Ghislaine's superb flagellation of the male slave 499; the youth's cock had taken it extremely well and in the hour of whipping had spurted promptly - if the Meister recalled - at least four times in splendid arches of opaque cream. But it was well the weekend was over. It had sailed perilously close to the shoals of disaster. The blonde Ukrainian bitch, whatever her number was - the one with a huge balcony and even larger fundament - had almost jeopardized the inaugural flogging session and the weekend itself. Her correction would be exemplary. The Meister lifted the intercom and called Cellar XV to set matters in motion.
 
Karl Heinz paused from torturing the long-suffering, hooded countess - a specific assignment by arrangement with her consort who always had the performance carried out before him. The master of Cellar XV decided to leave her welted breast lymph flattened in the grooved vice while he took the call. In any case, the woman enjoyed that particular piece of equipment; it contributed to firing her pleasure, pain and limitless orgasms.
"You say you're busy?" the august voice on the intercom carped. "Well, my man, you're going to be busier still. I had almost forgotten about that well-fleshed item in our repository of human sacrifice. What's her number again?"
"Slave 606, sir?" As principal torturer, Karl Heinz was mindful of work pending.
"Correct. Get rid of that damn Baronne de Whatever out of your place and clean it up. And tell Mechtild to have this 606 slut of a vixen brought before me for formal sentencing after dinner tonight. See to it she's heavily chained and ready for the worst."
The line went dead. Karl Heinz groaned and then brightened. Apart from the rather ex cathedra work on the aristocrat's thick teats with his broad-nosed nipple tongs in front of her loving spouse, he had not enjoyed a session of unlimited slave punishment for nearly a fortnight and that had merely been on one of the more lascivious maids in the kitchens. Why she had had to be taught a lesson, he could not recall, but it had been arduous. A real slave girl would also provide a change from the debauched Belgian lady of rank, hanging spread-eagled from the four torture posts and spasming endlessly with those loads of come throughout her hours of ordeal, always sexually eager for more pain. Karl Heinz returned to the heaving body to give the compressed breasts a final twist. Thereafter, the count, baron or whoever he was, would have to use Cellar VI with any idle valet or assistant he could find to help impale the rapacious bitch of fortysomething and provide them both with something to remember and take home with them to Brussels. Apparently. Karl Heinz gathered, their torture rooms there were really not especially exciting...
 
***
 
In the central kitchens and commissariat with their larders, cold rooms and stores, there existed a veritable maze of corridors and stairwells and these Elspeth, thanks to her assignment there and her acute sense of local geography, knew as intimately as she knew Ludmila's vagina. It was there, late that night, she unloaded her fury, buttonholing anyone who would sympathize. 
Elspeth was distraught. Despite her astute arrangements, her protégé had been spirited away to the Great Hall without even a by your leave. After all, Elspeth was a slave handler and assistant. Her protective methods, ingenious as they were, perhaps a little ingenuous too, had not sufficed to protect Ludmila. If, with Dragan's help, she had managed to keep Ludmila off the daily treadmill, morning line-outs, exhibitions and, what was even smarter, punishment, by alleging continued menstruation, for once it had not functioned as in the past. She rather blamed Dragan, particularly as she had willingly paid the price of his collaboration; her colleague asked of her only a couple of short sessions a week, with Elspeth tied to his bedpost naked, a whipping and a fellatio - relatively reasonable, as long as it worked, which on this occasion it had not. In the event, neither was responsible for the mishap and Elspeth particularly was impotent when confronted with the Meister's diktats and the authority behind them. But she was infuriated.
Hence, Ludmila's tearful return to Cellar XVIII, her home from home, was frankly disquieting, to say the least. The bedraggled brunette, looking like something the castle's bloodhounds had mauled out in the rain, had been prodigiously well whipped by Mechtild, particularly across the cockpit and the undersized breasts, now swollen to about twice their normal size, something Elspeth noted with alarm mixed with little shudder of lust. It was clear that the setback and loss of face Mechtild had suffered before her admiring guests - and in public before the full cohorts of slaves, leave alone the Meister's CCTV - had driven her to wreak justifiable vengeance on the slender corpse from the Ukraine, and assuage her wrath. As the greatest of poets - although beyond Mechtild's cognisance - pointed out, there is no fury like that of a woman scorned.
Moreover, the Ludushka in question was hysterical, something fairly rare at the Folterschloss, hysterical as if Mechtild's snake was still curling round her pretty hips, its fangs sinking in nastily. In addition, the 'poor darling', to Elspeth's chagrin, had apparently passed out while chained to the stake and had had to be revived by the listless Hildegaard, of all people, with a sniff of ammonia salts to allow her to wade through the high tide of the rest of her overseer's onslaught. Elspeth was somehow grateful not to have been present, protected by late night deliveries and sorting of groceries.
The blubbering victim clung to Elspeth's neck for comfort.
"Poor darling," Elspeth repeated, kissing her gently. "Something slipped up, you see. Never mind. You'll just have to get used to it if they're going to do this to you again. But I'll do my best to protect you, I swear." She smeared balm into the welts, enjoying the feel of hot flesh - she did not trust Ulla and her sick bay any further than she could spit.
It was then, sitting mournfully and shuddering in the straw, that Ludmila spluttered out her decision. "I'm leaving. I'm going to escape, Elspeth. And you're coming with me."
The redhead dropped the pot of balm, stared and gasped, "Have you gone mad?"
 
EIGHT
 
The narrow corridor was sparsely lit but even the occasional flambeau guttering in its iron bracket dazzled Oxana painfully after her interminable week of obscurity: for once, she would have welcomed being blindfolded with the black silk frequently used to prevent slaves recognizing their persecutors. But gradually she grew used to the vacillating light and, which was more demanding, to the pendulous weights swaying relentlessly from the distended taperings of her crotch and teats. Whatever she was now doomed to undergo, it could hardly be more extenuating than that week of bondage and flogging in the oubliette.
How naïve she was, as Roswitha so often used to remind her. What she had just tasted was merely an hors d'oeuvre compared with the repast awaiting her in Cellar XV.
The hunk of thonged male muscle towing her forward by the chain and clit ring seemed somehow familiar; the veil over the man's features did not help her to identify him but, on turning a corner, a fleeting glimpse of the massive, swinging phallus and black forest of pubic and body hair told her all that was necessary; it was he she had serviced in the black holding cell and she recalled Gioia's description of him one day: "I'm under Overseer Zoltan, the black bull. He's really hirsute! Try to keep out of his way, darling."
Grotesquely, Oxana felt almost honoured to be in the custody of a celebrated male overseer in place of Mechtild - who probably would have mutilated her after what had happened. Another privilege was having been 'escorted' from the Great Hall by a senior superintendent; despite his cattle prod and invectives, Brandon with his enticing bristle-clad cock was a change from the dreary Dragan.
All at once, as they entered an even narrower corridor sloping down into the vital parts of the fortress, Oxana felt her clit chain slacken. Zoltan had paused to exchange a word with a masked valet, busy greasing a heavy, knotted length of flogging leather. Within an alcove of the wall hung a hooded female, stretched naked by her nipple rings to a butcher's hook cemented in the curved arch above. The ankle straps were fettered tight to a U-bolt in the paving, thus elongating the dusky, oiled body erotically for what Oxana at once guessed was to be a full-length flagellation and a fucking. Her vagina clutched and she felt her primary discharge squelching down slowly. For a second and although the victim's head was sacked, Oxana believed it was Shulamit's swarthily fleshed body before her. But why was she delivered to a mere valet? As a senior slave, she merited better.
While the half-naked, lowly-ranked assistant greeted his superior, Zoltan confining himself imperiously to a curt nod, Oxana recalled another of Roswitha's snippets of information. Apparently, the Folterschloss awarded certain assistant slave mistresses, slave handlers and valets with the privilege or concession, in return for special services rendered, to flagellate and use inmates condemned to the underground recesses. The strokes were strictly limited to a maximum of thirty-six but the instrument was left to the discretion of the flogger.
"Good evening, Zoltan," the valet bowed, mopping his brow. "Don't know how many yours is in for but this one's halfway through her thirty-six." The man slid his hand between the victim's ringed vulva lips and showed it. "Already drenched and ready." Then he wiped off the liquid on Oxana's hair.
"Paws off this one," Zoltan snapped. "She's a special." It was the first time Oxana had been shielded, almost as a human being, by a staff member.
The valet gave an apologetic glance and turned back to his victim. As Oxana was dragged off, she heard the whip hiss and thud into the girl's body as the beating resumed. Oxana would gladly have watched the rest of the punishment and see how long the nude would last before screaming. As she wore the stainless steel collar of Cohort Four and looked hardy, probably she didn't scream, Oxana guessed - at least until she orgasmed.
She wished she could change places with Shulamit or whoever it was, rather than trudge on towards something that was bound to be infinitely worse. The tug on the clit chain became fiercer, obliging her to quicken her pace, the flesh weights swinging hideously. Consternation was coating her with goose flesh, her sex tensing.
The steps led always downwards, the candles - to instil terror? - becoming fewer. Then Zoltan halted the slave before a narrow entry in the stonework; beyond, a harsh lamp burned in a wire cage on the wall. The cubicle was tiled; Oxana knew its purpose. She was to be hosed down prior to flagellation or torture, or both. She had endured the same jet only too often in various parts of the castle, but now she welcomed it, being grimed with filth from her long week's incarceration in chains.
"In there, slag! Legs apart." The overseer himself apparently was to do the hosing, a rare occurrence. Then, as she stumbled in, she saw the sullen face of Hildegaard, the drone, or rather just the tight lips visible below the black veil of lace - black, which augured badly. The slave mistress held a hose in her gloved hands, a thin, blood-curdling lash hanging from her belt and grazing her riding boot; otherwise she was naked, the tattooed, blue viper forever slithering out of her navel, down the sleek belly and into the slit of her sex. Although she disliked Hildegaard, Oxana found herself oddly attracted to the sullen bitch and speculated that in bed the girl would probably disembowel her sexually.
Oxana's arms were locked above her dishevelled head to a vault ring, her ankle fetters chained apart, almost cracking her hip joints, and then the hose jet, cold and hard, hit the besmeared buttocks. The force of the water turned the flesh crimson and then the nozzle flushed out her front and rear holes. Hildegaard always worked well, if slowly and Oxana bore it bravely, content to be cleared of dirt and dung. Then she was ready to be led to her fate. The cortege, now including Hildegaard, negotiated a further stairway.
Suddenly Oxana felt the chill of the night sliding over and into her wet nakedness, shrivelling the nipples. The gloomy courtyard was not that of her arrival: more spacious, the dark rectangle was surrounded by turrets and towers. A distant hooting of owls greeted her amid the mockery of nightjars - the sombre Folterschloss did not seem to attract nightingales. The prisoner's bare feet crunched into the gravel, the flesh chains yawing.
As the trio turned an ivy-clad corner, Oxana heard sounds that did not require the man's lantern to decipher. The swish, schlack and muted cry were familiar enough but the group of figures that came into view brought her to an abrupt halt, almost ripping the weighted rings out of her teats and sex.
Two males and a broad-shouldered, spicy female were at work. All three were arrayed from head to foot in drab leather, leaving uncovered only the erect penises and the pale length of a dildo jutting out from the woman's groin. Humid, spliced whips glittered and hissed momentarily as the arms swung back and then sliced into the dark. Stifled groans emerged from what they were beating but Oxana could not identify the body.
"How's that bitch of yours enjoying the refreshing evening air, friends?" Zoltan had also halted a moment to enquire. "I've got another one here who's in for worse!"
There was a pause in the triple slashings. One of the men stood back and gave a sneer. "Bitch, you said? Take a look, brother."
A hurricane lamp was held up to bring into full view the superb body of a cock-naked youth manacled by his leather wrist restraints to a lofty iron bracket extending from the wall of the main keep. The sight made Oxana's pulse speed. The tensed arms led down to one of the most stunning bodies she had yet seen: the rib cage, fully arched, crowned a superb sweep of whipped belly muscle, and upon it, strapped upright and back, the rigid cock, pierced with several steel rings, was spilling gluten. The ball sac, clenched and screwed tight at the root by one of the latest-fashion Folterschloss scrotum-collars, had gathered the youth's testicles into a perfect target. Oxana responded, as usual, with a sudden slithering down of her vaginal outpour. In normal circumstances, she would have knelt and willingly licked the sensitive underside and given the handsome male the sort of treat Dirk had shown her how to provide.
"Why out here, Kasten?" Oxana's temporary overseer asked. "You're going to disturb the little birds in their nests, poor things! Have you no empathy for nature?"
The trio laughed. "Meister's orders," the one named Kasten replied. "And he wants him brought up later for further questioning - when his cock's nice and bloated and still full. No idea what he's been up to, mind you. Something about fucking with the maids."
Oxana felt herself being dragged on, silently wishing the youth well, comforted that she was not alone on the Meister's mat. Passing a boxwood-hedged garden, she was hauled into an ornate entrance set in the great west tower and led up a staircase, her bare feet, toughened with calluses, hardly believing the sweet caress of rich carpet.
Hustled roughly through a crest-emblazoned doorway, a slash of Zoltan's whip sent her smartly to her knees. Trembling, she risked a quick gaze round the room. Sienese and Florentine masterpieces and rows of precious books lined the walls amid ornate furniture.
Oxana hardly heard the woman enter through the velvet drapes but when she saw her figure, her heart stopped. Almost unreal, as if she had stepped from the Ghirlandaio oil at the end of the room, she was miraculously built and dressed. The splendid breasts were bare, terminating in jewel-studded nipple shields, but the sex lay concealed beneath a silken triangle with strands of dark magenta garnets lighting her thighs with purple fire. Her heavy perfume filled the room, intoxicating and threatening...
"Is this the slave for sentencing, Zoltan?" The soft voice was even more ominous.
"It is, Mistress." The overseer's confirmation came with a good dose of deference.
"I trust the object has been flushed out and cleansed. Remove the punishment chains and weights. You know how the Meister abhors deformed flesh." She deigned to turn and allow her dark-lidded eyes a glance at the well-bondaged body before her. "You will remain unequivocally silent throughout your trial, slut. One word and you'll be sorry you were ever born." She nodded to the overseer. "Take the objectionable thing in."
Freed of her flesh chains, Oxana felt bolder but would have given a Cinquecento canvas, had she possessed one, to be allowed to rub and soothe her throbbing nipples and genital flesh, hoping her uncontrollable emissions of viscous sap would pass unchallenged.
The Meister's chamber was rich enough to astound anyone, leave alone a quaking Ukrainian nude. Carpets, kilims, portraits, silks, cabinets of miniatures, jade and silver statuettes, opium pipes and Etruscan terracotta phalluses... such ethereal profusion that Oxana almost failed to see the vast, curtained bed. But she did notice Mechtild among those present and her overseer looked anything but ethereal.
"Draw back the bed curtains, Parissima angel, would you?" a lethargic voice within the canopy requested, whereupon the seraph parted the metres of Italian silk.
The scene reminded the shivering but all-too-alert reprobate of the reproduction in her Kiev college book of the Delacroix painting; there was Sardanopolus gazing from his deathbed as his favourite steeds and naked concubines were stabbed by Nubian slaves. She hoped the man, who seemed far from passing on, would spare her that.
From the pile of embroidered pillows, the recumbent figure's voice sounded as distant as that of Sardanopolus and yet strangely urbane for what had to be none other than that of the Meister of the Folterschloss in person. Oxana tried to feel flattered.
"So this is our revolutionary. How unfortunate, for I see we have here a splendidly fleshed body that might have promise. Now, Mechtild, tell us what went astray."
Against the clement background of Bach's Toccata and Fugue, floating from an adjoining room, Oxana bit her lip as her own overseer recounted the drama; loath to hear her obtuseness recounted, she risked a glance at the languid figure before her.
The head, with its receding hairline, seemed a trifle large for the drooping shoulders but the remainder of the body, extended naked over the black silk sheets, was powerfully built. A pallor in the cheeks, relieved by a short, pointed beard, reminded her a little of Boris at the dacha. But the eyes were very different: intelligent, now staring fixedly, now shifting as if anxious to let no detail escape their scrutiny. They watched Mechtild carefully as she related the crime - of which the great man was already fully aware but listened to her proliferations with patience. She had been affronted and mortified. She felt she deserved redress and, for the corpulent, naked offender, stringent correction.
Although overtaken by events and about to be sentenced, Oxana let her attention wander, until suddenly she saw the other slave girl labouring on the bed. With almost professional interest, she watched the slender young nude - how was it, she wondered, that, apart from Roswitha, Portia, herself and a couple of other slaves, the incumbents of the Folterschloss were all so lean and lanky? The well-fleshed were surely just as good, if not better, to fuck and whip; there was more meat on them, after all... Even Mechtild, conscious of the numerous complimentary remarks from guests fresh from whipping and fucking Oxana - even she had renounced forcing the newcomer to slim. Moreover, Oxana and Roswitha one evening in the library had shown her Courbet's great Montpellier oil of Les Baigneuses and that had helped. Art influenced Mechtild.
Oxana stared at the lissom, underfed thing on the bed masturbating and fellating the exalted Meister's cock. She did it well, occasionally swallowing the shaft to add her own lubrication but, given the chance, Oxana believed she could frig a lot more erotically, having learnt much from Gunter and even Maria-Grazia, an expert, over the last month. But there, she noticed, it was the Meister who controlled matters and his lift-off.
The great man caught her look, seeming to interpret it. He even sketched a smile.
"So, distinguished Meister," Mechtild grated on, "the slave refused an overseer's order before some of your most elegant and demanding guests. I believe the slut should receive the most resolute of punishments to remind her of where she is..."
"The slave" - the Meister objected to the term slut on principle - "is interesting, you do realize, don't you, Mechtild, my dear? And indeed extraordinarily lavishly fleshed." He was simply repeating the same compliments that had come to him at dinners he hosted for guests of long-standing, devoted to flogging females. To Mechtild's mind the trial was not advancing as she wished. She wanted blood.
Oxana's heart raced in anticipation, not of acquittal but of leniency. If only she could take the place of that fellatrice on the sacred couch... But doom seemed to be approaching swiftly and the prisoner seemed already to sense the outcome of the trial.
"Naturally, I followed the unfortunate incident on the screen." the man said, "and I sympathize. But asking her to flagellate her companion at her state of training was to take a risk, Mechtild. Of course, we cannot permit restrictive and clannish affairs here between lesbians and there you are absolutely right." A charged silence followed the mention of the sacrosanct rules. "Therefore, although your initiative to please our noble guests may have been a trifle premature, I agree. We cannot be overindulgent with lesbian whore flesh."
Oxana turned white and waited for it. Her vagina chilled, clenching like a fist seizing her mucous membranes. The voice from the bed became flinty, soulless.
"Very well. As Meister, I condemn Slave 606 to be assigned to Cellar XV to undergo her punishment. The precise form of that correction I shall discuss with the responsible overseer myself. Remove the slave."
Forbidden speech as if she were gagged, the girl swayed on her knees. The trial was over almost as abruptly as it had commenced. Zoltan wrenched the condemned load of nudity by the hair towards the doorway, Oxana feeling the 'hearing' to be a travesty of justice even by Ukrainian standards. Why, why should a newcomer be compelled to whip her equally green associate? Yes, why? Her silent recriminations were terminated by a numbing slap across the face from Zoltan who knew that now an overseer could do just about anything with a convicted slut. He hit her again, backhand. Oxana tasted the blood in her mouth and for the first time at the Folterschloss she burst into tears, only to be hauled away from the presence like a sack of stale offal.
Mechtild suppressed a smile and subdued her pleasure well. Smiles were not encouraged, any more than slaves' wailings, in the holy of holies. Several heads present nodded judiciously, including that of the serene goddess with the garnet beads; she, for her part, firmly believed that perverse and fractious elements should be flagellated and tortured without sympathy with the difference that any erotic pleasure, leave alone orgasm, customarily excited by the whip in a whore slave should be thwarted at all costs. That was a principle the punishment master, Karl Heinz, was fully aware of. In fact, the gorgeous, privileged Parissima frequently went down to share in Karl Heinz's exertions that afforded her particular pleasure. The Meister encouraged her efforts in that direction, not only since she was a joy to watch on his screen but for the sexual energy she shared with him later.
"Thank you, Meister," Mechtild bowed obsequiously. "My cohort will not trouble you again, you may be assured." Her employer nodded and thrust the busy, fellating head of his personal slavegirl down into the base of his cock. Sentencing excited him.
"You know, Mechtild, though your slave is no Venus, she has a remarkably erotic body and, to judge by this deplorable incident, seems to have character. Let us not forget that if our young Brandon is tempted to leave us on transfer to our colleagues' new establishment in the West Indies, and I would be the last to hold him back, we must not lose sight of the chance of promotion from the ranks."
"But only once such possible candidates have been flogged, trained and moulded into shape, sir," Mechtild cautioned, alert to what might well be in her employer's mind. She had already other slaves in mind, Helmut for example with his responsive cock and stamina. He at least when proffered a whip, really laid into a fellow slave and guests had complimented her on his performance. As for the bulky Ukrainian whore, who could not even flog a cheap lesbian, she preferred to see how the girl progressed. The Meister's curious comment did, however, carry weight. It had not fallen on deaf ears. Much would depend on how the slut emerged from the ordeal with colleague Karl Heinz. Some slaves had to be thrown on to the European market, cheap, after a couple of days and nights in Cellar XV. "Time will tell, Meister," she muttered, avoiding the grey eyes.
"In fact, Mechtild, my dear," the great man added, "once this 606 of yours has paid her debt, I should like to try her out one of these nights in my own rooms." He gestured over the bobbing head of his hard working fellatrice towards the west corridor, glancing at the gorgeous, slim odalisque listening to the exchange. "Remind me, Parissima."
The beauty-in-waiting smiled. She would be only too delighted to test out the girl, particularly since both she and the Meister favoured bodies boasting ample meat. As to the young Austrian slut fellating hard, she saw that one was weakening and would require replacing very soon and returning to the cellars or putting on the market. The plump 606 might well substitute for a spell...
Anxious to bring the trial session to a close and pump his illustrious load into the labouring Viennese gullet (not that he objected to being watched), the Meister had Parissima show Mechtild and the others out.
On her return, the favoured one grasped a long, slender riding crop with a jewelled handle from the selection displayed at the side of the great bed, made the Austrian manual labourer stretch herself out, bottom up, between the noble legs to continue her suction while Parissima flogged the body into scarlet stripes until the girl was gulping and choking on the thick, succulent bolts of long delayed sperm. The lashes were the price of privilege.
The Meister of the Folterschloss groaned, compensated for duty done, and reclined on the pillows of pure silk. Then he closed his grey eyes and, as he turned the skinny Austrian whore over in the bed to caress the sharp nipples, he turned Slave 606 over even more lasciviously in his mind, marvelling that such rich sensual bodies still existed.
 
***
 
Scores of times Oxana had been chain-led from the morning selection chamber, the playroom or frequently directly from bed to serve guests but the long journey from the Meister's condemnation to her place of punishment proved worse than anything she had endured. Zoltan treated her with outright brutality. Dragged like a corpse down rough steps, she was only allowed to regain her feet on arriving at a wooden causeway spanning the terrifying chasm between the west wing and the central keep. From where she stood, trembling naked and bound, her sexual extremities again loaded with weights, Oxana knew that beyond the crenelated walls, were the dense forests of firs with their cones like cocks. Even further afield, she knew, lay a world of humans, farming, felling trees and drinking beer, oblivious of what was went on within the walls of their local Festung, the fortress of slavery. Crossing the bridge of sighs, she felt the night breeze congealing the sweat trickling from her open armpits. Then commenced the downward trudge into the bowels of the dreaded keep while Oxana silently besought Lady Luck to help her; sometimes the spirit listened, sometimes not. That night the deity was busy rolling dice somewhere in the cellars and had no time for Ukrainian whores.
All Oxana's strength went into protecting her belly and thighs from the sharp spikes that littered the surface of the spheres now swinging from her distended teats and sex folds. They jabbed and pricked with each step she took, the chains frequently tangling in the gaoler's whip. She was in a previously unfamiliar part of the castle, lost as to where she was being led, except that it was to be the place of her punishment.
A formidable, studded portal brought her to a halt. On the lintel of dark oak she saw was inscribed in Gothic characters - KELLER XV. She stood before the door of doom.
Zoltan's hammering on the entrance brought a veiled, single eye to the Judas.
"Slave 606 for disciplining, brother," the overseer announced curtly. "They're just psyching up the male customer for you in the yard and they'll be hauling him down too, shortly. Got your orders from on high, I suppose, Karl? Good. So enjoy yourself!"
The hinges screeched. Oxana stumbled in, encountering the heat of the cellar and the odour of sweat, flesh and sex. Dutifully, she dropped to her knees, parting her thighs wide and glancing nervously at what met her startled eyes. The figure before her seemed different from other overseers and slave supervisors; not only was he more stocky and muscular than most but almost fully clothed. Sandy-haired, he was tightly sheathed from heel to hip in black leather, the torso bulging beneath a sleeveless vest also of chamois. Then Oxana saw the genitals. Hanging from a triangular vent beneath a studded belt, the huge, dormant penis reached halfway down the thighs, loosely encircled with knotted thongs secured by straps passing behind the testicles. The pubic growth climbed up the belly to continue to the hirsute chest. As was customary for all staff, he wore gauntlets.
As the man walked slowly round his victim, assessing the nude body, Oxana risked a quick look at the cellar and felt her flesh crawl. She had become acquainted with many of the Folterschloss dungeons but this that now immured her sent jolts of undiluted fear through her body. And yet at the same time she felt the same mysterious clutching in her vagina that assailed her every time she was confronted naked with devices of torture.
It was then, as the man continued to explore the flesh, grasping and weighing the rich loads of breast and buttock meat, that Oxana noticed the grotto at the far end of the cellar. No more than a low-walled space, hewn out of the rock, the interstice was already occupied by guests lounging leisurely, masked and evidently naked. A fresh quiver of excitement set Oxana awash. Her punishment was to be inflicted before experts...
 
NINE
 
"Have you gone stark raving mad?" Elspeth managed to mutter again, glancing apprehensively towards the menstruation cellar's iron gate as if expecting Ghislaine's hard features and sharp ear to be there. But the two lovers were alone, staring at one another; even Slave 526, long since sanitary again, had left to return to normal whipping service.
"What on earth are you talking about, Ludushka darling? Leave! Leave what? The Folterschloss? That's impossible, you crazy Russian! You're as wet behind the ears as you are between those lovely thighs." She tried to kiss Ludmila's sex but the girl retreated to give herself a chance to explain.
"I've thought it all out, Elspeth. I'm off and you're coming with me. First, because I adore you and secondly because, without you, I know I can't get out of this misery all alone. And I'm not leaving you behind. Niet! No way." She paused a second. "I want you to come with me and be with me, that's if you feel like it. Wherever you wish - Berlin, Paris, your London. Wherever. Even back home, which I'd love, of course."
The slave mistress leaned against the wall rings and chains, still stunned. "Escape! You must be out of your mind! In any case, I wouldn't be too keen on the Ukraine wherever that is, Ludushka. I'm sure it's very nice but I'd rather not, if you don't mind..."
It took most of the night and much of the next day of grocery sorting, where she made several faux pas which luckily went unnoticed, for Elspeth to recover and think clearly. There was no question of losing Ludmila. The prospect appalled her and just did not arise. Anyway the darling had no workable plan whatsoever to offer. And any project aimed at attempting such lunacy all alone would collapse like a child's house of cards. The results of being caught were too hideous to imagine, once Karl Heinz's dungeon was free of whomever was gracing it at the moment...
Yet Ludmila was adamant and her expression made it quite clear.
On occasions in the past when, as a common slave, Elspeth had reached the end of her tether - often literally - under a blood-spattered scourge or bound to a torture slab - she herself had envisaged escape. Being bought out by a guest or a syndicate was one way; belaying down the outside wall with the aid of knotted sheets had been another vague possibility. But the risks of escape and the ensuing punishment were too enormous and the idea had long since withered away, particularly after her promotion. On the other hand, if anyone could evolve a likely stratagem, it was she. After all, she had direct access to the kitchens and storerooms when checking the incoming deliveries every morning at six. She knew Margrit, the head cook, well and had rendered many a service to her and to Joshka, the local wholesale grocer who drove his van up every morning from Rohrsbach in the valley. And there was Joshka's peachy young associate, Erwin, who usually bent Elspeth back over the potato sacks in the storeroom and fucked her hard. Indeed, she had friends and looked forward to the visits. They were a change from the sweltering or frigid dungeons and the continuous summons to service the supervisors in their luxurious suites on a private basis which could be exhilarating at times. In any case, slave mistresses and valets were forbidden the use of slaves except when on duty.
 
"Forget the whole silly notion, angel," she announced, however, the following day.
"Its that or no more sex, Elspeth!" The violet eyes were resolute.
The threat devastated the redhead. True, she had enjoyed almost free access to Ludmila and limitless sex with her ever since her arrival, together with Mechtild's apparent patronage - despite the catastrophe in the Great Hall which had really been neither poor Ludmila's fault nor, for that matter, her own. Further, Elspeth was purchasing protection from Dragan by working hard in his bed, but who knew how long such immunities would last? What the dark-haired beauty was issuing amounted basically to an ultimatum: help me - or fuck off and fall in love with someone else. And if Ludmila discarded her, there would be no point in protecting the girl via her overseer or her supervisor
Elspeth thought carefully, still dazed. Half tempted, she realized that if the deed was to be done at all, it had better be done swiftly while fortune smiled. Despite her mettle, she shuddered. But she knew the girl's disarming fascination was well worth a risk or two and suddenly she found her own mind had made itself up for her.
"All right, sweetheart, I'm with you. And I'm sure I can make it work, given my connections. And it's probably easier with two of us. And I know the ropes..."
"I don't want any more ropes, Elspeth, and no more chains and whips. I'm numb."
"I didn't imply that, gorgeous. What I meant is just that I'm pretty familiar with those delivery guys by now and Bessinger, the head porter on the portcullis. Details tomorrow, right? Now, to clinch things, let's have a nice long soixante-neuf. The look in your eyes when you're stubborn really turns me on." She began to peel the girl's sex rings apart, pleased to see the metal already clammy round the well-kept little vulva and sticking to the rolls of umber flesh, deliciously depilated and already throbbing.
Ludushka thought she had better give her all she had left in her. Which she did, with the redhead struggling to stifle the frenzied yells and orgasms that never seemed to tail off. Elspeth managed not to scream but then Elspeth was Folterschloss-trained.
 
She was back for more around dawn, having made a point of giving Dragan one of her better fellations and taking twenty lashes tied to the bed. She might well be needing the supervisor even more securely on her side if the scheme she had worked out was to function without a hitch.
Basically her plan was straightforward and she explained it in detail to Ludmila: stage a good-as-real descent of mistress and hobbled slave to the ground floor of the north wing, as though the girl was being taken for chaining and beating at the flogging post in the yard; then swift concealment in the storeroom, gathering of the clothes prepared, and hop into the grocers' van and then the clandestine drive to the mainline station at Rohrsbach. "There's an express, direct north to Stuttgart at nine-something," Elspeth went on. "Non-stop. Maybe it's a little later. I'll find out from Margrit. She's allowed out on her days off, the lucky old bitch, and we're safe as houses with her. You want to know why, pet? Because I go down to her kitchen some nights, dip into the bloody old Meister's best port and recount some of the goings on in the torture cellars. And then Margrit and Uta - she's the guests' breakfast maid and fucks voraciously - masturbate each other until they're almost dead. And they've a young errand boy too who..."
"What do we do about clothing?" the down-to-earth one interrupted, desperate to return to the scheme. "I don't know about around here, but it's tricky back home boarding a train stark naked with lash marks on one's buttocks. You're at least wearing something, if it's only a pair of riding boots and few straps..."
"Don't worry. I'll see about all that," the slave mistress assured her. "In the robing rooms there are tons of the nicest garments you can imagine, all discarded when the guests dress - or rather undress since they're all almost naked - for action. They're so bloody rich and travel, it seems, with enough to be able to leave half behind them. So, we'll choose something cool, darling. And as you're meant to be down here, more or less still bleeding, no one will worry about little you. Except maybe Mechtild but she sleeps through most mornings after dealing with the visitors and supervising the night's floggings and the more exciting sessions of sex torture. They tend to wear her out, especially when the girls and boys from Ghislaine's cohort are on show."
"Elspeth, please try to keep to the point, darling. You know I can't stand all that talk. I saw two of them being whipped along with me that ghastly night I had to suffer. I do admit they seemed to enjoy every bit of it. But let's get on with what happens next."
A meaningful pause followed as Elspeth became serious. "One thing I do insist on, my Tsarina, if you're serious about this, and that is you do exactly as I say, right?"
"Of course. I don't even know where the north is or even where the damn sun rises here. Anything to get out of this morgue in one piece. I just don't want to be mutilated."
Ludmila thought back to Oxana's reckless gullibility weeks before and for a moment wondered where that tonnage of sex and whip-happy flesh had got to; probably paying the price of her stupid, foolhardy, if nevertheless rather gallant, gesture. At least the head of copper hair before her had brains in it; she hoped she too would be able to summon up the same nerve. But she felt that henceforward it would be wise to keep Elspeth in sexual abeyance until they were clear of the inferno where nemesis (and Oxana) had deposited a completely innocent Ludmila. Yes, best keep Elspeth lusting and longing, her tongue hanging out. Who could tell in the quagmire of a whipping brothel like this - old Lydia's dump was a playpen in comparison - if Elspeth herself might not suddenly take it into her ginger head to turn nasty and start whipping her? Anything could happen in hell.
"Of course, Ludushka, we'll have to pay the van men. I've got quite a stack of Deutschmarks - stole them from the robing room one night - so we can easily bribe them. And handsomely. After all, they're taking a gamble too and could well risk their contract. They're pretty nice on the whole. So, with ample cash left for the rail ticket, we'll aim for the 9.15. It's always on time. I once had to go down to help pick up a new slave. He was tied up in a sack in the luggage van..."
That time Ludmila disregarded the mention of the sack. In the silence Elspeth suddenly added: "By the way, we may, and I repeat may, have to fuck with this grocer guy of mine as I usually do and most likely his sidekick too, to keep them sweet. And when I say fuck, I really mean it. You know, as an extra gift. Sort of hush money..."
"No way, Elspeth! For me, it's the train station and nothing else. Just pay them off as agreed."
Another silence brought the matter to a halt as the slave mistress tried to imagine concluding the negotiation without sex! Well, if necessary, she would deal with both cocks herself, one up front, the other in behind. She knew she did that admirably enough to cadge a ride to any rail station.
Steps suddenly resounded in the passage and both caught themselves with a start.
"Quick, darling. Lie arse back against the wall, hands behind you, quick! And start moaning." The redhead thrust the girl down into the corner, stood up and unclipped her service whip. "Open your thighs but, for god's sakes, not too wide," she murmured.
"All going well here?" The grating voice sounded phlegmatic, that of a man grossly overworked and sexually extenuated from what he described as "a long night of beating, torturing and screwing a bunch of nude slave whores in Cellar VI where the air became barely fit to breathe and one kept slipping on ejaculate..." Then he asked: "So, how's this bitch behaving herself?"
"So far, so good, Dragan. Thank you."
"Whip the useless, lazy slut hard. She needs a lot of leather. See you the night after tomorrow in my suite and bring some fresh rope with you. I've a new position to try out." Then the steps receded and silence fell again over the scene. Ludmila wondered what position could possibly, in the name of hell, yet remain untried. For her part, Elspeth blessed her stars that the man did not want to whip and use her for a night or two.
"Where were we?" Elspeth picked up the thread again. "Yes, money. No problem. Clothes, no problem. Now, I'll have to clit-chain you when we traipse down to the kitchen entry and the van, so whimper a bit if we meet anyone, though the overseers and supervisors are never around at that time. On the way, we go into the robing room and I'll have already bundled up a couple of silk blouses and jeans for us. There are plenty of shoes - Ferragamo, all sorts..."
"But I don't like jeans unless they really fit, Elspeth love..."
"Oh, gorgeous, for crying out loud! You need long pants to hide your ankle straps and shackles, which I'll try to shear off just before leaving. Either shears from the smithy or I'll have to hacksaw them off on the way. I'll look after the tools, honey. I know where they're kept. And don't forget a scarf round that lovely swan's neck of yours. You don't want the ladies from Basel staring at you in the restaurant car, do you? Anyway, once the delivery van doors are open, in you go and hide behind the onions and pumpernickel. And we're off!"
The taper on the table guttered as if overwhelmed by the simplicity (audacity was what Ludmila thought) of the plan. "I just can't imagine," the redhead sighed, "your sumptuous body in clothes, darling! It'll be almost sacrilege to cover such... such erotic hips... and those little..."
"Come on, Elspeth darling," Ludmila frowned, "let's not get emotional, please!"
Her colleague smiled. "You're right. Now I've got to run, poppet, but I'll be back as soon as I've got a few more items fixed. And there're some flagellations under way, too, where I'm meant to be doing something or other for once. Attending to guests and all that crap. Never become a slave mistress! Anyway, you'll never have the chance after tomorrow. Meanwhile, don't you go wearing out that sweet little clit with that middle finger of yours. You've got to share it with me now."
The very last item Ludmila had in mind was her clitoris. All the same, she trusted the jeans would be a smart fit over it and not too tight - sufficient to conceal the cluster and bulge of her sex rings and keep them from chinking. Elspeth was right; neither wished to have passengers turning their heads and looking over their spectacles when odd metallic noises rose from a girl's pants. Ludmila wanted a smooth journey with Elspeth, her ally. And then - what was the place? - yes, in Stuttgart, they would work out the next step.
Somewhere deep down in the pit of her stomach, she felt a little sorry for Oxana.
 
***
 
Indeed, Oxana could have done with sympathy. Keller XV was not the healthiest of the cellars to find oneself in, she realised, to judge by the array of instruments and whips adorning the rough masonry of the left-hand wall. Moreover, the vaulted ceiling presaged practices that Roswitha had in fact mentioned one night in bed but had not elaborated upon for the simple reason that miraculously she had managed to avoid the place over the years of her confinement. By good management rather than by luck, Roswitha had never been condemned to the Punishment Cellar! The several rails curving across the ceiling, she had nevertheless hinted, were so designed as to allow the shifting of slave bodies to various areas of the dungeon without having to detach them. The chains and suspension hooks, attached to castors articulated on the overhead tracks, could be run to specific points and blocked. Oxana shuddered as she guessed their purpose.
Some of the other items surrounding her were easier to elucidate: the tripod frames, some of steel, some of timber, rising to a chain-ladened apex, were lofty enough to hold a slave's upstretched arms and wrench the legs out to the base to provide full access to the naked body; the rough cartwheels revolving on vertical axles Oxana had already tasted in Cellar VI and knew how the hub bent the spine and limbs over to the rim; but the iron grids welded to uprights were new to her, despite their resemblance to the four stumps and central billet upon which she had been shaved and ringed, what seemed a century ago.
After the overseer, Karl Heinz, had inspected her wealth of nudity - largesse for any flogger - she was obliged to wait on her knees, trembling yet erotically and sexually aroused to a degree that scared her; she was aware her gorged labia had parted with a sudden release of suction and the customary downward slither of sludge. At first the emission worried her but then, surely, she thought, even a condemned slave could not be punished for leaking, over and above her recognized crime. And she let herself flow with abandon, once again luxuriating in her nudity - even in the precinct of correction.
With her almost imperceptible strabismus that made her so strangely attractive, she was about to examine more carefully the row of veiled faces in the alcove when the cellar door grated open again. From the corner of her eye she saw Hildegaard enter with the young male from the courtyard in tow. The effects of his beating were clear enough and in an unaccountable way gave the sleek body a sensual look that thrilled Oxana; at least she only carried the residues of what had been inflicted on her in the oubliette and they were already fading. The youth's swollen cock had been released to throb impressively above the testicles so elegantly clamped within their band of stainless steel. At last, she was able to make out the slave's number, 455 - an old-timer. The leather hood had also been removed, revealing expressionless features and empty eyes, as if he were insensible to his surroundings.
Hildegaard bowed to her superior and even more deferentially in the direction of the guests in the shadows as she made the youth kneel beside Oxana, the near elbow of his raised and locked arms touching hers. It was evident the judgement of the culprit caught fucking with maids, or whatever the charge, had been speedily expedited and the sentence to share Oxana's fate handed down. In a sense she was comforted, particularly as he was a veteran and had probably been through such a session before. Strangely, they had never come across each other before, either in the playroom and dormitories or on duty in the cellars; she wondered whether he knew who she was and, with his air of sang-froid, if he cared. He seemed to be merely a body, and a handsome one, but just cock and flesh.
The séance commenced abruptly as Karl Heinz came into view, his back turned to the two prisoners while he addressed the guests, Hildegaard standing obsequiously to the side, close to the instrument racks, awaiting her orders which probably she already had.
The overseer launched out in the usual sententious fashion. "It is our regretful and yet entertaining duty, honoured guests, to punish these two headstrong transgressors in line with the precise orders my assistant and I have received from the west wing and the orders will be carried out to the letter. Those of you who have already attended and also participated in such corrections will recall that, contrary to normal sessions involving flagellation and erotic torture, which is our stock in trade, the culprits are forbidden to enjoy orgasm. Such deprivation forms part of their penalty. Failure to keep their sexual lust under control will, as usual here at the Folterschloss, entail additional punishment on the flogging racks." The overseer marked a pause as if to allow the slaves, rather than the guests, to digest the message. "On conclusion of tonight's entertainment and in accordance with our procedures, the pair will be put at your disposal for whatever further use you feel you would care to make of them. Let us commence."
Oxana froze, swallowing hard, as a murmur of approval rose from the end of the cellar.
"Attach the bars to the bodies," the voice instructed the duty slave mistress.
As he veered to face the nudes, Oxana experienced another, if more local, shock. The man's penis had risen from its indolence in the gap in the black tights and stood rigid, enormous as a stallion's, the foreskin retracted to display the shaft's oval head. In her teenage affairs, in her nights at Lydia's and now at the mercy of men like Dragan, Brandon, Zoltan and scores of well-shafted house guests, she had viewed many prodigious weapons but nothing had rivalled the thing pulsing and swaying an arm's length from her astonished eyes that took some surprising when it came to penises. Almost certain of what lay in store for her entry points, she doubted that her sphincter, despite the enlarging Mechtild had had carried out, would distend sufficiently to let that cock in without tearing her. The vagina, yes - that would stretch. So would her jaws but effort would be needed even there. Such however was not her immediate concern, for she caught sight of Hildegaard fumbling with other appliances in the background.
Audaciously and a little recklessly, she stared out of the corner of her eye towards the instrument rack where the girl was oiling a thick length of flogging leather. At the same time Oxana suddenly saw Mechtild lounging in an armchair, a muscular thigh thrown over the arm, looking on with a detached air. Curiously, the sight and presence of her overseer - thank heaven it was not Zoltan - gave her a sensation of reassurance, as often in the past. Whatever was to happen, surely Mechtild would ensure a slave from her cohort came out in one piece, even if the victim being punished had mutinied against her.
Then Hildegaard was behind the slaves with the bars. Roswitha's remark one afternoon while watching a lurid video with Oxana, depicting their use on some long-departed slavegirl, came back to the freckled victim. "They're fabulously erotic, darling," she had briefed her novice casually, "and reduce you to a state of total surrender. You'll really go for the bars, if I know you!" Well, there they were, with Hildegaard releasing the paralysed arms from the throat strap and attaching the outstretched wrists to the extremities after adjusting the length by telescoping one rod out of the other to attain the maximum reach. Oxana felt the sudden weight of the steel as it lay on the nape of her neck. The linking of ankle straps to the second spreader bar proved less vexing and, as the sullen slave mistress rose, Oxana glanced nervously at the veiled face and noticed again the tattooed adder slithering down over the voluptuous belly aiming for the clitoris.
"You're going to be hung outstretched between these," the assistant muttered serenely, almost clandestinely, in the slave's ear, "and whipped, bound face to face to your male team-mate. And you're in luck to have someone to suffer with and a well-hung male at that. Solitary punishment can be pretty tough down here. Now, stay where you are until you're ordered to stand for suspension." Oxana was grateful for the warning.
With that, Hildegaard clipped the other pair of rods similarly to the youth's limbs.
Time passed with the load of the upper bar intensifying minute by minute until the command came from the overseer, armed by then as Oxana expected with nothing less than that horrendous curve of plaited horsehide Hildegaard had been oiling. Over her time at the Folterschloss, Oxana had got to know a wide range of whips but this thing was new to her. She guessed correctly that it was reserved solely for punishing condemned inmates. Somehow she believed she could bear it as long as the lashes were spaced and she was given time to catch her breath between the strokes.
"On your feet, slaves!" The overseer's order sounded like a sentence of death.
Both nudes struggled up clumsily, the lower rods allowing little leverage.
"Face to face, slaves! Spreader bars aloft and parallel!"
Again they shuffled, Oxana feeling 455's hard cock against her belly, as a castor rolled on ball bearings along an overhead rail to allow a massive chain to descend between the faces. Hildegaard passed the terminal hook first through the ring in the male's upper bar and then through Oxana's, after which she retired to the rear wall to action some sort of ratchet gear. A sharp jerk brought the two arm rods together, Oxana finding her face against the smooth cheek of her partner in crime. At least it was pleasant to feel warm flesh again and against the mound of her pubis, the throb of the huge cock.
"Lift the legs, whore!" Long accustomed to the appellation, Oxana realized immediately what was wanted. With difficulty she raised the heavy ankle bar until the bloated cock moistening her was hunting among her sex rings; then she hauled herself up even higher, parting her knees as far as the lower bar allowed. The erection plunged in among the rings to ride up the drenched slot with a single lunge, bringing out a cry of relief, laced with lust, from Oxana as she was caulked deliciously to the cervix.
"You will remain joined by the genitals throughout your flagellation," the overseer calmly informed the pair. "Should either of you dare orgasm, you will both have your whipping and your subsequent punishments doubled. And the blood will flow even more copiously."
In panic, Oxana looked at the male slave's morose face grazing her own; the eyes seemed even more impassive and drained of emotion than before. Evidently, the purple-numbered 455 with his steel neck band appeared impervious to the clutchings of her vaginal muscles; Oxana tried to curb her craving, trusting that the heavings and joltings caused by the whip, once the flogging began, would not get the better of her faltering will. Her desperate appeal was no more than a hoarse whisper: "Help me not to come, 455! For god's sake, don't fuck. Just ride with me." She realized the youth could not know she had been deprived of orgasm throughout her confinement in the holding dungeon and was only too ready for relief. She was teetering on the rim of disaster and hoped the stiff cock would not start to drag her clit ring inwards, exacerbating the sexual tension. The situation was a refined torture in itself and an orgasm would be fatal. Oxana's teats rose firmly as if priming themselves for the whip.
The two stars of stretched flesh waited, Oxana trembling as if, like a super-nova, she was being sucked ineluctably into that black hole which swallowed oversexed whore slaves whole. Worse still, the penis was throbbing against her now famous G-spot, that exceptional item she now knew she possessed and which Roswitha had confirmed was responsible for the violence of the spurts of come that accompanied each orgasm she delivered.
Suddenly the whip sliced into her rump as if seeking to split the cheeks crosswise and equal the deep divide of the anal cleft. The lash staggered her, cutting her breath. With all her strength she tried not to writhe and slither on the cock but it became impossible. Each blow slammed her and her cunt straight down to the root of the ringed erection, the youth's glans butting into her cervix, his pelvic bone grinding her mons and unsheathed, swollen clitoris. Somehow, writhing with pain, she negotiated herself through the thirty lashes over the arse, trying not to yell by biting deep into her lip. Her fear of orgasm staunched the main brunt of the torment but the flagellation grew in intensity. Each stroke drove and crushed her vast breasts against the male's chest, only to send them flailing upwards a moment later, slapping into her open armpits. Through a rising swell of yearning to let herself go, the slave battled with the urge and the whip - something she had not hitherto experienced in her previous beatings. Authentic, sexless punishment...
Abruptly the overseer delivered an even more telling lash which seared her arse flesh from the right hipbone to the mass of left buttock meat and her screams commenced. The yells echoed through the vaulting as if they came from some creature beyond the cellar's confines. As the thirtieth lash scalded her hips, she heard herself blubbering pleas for quarter as the whole weight of her nudity wrenched down on her wrist straps. The ensuing pause only stressed the pain.
Vaguely, she felt the youth's shaft jerking into her as the whip descended on his back and buttocks. Flaccid and well-disciplined, the young flesh took it with amazing submission, receiving many more lashes than Oxana had endured. With each blow, the cock ring rasped the mucous membrane of the vagina - a sensation that normally thrilled Oxana. Struggling against the impending orgasms steadily building up in her, she found herself screaming for help from Roswitha, Ophelie and even Ludmila... and then wildly she was imploring Mechtild nearby to forgive her.
In a daze of agony and anxiety, she suddenly felt herself being lowered, the huge cock sliding out to leave her cunt gaping like a gasping, landed fish. At least she had forestalled the cataclysm that threatened. In havoc she felt her body, still slung from the spreader rod, being reversed for the flogged buttocks to collide against the male's welts. The flagellation of the sweating front commenced with the belly.
What became of her juddering thighs, the jangling sex rings and flouncing breasts was lost in the maelstrom and thud of lashes. Somewhere in the beating, the whip vanished behind her to deal with her taciturn, long-suffering companion, Oxana imagining what was befalling his tensed penis, glistening with her lubrication and now under the bamboo cock rod, presented by the serviceable Hildegaard. Vaguely she heard the hiss and schlack as the erection descended and then leapt to slap the belly.
Suddenly, it was her turn again. Without changing weapons, the overseer struck the thorax, belted into the ribs and then attained the session's peak and the breasts - first into the bulbous underhang, thrashing the globes upwards, before flogging directly into the rigid teats, now burying the nipple rings into Oxana's celebrated smooth areoles, now flattening the huge mammaries into the chest. Oxana had become accustomed to breast whipping and thrived on it, sometimes twice daily (she was in great demand), but Karl Heinz saw to it she would have something to remember; only the clitoris claimed precedence over the female teats in Cellar XV and that the overseer kept for the final stage...
The man was still pounding, amid shrieks which Oxana rarely uttered elsewhere in the castle, when she slipped slowly into darkness.
She awoke, not so much on account of Hildegaard's smelling salts but by reason of being released and dragged, along with the staunch 455, to the wooden tripods that stood behind the rafter chains. If the release from the spreader rods helped, the position on the triangle made her wish she had never been freed. Her wrists chained to the summit, the limbs outstretched to the feet of the uprights, she felt Hildegaard forcing the tripod's hinged shaft up her anal divide and, once poised on the rim of the sphincter, ramming the body down on to the huge spigot: the thing penetrated into the farthest reach of the bowels, driving the slave's pelvis out into a perfect curve of flogging flesh.
A curt gesture from the overseer, slowly masturbating his cock, ensured a further preparation of the slave: Hildegaard proceeded to bind the root of Oxana's breasts with catgut and throttle her nipples beneath the rings with twine. The bondage sent the victim into paroxysms of trepidation and writhings. And then the overall whipping began. From neck to knees and then unswervingly into the breasts, Karl Heinz laced into the slave... Her head jerked back at each lash until mercifully she blacked out. Oblivious of what happened to the handsome youth, still cock-hard, similarly bound next to her, the condemned girl could not recall when later Roswitha accompanied her to Ulla's. She had an indistinct recollection of being hung by the ankles from some crossbar, her hands grazing the paving, and being crotch whipped, followed by a blurred vision of figures around her as she was chained laterally across one of the granite torture slabs to be used in all three orifices by the overseer and, the session proper being over, by all the guests, male and female. The penetrations and sucking of seemingly countless cocks and the dozen or so hairy vulvas, left her an obscure memory of what she considered her own well-earned recompense - and amends made for the damage done to her. When Hildegaard finally released her, choking and running with the visitors' emissions, she was unable to walk. Even when rechained in the orthodox manner and staggering along the dark passage, Oxana barely heard the compliments the blonde exceptionally lavished on her; her body had been reduced to that of a whipped, sexual object, without will or wish.
"Well, I must say, 606, you certainly can take punishment! You've got a great future before you - as long as you behave yourself. Now, back to the holding cellar."
Returned to the infamous oubliette and secured again above by the legs, Oxana took no notice of the added ignominy and merely tried to recall at what point she had received the male offender's cock in her mouth and then his tongue lapping her clit and how they had done their utmost - and succeeded - to avoid orgasm. But more than that had become lost in billows of pain and effort. All the same strange pleasures remained...
She would never, oh, but never again, refuse an overseer's order and Mechtild's presence in the Punishment Cellar, quite apart from Karl Heinz and the slothful Hildegaard, had given the session a meaning that Oxana henceforth fully understood.
Much later, with a couple of visits from Ulla with her balm, the girl spent two days and nights to recuperate in the dank oubliette, strangely unmolested. She had become what, in the Folterschloss glossary, was known as a dutiful submissive, ready for anything, from anyone, anywhere. And for the remainder of her slave life.
The only thought she retained was to express thanks to 455 for his support, if and when she met up with him again. He could readily claim her gratitude in whatever manner he considered justified. He fully deserved it. As for herself, she hoped she would be now returned to normal service, normal whippings and Roswitha's rich thighs in the playroom and dormitory.
However, in addition to Hildegaard's one remark, there also remained another somewhere in her bewildered mind as Oxana surfaced in the holding oubliette. While being dragged out of the Punishment Cellar, flogged and fucked to exhaustion, she had somehow caught Karl Heinz's comment to Mechtild: "That slave whore should be given intensive training and she'll go a long way, Mechtild. A magnificently sexual body and as you know, Mechtild dear, I'm particularly partial to heavily loaded women - and that's not meant to be an affront to you! You're special. But this slut is gifted with breast and rump flesh unequal to any inmate we've had here for quite a time. Yet the nude's symmetry - if you see what I mean - is almost perfect as slave flesh, at least in my view. The scourge - and I used, as you saw, a really forceful one on her - almost buries itself in her meat. And incidentally, she takes the whip and cock admirably, but that you know. You should guide her into the paths of responsibility."
Meisterin Mechtild had nodded. Being slender herself, she always allowed her colleagues their specific preferences and Karl Heinz's partiality for corpulent females - and large-membered males - was notorious; he maintained they lent themselves commendably to strong flagellation and to sexual use afterwards. Regarding Slave 606 in question, Mechtild tended to agree.
The plump bitch had paid her due at the expense of her capacious breast and buttock flesh and, it was true, the chemistry of continuous routine beatings for and by guests, together with her orgiastic spurtings, were already hardening her anatomy into an attractive and even superb example of flogging material. Moreover, Mechtild felt the Folterschloss needed devoted, submissive subjects to replenish its personnel. There were junior posts to be filled. But meanwhile, whatever her colleagues thought of the female with the ever-responsive clit and teats like overgrown radishes, the bitch still needed plenty of whipping and sex torture, as at present, before being taught how to use the whip herself on naked slaves.
The Cohort One overseer made a mental note to commence the promotion-oriented training forthwith. And there for once she did not require the Meister's agreement.
What in fact she really required after watching the session was a cock, if possible right away and as hard and ripe as the youth's just leaving the cellar. But, of course, slaves were not available for overseers at the Folterschloss. However handsome and well equipped, they were animals. Hence, she considered the options: in the condition she had been reduced to, she would not say no to having a female slave flagellated between the bedposts in her suite as an aperitif if that would add zest to the male colleague serving her; but above all she needed fucking without the frills. Brandon's cock always sent her into somewhat classical orgasms, devoid of the erotic comments she desired; Zoltan's was more like rape and she disliked the smell of his armpits while Semion, whenever not engaged in flogging slaves, would be underneath Ghislaine's strapped body, doing his utmost to content that voracious whore of a colleague. So, as usual, she summoned her faithful Dragan who seemed always to consider her as a privilege. Aching with want, she stripped down entirely naked - rare for her - powdered, greased her sphincter and lay on her silken bed. And an hour later - true, at Dragan's behest, she had to call in the sumptuous llaria with the big hips to be beaten - she was calmed. After a fatiguing day.
 
***
 
The great Folterschloss sprawled in slumber as the first rays of the sun dappled the turrets, drying off the night's shower from the conifers. At five in the morning little stirred, apart from the kitchens where a sleepy-eyed Margrit and a more somnolent Anthea, who had been whipped naked the evening before in the staff lounge, began to prepare the visitors' breakfasts. The castle had not yet come to life, if one could call it that.
The stealthy tiptoeing through the silent passages and up interminable stairs behind her redheaded lover, made Ludmila's heart pound almost audibly, her teat and labial rings clinking with each step. Elspeth had decided against carrying a candle. Every now and then, the pair passed by chained slaves stretched in alcoves, speared on ribbed anal shafts, awaiting further attention but that could not be called life either. The castle drowsed in well-earned rest.
The clothes were ready in the storeroom and Elspeth succeeded without too much trouble with the hacksaw in relieving Ludmila of the chain linking her ankle shackles. And then came the long wait until the portcullis ground up into the entry tower for the delivery van to reverse into the courtyard, already alive at last - if only with the twittering of birds. Lady Luck stood steadfastly by the two girls, for the van's rear doors gaped wide; apart from the two grocers, not a soul was around, not even Bessinger, the gatekeeper, who had been given the exhausted Anthea to fuck in his stone hideout. He at least had managed to crawl from his straw-tilled pallet, still smelling of her, to raise the portcullis.
The conversation between Elspeth and the drivers proved terse. Matters had been fixed the day before.
"Now, quick, into the van, gorgeous," Elspeth ordered Ludmila, slinging the bundle of clothing into the vehicle, and an instant later both were crouching among the sacks and crates. The van's doors slammed shut and the gears engaged for it to jolt over the yard's cobblestones and pass under the arch. Clearly the girls heard the iron grid descend with a screech down the stone slots and thud into the ground. Already pimpled with anxiety, Ludmila remembered the same sound from weeks before and the gunnysack. But this was different. She was on her way out into that freedom Oxana, the fool, had deprived her of. There it stretched, beyond the same archway. But now she crouched down, cuddling up to her wonderful, enterprising Elspeth among the homely vegetables and fresh lettuces.
"No time for kissing, poppet," her colleague told her. "Get the last links of that chain off you and slip into these things. I can't saw your neck harness off but that doesn't matter much. Put the scarf round you. Sorry if the shoes are too large. Above all, cover your damn slave number, for Pete's sake. Here, let me button up your blouse."
All the same, Elspeth could not deny herself a long kiss of love and achievement. They were out and on their way. She was satisfied with herself. It had all worked like a Swiss watch. So far. What had surprised her, looking back, was the readiness on the part of the two deliverymen to collaborate. Friends of that kind certainly helped, even if it cost the usual quick fuck or suck in the commissary.
The journey continued, the rough lane from the Folterschloss yielding to tarmac and an increase in speed. They had reached the main road down to Rohrsbach and the station. Elspeth's reckoning left well over half an hour before the train drew in. Everything else had been fixed: the agreed fee to Joshka and Erwin handed over, the rest of the Deutschmarks in Elspeth's clammy hand for the ticket and, above all, they were dressed ready to travel...
Ludmila began to think of what she would do once in Stuttgart: first, a coffee at the station bar for both and a newspaper each to hide behind. Then would come the problem of where to go from there? The Folterschloss was still uncomfortably close and yet they had no papers to cross frontiers, if indeed frontiers needed crossing. So what did one do in a massive city which neither of them knew? Perhaps they could...
Suddenly the van seemed to veer off the road and descend a rutted path. Then it stopped, the engine being switched off.
Elspeth frowned. "Now, what's happening? We should be in the valley by now. We're meant to go straight to the station. I hope they don't want more money! What's up?"
The rear doors opened. In the square of light that confronted the girls, the two men leered at them. Immediately, Elspeth saw the coil of cords in the younger man's hand and a couple of willow branches, thin and pliant, in the other's grasp. Her throat tightened as she drew Ludmila to her. The girl was trembling like the leaves of a Russian silver birch.
"Out with them there arses and cunts, whores! Aufsteigen, schnell! And off with those rags!" The lout called Joshka was peremptory. "Let's be having yer naked like when you'se asuckin' the rich ones, back up there." He nodded up the forest trail.
Elspeth fought savagely as she was hauled out of the van and crushed to her knees. A knife ripped the borrowed blouse and then the jeans down the rear and in a second she was bare, struggling like a demon. Thrown headlong into the heather and held down on the neck by a boot, she screamed while Ludmila, completely nonplussed, climbed down to stand rigid, leaning against the tailgate of the van.
"I don't think you understand..." the passenger with flesh rings muttered in what the shock had left her of her German. "We're just going to the station, that's all and..."
She took a step forward and found herself sprawling in the gravel, her cheek aching. In a flash it all reminded her of something else except that it was Elspeth there on the ground not Oxana... She was stripped in even less time than it took the men to have Elspeth naked, the lacerated clothes flying to the side. Ludmila managed to scramble back to her feet only to receive another slam across the face, sending her headlong into the undergrowth where she lay, stunned, her quivering bottom uppermost. She started to cry, her face besmirched with mud and at the same time she heard Elspeth yelling.
"We've got an appointment, I tell you, in Rohsbach..."
"Appointment? You'se got an appointment with this first," the man held out one of the long lengths of willow, quite evidently freshly cut, "and with this." The cock stood out, an angry scarlet, in the grasp of the gnarled hand; the slit seemed to wink at the redhead. "And with 'is too, and that's just as thick, see?" The younger man, known to Elspeth as Erwin, had also hauled out his erection, a shaft that certainly would have been at home among the best the Folterschloss itself had to offer.
Ludmila felt her bare flesh crawl as she sat up in the dew-wet grass. What was happening could not possibly be part of Elspeth's plan; something had very obviously gone wrong. A sickening feeling of despair, mingled with fear, invaded her thin body; the glitter of the sex and teat rings, catching the early rays of the sun percolating through the firs surrounding the clearing. The whole scene seemed unreal. It reminded her, like an old movie seen by mistake a second time, of that other roadside nightmare with the brute Volodia, who had whipped and fucked her at the dacha, again lashing them both with the strap in a similar clearing. Then the earthy scent of the early morning, the chirping of birds and the jeering, two-noted call of a cuckoo somewhere in the forest became terribly clear as Ludmila shivered in the dampness.
The redhead fought valiantly tooth and nail only to have her spine knelt upon even more heavily in the spiky heather. Her screaming echoed through the canopy of the forest. "Gag that bloody tart, Erwin lad, and get her strung up," the 'trustworthy' (that, Ludmila recalled, had been Elspeth's epithet) Joshka shouted, as his assistant unrolled the rope and tore the blouses.
The last yell from Elspeth was again something about having paid them, having let them use her generously in the past and that they were bastards... Then the hollering ceased as the gag was rammed in.
Ludmila wondered if she could make it into the undergrowth of saplings and ferns and hide. And then what would she do? Amble down to the station stark naked without a pfennig? Trudge back to the castle, tug on the rusty bell chain and say she was sorry? Her brain stampeded, panic-stricken, but contrary to her intrepid lover, she was incapable of uttering a sound. She merely lay there trembling as the question of pleading was promptly settled by Erwin gagging her too with a remnant of Elspeth's blouse, the odour left on it reminding her of those last delicious orgasms in the cosiness of Cellar XVIII. Why, oh but why, did she trust people so credulously? Then she looked across at the men.
Elspeth, temptingly nude even under the circumstances, was gleaming with sweat. She was poised on her toes, the roped arms, bent back level with her shoulder blades, attached to a branch of an oak. The short mop of red hair thrown forward, she continued to defend herself like one of those wild cats she had said haunted the Schwarzwald at night. The ripe fruit of the breasts dangled loose beneath the chest.
Then the whipping commenced.
Their cocks jerking stiffly, the two grocers laid into her neat rump with devotion, Erwin backhanding her savagely while his employer sliced directly into the centre of the luscious target. After a couple of dozen stinging lashes from the switches of willow, the flesh from the middle of the back to the thighs blazed with reddish-mauve welts. Then Joshka went for the breasts, the supple wand grazing the girl's face, as it curled round the straining thorax. No amateur, the boor managed to strike down with precision into the nipples; Ludmila watched the brown kernels erect into scarlet lumps not unlike when she sucked and bit them and instantly she felt a strange constriction seize her vagina.
While the older of the two took over to lash the curved, creased belly and across the pubis, Erwin was told to 'prepare the dark, stringy bitch' which he did with energy, hauling the Ukrainian beauty to a further bough of the tree. The youth had no problem with her, using the rings in the wrist straps. Ludmila let herself be suspended, her arms directly above her head; the position brought back how they had chained her to the exhibition flogging stake on the stage the night of Oxana's disgrace, except that now she teetered on the balls of her feet, a column of pure, elongated flesh. The morning air allied with her terror to freeze the girl rigid.
"Hey, Joshka, this 'ere lush is marked with a number. Like one of 'em carcasses of meat in the coldroom. And, holy shit, the whore's covered with rings like a pig's snout! What d'yer make of that, boss?"
"So she is!" came the retort. "Strike me blind if she's not one o' them real whores they keep up there. Scheiss, if we've not gone an' nabbed one of their slaves! Thought she was a skivvy like the other one. Well, just flog 'er, lad. She'll be used to it. Make it hard so she's good an' ready for a good length of cock. This one's comin' on just fine." With that, the grocer returned again to Elspeth's already striated rump.
"And to think, boss," the help guffawed, slapping his thigh, "these 'ere hare-brained bitches 'as paid us to git 'emselves tanned and fucked! Yer sure fixed 'em proper!"
Yanking first on her nipple rings and then in a handful grabbing those hanging from the sex, the young Erwin thrust a couple of grimy fingers up into Ludmila's vagina, the other hand feeling the anus. "Don't know about yours, Joshka, but this un's dry as a bone up front and goddam tight behind."
"Just flog 'er, boyo, and she'll leak like that bloody kitchen tap in the slaughter house at home. That's what they all do up there at yon castle. Ten minutes with the whip and they're flooded. That I know. So, lay into the bitch."
What was being done on Elspeth totally escaped her lover who had to grit her teeth as the switch sliced into her own clenched behind. She swung, thrusting out her pelvis, with each murderous lash, slobbering and yelling into her gag. The frontal attack was worse. The wand stung, particularly the slender tip, and Ludmila felt herself reddening. Indistinctly, as she fought the pain, she thought the blows from the neighbouring tree seemed to have ceased, both sides of Elspeth having received at least, she reckoned, three or four dozen lashes in all. That, she knew, she would not be able to take but her own beating continued until her back, buttocks, thighs and then the belly had had their share.
Suddenly, a blinding flash burst through her brain as both breasts flattened under the force of the fellow's swing, the nipple rings entangling round the willow stem. Again and again the shock made her double up as her udders bounced, her legs jerking upwards as if attempting to shield them. She passed out very abruptly to slump inert, hardly feeling her scorched thighs being lifted round the youth's hips nor the cock's thrust up between the sex rings into her tunnel. Only vaguely did she hear the young Erwin's shout: "You was right, boss. She's letting 'er juices run something great now. The bitch's tight as a fist."
The jets of hot semen flooded Ludmila and, as it pumped into her, she found she had crossed her legs behind the man slamming his prick into her. Then her head fell back behind the roped arms, the yells stifling in the gag, her metal-laden clitoris humping against the man's bush. Whether Elspeth heard the orgasm or not, her vagina exploded in turn but only after a long, prior reaming of her anus. Both nudes were left to droop exhausted, gasping from the whips and discharges. It seemed to have lasted a lifetime. Even when the sodden gags were removed, the bodies continued to jerk as if still enjoying the aftermath of the orgasms. Both mouths groaned faintly with pain and bliss.
After wiping their cocks on the girls' discarded clothes, the men stood back to view the sight, commenting on the marks swelling into ridged welts and the dribble of blood trickling sluggishly down from the redhead's right buttock. They were more than pleased.
"Not too bad, boyo, for the start of the day, eh?" Joshka remarked, stuffing away his wilting penis. "Well, we'd better get on with them deliveries. Cut 'em down."
Erwin did so, letting the bodies crumple into the ferns, Elspeth's boyish figure sprawling with the vulva leaking come through the ginger growth down into the anal trough. Recovering her senses, Ludmila could hardly believe what the man had done to her loved one - her putative guide, poor, sweet Elspeth, so sure of herself. The white skin was a maze of marks and Ludmila's own not much different but certainly and luckily less welted.
"Up with yer, whores, and get yerselves dressed," Joshka ordered. "Where did yer say yer was 'eading? Aye, the station. So, we'll drop yer off. Give em them clothes, lad. And back into yon van, baggages! Come on, tarts! Schnell!"
Elspeth groaned, avoiding her darling's eyes red with crying. Just how they were going to travel in ripped garments was something she had to work out once in the valley. The two beaten bodies shuffled back into what remained of the blouses and pants and clambered painfully into the van in silence. The vehicle reversed out on to the road and accelerated. The Stuttgart intercity express was costing more than the girls had anticipated.
"I'll try to make up for this, honey - oh, my poor angel - when we get into Stuttgart." Elspeth sounded as if on the verge of tears, at least of contrition. "How could I have known they were such bastards? Anyway," she offered the only consolation that came to her mind, "one can get worse than that back there at the Folterschloss, at the drop of a hat. I'm just so desperately sorry, sweetheart. Please don't curse me..."
Suddenly, her hand in her jeans pocket, she moaned. "Oh, the dirty shits! They've taken my money! And I've a shoe missing. Oh god!"
"What do we do at the station then?" Ludmila's eyes widened in alarm. Both her shoes were gone. How she wished weeks back the Volodia character had not stolen her golden talisman - not that it would have provided instant footwear for two escapees but it had been a help in desperate situations. And would the charm know she'd been stripped, tied, beaten and fucked in a pine forest? Probably that lay beyond its range...
"Oh, we'll go barefoot, pretending we're just back from St Tropez or some place where we've been lazing naked in the sun." Ludmila could not readily imagine bronzing on the Mediterranean or at Sukhumi on the Black Sea for that matter, one's body full of rings and covered with lash marks. But then Elspeth knew the world and she did not.
The lorry trundled along easily for a spell with the girls sharing a roll and Münster cheese from one of the sacks of provisions on its way to be delivered.
After a moment the redhead froze. "That's strange, Ludushka. We should be descending fairly steeply by now, it I remember the road. What the fuck's happening?" Then, a minute later, Ludmila too sensed a different surface under the tyres, uneven and yet oddly reminiscent of an earlier passage. Her heartbeat quickened, the skin pimpling under a cold frisson of apprehension; even her scalp tightened. Oh, no! It couldn't be true. The van changed into a lower gear and even the ascent felt familiar.
The crunch of gravel was the same. Never would she ever forget that sound.
Elspeth let out a cry and then groaned, not trusting herself to take Ludmila's hand. They had stopped. From nearby, the reverberation of a massive portcullis grinding up told her all she needed to know. Elspeth said nothing since there was nothing that could put her wretchedness into words. Despair spread through her body.
Only then was she plucky enough to grip Ludmila's wrist still numb from the cord and the suspension. As the lorry edged forward over the courtyard of cobbles and flagstones, Ludmila became paralysed. An interminable silence surrounded the halted conveyance until finally the rear doors were flung open on to blinding sunlight.
In the aperture against the austere background of the Folterschloss stood Mechtild and Dragan. The glare prevented the girls from identifying the several other figures stationed behind the gaunt officials. The overseer looked at her grimmest, dressed in funereal black, insofar as she was clad at all; the boots, straps and, ominous in the extreme, the sombre veil over the face augured ill, as well they might, and she was tapping the gloved palm with a scourge that terminated in the metal lug Elspeth's inner thighs knew only too well. Hostility and fury floated in the courtyard like black vultures.
Then Joshka appeared from behind the doors. "As I was saying, Fräulein Meisterin, we appened across 'em by the Mochtal junction. Seemed to be headin' south for the Santerwald woods - you knows where I mean. So we thought it proper-like, Fräulein, to give 'em a lift back where they belong. Don't know if we's done right?"
"Certainly. You acted quite correctly." The senior overseer's voice seemed strangely hoarse and tense. "I'll see you're rewarded with extra contracts."
The man bowed obsequiously as the girls were hauled out of the van to kneel before the black veil. "And where, may I ask," the veil enquired of the lost sheep, "did you two obtain these pieces of clothing?" As she asked the question, Mechtild used the tip of her scourge to flick back the torn blouse off Ludmila - or rather Slave 607 - denuding the breasts bulging with welts. As there was no reply, the two wayfarers too terrified even to look up from the gleaming boots shimmering in the sun, Mechtild reverted to the grocer.
"And how, may I ask, do they come to be in the state they are? Can you account for these marks of what appears to have been a clumsy, bungled example of amateur flagellation? That degree of incompetence is totally inadmissible here in our cellars and surely uncommon on the local highways and byways. Well?" The lips pursed into a line...
"Ah, that, Meisterin... Well, 'fraid they gone an' got a bit fierce-like, yer Honour, sort of wild, animal-like, such as them dogs of yours." He glanced up at the bloodhounds slobbering on the battlements. "So we had to calm 'em, sort of, to get 'em chucked into the van..."
"I see." Mechtild's expert eye studied the fruit of the lashings and then ordered the prisoners to stand and strip off naked. The gaze travelled slowly over welted flesh, not missing the congealed sperm caking both pairs of inner thighs. Once again she prevailed upon the tradesman to explain further. "So it was necessary to beat them, if I follow?"
"Uh, 'fraid so, Fräulein. They's turned something rough."
"You may leave. And you, Dragan, conduct these two females to Cellar Thirty. See they're chained fast and all three holes plugged up with the wall braces to prevent movement. On the way the redhead can be ringed again. Get mistress Ophelie to do it. If I recall, the slave's already pierced. I shall speak to the Meister at lunch as to their future."
Elspeth paled. Only one slave, a lethargic, shiftless Croatian whore, had been sent to Cellar Thirty or the Three X's, as it was known, and no one really knew what became of her. 
As the nudes were led away, the van reversed out of the sacred yard and the portcullis descended with a clang of finality, the atmosphere becoming dense. Even the rooks on the crenelated keep flapped off to a more salubrious, temporary abode. They would return once the sentence had been passed and the punishments got under way.
 
TEN
 
"Welcome back, Oxana darling. It's been so dull without you."
It was Roswitha, as could be expected, who took her in her arms as Oxana entered the playroom. The older woman cast a practiced eye over the rich body before her. The slavegirl had lost weight, no doubt on account of her ordeal in Cellar XV, and appeared more attractive than ever; the ample breasts, although still blotched and scarred from the recent correction, still bulged hospitably. The buttocks, also recovering from what must have proved a ferocious flogging, seemed to Roswitha somehow to have hardened over the gluteal muscle to stand less flaccid than before. The abundance of welts, still furrowing the cheeks with dark purple streaks, gave Oxana a highly erotic charisma, the same which, after a thrilling flagellation, almost all the slaves, particularly Helga and, of course, Claire, were narcissistic enough to flaunt on their own superb bodies.
Judiciously, Roswitha avoided reverting to the punishment, preferring to gossip about the recent news. But as she started, in concert with Pauline and others lounging around the room, Hildegaard entered. The conversation died away as the twenty or so inmates awaited the summons, orders or whatever was about to be announced. At the Folterschloss anything could happen to a naked slave.
"Slaves 606 and 391 have permission to stroll in the gardens for an hour. You will wear shoulder capes and go as you are, unmanacled. Follow me." The declaration startled the two chosen ones who looked at each other in surprise. Unless a slave was designated for whipping to enliven a garden party, and evidently such was not the case at that moment, or condemned to the stake in the main courtyard, it was extremely rare that permission to issue out of the castle keep itself was afforded.
As the two females rose to follow the slave mistress, for once Roswitha seemed puzzled. The entitlement to stroll in the gardens, although she had enjoyed it before, seemed to have no evident motive or justification, especially as she, a senior, was to be accompanied by a relative novice. Something was brewing.
Descending the marble staircase in the majestic west wing behind Hildegaard and inexplicably unchained, Roswitha hazarded a guess. Either it was to compensate Oxana for her ordeal - doubtful, knowing the tyranny of the castle - or else she was about to be promoted. Rumours had circulated to that effect, despite the girl's recent folly. It appeared that Oxana's earlier initiatives to satisfy guests and the effect her body had had on the Meister both during her appearance before him and during her punishment in Cellar XV, which he had followed closely from his rooms with Parissima licking his balls, had in fact moved the great man to nominate her for promotion. If that were true, the walk in the garden might well be a forerunner to her election, however premature to some it might seem. Or else it was merely the sound of one hand clapping, the privilege merely a placebo. But Roswitha was not wrong. Promotion was in the offing for the Ukrainian beauty and that enchanted her; the girl had worked hard in the cellars and was extraordinary in bed. Whether the prospect of promotion would please Oxana, so utterly devoted to the slash of the whip, was another matter.
 
At the exit from the main building out into the exquisite castle gardens, Hildegaard handed the two over to a pretty, half-naked supervisor. Roswitha, in undertones, told Oxana that Sonia held the rank of the castle's chief of protocol and therefore was someone to be watched. Moreover, Sonia had a dominant's arm when it came to beating slaves.
"So, here you are, you two," came the greeting. "I'm to show you, 606, round the castle garden as part of your briefing. And you, 391, you're here to fill in from a slave's standpoint, as you know what the garden's for, quite apart from horticulture. And no doubt you," with which she fixed her evil eyes on Oxana, "like our well-trained 391 here, you've of course read Gustave Mirbeau's Torture Garden. It's a classic, isn't it, 391?"
Roswitha nodded. She had read all the books in the playroom library and more.
"Now, I want you to enjoy this delightful place," Sonia went on. "We use it a great deal, mainly in the summer months but we have a couple of slaves - a male remarkably well-hung and the female providing splendid whipping breasts, rather like yours" - she poked the haft of her six-tongued scourge into Oxana's left nipple - "slated for flagellation and flesh torture, crucified, before guests next week. They've been out here before and so know the ropes. Our visitors enjoy seeing sperm spurt out over the lawn. It's nourishing - for the grass, I mean. Let's walk around, shall we?"
The woman's nonchalant manner astonished Oxana, even after all she had heard in the entrails of the fortress. She expected a chief of protocol to sound very different. But with her superb legs, firm buttocks and breasts she looked very much the part; even guests, she thought, would hardly be tempted to disregard her status.
"Since the Meister apparently has his noble eye on you, 606," Sonia went on, her magnificent pair of buttocks before Oxana sliding temptingly each side of the anal cleft; my god, she imagined, she must be something in bed! The woman led the way along the neat paths between the beds of newly budding iris and hollyhock to arrive at the canopies bearing the climbing roses.
There, Oxana stopped dead. Coming towards them were two overseers - one was certainly Semion - leading a naked youth in chains, his cock majestically erect, his body well oiled. If her companion, 455, of Cellar XV was something special, this one stopped her breath. The youth's body was almost mythical, clean-limbed, perfectly modelled and armed with huge balls below the circumcised cock. He was being led by a chain encircled round the root of the genitals. Strangely, for once, the body had not been whipped and even so - Oxana relished flogged inmates - it sent her into quivers. This youth was enough to send her into orbit, reminding her slightly of Tazio in the Death in Venice movie she had seen in Kiev with Ludmila. Ah, Ludmila! Why did the faithless bitch continue to haunt her?
"Greetings, Sonia darling!" the older of the approaching castle employees said. "You've got a sexy couple there. Suppose they're for crucifixion too. We've just been trying out this piece of hard cock stem on the main cross for next week's show. Not bad, eh?"
Sonia smiled and sashayed on with her charges through the scarlet peonies until they reached a bower, heavy with lilac and mauve racemes of wisteria. Freshly mowed lawns and herbaceous borders stretched under blossoming trees. Compared with the castle's cellars, the outlay was heavenly, unbelievable. Then Oxana looked at Roswitha who was smelling a branch of hibiscus. It was the first time she had really viewed her, outside the confines of the playroom and dormitory. Tall, distinguished and well-fleshed, she was sex incarnate. True, the breasts had begun to sag slightly but the ringed teats were strong and luscious, always ready for the lips or, of course, for the quirt... She carried herself with overt pride. A solid, experienced slave who disdained promotion.
As if reading her companion's thoughts, Roswitha decided to tell Oxana what the walk was all about. "You know they're thinking of you for promotion and so this little promenade's part of your education." Oxana feigned a look of surprise and disbelief.
Then she was shown the crucifix. It was huge, planted in the ground but unoccupied. On a table next to the construction lay an array of devices: steel pincers, lock-grip pliers with corrugated jaws, semicircular tongs armed with spikes and, above all, a choice variety of whips. Fascinated, Oxana looked at the cross. "And that?" she asked. The thing was loaded with chains, a large dildo slanting up from the beams' junction.
"That's for whipping us sex slaves, darling, and you'll have to attend those sessions if you get promoted, but as an assistant. Crucifying slaves is popular here but they only use the seniors from Ghislaine's cohort." Oxana listened and nodded. She was drooling between her thighs and Roswitha knew it; the girl was being briefed by a true veteran.
Meanwhile Sonia had strolled off to admire the roses, leaving 391 to it. The briefing of promotion candidates bored her considerably. She preferred flogging a pair of loose buttocks any time and the sturdy postulant there on the path rather attracted her but she would make do with others. In fact, she had the bald Helga, numbered 433, to prepare for whipping later that evening and Helga never failed to respond in an exemplary fashion, orgasming well when the whip bit into the sex; this 606 might be good but not that good.
Roswitha watched her protégée and her reactions carefully.
"Well, there you are, gorgeous," she said. "That's what they wanted you to see."
"I'd rather see someone like you or like Dirk up there on the cross, to be honest," Oxana replied. "Whipping and sex torture in a garden rather attracts me, I must admit."
"So much the better, honey. But you won't get the chance. You'll just have to be present for all that, like Ophelie, Hildegaard and your other future colleagues. It's going to be part of your duties. I just hope you take to it and enjoy it. The look in your eyes tells me you will."
The Ukrainian thought a moment. "But, Roswitha, I've never whipped anyone before in my life, you know."
"Don't worry your head about that, sweetheart. You don't do the whipping here. The overseers handle that. But, all the same, they'll teach you. Maybe one day you'll be told to take me down to some guest in a cellar and you'll certainly have to whip me on the way. And if it's you, I'll loiter and gripe, so you'll have to whip me. I'd rather like that from you, darling. I'd love you to lash me across the arse and tell me to get moving!"
"And I'd love to do it - if it's you. Oh, god, Roswitha, you're making me come!"
With that, the group wandered back through the flowers to the entry and soon the two nudes were back in the playroom, where they were sequestered by questioners.
And it was then that Pauline - in that superior, upper-class English enunciation of hers which riled many of the slaves when pleasuring her bristle-scraped vagina - who made the remark that Roswitha had thus far refrained from voicing.
"I suppose, Oxana, you've heard that your little lesbian cuddle-up, whatever her name was, has been trapped, trying to escape. And that bitch Elspeth with her. Thought you'd just like to know, poppet. Lucky you jilted her. Just in time."
Oxana froze and made the girl repeat what she had said. "Trying to what?"
"What I said, beautiful. Escape. The two of them are chained up in Cellar Thirty..."
Oxana felt her body stiffen. Ludushka! Oh, the blockhead! The bloody imbecile...
 
 
Roswitha tried to comfort her, without great success and, as she was caressing Oxana's breasts, rubbing in a soothing liniment to calm the welts, the playroom door swung open. Dragan appeared, a frown on the normally phlegmatic face behind the veil.
"Slave 606," he announced, "come with me."
Again silence iced the room as Oxana rose and meekly followed her supervisor into the passage. Without a word, the man led her to the windowed conservatory hall where several guests were seated at the wickerwork tables, just on the point of going into dinner. Accustomed to seeing slaves dragged through the room, no one either turned a head or paused in the conversation as they strolled out in their long, flowing gowns.
A moment later Oxana was alone with Dragan. As prescribed in the Folterschloss rules, she knelt and, as her arms were still not shackled to the neck strap, she grabbed one wrist in the other hand behind her rump and waited. The supervisor paced the room as if ill-at-ease, looking at her, while the girl wondered why she had been called. Possibly the man was about to speak to her about the forthcoming promotion...
"I have to inform you," the voice reached her as if from within one of the hollow suits of medieval armour adorning the room, "that your companion, 607, has been arrested for attempted escape."
The last thing Oxana dreamed of admitting was that she knew and so she held her tongue, again waiting. Never before had she been brought, leave alone questioned, in the august, palm-decked conservatory. She was at a loss to fathom the reason why she was being involved and sensed danger.
"She will be judged, of course, for this is the most serious of all offences. As you were her sex companion and in the same cohort - unluckily mine - I wish to know if you were in any way involved in the planning and execution of the crime."
Oxana gasped. "Of course not, master. I know nothing of it and have nothing to do with it. Anyway, I was engaged elsewhere," something she thought the man must be fully aware of. "It's news to me, master."
Dragan nodded. "That may be so. We have observed the course of events as far as you are concerned but unfortunately, perhaps not as closely as we should have done. Neither with regard to your former friend nor regarding you. But your overseer and I are highly disturbed and want you to appreciate our concern. Therefore, I am going to whip you so that you share our disquiet. Place your body beneath the central chain there, legs fully apart, breasts out, the belly hollowed." As if she didn't know the required posture!
Then she stared at her supervisor in utter amazement. She was in no mood for a beating, leave alone a totally gratuitous one, although she was well used to being taken from her bed or from the fireside for sudden punishments. She wondered if Mechtild was aware of this interview. With no alternative, she rose and stretched her arms up for the man to hook her wrist rings to the rafter chain that seemed to be there for no other purpose than to suspend a nude slave for the whip. Her heart sank.
Although not extended to the total reach of her thews, the splaying of the legs brought her to her toes, sufficing to tense her tendons and again she waited, the head thrust back behind the biceps. The position afforded her at least one consolation: it was her preferred posture for flagellation, extending as it did the entire erotic opulence of her spectacular nudity; moreover, parted thighs always offered the ringed vulva to the whip during routine flogging sessions, and, if luck was with one, the penis or dildo of whomever had chosen her. However, at that precise moment, she was far from prepared, either physically or erotically, for a flagellation. But she decided to make the best of a bad deal. She clenched her teeth and loosened her buttocks.
Slowly and deliberately, Dragan adjusted what he found to be a far slenderer body than when last he had scourged her. He kicked the legs even further apart, ensured the head was well pitched back, the stomach rigid. Satisfied, he shook out the six-stranded flogger, the same as she had tasted on a multitude of occasions in the past, an instrument that curled round one's contours and bit in deep. It was not displeasing as whips went.
Then she was flagellated.
Dragan seemed to shelve his black mood, the thin lips, as usual, tightening over his clenched teeth, as the thongs sliced into the still scarred shoulder blades, the tips reaching round the ribs to sink into the thrust out mounds of breast meat. With regular strokes the lengths of black horsehide worked down the back to the main target, the lavish substance of the buttocks, re-welting them along with the thighs. Oxana stood up to the lashes with a tenacity Karl Heinz had toughened during her recent ordeal. But once her supervisor stepped round to confront her and slammed into the belly, she yelped, curving her body backwards to ride the blows. It the slave had managed the first couple of dozen lashes with moans, the already inflamed breasts and still tumescent nipples let her down. The flesh was simply unready for more. But the man was. As if turned on by the sight of the marks left round the breast roots by Cellar XV's throttlings with catgut, Dragan took Oxana all the way to thirty further lashes. The girl wailed with the overlay of fresh pain and, for the first time in her slavehood, with a sense of injustice. After all, when she was flagellated in the cellars, it was purely for the whipper's pleasure and her own. But this was some sort of travesty, even if Dragan was deriving the usual erotic thrill.
And yet suddenly the old spell began to work within the membranes of her groin. If thrashing a stark nude female hanging by the wrists invariably stimulated her supervisor's cock into massive erection, Oxana knew she rarely failed to reciprocate by careering headlong into a prodigious orgasm - and there in the winter garden conservatory she realized she was again on the way to fruition: the euphoria was forming nicely, as usual. The whip was driving her sex into that state she called ecstasy. If only he'd ram in. Now!
As if interpreting her groans and the slushing downrush of her liquids, the man condescended. He hauled up her thighs round him, slid in and fucked her hard.
Long before he had emptied into her, Oxana had come twice with raucous cries of pure lust. Despite having been far from sexually tuned up for whipping and use, she discharged massively, giving all she had in her, milking the last drop out of the cock.
Breathless, she was released and allowed to sink to her haunches. Astonishingly her hands remained free, a gesture of indulgence she had never had extended to her in the whipping chambers. Now it allowed her to clutch her pounded breasts and soothe them while Dragan cautioned her gravely.
 "That's just to warn you to be exceedingly wary when your former - former, as you claim - prostituting lesbian goes for trial. Remember these lashes I've laid on, if and when you're questioned. They should burn spiritually in your slave brain as a reminder of your total allegiance to Cohort One. We don't want additional problems. We have sufficient as it is, whore, from you lot. Now get back to your quarters."
Her flesh scalding, Oxana tried her best to understand. Did she still carry the seal and blemish of her past relationship with Ludmila? And, worse still, were they suspecting her of complicity and of being associated with the escape? Beneath her breath she cursed Ludmila again - and damned Elspeth, the bitch. And panting with exhaustion, she shuffled back along the silent corridors, injustice smouldering within her, along with sexual peace, but there were other qualms also. She was perturbed that her promotion might well be jeopardized by this Ukrainian half-wit's farcical escapade. Of course, she should never have brought the stupid bitch with her. As for the prissy English redhead, she hoped her punishment would be something that would go down in the annals of the Folterschloss. The conceited prig of a whore!
Drained and too shattered to make love again, she fell into the warm, sympathetic arms of an anxious Roswitha and sought comfort and advice.
Comfort she received in plenty under the older woman's practiced fingers and lips but Roswitha knew when a girl was spent. Instead of taking her to the summit, she merely caressed the thighs and breasts, avoiding the vulva, and offered valuable counsel.
"Listen, you heard what Sonia implied in the garden and what I confirmed. Well, you're being scheduled for promotion at the Meister's behest and that's something in this place! We all want to congratulate you but you'll have to wait until the pronouncement is issued from the west wing. Meanwhile they're going to take you round the cellars to learn your future role. And you're lucky because Mechtild has consigned you to Ophelie who has a soft spot for you, particularly as you've slimmed off some of that fat. You're beginning to look really gorgeous. So pay attention to what they show you."
Oxana felt a tremor slither through her entrails. Although she had been the subject of session after session in the various cellars, she had never had the chance - especially if she was hooded blind, deaf and dumb - of studying the preparations for the whippings and flesh torture. All she did was to present her nudity for the chains, contort lasciviously and thrash about under the scourge or instruments until she was ready to come; and then when the sanction was forthcoming, to hurl herself into a series of her ear-splitting orgasms.
It was Mechtild herself who briefed her the following day.
"Ophelie's going to take you round the dungeons, one after another, 606, so that you may observe in detail some of the more advanced sessions in progress. I want you to pay scrupulous attention to how the staff and guests deal with your colleagues. Of course, you yourself have been at the receiving end on countless occasions and I cannot guarantee that you won't be ordered to take the place of one of your debilitated colleagues, should a visitor be still in need of more flesh. I can't do much to prevent that, you understand."
The slave nodded unhesitatingly, at which her overseer added: "By the way, now you may speak without being given my permission. It's a concession that accompanies a future promotion."
So, there was the confirmation! Oxana felt a shock of joy envelop her body.
"Thank you, mistress. I shall serve the Folterschloss and do what I am ordered."
"Of course you will, my Oxana." For the first time, the slave number was dropped. "So, now Ophelie, start her off on her rounds for the day. Begin with Cellar II and work up to XIX. No need to waste time on XVIII and menstruation - too cheerless for words. And particularly as our preposterous melodrama of the other week seems to have originated there. A crisis in which you, Oxana, seem to be entirely innocent. It will not impede your promotion, that I promise. Go now and learn."
The exculpated slavegirl sighed with relief and set out with the blonde mistress.
Three leather-clad guests were already hard at work in the stifling candlelit area of Cellar II amid chains and whips. A deliciously naked female, resembling Claire of all people, hung shuddering against a broad structure of steel bars in the form of a grid. Suspended head down, the slaves arms and muscular legs reached out to the corners of the framework, the inverted breasts wrenched downwards by the teat rings to the wrists, the wet fringes of the vulva spread open and similarly chained outwards to the metal uprights. From one side of the jerking body, a booted, veiled woman in nothing other than straps and gauntlets, was lashing the downturned breasts with a thin rod of bamboo, fomenting the taut flesh into purple welts; standing in front of the extended nude victim, a male guest, equally disrobed and in full erection, was using a quirt on the inner thigh tendons, each third or fourth stroke burying into the gaping oval of the slave's sex. The other man, a stalwart, middle-aged flogger Oxana had encountered on several memorable occasions herself in other cellars, was leaning against the wall chatting with Ghislaine. It was the first time Oxana had seen the terrifying beauty actually on duty and that alone was sufficient to scare her. As for Claire, her back-stretched throat seemed only able to let out staccato cries despite - or perhaps, Oxana thought, on account of - the torsion exerted on her limbs and the force of the beatings.
Then she saw the overseer nod to an attendant - Ghislaine always used male valets or Semion to assist in work on members of her cohort - to wheel forward the trolley, an item that reminded her of the slut Elspeth and the initial ringing session. Finally, the second male came forward, massaging his cock, to select from among the instruments laid out on the trolley what Oxana knew to be the steel flesh wrench; at that point the whipping ceased. Craning her neck to follow what was about to be inflicted on Claire's flooded sex, no doubt to release orgasm, Oxana felt Ophelie's hand on her hip.
"Let's move," the slave mistress whispered. "We've a lot to cover today."
Disappointed at not being able to watch the climax and drenched with downpour, Oxana followed her guide. She had never experienced or watched a stretched, whipped female sex orgasm under a clamping tool...
Ophelie eased open the portal of Cellar III, where, among other things, Oxana knew from experience slaves were habitually slung, belly down in a thrilling curve of nudity, from chains mounting to the four corners of the vaulting. As the future slave mistress entered, a piercing scream reached her from the previous dungeon, testimony that Claire had hurtled into orgasm and probably the first of many. Then the door closed for Oxana's education to continue.
There the scene was more familiar. Oxana had undergone the chain-slinging on several nights in the past, the weight and resilience of her pendant breasts bringing her renown among guests - which was more, she believed, than the thin Portia hanging there could hope to gain. The sexually attractive brunette's belly curved only a meter from the straw-scattered paving, her sex rings dangling below the splendid camber of the body, the meagre sex fronds and nipple cones extended to the full by chains and iron lugs.
"Notice they've jammed a riding crop across her mouth and behind the arms to keep her head up," Ophelie whispered. "It adds wonderfully to the tension. That'll be one of your duties when the time comes, as well as ratcheting the body up to the exact height they want. Never crank a slave up too high. They need clear access to all three orifices during the flagellation, you see. You've got to be precise."
"But the head's blocked where it is, up there," the practical Oxana remarked.
"They'll let it down for fellatio or cunnilingus. I thought you'd been through this. Anyway, watch and learn." And the trainee watched to increase her know-how.
Portia had four men and three women to beat her and seemed to be halfway through her ordeal. The rear of the slender thighs, the twitching buttocks and concave back shimmered already with lash marks; the tendons in the neck bulging like rope. The guests were enjoying an interlude of sex, a handsomely muscled youth buried to the hilt in Portia's stretched vagina, his gloved grasp hooked on her pelvis points, while a heavily-fleshed lesbian - Oxana had learnt from her what a tawse could do to a bare bottom - flogged the back from the scarlet slope of the rump to the shoulders. Then Oxana distinguished clearly the quirt welts on the helpless breasts and knew what it was like - electrifyingly sharp.
Portia was biting savagely into the crop stretching her mouth back, her eyes screwed up tight. Yet she seemed to be enjoying the performance that continued without a pause. And then her eyes widened as the body began to heave on the chains and one of the men watching gave her the nod that every slave craved. Frantically the nude orgasmed on the cock, spittle spluttering over the rod of leather across her mouth. Oxana watched the crop being ripped away and the head lowered for the gullet to be filled with another erection and, after that had spent in her, to be slobbered over by a female sex. Portia seemed almost to break her neck as she laboured to curl her sperm-clotted tongue to bring the second lesbian off. Guest by guest used the orifices with renewed vigour until all were serviced and the slave filled to the brim. Another ration of the whip across the stretched tubes of breast meat and the rump followed and then Portia was lowered and reversed by a slave mistress Oxana strangely had not encountered before. The front of the body was then prepared for beating, the head hanging backwards for more service...
"Well, they certainly enjoyed it," the excited future slave mistress remarked, mopping up her leakages with her hand. "So did she," came her colleague's reply, "Same as you always did. But I used to find it tough on the neck."
The pair proceeded further up the dim passage way to Cellar VI with its hooks and mirrors. Wanda, without her spectacles, stood hooked to the beam by her nipple rings, admiring herself in the wall-to-wall mirrors that The Jackal had denied Oxana. A fairly attractive couple were reaming her with their whip hafts. Wanda knew how to look her best when about to orgasm... flushed, tense, holding her breath. "She'll be there until midnight, if I know that couple, and she just loves it," Ophelie commented coolly and moved on.
In sequence, Ophelie showed her charge each dungeon that was in use, most of which were only too familiar to Oxana but what was being performed she could now view in peace. The positions, instruments and cries had brought her to a pitch of excitement she found increasingly difficult to control and, long before they reached the lower regions, she saw her guide was in no better state. Cellar XVI, equipped with rough wooden bedsteads designed to satisfy guests who favoured tying their victims out for whipping and sex, was empty but thick with powerful sexual odours; evidently a violent session had just taken place; in fact, the metal-tipped scourges hanging against the wall seemed to be still dripping with slave sweat and probably, Oxana guessed, with blood. That made her take the risk and she did it courageously enough.
"Ophelie darling, I don't know if I can say this," the voice was hoarse and tense, "and if it's illegal, you'll just have to report me. But I can't take any more of these sights. I need to come. I'm running and my clit's yelling, it's so... so stiff. Can't we make love? On that bed? Anywhere. On the floor? Please!" She waited in anguish for the reply or the unhooking of the service whip. However, the blonde slave mistress smiled broadly.
"I knew you were going to say that, sooner or later. I'm dripping too and just look at my nipples..." She went to the studded door and bolted it. "Would you prefer to do it free or shall I chain you to the bed?"
"Oh, Ophelie... whatever you want. Whip me first, if you feel you ought to. But, for heaven's sake, then let me taste you and you can..." The voice tailed off into a groan.
The guide smiled again, laid the heavy, ringed body on the planks and with a quick gesture clipped the wrists and ankles out to the bed chains that seemed to be still warm. Trembling with excitement, Oxana lay spread-eagled, watching first the whip and then Ophelie's eyes. There was no reason for the caution. A second later Ophelie's damp sex curls and pungent musk were smothering the bright, freckled face as Oxana's tongue licked into the heat of the vagina, meticulously avoiding the swollen clitoris. And then the head and chignon descended on to Oxana's humping crotch; the fingers parted the rings and felt the dimension of the stalk jutting up at her face. The membranes were indeed awash, liquid pouring out from the slit on to the thighs and flattened buttocks, damping the boards of the torture bed. Ophelie's tongue and lips began the caresses, her thumbs in the rings, splaying the hot flesh and elongating the piercings into slots. Almost simultaneously, after a long lapping, the two mouths pursed over the clits, suctioning the juddering points from root to tip. Oxana let the girl's throb for a moment while her tongue crossed the smooth, satiny area to lick the access to the anal moat leading upwards, and then she bit gently into the base of the stalk before suctioning hard while Ophelie ground down on to the mouth. Without warning, Ophelie came violently, drowning Oxana under the spasms of flow. Just as suddenly, the chained body heaved with long groans, spurting her come into the mouth and downturned face. The bodies slumped into each other, quivering and sweating.
 
On her return to the playroom, Oxana recounted everything, the visit to each cellar, who was involved in the whippings, how many guests she had recognized and that the harrowing Ghislaine had been present at one point. What she did not think it wise to relate was that sex with a certain golden haired slave mistress had been one of the most delicious pleasures she had ever experienced at the Folterschloss. One could never tell how a senior slave like Roswitha might react. Instead, Oxana towelled her crotch carefully in the slaves' leisure room and cuddled up to her confidante who clearly needed sex and forthwith, not selfishly but desperately and to hell with anyone else.
"Lick me from navel to arse, darling," the older woman cajoled, "and then chew my clit hard. Leave your teeth marks in it and don't worry about me. I'll look after myself."
The Ukrainian tongue went to work, noticing the amazing difference between a clit that had been ringed and wrenched for years and that other which, if still punctured, was smooth and sweet as a wet dream. Then, when she had contented her Roswitha with an orgasm that ripped the woman apart, she dozed off in her lap. As the come began to harden like a sheath over her mouth and chin, she found herself thinking of Ophelie. Watch it, Oxana, she warned herself. Get your promotion first.
 
During the hectic days that followed Dragan's warning and atrocious whipping, Oxana found it difficult living in the vacuum between slavery and the reign of influence, however meagre, to which she was to be promoted. Despite the hierarchical gap that still separated her from Ophelie, her sexual relations with the blonde grew in intensity; the novelty of being permitted contact with a slave mistress and being able to talk freely with her in the corridors, proved a precious gift. At one point, she even found herself in bed with the girl in the room she shared with Hildegaard, who was absent on duty with guests and busy flaying a yelling slave in Cellar VIII where the electric shocks were administered.
The discussion in bed after the tremendous orgasms under Ophelie's tongue had led to an account of earlier procedures common at the Folterschloss, among them the use of breast and vulva needles. The descriptions excited Oxana beyond imagining and, totally fortuitously, had led to a sudden and welcome change in policy - through no one other than Oxana herself! The crucial episode took place several days after that evening and contributed to raising Oxana a notch higher in the estimation of the more discerning guests of long-standing, many of whom she had serviced regularly in the past under the whip, various instruments but never under the flesh probes. In short, the incident had led to the reinstatement of the needles as part of the current Folterschloss programme.
Ophelie recounted what had happened some months back. It appeared that, after a needle session, an unfortunate accident had induced the Meister to ban the use of flesh spikes or, as the house term had it, 'slave bodkins'. The injunction had followed damage to a busty young Bulgarian, Slave 588, who had been incapacitated for a month after a guest's overzealous use of the steel needles which had pierced too deep.
The discontinuation of the popular piercing into female slaves' breast and sex flesh, and occasionally the male genitals, gave rise to complaints at meetings of the Folterschloss Select Committee of Members, the SCM. Flesh probes had been used for years and the Committee urged the lifting of the ban on what was considered as a highly desirable and erotic pastime. Yet the Meister hesitated.
It was by sheer chance that Oxana became directly involved in the problem.
The senior staff were throwing a private farewell party for the supervisor, Brandon, on the eve of his departure to take charge of the Folterschloss subsidiary centre in the Caribbean, an establishment furnishing a handful or so of white slaves for members' use. As a parting gift and as the evening was restricted to staff, the young Brandon had opted for a session with the breast skewers and had chosen Oxana, not only because he had a soft spot for her but mainly on account of her being the female most lavishly supplied with mammary meat. Of course, everyone knew the entertainment was forbidden but the fellow deserved a good send-off and, as a prospective slave assistant, Oxana fell outside the category of a docile slave with no rights. Indeed, the girl could, with Mechtild's tacit approval, agree or she could refuse.
"As far as I'm concerned and as it's a private party, you can do as you wish," the overseer remarked candidly. "Personally, I wouldn't want to go through that but, knowing you, you will probably be thrilled. If you want to try it, I'll see its done in strict secrecy. But only the breasts. I don't want them fumbling with your cunt, understand?"
An eye on a new experience and her future career, Oxana readily agreed to offer herself, the prospect goading her on. And in the past Brandon had been generous with his cock. And who knew? The Caribbean could be a possible future... Above all, she was anxious to learn what it was like to be breast pierced and she had enough to offer.
The lounge was already full when she entered, to be offered a drink for the first time in her career. For the occasion she had thought it best, and Mechtild agreed, to present herself stark naked as if still a slave rather than appear in her newly-acquired boots and straps of office. It was her first real visit to the staff drawing room and she was awed by its luxury, which she would soon be able to enjoy freely. Amid conviviality and smiles, she was presented to Brandon who greeted her warmly, his whip well greased and the selection of flesh probes lying in a kidney dish of antiseptic upon the table, the purple liquid reminding her of the bitch Elspeth and the ringing of so long ago. Then she placed herself beneath the chain and hook for Hildegaard and Semion to stretch and attach her, facing the company with a sense of excitement she had rarely experienced before.
The show commenced unexpectedly. Brandon first lashed her buttocks with what she thought was unnecessary force and then beat her breasts, now proudly devoid of the ignominious rings that Karl Heinz had duly sheared off and eased out a week before. She presumed the mammary lashing was aimed at charging the epidermis with blood and arousing the nerves.
Brandon grasped each soft, whipped mound of flesh with customary skill, slowly dented the skin and jabbed. One by one the glittering points slid in effortlessly, some plunging deep into the lymph, others traversing the volume of bulging flesh from side to side, leaving the garnet-gemmed heads throbbing with nervous jerks. Barely a drop of blood emerged and Oxana hardly felt the thrusts. Encouraged by whoops from the company, the man then squeezed each teat in turn between his fingers, located the vent and pierced in deep, leaving the nub pulsing, crowned with a jewel.
Oxana breathed a sigh of relief when the final spike went in, the prodigious masses of hedgehogged flesh surging up and down with her gasps. She realized her vulva had swollen and was leaking down her thighs: yet, despite her sexual tremors, the experience had been incredibly erotic. She peered down to see the shuddering garnets glinting in the light of the chandeliers while Brandon stepped back to admire the sight. Then Oxana knew what was coming and, as it was he at last, lifted her thighs round his hips to let him ram into the wet gutter of the vagina, crossing her legs round his buttocks. The pumping brought delighted cries from the staff as the spines jostled in front of the man's face. Oxana's climax towered fast and then she orgasmed in delirium bringing further screams of elation from the party-givers. Oxana yelled again and again before slumping, feeling the jets of sperm inundating her cervix.
It was Sonia of all people - chief of protocol - who lowered the human pincushion to the carpet, Oxana overcome with orgasm, pleasure and pride. The applause deafened her and she found herself blushing. She ran her fingers lightly over the gems.
She carried the officially prohibited needles right through the impressive farewell feast which she shared kneeling on an embroidered hassock to spare herself having to sit on the welts across her rump. Finally it was Sonia again who came to her rescue, extracting each platinum probe one by one, swabbing off the minute trickles of blood and spraying her with disinfectant from an aerosol can. Oxana was sorry to see them go.
"My word, Oxana," came the compliment, "you're really something! Welcome to the staff lounge! And thanks for providing the leaving present."
Recovering her sparse covering and whip, Oxana returned with Ophelie to work and laboured hard.
 
The summons to the west wing came at long last and very suddenly, a few days later. Trembling with anxiety, she climbed those same stairs that reminded her of another less auspicious occasion, and presented herself to the exalted Presence and knelt to take possession of the genuine wand of office, the brand-new, five-tailed leather flogger, from the Hand, at the same time discarding the other. To her dismay, the dark-eyed Parissima was in attendance; the keeper of the Cock scared her just as much as before. At least on this occasion Oxana was no longer a guilty slave and was mentally preparing to leave.
The ceremony and bestowal were short and to the point and she was ordered to rise only to be directed into the Meister's private torture chamber situated beyond the kilims from Izmir, the priceless tapestries and etchings of Piranese's Prisons - all chains, wheels and ropes. Encumbered with strange appliances and a long shrine behind sliding glass panels, containing a museum of whips, the room possessed several chairs and the Meister seated his lank frame in one, took his cock in hand and let Parissima grab Oxana. Without so much as a word of congratulation, the grim, silken clad woman motioned the girl to the leather-upholstered flogging horse, gesturing her to mount and lie back while she chained the four limbs to floor bolts. Oxana feared the worst and felt strange to be in boots and the thorax halters. For good measure, her vagina, desiccated with fear, was plugged with a ribbed dildo. If this scenario were part of an official induction as a mere slave mistress, she wondered what happened in the case of more ethereal promotions.
For a long moment in eerie silence, Parissima ran her hands over the taut body, bringing up goose flesh with the rasp of the sharply jewelled rings she had swivelled inwards. Oxana jerked and let out a low groan as the woman grasped a handful of breast flesh and wrenched it viciously. So far, the ceremony was more painful than inspiring.
Suddenly the woman threw off the heavy silk cloak and, as far as Oxana could see with her head hanging down over the end of the horse, stood completely naked, while, with reason, the great man masturbated languidly, staring at both bodies. The hunting crop was seized from behind the glass panels and Oxana lifted herself bodily from the horse as the woman sliced into the breasts with all her force. Allowing the welt to tumefy before lashing again, the female at last spoke.
"We've learnt you're into breast probes," she grunted, slashing again across the teats. "You really are a vicious piece of whore meat, aren't you?" Schlack! The braided ox hide curled round the taut bar of pectoral muscle joining armpit to breast. "Well, that's one item of welcome news from the catacombs" - Schlack! - "as far as I'm concerned." A further schlack! rebounded from the juddering body. "At least you know what's good for stimulating udders as big as yours." Raising the crop high she flayed again into the two mounds. The voice had become hoarse. Then the shrill lashes ceased, Oxana moaning.
Strolling to a table, Parissima gathered some metal objects together and laid them on the tensed belly. Straining her head upwards, Oxana guessed with a chill of horror what they were. Then the glittering spike of steel hung poised above her right breast. As days ago in the staff lounge her breath hissed through her teeth but now with dread. Brandon was Brandon but this pythoness was something else. With a flash the thin skewer pricked the skin and entered into the spongy, glandular mass. Time and again, unable to follow the insertions, Oxana's heart skipped a beat at each stab; she just hoped the long needles had been cleansed... The bitch thrust them in with much the same predatory competence as Brandon but with virulence.
The final metal sliver in place, Oxana felt relieved there were only four or five buried in each breast as the elegant body turned to the great man still palming his glans.
"Didn't that delight you, treasure? Admit it. And isn't the naked slag gorgeous like that? See how the emerald-crested summits quiver in her! Of course, you adore to watch huge mounds like these being stabbed. So, why on earth deprive ourselves and our guests of such a treat? Or for that matter, the sluts themselves? Like this cheap brat of a whore who loves it?"
Abruptly the 'brat' sensed the graceful body nearing her downturned face, the breathtaking blend of perfume and sweet sweat overwhelming her. "You revelled in it didn't you, you perverted, shameless hag?"
Oxana had just enough saliva to make a strangled confession convincing. "Yes, mistress. It was... exhilarating... mistress... stimulating... And I thank you for the privilege." She managed desperately to recall some of the apt terms Roswitha had taught her.
"And," the regal goddess went on, turning to her owner, "it's almost painless and so, so erotic. It reminds a whore she has breasts. And that breasts require punishment. So, dearest, why don't you reintroduce it for the benefit of all?"
In the absence of an answer, the deity thrust her vulva into the girl's face. Oxana's sedulous tongue went to work with a vengeance, deeply tempted to sever the prong of erect gristle from the apex of the slot already creaming. A moment later the woman came promptly and fragrantly, clogging Oxana's nostrils, uttering only a long groan. Immediately, she released the skewered body, hauled it off the horse towards the Meister and fed the exalted cock into the drenched maw. Honoured so suddenly and in this way, the newly promoted slave mistress felt almost deprived of the requisite energy to perform but in a blink of an eye she had the thing firmly between her palate and hollowed tongue, sucking ravenously. Using the golden opportunity offered, as if being born with a silver spoon in her mouth, she excelled herself and knew it. The sperm, when it jetted, was no different from that of any of the lads down in the playroom; it rather disappointed her, expecting ambrosia or holy water.
Relieved of her needles, she was ejected from the Presence, deprived of even a word from the man and her own orgasm, probably just as well as her frenzied screams would probably not have gone down well in the sanctum. Reaching the hallway, feeling strange not to be chain-led by the clit, she decided to visit Ulla's clinic to have her slave number deleted with acetone and, without a word of thanks, told the nurse she would have to wait until another time to be sucked off. Power, however limited, had a sweeter taste.
 
The moratorium shelving the use of flesh probes on resident slaves was rescinded the following morning and appeared in the order of the day posted as usual in the staff lounge. It figured among other measures which Oxana made it her business to read carefully. Particularly she noticed a clear stiffening of discipline: the management had detected a tendency on the part of staff to permit slave whippings to become slovenly and indulgent, a trend both staff and guests should correct to ensure inmates were flogged with force; further, stricter attention should be paid to bondage... And so on. What intrigued her, as she translated the notice, was the lack of reference to sterner surveillance and punishment to prevent attempts at escape. It was Ophelie who confirmed when Oxana was back in their room and had slid down on to her cunt, that the provision had been thoroughly hammered into all staff at an earlier meeting. Such an occurrence should never happen again, the Meister had declared.
A final point of the orders reminded all staff of certain specific forthcoming dates, namely a) arrivals of new slaves due for induction and ringing, and b) the next private auction of selected Folterschloss flesh in current residence.
 
***
 
What, of course, Oxana and no one else in the gloomy castle knew - or even had time to care about - was Brandon's feeling of relief to have been outposted from the grip of the Folterschloss to the dazzling white villa on the sands of the island in the Caribbean to run the subsidiary slave centre. Having checked the guests' heli-pad and the speedboat quay, he could lounge in the shade, an iced daiquiri in one hand and in the other a chain leading to the neck of a young French girl kneeling obsequious and naked by his side, waiting to be flagellated at sundown. Brandon continued to use the two palm trees by the villa, just as his predecessor had; they were spaced perfectly for the purpose.
Despite the female waiting and the other five slaves chained up within the villa, one with her nipples temporarily stitched together at the request of a regular client, Brandon kept thinking of Oxana's breasts - in fact he had very little else to think of...
 
Oxana, on the other hand, back in the Schwarzwald fortress had only three things in mind - herself, her whip and her future.
 
***
 
In that first week of service, with Ophelie's help and the strong grip of the girl's thighs at night, Oxana learnt more of the castle's procedures than in the long months in slave status. Her first achievement was to have gently ousted Hildegaard from the double apartment she occupied with Ophelie in the staff wing; in any event, the dour Dane was far more tempted to share a place with a valet - a saturnine youth from Stockholm with a big cock, and moved out without a murmur. Much as Roswitha had helped her as a slave, Oxana learnt a great deal from her golden haired colleague. She posed innumerable questions.
"You know, Offie, I got into a frightful panic in Cellar Ten last night with those two couples and the tough butch. They wanted Dirk to be tied face to the wall by the ring in his balls. Well, I did what I could but being watched by those monsters, running their whips through their damn gloves, I couldn't find the right wall hook - I mean high enough to get Dirk up on his toes. They kept griping..." She was getting the hang of the language.
"They always do, sugar. Just ignore them and do your stuff."
"Maybe. But, thank my stars, Dirk murmured how to attach him. 'Link the scrotum ring over the second hook,' he told me, and let the erection stand free. Just as well! I didn't know you could get away with that."
"Don't worry, Oxie. You did fine. But once you know what they want, get your slave nicely oiled and excited, prepare the whips if the guests don't have their own and then stand clear and enjoy it."
So the sessions multiplied along with her competence. But there was the problem of using her service whip. At one point and for some mysterious reason, the little bitch Saskia had thrown a tantrum while Oxana was leading her down to Cellar XIII late one evening.
"She complained she'd been already whipped and screwed twice that afternoon," Oxana explained to Ophelie. "I told her to shut her trap and gave her an almighty lash across the arse. She was so surprised; she went down the steps like a lamb. Oh, Offie, was it a thrill and a half to lay into her! I could have gone on until she was on her knees."
"But you sort of liked her, didn't you?" Ophelie reminded her.
"Yes, in a way. But I liked whipping her even more. After all, as Dragan used to tell us, slaves are nothing more than flesh and there to obey..." Nothing, she realized, replaced experience and as a slave mistress she was beginning to understand it.
But best of all were the lazy long mornings in bed or siestas when one was off duty. Although she sometimes sorely missed the playroom, Roswitha and the others, together with the astonishing SM videos, destined to influence newcomers, she found similar advantages in the vast staff lounge - and some of the videos there were even more sophisticated. One afternoon she found, to her astonishment, a long video of herself being flagellated, chained on her knees with her face profiled on the flagstones, by none other than The Jackal. And another, shorter and close up, of her breasts being slowly tortured in a C-clamp by that handsome lawyer from Wiesbaden, something she had really relished...
It was only in the order of things that one night she was told by the supervisor, peering at his cellar schedule, to conduct Slave 391 for a special session in Cellar XIX where the hooks were cruelly high. Only when entering the playroom did the shock hit her squarely between the eyes. Uttering the number, she saw Roswitha disengage herself from Gunter's phallus and saunter towards the door. "Oh, my sleeping saints," she had muttered, "so it's you!"
"And who the hell did you think it was?" Roswitha drawled. "You've got to remember numbers, poppet, otherwise you'll find yourself in real trouble. After all, you've slobbered over my numbered chest enough to recall it. So, which cellar is it this time?"
The woman had never looked so attractive as Oxana led her down and timidly hosed the superb body, dried it and spread oil over the curves to ready her for beating.
"Are you enjoying the job, darling?" Roswitha posed the question without malice. "Don't reply if you don't want to. I think you're very sexy in your boots and veil. And when I think of it, you've never seen me being whipped and used in the throat, have you?"
Again Oxana remained silent, embarrassed. Then she decided to say: "Well, it's my job, as you always told me. And you pushed me to aim for it. Yes, I like it."
"Splendid. But just don't get too zealous and trespass on the supervisors' territory. Anything can happen in this place. Remember Elspeth. Watch your step, gorgeous."
The session that followed opened the young one's eyes even wider. After chaining the woman to the main flogging post in Cellar XIX, Oxana could not believe a naked female could appear so erotic, so utterly desirable; she put the younger beauties into the shade, herself included. As the elderly guest with the shrivelled cock poured molten candle wax over Roswitha, Oxana watched the rivulets solidify and cake the flesh as the woman played up to the man, senior slaves, she realized, being of course allowed to speak.
"Drip more over the breasts, master," Roswitha moaned. "Burn the nipples..."
The guest complied, evidently used to Roswitha. Only when she was encased in a suit of red armour did he whip her, to dislodge even the minutest trace. She seemed to delight in the scald of the wax and the scourge that removed it. When it was over and the grotesque individual had profaned the beautiful nude, spent over her and left, Roswitha gave her former protégée a smile of complicity. "The secret's simple. As I told you, one has to concentrate on one's sexual beauty. Totally docile outside. And strong within."
As the young one led her senior back to the playroom, she suddenly wanted to be chained again and beaten into orgasm as before. What if ambition had misled her?
When the following day, however, it came to Pauline, she knew she had chosen correctly. Watching the English girl suffer naked under the whips of the butch from the Vorarlberg and her young, ash-blonde snowboard instructor, dressed as a maid, the scene convinced her that being on the haft-end of the leathers was preferable to the other extremity. As usual, Pauline took her punishment admirably, even if Oxana had to revive her with smelling salts and a bucket of cold water after the third set of lashings. Then her blue eyes stared as the two women rammed the bristles up Pauline's vagina and released the force of the indescribable orgasms, after which, grovelling in the straw, the slave crawled to the women's spurred boots to kiss them in gratitude, mumbling words of thanks. While the female ski instructor delivered the final strokes over the slave's raised butt, a bewildered Oxana noticed the maid's apron had been pinned through the erected nipples. "Submissives are the cruellest!" she recalled Pipilotti confirming one far distant night in the dormitory. "Their dominants let them take revenge on us. You have to be tough..."
Day in, night out, the whirlwind of experience continued until Oxana felt once again in need of a flagellation; being deprived of the lash for such a time exasperated her. So urgent was her want that she persuaded Ophelie to check whether the torture beds in Cellar XVI were free and, such being the case, had her sex whipped into delicious orgasm - that part of her not being one readily noticeable to prying eyes in the staff lounge.
Even more troublesome was the fact that she was no longer a centre of attraction for guests as previously when lined up and spread in chains in the selection room. Often she was on duty for a whole night, assisting visitors, overseers and supervisors to whip slaves and returned to her quarters and bed, wiped out with another sort of fatigue.
 
***
 
The calendar slipped by unnoticed until the day of entry of new flesh and the covert sales of expendable bodies approached. The auctions took place more or less in seclusion although staff not directly engaged in handling the slaves could drop by on some errand or other and Oxana ran the risk several times of passing through the Great Hall, which still remained a place of grievous memory, to watch the proceedings.
From the penumbra of the back of the Hall, she saw several males being paraded in chains, their cocks stiff, and trembling females who had the valet on duty twist their teats into erection - all subject to bids and, should the Meister and purchaser agree on the deal, to immediate sale and transport to unknown destinations. Chained and standing on viewing blocks were Michel, the lethargic Maria-Grazia (no notable loss to any slave institution worth its salt) and, to Oxana's surprise, Wanda! The loveable, sexy Wanda with her spectacles, whom she remembered amusing the playroom by expatiating on her theory of Pain, claiming that pain thresholds differed from body to body, depending on the sensitivity of the flesh nerve cells and a molecule called the mu opiate receptor... Ah, sweet, whip-happy Wanda, now destined to continue life elsewhere. Precisely where she landed up, Oxana could never discover. Sic transit orgasmus.
 
ELEVEN
 
The slave auction went by almost unnoticed, three of the slaves offered being sold to dealers or private owners, the deeds being signed after Zoltan and a cellar had been provided for the purchasers to test the bodies prior to dinner. Then the cars moved off with the merchandise gagged and chained in aerated coffins or sacks. The departure of the wares, although gaps were left in the cohorts, seemed also to pass unlamented and even Oxana soon forgot Wanda. She just trusted she would be happy and well looked after.
What interested the inmates and some of the staff also was the imminent arrival of fresh material, due any time. It was also imperative that the fortress be supplied with new slaves so as not to disrupt service to guests. Moreover, the disappearance of Slave 607 into the depths of the castle had to be made good (Oxana herself presumably replacing Elspeth). And newcomers needed preparation. If not already prepared for service - bodies shaved and hosed down, with manacling, piercing and ringing and marking with numbers being done usually on the premises - newcomers had to be hurried through the process directly on arrival. It was a procedure Oxana still recalled with anguish but it was an essential one. Because of the language, she got landed with preparing and briefing the terrified young Russian girl but otherwise kept well clear of the newcomers.
Meanwhile, guests came and went, some staying a weekend or a night or two, their chauffeurs, if they came by car, being adequately entertained in the appropriate manner, usually through the services of domestics, such as Anthea and others under the supervision of the valets with whips. On special weekends, arrangements had to be made for a show in the Great Hall and so on. All in all, the organization ran to plan and Oxana became acquainted with most of the details, readily assuming such responsibilities as were foisted on her. The pleasure of serving in the cellars continued to spring occasional surprises but life in the staff common room, lounge and dining room became a round of congenial friendship, fun and comradeship, apart from Hildegaard and one or two others. Oxana was still acclaimed for her role in re-establishing the flesh needle enjoyments - and for the manner in which she had slimmed down from a heavyweight to a middleweight, retaining her wealth of buttock and mammary flesh, the envy of her thinner colleagues; her promotion was regretted by many visitors, female and male, but to have her as a slave mistress and handler was an agreeable compromise. Indeed, with Mechtild's approval, she did offer herself to certain guests in their suites, though never in the cellars, to be flogged naked, as in the past; the pleasure of being beaten was what her promotion deprived her of most. Yet, although no longer ringed or numbered, she played her old part with finesse, readily lending her superb body for whatever was demanded of it, a compliance that was not always to the liking of junior colleagues of the same rank. But different from them, she had far-reaching plans for herself in the castle. It was even rumoured she had been seen at night slipping into the west wing, sometimes alone, sometimes with Parissima's arms round her, a fact she denied but not overzealously; what happened in her leisure hours, she claimed laconically, was her affair. In addition, tongues wagged on the subject of her relations with the stunning Sofia, chief of protocol - a post of no mean importance and a woman of strange habits... In any event, she was making remarkable progress.
The fact that, in addition to routine duties, she was detailed to the somewhat secret sessions organized on pleasantly clement evenings in the sunken garden to the rear of the castle also gave rise to speculations. But no one could claim to know what went on between her, the Meister and Parissima; to have been whipped, breast-speared and to have performed fellatio and cunnilingus in the holy of holies was beyond a junior staff's belief. In short, Oxana had become someone.
 
***
 
The newly inducted Russian, however, did cause her problems. The youngster was no beauty with her upturned Slavonic nose and flabby breasts but she had a good whipping arse and on every occasion possible she clung to Oxana like the ivy to the Folterschloss keep; and that despite having apparently worked back home as a strippagram girl. She was terrified when Oxana chained, shaved her and inserted the rings. Yet the bitch often showed her temper. In order to accustom her to discipline, Oxana and Ophelie adopted the habit, during their leisure hours, of taking the slave - by then numbered 610 - down to the famous Cellar XVI with its bed of crude timber to which they gaily bound her, the nude body totally extended.
Then they would whip her soundly - a few dozen extra welts were rarely noticed even by Mechtild or Ghislaine in the routine morning lineouts - and bring her off on the thick end of the tawse they'd just used to flog her. Too deeply immersed in the slave's world of fear and excitement, she never dreamed of opening her mouth, except to receive the gag, an erect clitoris or a cock; Cellar XVI became her supplementary training ground. Step by step over the weeks, she became inured to the 'training' and lay down meekly, even asking Oxana in her appalling Muscovite accent, which side they wanted to beat that day. Normally it was both, the buttocks providing tolerably elastic flesh, the tired breasts at least with some pectoral muscle and quite responsive teats. For their part, both slave mistresses gained considerable practice from the clandestine sessions and used the girl unceasingly, giving her a double ration over the vulva, once they had splayed it by the labial rings to the edge of the bed. All either of them had to do on entering the playroom or dormitory, was to signal to the wretch with a barely perceptible nod and she would immediately get up to be dragged by her clit ring down to the cellar. "Having that stalk tugged on, 610," Oxana would say in Russian in her high school manner, "will toughen you for when your supervisor uses it to chain you on tiptoe to a high wall hook. You've got to learn!"
With her education in mind, they used 610 also to perform a passable cunnilingus when one of them was too exhausted from work in the cellars or in bed.
 
During subsequent weeks, Oxana spared no effort to improve her standing in the eyes of the overseers and supervisors, suggesting improvements and new approaches for handling slaves. Most of the suggestions she proposed were turned down out of hand, but one at least gained favour with Mechtild and was adopted in Cohort One; it consisted of chaining, early every morning, each inmate in turn to the punishment post in the main yard for an hour and whipping the body before the remainder of the group. The overseer agreed that it served well to tighten discipline. Loath to impose more work on Dragan, leave alone on herself, Mechtild entrusted the floggings to Oxana, a task that delighted her and provided her with further practice. Since the cohort believed the order came from on high, Oxana risked none of her popularity. After the whippings Oxana masturbated furiously.
Only once did she run a risk, to be salvaged by Ophelie just in time. On duty together in the lowest level of the castle keep, Oxana was tempted to follow the corridor further down into the depths and peer into the out-of-bounds Cellar XXX where the two would-be escapees were chained, whipped and breast tortured daily. It was a temptation indeed, given that the great door was not locked, to see how the two bitches were doing.
Ophelie was appalled. "You must have your head examined, rosebud, just as Ulla examines your arse after a big whipping. Just imagine if you got caught or ran into Karl Heinz coming out! Holy shit, you'd be in there the next minute with them! And that would be the last we'd see of you. Come on, let's get back to civilization."
Of course, the blonde old timer was right. Oxana never again let curiosity kill the cat - or rather risk the one with nine tails over her bottom. She had been tempted merely by the pleasure of seeing how Cellar XXX looked after its residents.
 
***
 
The celebrations planned for the special Guest Weekend in late June required intense preparation. Almost all the membership was invited to attend and the whole complement of the castle had to be mobilized to meet the demand. Refrigerators, larders and storerooms were restocked, Oxana catching sight of the delivery van, the same, she was told, that had been involved in that dunce Ludmila's pathetic attempt at escape, a drama that had almost been forgotten amid the hectic life of the castle.
To her delight she was allowed, no doubt at Mechtild's suggestion, to sit in on the organizing committee for the ceremonies, chaired by the Meister himself with the eager Aleska sitting next to him and dealing with the agenda, secretariat and noting the decisions. The full complement of the staff attended the meetings where Mechtild, Oxana saw, wielded considerable power. If Ghislaine, Semion and others were hyperactive in the cellars, they were strangely silent in committee probably because Mechtild handled guests representing the SCM better. Following the review of administrative matters covering transport from the Stuttgart and Basel airports and train stations, accommodation and meals, the Meister called for proposals concerning the show itself.
Oxana listened from the side of the room with fascination. Quite apart from routine activities to take place in the cellars - appropriate slaves being allotted to each - during the weekend, the question of the main attraction in the Great Hall was debated.
"We require," the Meister insisted, chairing the meeting majestically from the ornate throne, "a performance worthy of our establishment. Above all, without incidents as in the past" - he glanced momentarily towards Mechtild who in turn gave Oxana a quick smile that reflected their reconciliation. "I want the show to be as original as it is erotic. There will have to be, of course, a sexually attractive flagellation and on this occasion I propose it be administered not by overseers or supervisors but by someone from our junior staff." A silence greeted the proposal. "Parissima and I have considered the idea which I now put before you. We propose giving the two prisoners from Cellar Thirty further flogging. Although they have been undergoing continuous punishment since their monstrous offence, now fortunately in the mists of the past, we believe they should be the star turn of the evening and the only one. The SCM agrees and I am sure you all support the proposal."
The heads nodded deferentially. In fact, all staff present fully concurred. By all means, use condemned prisoners. They were preferable to slaves from active cohorts who were required for continuous cellar service.
"Therefore we have decided to have those two reprobates brought up on Saturday. They should be chained appropriately and whipped to the very edges of their endurance."
It was Mechtild who suggested more. "An excellent idea, Meister. But would you and Frau Parissima" - she thought that would add weight to her suggestion - "agree that a spot of sex torture on stage would be a supplementary attraction? Moreover, they deserve it."
The Meister thought a moment. "And why not, after all? But your mention of Lady Parissima does give me another idea. Yes, indeed. I suggest she be invited to participate in the punishment. Any objections?"
The question was absurd. As if the staff would dare counter a proposal from the summit! Then Mechtild added a further word. "If I may, sir..." The gowned figure nodded and she went on. "I should like to propose Slave Mistress Oxana to take charge of the punishment along with the Lady Parissima."
Again a hush followed the words. Oxana froze as heads turned towards her strong body outlined against the summer sunlight slanting through the lancet tracery. The very thought of appearing on stage before the entire membership of the institution shook her rigid. To protest was useless but at least the overseer might have consulted her, particularly since they had slept together only two nights before, following a good whipping; another of Oxana's rungs on the ladder to success. Further, the prospect of working alongside Parissima frightened her even more. And yet the idea set her vagina tightening and then she began to seep, her nipples puckering with excitement. To whip Elspeth - and, for that matter, the dunderhead Ludmila - had lurked for sometime, if only indistinctly, in her head. Oh, heavens, how she wanted to make those two sluts grovel at her feet...
"An admirable proposal, Mechtild," came the assent. "Really excellent! And I sense," he glanced at Oxana, "there is justification in it. Then it is so decided. You will discuss the positioning of the two prisoners with the Lady Parissima and the mistress you mention."
After the bespectacled Aleska had managed to have other items settled, the meeting broke up. Oxana flew to Ophelie to announce the news.
"That's a real honour, darling," the blonde told her. "The whole upper crust will be there! My god, you are making headway."
"But I've never really whipped in public..."
"Oh come on, sweetie! You can do that standing on your head after what you've been through. Just take your time and flog slowly. By the way, why don't you ask to have them gagged in those ghastly, scuffed leather helmets? It makes it sexier. Ask Mechtild."
"But there's Parissima! I can't ask anyone anything without her permission..."
"Of course you can! Mechtild's the boss and you have rank, don't forget."
Oxana was not too sure about that but hooding the two victims was indeed an idea.
 
Still performing her cellar duties, Oxana thought deeply about the coming ceremony and the way she ought to look. Her blonde pubic triangle had flourished rapidly and formed a golden heart over her sex. She had Ophelie trim it carefully and check her armpits. The loss of weight had shaped her into a smooth column of mouth-watering muscle rather than just flesh but the breasts and buttocks remained beautifully globed and abundant. She decided to get Ophelie to oil her and rouge her areoles and nipples before the event. She even went down to Karl Heinz to enquire about procedures and whips. Was she expected to use her own service scourge or not? Would she and the Lady Parissima have to do the chaining of the victims? And precisely what position would be required?
Having attended the Meister's session, the man briefed her assiduously.
"I would suggest you wear a jewel in your navel, Oxana." He recalled the superb body well from a very different former visit to his cellar and the extraordinary clutch of her vagina round him. "You'll have half a dozen whips to choose from and they'll be already oiled and laid out on the bench on stage. Parissima, if I know her, will bring her own. If I were you, I'd use the six-thong with metal tips but that's up to you. As to the positions, you'll find the bodies already hanging, limbs spread. All you've got to do is flagellate, torture them a bit, get the weights jouncing and whip them again. It ought to take less than, say, half an hour. Anyway the Meister will let you know when to stop."
"But, Carlos," - she and others familiarly called him that - "I've never really given a woman sex torture, you know..."
"Well, now's you chance. Nothing like practical experience on hot flesh."
She received more or less the same reply as from Ophelie. "Oh, Oxie, my pet! Surely you've had enough done on you, no? Just concentrate on the breasts and what she'll be trying to hide down there among her greasy sex rings. But don't waste time on the anus, as the bitch'll be facing the Hall anyway. That's all there is to it."
"And who works on which?"
"That's up to you two. I think Our Lady will want our thin Ukrainian, your former suction pump, whatever her name was. So you'll get the redhead. You'll have to settle that with our Meister's girl friend ahead of time. Now I think of it, our first lady was already raving to Sonia about the 'skinny Russian whore' yesterday when I passed them."
Oxana returned to duty, flustered and excited. In the following twenty four hours, with Mechtild's perfunctory consent, she took her turn with guests to flog every slave she could lay her whip on. Then the dazzling nudity of Claire was given to her for the best part of an hour in Cellar X where the staunch veteran offered her breasts to let her try out the rake and showed her how to screw and wrench erected teats. Oxana was less sure about dealing a pair of fluttering sex folds, so Claire explained how. The rest she knew.
 
The cars began to arrive as usual, freshly groomed valets and maids conducting the guests to the robing rooms and then to their suites where the whipping posts, overhead chains and the rings on the four-poster uprights had been readied for their late-night private sessions. Ghislaine had checked, as part of her duties, the stage in the Great Hall, tested the various U-bolts in the floor and verified, with the use of Christine, the correct width between the wrist chains, taking the opportunity to ram a bristle-dildo up her vagina. Meanwhile, half-naked maids had been busy setting out the Hall's easy chairs, occasional tables and glassware, storing in nearby ice buckets the Mercier champagne. It was Dragan who inspected the state of the attendant slaves' bodies, having faults, such as over ripened, plum-coloured welts and traces of pubic and armpit hair, attended to on the spot. An atmosphere of festivity, mingled with excitement and sudden flushes of fear, pervaded the castle as everything was scrubbed, burnished and monitored.
Then Oxana, her heart in her mouth, climbed the stairs to consult with Parissima. In the Meister's sumptuous quarters, the woman seemed different compared with a certain previous meeting. Reclining decorously on a Venetian divan, she even smiled at the girl.
"Yes, of course, I remember you. You aided me to get those breast puncturing things put back into the programme, didn't you? Sorry I treated you a little roughly but I had to convince His Serenity somehow, and with him a good whipping always helps. Anyway, you enjoyed the piercings, no?" As Oxana nodded, she went on. "Yes, I'll take the dark bitch tomorrow night and you can have the redhead. We'll give them one hell of a session. By the way, the old man agrees to them being hooded up. Now, as to our appearance, I don't know how you're going to show up but as for me, I'm just going to wear high boots, that's all. I rather like to work nude, as you saw the other day." She returned to her book on how to make applejack at home. "So, see you then, big arse."
On returning through the main courtyard, Oxana paused to watch Bessinger and Kasten parking the limousines, handing pieces of baggage to the valets. Just about to move on, she caught her breath. A long black car - possibly a Lexus - stood by the north tower. On the fender was a white Moscow licence plate. It left an odd lump of nostalgia in her throat, although she had forgotten how to be homesick. And yet she wondered what in hell could it be doing here, in the middle of nowhere? Strange.
 
The celebration opened in grand style, worthy of the great fortress. The welcoming toast was proposed by the silk-cloaked Meister himself, standing in a shaft of late afternoon sun slanting across the polished walnut of the conservatory floor, the tables lavishly festooned with bouquets of bright flowers. The drinks were offered round on chased silver salvers by maids, naked except for minute, triangular lawn aprons that were pinned, Oxana saw, through the erect nipples and clitoris. Then at sundown, the company moved into the Great Hall while Oxana, quivering, joined Parissima in the wings.
Mechtild, looking her most divine, kissed her protégée encouragingly. "Do your very best. You never know if you're being watched by someone special." Oxana knew the Meister was special, and so what? Mechtild was always mysterious.
At that, she went on stage, blinded by the same klieg lights she knew, alas, from past experience. Parissima appeared, slender and nude, from the other side. Between them, their quarry hung totally naked, the upstretched arms straining from the overhead chains, the legs, wrenched to the extreme limit of the pelvis, attached to the U-bolts in the stage. Both females were hooded, the leather buckled tight behind head and neck, two small holes below the nostrils to breathe through; from the seven flesh rings, glinting lengths of chain dangled down the bodies. Then Oxana saw the number 607 on the thin body and, with a jolt of pleasure, 611 on the freckled skin of the other's chest. A delicious wave of rage washed through her. Oblivious to the scores of eyes watching and of Parissima, she strode over to the table and grabbed a thick six-thonged flogger, each of its lashes armed with a metal tip. Then she gave Elspeth's body before her a closer look. It was already a mass of fading welts, following the curves and criss-crossing the flesh from neck to calves. My god! What the bitch must have been through! If that sight was not sufficient to startle her, Oxana stared at the breasts with their ringed teats. And between the open thighs, the drooping sex fronds. Every centimetre seemed to have been whipped. Marks probably of tongs or snub-nosed pliers throbbed on the flesh darkly.
Then she glanced at Ludmila and watched Parissima caress the quaking buttocks with her riding crop, as if evaluating their density and ability to stand the flogging to come. The look in Parissima's eyes, as she ran her tongue over her lips, was no different from her own, although the woman had no cause, as Oxana had, to flay a slavegirl who was there merely to be beaten. Elspeth, on the other hand, called for a vengeance flogging to the blood. Ludmila had become thin as a rake, the evidence of flagellation and sex torture equally flagrant.
Oxana looked back at Elspeth. A fury born from the Altai steppes rising in her, Oxana promised the cheap prig a regal beating. The show was going to be a fierce one.
 
Oxana struck first, curling the whip round Elspeth's hips, the tip of each thong imprinting a scarlet blotch on the flesh. Her frenzy and elation were such that she barely heard her neighbour's crop slicing into Ludmila. Twenty minutes and fifty lashes later, the lather and sweat was splattering off Elspeth's buttocks and belly as Oxana put all her force into the slashes. The hissing leathers sent the breasts and nipple chains flying, wrenching at the rings. Her teeth clenched, she paused to wipe her brow with the back of her hand, wondering how in hell she could have pleaded ineptitude with the whip! It swung and landed as if she were Mechtild herself or Karl Heinz. Easily, flawlessly, and with pleasure.
It was the older woman, her nude curves pouring with sweat, who first exchanged her dripping crop for the wrench. Closing the steel over Ludmila's left teat, she made the jaws squelch the nipple and then pulled. The trollop's paltry body lurched, twitched and then sank, the head falling backwards. There at least was one despatched senseless.
Oxana decided on the hand rake. Something she hoped Elspeth, if indeed she was still conscious, would not forget in a hurry. The claws lacerated the belly with delicate gashes ending in the bulge of the shaved pubis. Minutes later, she caught up with Parissima by torturing the pulpous vulva with the tongs. That sent Elspeth careering into space.
After what seemed a century, the two floggers hung the heavy oval weights, meticulously selected and laid out by Dragan earlier, on the seven chains to stretch the whipped extremities. Without Parissima prompting her - Oxana had sampled it herself in Cellar X from a couple of guests two months back - she struck the chains with her scourge, bringing her victim abruptly to life again, the bitch - body jerking uncontrollably.
The muffled groans from the gagged slaves sounded eerie; they both seemed to be suffering gratifyingly again and worse even than in their cellar down below. Knowing Elspeth, Oxana wondered if the devious, scheming bitch was about to orgasm and that Mechtild had expressly ordered was on no account to happen. "Just take them to the limit," she had said in the stage wings before the start. "But make damn sure they don't come."
At that point the Meister's silver bell tinkled and the punishments ceased. After the hour of exertion, Oxana was parched, streaming with sweat and struggling to contain the reactions in her engorged vagina. She knew that would have to wait, either for cock - and there was plenty of that around - or for Parissima in her silk sheets in the west wing...
Satisfied and probably well serviced by their consorts or the house slaves who had been ushered in at the start of the performance, the guests began to rise and saunter out to their suites before preparing for dinner. Surprised, Oxana felt her companion run a finger up between her sex lips and draw the hips towards her to kiss her lasciviously. That, Oxana knew, confirmed she had a date for later in the evening. And she needed it. Atrociously.
With that, Parissima strode out while her partner sat down exhausted on the margin of the stage to gather sufficient breath to seek out Ophelie's tongue and a shower.
 
The Hall was almost empty, the spotlights dimmed, when she felt a hand lift her chin. For a moment she looked blankly at the well-knit muscles on the chest between the folds of the richly embroidered cloak; black body hair ran down to the heavy penis. Then she saw the Van Dyke beard and her heart almost halted. Was who she saw smiling at her who she thought? No, that was impossible! But immediately the voice, so close to her, brought back a vague, disturbing remembrance of things past. The man spoke in Russian.
"But surely, you remember me, Oxana? I remember you and the dacha. And that old tart, Lydia. I bought her out, by the way. And a lot of other lousy mesdames." The sound and lilt of his Russian filtered into her as if from another world, like an unexpected gift, as the strong body leaned casually against the stage. Slowly Oxana remembered and things fell into place. The dacha! And Lydia! Now she knew him.
"Oh, yes. Of course! You must be that shit Boris! How many months ago was it?" She stared at him, as if seeing him for the first time, on her guard. "Well, bugger me!"
"But I did. And you were a rather tight fit but maybe that was because you suctioned so well. A pleasant memory. By the way, Oxana - I can call you that now, no? - I see you've progressed here into quite a star. They're more than satisfied, from what your proprietor tells me, and say you have a great future before you. It's a shame about your girlfriend but" - then in excellent English - "that's how the cookie crumbles, I suppose. Just didn't have the gift between her legs." He laughed and the whole scene of the dacha, the whipping, the sex, the sale came back to Oxana. "Maybe you should go and shower and we'll talk later. You're dining with the Meister and me in the garden around nine. He's putting on a little show down there for his crowd of lechers."
"Well, that's his right, isn't it?" she snapped back, defending the house. "But how did you find this place? I'll bet you're not here to watch stage shows like the one we've just put on."
"Oh, it wasn't bad at all, and you were great. Quite a professional. No, I'm not here for that. I've just delivered one of our compatriots and am about to collect a purchase."
She guessed who the compatriot was - the acquiescent 610, but the purchase defeated her. The latest sales went off along with Wanda. "I see," she replied vaguely.
"I'm doing the transport this time. So I thought I'd look you up. I've followed your progress, more or less. I always had a liking for you."
"It didn't feel so at the dacha." She smiled. "I suppose you're going to fuck me, aren't you? After all you're a guest." And she smiled again, as he cupped her breast.
Glancing down, she saw the cock stiffening and instinctively she edged forward to advance her buttocks to the edge of the stage to be ready. If she had difficulty in recognizing the man's bearing and speech, the cock she wouldn't forget. And there was even a touch of real class about Boris, evidently more than just a local 'boss' now.
"Let's keep the rest for later," Boris said. "You'll be very interested. But now what interests me is this." His fingers probed into the liquid slit between the splayed, quivering thighs and Oxana knew what was coming. She slid down off the edge, took the penis into custody as if grasping again the haft of the slave scourge she had just discarded, guided the shaft up into her frantic cunt and fucked savagely, her clammy breasts slamming and sticking to the barrel of haired chest. The state the whipping had left her in drove her to fuck as rarely before. Her orgasm needed only a couple of dozen thrusts and totally wrecked her. Only when finally filled could she recover her breath.
"Oh, wow! I've been... wanting that..." she gasped, "ever since I went on that damn stage... I always get like that when I whip... Or, in the past, when I got whipped..."
"That I happen to know. Remember young Sasha?" the man smiled, milking his rod to empty it of what remained. "Had to get rid of him and the other one. The staff's very different now. So, go and shower and be there at nine sharp in the old guy's sunken garden, as he calls it."
Sexually relieved, she was dumbstruck at the crazy prospect of being invited to dinner - and in the sunken garden, of all prestigious places! Scrambling back on to the stage, she dashed back to find Ophelie. "Wait till she hears about this!" she muttered.
The two inert nudes were still hanging from their chains on the stage. Tough luck.
 
Dressed in her cloak, boots and straps, dazzling in the garden candlelight, she felt herself being admired from the other tables. Surrounded by his overseers with Parissima on his right, the Meister seated her next to him, opposite Boris, clearly the guest of honour.
As the maids served the caviar - brought by Boris? - the Meister spoke.
"Well, Oxana, we are sorry to lose you but you can always come back and pay us a visit, whenever time permits - which won't be often, I suppose."
With those wide, azure, spellbinding eyes from the Aral Sea, always sparkling after receiving or giving a flagellation (and, what the Meister and Mechtild surmised, a good fuck), she stared at her owner. "Lose me? I don't understand." The silver fork halfway to her lips, the Meister, wishing his cock was that fork, turned to Mechtild "Haven't you informed her, my dear?"
"No, sir. I thought you would like to tell her yourself."
"I see. Well, Oxana, this gentleman has purchased you. Purchased you back, in a manner of speaking," he smiled. "Your reputation was never limited, you see, to our great establishment. Of course, and you probably don't know this," he signalled to a nude wench to serve more vodka and Chablis, "Boris here runs a highly reputable and successful business in the same sort of category as ours and..." Oxana stared, totally lost.
"Luxury SM stuff, angel. Big stuff." Parissima put in.
"Yes, yes, darling. She's quite aware what I mean," the Meister went on, laying his hand on Oxana's. "And apparently he has you in mind to run his set-up in the... where was it...? Yes, the Crimea. Correct me if I'm wrong, Boris"
"Perfectly right, Meister," the Russian replied in good German. "We thought of her for one of our houses in Solutsevo in Moscow but the record you gave us of her service and initiative made us change our minds. She'll have round about ten slaves under her, if I remember correctly."
The fish course was served. Oxana found it difficult to eat a thing.
"Ah, the golden sands of Yalta!" the Meister sighed. "How I envy you, Oxana."
"But I don't want to leave, Meister. I've made such good friends here." As she said it, she looked at Mechtild, who chastised her with a frown. But it was Parissima who put her in her place. "But you've been sold, treasure. Got it? Now eat your trout."
After a tearful parting from Ophelie, Sonia, even Dragan, and above all from Mechtild, she slipped into one of the cute flowered summer dresses from the castle's rich wardrobe, to be swallowed up by the dark, chauffeur-driven Lexus. Sitting next to Boris in the curtained, leather-odoured rear of the car, she looked at him as he started to use his portable and fax, which the chauffeur said during a halt for breakfast, he usually employed almost non-stop throughout his journeys. Running a string of SM joints was evidently, Oxana gathered, no sinecure. And Boris, like her, had slimmed. In a way, he was rather tasty.
As the car backed to start down the drive, Mechtild came over and kissed her.
"I'm going to miss you and your big breasts, pet. Take this to remember us by and send us a word from the Black, White, Red Sea or wherever." She handed over an elegant silver-handled length of braided leather; Oxana recognized it as the overseer's own, the first riding crop her bottom had tasted at the castle. "And don't forget to write!"
Then Oxana burst into tears.
She did not even risk looking back at the massive hulk of the great Folterschloss.
Sheltered in unbelievable luxury, at least by Ukrainian standards, she never wrote. Not even a picture postcard of the nearby Livadavia Palace and the golden beaches.
 
 
The end
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