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Chapter One

 
Jenny gaped in disbelief at the huge airship with the encircled swastika on its side as it glided over the steaming jungle.  

What was it doing here?  Where was here?
Then there came flashes and cracks from the windows of its gondola.  Its crew were firing down at something beneath it.  Even as she watched, several small objects trailing streamers of smoke in their wake dropped from the gondola into the jungle.  A moment later there came several bangs and flashes, and clouds of orange smoke rose up through the trees.  They were throwing flares and grenades into the jungle.
Then, not a hundred metres away from Jenny, eight or ten men and women, dressed in furs and loincloths, burst out of the cover of the trees ahead of the drifting smoke.  The woman had simple animal skin bags slung over shoulders while the men carried bows and spears.  While a group of four women kept on running, the men fired arrows and threw their spears up the airship.  It was a futile gesture as it was beyond their range, and the missiles only fell back harmlessly amongst the trees.  More flares and grenades were dropped from the airship and burst amongst the men.  
Some were knocked down and lay crumpled on the ground, while the others fell back, shouting at the running women. Jenny gasped in horror and helpless anger, clenching her fists.  They were slaughtering them before her eyes, and there was nothing she could do about it!  
The fleeing women were heading in her direction.  Perhaps they could reach cover before they were also cut down.
The drone of the airship’s engines suddenly increased in pitch as it surged forward after the fleeing women and then swung round above them.   Jenny thought they were going to attack them as well, but instead an object on the end of a heavy rope uncoiled from the back of the gondola and dropped down in front of them.  It looked to be a bundle of half a dozen large curved hooks spaced one above the other and angled outwards in different directions.
Whatever it was, it had a strange effect on the women.  They screamed and clapped their hands over their faces and tried to run on.  But after only a few paces, they stumbled to a halt, swaying and clenching their fists and then clawing at their simple clothes, as if in the grip of some terrible internal struggle.  Then they sobbed and turned and ran back towards the device which was dragging about on the ground.  
One of the men who had been knocked down by a grenade blast shook his head and picked himself up off the ground.  Seeing what was happening, he dashed towards the group and snatched up one of the women and threw her over his shoulder and carried her away.  Strangely, she seemed to be kicking and screaming frantically, as if she did not want to be rescued.  

The other three women threw themselves onto the strange device.  They seemed to be trying to climb the rope, straddling the trailing hooks as they did so.  Their hips were grinding frantically.  Jenny gaped at them in astonishment.  What were they doing?  
The airship’s engines droned louder once again and it began to rise, dragging the women on the end of the hooked rope across the rough ground as if they were fish on a line.

And then Jenny caught a whiff of the scent.

She had never smelt anything like it before.  It was like the perfume of some exotic plant.  It was powerful and strange and wonderful and exciting and deeply arousing.  She felt her nipples pricking up and her pussy growing wetter.  She felt dizzy and desperate.  She had to find its source.  She had to immerse herself in it… drown herself in it!  Then she realized it was coming from the dangling line.
Without thinking, Jenny scrambled her feet and sprinted for the line as it trailed across the ground with the three sobbing women still clinging to it.  With a gasp and a lunge, she caught hold of its last few dangling hooks, which were about the size of small anchors, and hauled herself up on them.
The hooks were made of some light strong material coated in black rubber.  Along the inside curves they had projecting phallic-shaped prongs.  They glistened and reeked of the wonderful scent, as did the rope on which they were hung.  Perfectly naturally, as it seemed to Jenny, the tip of the hook she had straddled passed between her legs and up the cleft of her buttocks, holding her tight, while its inner prong slipped between her pussy lips and slid deep up inside her.  She clung to the rope, hugging it to her, rubbing the hard nipples of her breasts against it.
Jenny sobbed and screamed in delight, not caring she was being kicked by the frantically flailing legs of the women above her who were, she dimly realized, also mounted and impaled upon their own hooks.  Hot raw pleasure filled her loins.  She squeezed her thighs about the hook, jerking and twisting frantically to impale herself deeper, running her hands up and down the heavy rope as it rasped between her naked breasts, enveloped in the invisible cloud of amazing perfume.  She would not have let it go of it at that moment for all the riches of the world!
She was being carried up above the treetops.  The airship was ascending even as the dangling hook rope, with its four female catches, was being wound in.
Apparently oblivious to their altitude, the three native women were tearing at their clothes, shedding their simple animal skins in an attempt to press their flesh more closely about the hooks and rub themselves more intimately against their suspending rope.  Discarded clothes fluttered away over the jungle.  Jenny saw slithering naked thighs and jiggling breasts and clenching buttocks twisting and jerking above her head.   Drips were falling on her hair like rain from the inflamed clefts that squeezed and ground and sucked on the hook prongs.  
They were actually screwing themselves on the end of a giant air-born fishing line, on the hooks of which they had first gleefully impaled themselves.  Jenny knew this in a tiny isolated corner of her mind, and yet she could not stop joining in the mad passion.
With a shriek of delight and despair, one woman came, and then the next and then the third, all clinging onto the twisting, twirling, swaying rope in a frenzy of desperate desire.
And then Jenny sobbed and jerked her hips and clenched the rope to her and felt her own loins burst as she climaxed two hundred metres up in the air, so that her expelled juices fell like rain over the tree tops far below.

* * *

The next thing Jenny knew, the hooked line with its human catch was being winched up through an open trapdoor on the underside of the airship’s gondola into some kind cage which was set behind the cockpit.  The winch mechanism was suspended above the cage, which was surrounded by a glassed-in walkway of lightweight metal rails and perforated floor panels, on which four men stood holding poles with paddle-like tips.  They were wearing old-fashioned olive drab desert uniforms, with caps, shirts, shorts and ankle boots.  Ringed swastika medallions hung from their necks and rank markings decorated their epaulettes and collars.

‘All right, we’ve got them… close the cage!’ one of them called out above the drone of the engines.

A grating was slid under the kicking feet of the freshly caught women: cutting them off from the terrible drop below and confining them within the cage.  The winch was reversed and they were dropped onto the new floor: flopping about in confusion, dizzy from their inexplicable orgasms and impaled on the alluring hooks, which they still clenched between their slippery thighs.
The incredible arousing aroma was heavy in her nostrils and Jenny continued to keep hold of the rope, but her orgasm had taken the edge off its urgency, at least for a few minutes.  She forced herself to look around.
The cage was divided in half, with the other section aft of the one she was in.  Two more women, resembling those Jenny shared the hooked line with, were in its other half: naked, collared, gagged and cuffed face-outwards against the bars.

The men peered in through the bars, inspecting their new catch with broad grins.  Their leader declared gruffly.  ‘That’s all we can expect to find today.  The rest will have scattered by now.’ He turned to the men seated at the controls at the front of the gondola.  ‘The catch is secured, Captain.’
It penetrated Jenny’s dizzy mind that they were speaking in German, but she understood them perfectly.  He had called the pilot “Hauptmann”, which she had translated in her mind as “Captain”. 
‘Thank you, Sergeant Herman,’ the captain replied.  
He had actually said “Unteroffizier”, but it translated as “Sergeant”.
The Captain said to his co-pilot.  ‘Signal Neuschwanstein:  The Heimdall is returning to base with six fresh little fish.’
As the co-pilot turned to the old-fashioned looking radio apparatus, the airship swung round to a new heading.

‘All right, get the hooks out of them…’ Herman said.
The men pushed the poles there were caring through the cage bars and began to jab and slap their paddle shaped ends on to Jenny and the other three women. The contrast with the rampant lust the terrible sexual hooks induced could not have been greater.  Each paddle slap felt like being beaten by a bunch of stinging nettles, but tenfold worse.  They screamed and sobbed and thrashed about wildly, letting go of the fishing line rope.  The men, taking advantage of their confusion, reached between the bars and grabbed them by the hair and pulled them off the string of hooks.  
Jenny felt the phallic plug being torn out of her hot dripping vagina which clung to it desperately, only coming free with a sucking pop.  Suddenly she was empty, filled only with a terrible sense of loss…
The pain paddles slapped across her breasts, setting them burning and shocking her out of her irrational carnal despair into a fresh hell.
Dragged up onto their feet with many squeals of pain, the women were prodded into the rear half of the cage.  A barred door was slid across, sealing them in with the two captives bound against the rear wall of the cage.
The men pulled the remaining scraps of clothing and simple bangles and strings of beads off them. The women were wailing and sobbing as they were manhandled, struggling feebly.
‘No… Please… do not defile us as well…’
They were speaking in some other language that was not English or German, but Jenny also understood them perfectly.
‘Stop babbling in that heathen tongue!’  Sergeant Herman snapped, flailing about with his pain paddle and smacking it against bare flesh until the women screamed.
Freed from the fishing hooks and still smarting from the blows of the pain paddles, Jenny had a few seconds of lucid thought.

They did not speak the same language.  They had not yet singled her out as different from the local women, nor had the local women shown any surprise at the sight of her.  With her tanned skin, mud splattered body and bedraggled hair it seemed that she could pass for a native.  But should she speak to the airship crew in German?  And say what?

Then the opportunity was lost.  

They pulled Jenny and the other women face forward against the cage bars, so their bare glossy breasts were squeezed out between them.  There was an array of metal collars hanging from chains at about head height on the inside of the cage bars.  The collars incorporated hinged and sprung hoops that folded down across their front halves which had rubber plugs in their middles.  Dangling from short chains hung on the other side of the collars from the hoops were sets of metal cuffs.  They snapped the collars about the women’s necks and lifted and slid back the hoops so that the rubber balls were pushed between their teeth, stifling their squeals of protest.  The men then twisted their arms behind their backs and snapped the dangling cuffs about their wrists.  Now the tension on the collar chains, which were fastened to the bars above their heads, held in them place.
The men rested their pain paddles and grinned, looking their prizes over with satisfaction.  They pinched and slapped the row of bare breasts protruding out through the bars and probed wet and swollen pubic slots with their fingers.  The women’s sobbed and moaned around their gags and tried to pull away.  The cage bars rattled but there was no escape from this crude handling.  Through bleary, fearful eyes, Jenny now noticed that the native women only had sparse pubic hair, so her bare mound did not seem that different.
‘All right, lads, the officers had their turn earlier,’ Sergeant Herman said.  ‘Now it is our chance… Sergeant’s first up, of course…  I’ll have this one…’
And he took hold of a fistful of Jenny’s hair through the bars.  He was a powerfully built man with close-cropped hair and a heavy jaw and dark cold eyes, who regarded her with lustful contempt.
With his free hand, he opened his flies.  A large penis sprang out, stiffening in anticipation.  Then he drew out a small brown bottle from his pocket and sprinkled little of its contents over his shaft.  
And again, Jenny smelled the wonderful aroma that had lured her to the fishing line.
Suddenly her nipples were standing up hard and her pussy was wetting once more in desperate need.  She had to be filled again!  She whimpered pitifully, her eyes growing wide with pleading. He laughed and reached through the bars and clasped her hot bare buttocks and ground her hips against the side of the cage, even as he thrust his cock through them into her.  
Jenny sobbed and almost fainted from pleasure.  His living cock was inside her burning with the strange potion that filled her and she sobbed in helpless ecstasy, even as her throbbing nipples rasped across the front of his shirt.
On either side of her, the other men had chosen their women.  Their cocks were also out and anointed with the contents of small brown bottles.  More of the pungent aroma filled the air.  The fear and panic of captive women melted into desperate desire.  Olive breasts capped by hard brown nipples were pushed outwards in frantic displays of need.  More cocks plunged between bars and penetrated suddenly willing and desperate pussies and the primitive grunts and groans of coupling filled the cabin.
Even as Sergeant Herman rammed his cock up into her vagina and she squeeze tight about it, Jenny knew it was wrong and nonsensical, but she totally helpless in the passion that enveloped them all.  He did not need to hold her against him.  She would grind herself onto the bars and push herself through them and impale herself even deeper onto him if she could until… ahhh!  
Another terrifying, wondrous orgasm overwhelmed her and then sucked her into a warm pink pit of satiated lust.









Chapter Two

 
It was sometime later before Jenny realized where she was and understood the origin of the steady droning noise reverberating through the bars to which she was chained.  She was still inside the improbable airship – the “Heimdall” as the captain had called it – being carried away to who knew where.  

The bars were almost all that was holding her upright, together with the chain fastened to her collar that was cutting into the flesh under her chin.  She was slumped against them with her simmering breasts still pushed out through the slots between them, only partially supported by legs that felt as weak as rubber bands.

She felt utterly drained and there was a dull ache in her pussy: a horrible empty ache where Sergeant Herman’s cock had spouted within her.  Even now, her juices and his sperm were dripping out of it onto the grating floor under her feet.  That had been amazing… She shook her head.  No, it had been horrifying: not because of the sex itself, but because she had been so totally out of control!  
Then she realized that she could think for herself again.

The inexplicable aphrodisiac perfume had been carried away by the steady flow of air blowing through the compartment.  Now it was just a fading memory, albeit a terrifyingly and tantalising one.  But she could hold it at bay.  She could take in her surroundings and try to make sense of what had happened.
Looking out through the bars of the cage and the windows of the gondola, she could see they were still travelling over thick forest cut through by many snaking rivers.  In the distance was the ragged shoreline of a sea or ocean.  Above the haze, the even more distant fading blue and purple landscape seemed to curve upwards in all directions.  It was like being at the bottom of a great shallow bowl.  It must be some strange optical illusion…
Then the native women chained to the bars around her began to squirm and moan in fresh despair.  She took her first proper look at them.  

They all had olive skins and three had black hair while one was apparently naturally red haired, while the last one was blonde.  They all appeared fit and healthy, perhaps between twenty and thirty years old.  But their otherwise pretty faces were contorted with fear. 
She managed to catch the few intelligible words that got past their gags, ‘… forbidden… cursed… city of the old ones… fortress of the outsiders… we shall die…’  
She realized they were all twisting their heads around to look ahead in the direction the airship was travelling.  Jenny did the same and saw something new. 
Ahead the lush forest was thinning and the ground was rising to a range of cloud-wreathed mountains.  In the lower foothills above the tree line was a swathe of terraced fields.  In their very centre rose a great white city of domes, spires and towers, ringed about with high walls.  It seemed to be veiled in its own bank of cloud.  Then Jenny realized that it was steam rising from vents in the rocks around it, making it seem even more unreal.

She had seen nothing like it before in her life, and yet it was also somehow tantalisingly familiar.  Then the name the captain had spoken came back to her: “Neuschwanstein.”   That was the name of a huge white fantasy castle built in the Bavarian Alps.  Clearly, somebody had been inspired to name this place after it. 
The Heimdall manoeuvred over the great city and a huge open plaza in its middle.  It appeared to be the largest stretch of level ground in the city, which rose in steps up the hillside.  In one corner of the plaza there was some kind of huge dark pit or well.  
Evidently alerted by the radio message, men were waiting for them.  The captain called out orders and mooring lines were dropped to the waiting ground crew.  The drone of the engines died away as they were pulled down to the ground and anchored securely.

A hatch in the side of the gondola was opened up and a set of folding steps extended down to the ground.
‘Put them in a coffle and get them unloaded,’ Sergeant Herman told his men.
The cage was opened and the women were released from the bars.  Their leashes were clipped together from collar to collar until they formed a string.  Herman took hold of the leash of the girl at the front of the line.  Jenny was third in line.
In front and behind her, the women were trembling and snivelling in fear; looking about them with wide, uncomprehending eyes.  It seemed that something about this place terrified them even more than their captivity.  Herman swiped at their bare bottoms with his pain paddle, making them yelp.

‘Be quiet, you heathens!’ he commanded.

He led them down the steps onto the white stone floor of the great plaza, which was warm from the sun.  
It was surrounded by elegant white buildings from a different age.  There were colonnades and barley sugar columns and graceful archways and the domes and oriel windows and many balconies.  From some of these were hung red and black Nazi banners bearing the encircled swastika symbol.  Hung on the wall beside it was a large clock of the sort usually seen on civic buildings.  To one side of the square was a long stone podium flanked by steps, a bit like a reviewing stand.  Raised up from the centre of the stand at the top of a smaller flight of steps was a massive white stone throne.  Who had first sat in that, Jenny wondered?

While the captain and his co-pilot were talking to ground crew and checking the ship was secure, Herman led the coffle of naked women towards one of the many arched openings leading off from the plaza, with a single soldier following on behind.

As they stumbled along, Jenny realized that her shadow was exactly underneath her.  The great golden sun still hung exactly overhead, where she had first seen it.   But surely an hour or so had passed since then at the very least.  Shouldn’t it have moved by now?  Or had she lost all sense of time?

They passed close to the lip of the huge pit she had glimpsed from the air.   Up close, she saw more details. There were heavy metal mounts and counterweights on its rim wall, which stood about a metre tall, which supported dozens of horizontal iron rods that extended out over the interior of the pit to touch in the middle to form a kind of cap, closing it off.  To one side of the pit was a metal gantry on wheels that supported a crane like jib which was currently swung out over the pit.  Hanging from its end was a square frame of lightweight metal struts strung with many wires, a little like a huge rotary washing line.
Was it some kind of radio aerial?
They were led under a tall archway into a gently rising street of white fronted houses.
As the sounds of the airship crew in the open Plaza faded behind them, Jenny was struck by how quiet and still the city was.  She looked up into the many windows overlooking the street for some sign of life or movement.  But there was none.  It almost felt deserted.
They came to the junction with two other roads, where the street made a hairpin bend, rising up a level.  Here there was another Nazi banner hanging from a balcony.  Mounted on the balustrade of the balcony itself were the trumpet-like horns of a loudspeaker system.  Set on the balustrade beside them was another large analogue 24-hour clock of the sort that used to be ubiquitous in railway stations.
Just as they were passing them, the speakers gave an electronic squawk and splutter and came to life.  A rather crackly recording of a Wagner opera began to play, echoing about the empty street.
The other women in the coffle wailed at the sudden alien sound washing over them, flinching away from it in confusion.  It was if they’d never heard such a thing in their lives before.
Herman laughed and dragged them on.

* * *

On the next street up, Jenny saw evidence that the city was not totally deserted, but it was not encouraging.

A man in a German officer’s uniform was riding in a small carriage heading towards them.  It was pulled by a pair of naked native women harnessed like ponies.  Their glossy breasts bounced in time as they trotted along.  As they passed, Jenny saw they had whip marks on their buttocks.  The other women in the coffle snivelled at the sight.
Sergeant Herman stopped and saluted.  The officer returned his salute in a lazy fashion and carried on.  Clearly there was nothing unusual about naked women being paraded through the streets of Neuschwanstein.

Herman led them on again.

* * *

They reached a big white building with a front a bit like a Greek temple, but with little domes and spires on its roof.  The portico over its entrance was supported by a row of caryatids: columns carved in the shape of women.  But unlike typical Greek caryatids, these were all naked and tightly bound in chains…

Jenny gulped at the sight, even as she felt her nipples pricking up in anticipation.  There was no doubt what went on inside.  How did she keep ending up in places like this?

Herman led them up the steps into the cool interior.
Inside was a huge echoing space with a high-vaulted roof, looking like it should belong inside a cathedral, supported by more columns like an indoor forest.  Fretted stone screens ran between them, dividing the space up into smaller chambers.   All this was illuminated by a clear-storey of high windows.  Under these running along the walls were rows of small white stone pens.  Several had naked women chained to the walls and huddled up inside them.
A burly, dark-haired man stepped forward to greet Herman.  At his heels trailed a young fresh-faced blonde lad no older than Jenny who looked nervous and excited.  They did not wear military insignia and were instead dressed in light cheesecloth smocks, belted at the waist, over shorts and sandals.  Hung on their belts were pain paddles, the blades of which were set on rotating heads, on the other ends of which were black rubber dildos.
‘Another batch of little fish for you Burckhardt,’ Herman said, handing the leash chain of the coffle over to the other man.  He looked his young associate up and down.  ‘And who’s this?’

‘Carl Naumoff,’ Burckhardt explained. ‘One of our younger volunteers.  He came down on the Donar a few weeks ago.  Very eager to learn about the slave training of lesser species.’

‘Certain to be a growing trade in the new Fatherland,’ Herman said approvingly.  ‘What you think of Hollow Earth, Carl?’  

‘It’s incredible, Sergeant,’ Carl said brightly.
Jenny blinked.  “Hollow Earth”?
‘It is just that,’ Herman agreed. ‘Well, I’ll leave them in your care…’

The sergeant left and Burckhardt turned to Carl.
‘Now you going to learn how we process a fresh batch of native women, lad,’ he said in lecturing tones.   ‘But before we start breaking them in, we’ve got to clean them up.  They’ve been living out in the jungle, the filthy creatures.  No decent man wants to play with dirty women.  As far as slaves are concerned, you don’t spare the rod or the soap and water. Luckily whoever built this place provided all the necessary facilities…’
With Carl trotting along at his heels, he led the women between the forests of columns and screens until they came to a narrow plunge bath filled with steaming, slightly sulphurous-smelling water.  Burckhardt clipped the ends of the coffle leashes to a heavy loop of chain that had been slung over the bath which was supported by windlasses set between stone pillars at each end.
On command, Carl turned the windlass crank handle and the chain loop circled over the pool, pulling the women down the steps into the hot water.
The water came up to their necks.  Carl and Burckhardt took up long handled mops and brushes, rubbed them onto cakes of soap, and then became washing the women off.  They squealed as their heads were forced down under the water so their hair could be cleaned at the same time.  The brushes and mops plunged deeper down between their legs, scraping through their groins.
When Burckhardt was satisfied they were clean, they were cranked out of the pool to stand dripping on its side.
‘They’ll dry off quickly enough in this heat,’ Burckhardt said.

‘Look, Mr Burckhardt, this one’s got a funny mark on her bottom,’ Carl said, pointing at Jenny’s Oz brand.
Jenny froze.  Was it going to give her away?  Would they realize she was not native?
Burckhardt inspected the brand briefly and then shrugged.  ‘It’s a new one, but quite a few of them have tattoos.  Maybe she’s from a different tribe.  It doesn’t matter as long as she learns to obey orders without question.  That’s all that matters, Carl, remember that!’
‘Yes, I will, Mr Burckhardt,’ Carl promised.

‘Now I’ll show you how we make sure they stay clean inside…’ Burckhardt said.

The women were led round another screen to a long white stone trough.  It had water constantly running through it and it had a kind of fountain arrangement at one end.
‘Of course, they don’t understand commands yet, so you have to prod them a lot,’ Burckhardt said, doing that very thing to make them straddle the trough.  ‘Yes, open your legs wide,’ he shouted at the confused women, ‘this is how civilised people do it…’
Jenny obeyed and the other women copied her.  There were muffled sobs and gasps, as they emptied themselves into the stream of water.  When they were done, Burckhardt prodded them along to the far end where Carl was swivelling the hinged head of the fountain around to squirt a stream of water up into their groins.

‘That’s right, give their front and back passageways a good flush out,’ Burckhardt said.  ‘Any man who puts his manhood up inside them wants their holes to be clean and hygienic…’

They might be slaves, but they were going to be clean slaves thanks to a Teutonic obsession with cleanliness, Jenny thought dizzily.
‘Now lad,’ Burckhardt confided, ‘you’ll see how we keep them in line…’ 
With their pussies still dripping, they were led on out of the back of the building.  There was a colonnade enclosing a large courtyard that was filled with troughs and pots filled with two varieties of exotic plants.  Some had rigid phallic stalks with bulbous red and orange heads with rings of spiked-tipped leaves set lower down.  Small inverted glass bowls had been hung over the heads of the plants, as if to collect something. Other rows carried smaller glossy yellow and black cactus like plants that sprouted in crowns.  
At the sight of these crops, the native women wailed in fear.  
Burckhardt laughed.  ‘Yes, they recognise them all right.  When the first expedition arrived here, they saw how native women reacted to those big ones when they came on them unexpectedly in the jungle.  They couldn’t help themselves.  They licked their heads and then impaled themselves on them, screwing themselves for hours climax after climax, not caring about the cuts from the leaves.  In fact, the pain just seemed to add to their frenzy.  The naturalist with the expedition reckoned it was a way for the plants to get blood to fertilise their soil.  They called the stuff they exuded nymphoria nectar, but usually we just call it “slave juice”.  
‘But the juice only affects women, not men.  The local men had already learned how to extract it and used it to keep their women obedient and passionate.  We just took it a bit further.  The smaller plants give us the pain venom for whips and paddles and anything else we use on them.  Depending on what concentration you use and whether the skin is broken or not, it stings and burns like hell for a while, raising some pretty welts.  But they go down again just as quickly.’
Jenny listen to all this while trying to keep her face straight.  She wasn’t supposed to understand what was being said, but now she understood what the fishing line the Heimdall had used to capture her had been coated with.  No wonder the native women had feared it…
‘That’s how we can keep them all under control, Mr Burckhardt,’ Carl said.
‘That’s right, lad.  And now you’ll see how it all works in practice.  You’ve got to get plenty of that if you want to handle these women properly…’
He led the coffle back into the temple and a compartment that held a device consisting of three long horizontal poles of some dark body polished wood, set between two upright stone pillars.  It was so solid and massive it had to be part of the original structure of the building.  There was a thicker upper pole and two thinner lower ones on either side.  Sets of heavy metal cuffs had been fitted to the outer low bar, while dangling chains hung from the inner one.  The outward facing bar also had carved wooden dildos, apparently made of the same wood as the poles themselves, set on sturdy adjustable sliding mounts positioned between the sets of cuffs. 
Burckhardt patted and stroked the phallic devices and opened up a set of the cuffs.  ‘All original put here by whoever built this place.  I don’t know what they’re made of, but they were built to last and to do a job.  The job we’re going to do right now…’
The women were bent over the upper bar.  Their legs were spread and cuffed to the lower outward facing one.  Burckhardt pulled them further forward and clipped the links of chain on the inner bar to the front rings of their collars, holding them down.  Now they formed a line with their legs spread and their vulnerable bottoms facing outward.
From a stone shelf beside the trestle, from under which several canes and lashes dangled, Burckhardt had taken up the jar of milky fluid and a paintbrush and was stirring it.  Jenny smelt the aroma of the nymphoria nectar.  No, no, not again…
Trying to shut her nostrils against it, Jenny looked about her for some kind distraction.  Her eyes fell on some things hung on the wall above the shelf.  There was a 24-hour clock and beside it a large business planner calendar chart, looking fresh and new and jarring with its ancient surroundings.  She saw the months and days were marked in Spanish, which had German equivalents written in beside them by hand.  Almost a third of the days had been carefully crossed out.   The next empty square yet to be marked off was April the Nineteenth, 1951.  Was that today in this alternate reality?
Burckhardt was painting the fluid onto each of the dildos mounted on the lower trestle bar, which now jutted upwards between the women’s legs.  The other women could smell it as well and were beginning to moan and squirm about in fear and unwilling arousal.
‘This is a thicker mix,’ he explained to Carl, ‘it works better by contact.  Soaks right into their bloodstreams through their pussy tissues…’
When all the dildos were coated, he started extending the shafts.  ‘Watch how this is done lad.  Get them lined up with the lower end of their slots and then slide it neatly in all the way.  Don’t worry if they squeal a bit, that’s natural.  They can take it all right.  That’s what those holes are made for…’
Between them, Burckhardt and Carl slid the dildos up inside the women.
Jenny gasped and helplessly clenched on to the ancient dildo as it filled her.  She could feel it burning sweetly inside her.  Then she became aware of an irresistible sense of excitement flowing through her.  Her face flushed and hot blood surged into her dangling breasts, making them feel hot and heavy even as her nipples popped up.  The lips of her sex tingled and swelled, flowing with juices.

Burckhardt laughed.  ‘You see, they can’t help it enjoying it.  Watch…’

He took down a leather whip from the selection under the shelf and painted the slave juice onto it.  Then he walked round the back of the frame and rubbed it across the gagged and stretched lips of each of the women.
Jenny tasted the anointed whip and felt her lips burning at the touch and felt her head swimming.  Frantically she tried to kiss and lick it.  Please, she wanted more, more…

Burckhardt laughed again and returned to the other side of the trestle.  ‘See, lad, they can’t get enough of it.  Now all we have to do is start teaching them to love being beaten while they’re helpless…’
And with that, he swung the whip and lashed it across the row of bare bottoms with hiss and a crack.

The women squealed and jerked frantically against their cuffs and chains.  This meant of course that they impaled themselves even deeper onto the dildos. 
Hiss, crack!  
Their churning hips sucked and twisted about the shafts, like lemons on a squeezer.  And just like lemons, the juices poured out of them.
Jenny could feel her bottom burning which only seemed to amplify the lustful bubbling inside her loins.  As she writhed and jerked about, it was as if the dildo had come alive inside her.
Hiss, crack!  
Their hot, dangling breasts were bouncing and slapping against each other as they squirmed about the poles over which they were bound.  They were all sobbing by now, their tears dripping to the ground, but they could not stop themselves.  They were tears of pain and despair: crying for their lost freedom even as they surrendered to the joy of masochistic suffering.
Then with a rush like a breaking wave, Jenny felt her loins fill and explode.  Her juices spurted out around the sides of the shaft as she clenched frantically onto the wonderful device, sucking the pleasure out of it so that it washed through her helpless body until she slumped limply over the bars.

* * *

The next thing she heard was Burckhardt’s voice again.

‘Now they’ve all come, Carl, you choose one of them to have up the backside.’
‘Up her b… bottom, Sir?’ Carl said doubtfully.
‘That’s why you cleaned them out earlier.  Women have got three holes you can use for your pleasure, remember.   Don’t let anybody tell you it’s unnatural, because it’s the most natural thing in the world… Or even under it!   It’s part of our job to train their backsides.  Here… put a bit of juice on your cock.  Don’t be shy; I can see you’re hard.  That’s also perfectly natural when you’re handling naked women.  Your cock is just another tool to help train them.   That’s it….  Good, you’re hung like a fit young man should be.  Now have one of them.…’
Jenny felt Carl’s hands feel her hot buttocks and stroke her hips.  
‘Well… this one came first, Mr Burckhardt… and I think she’s very pretty…’
‘Don’t think of them as individuals, Carl.  They’re like wild creatures that are just here to serve us.  If she pleases you, that’s all that matters.  You don’t have to give your reasons.’
The hard yet silky head of Carl’s penis rubbed through her buttock cleft which was still bulging from within from the pressure of the dildo in her vagina.  Then it slid up inside her, forcing her anal sphincter wide.  She felt a fresh surge of hot delight radiating from it.
Carl gasped. ‘Ohhh… She’s so tight!’
‘Enjoy it, lad.  They get looser with use.’
Slowly at first but with increasing confidence Carl began to pump away inside her.  And shamelessly and helplessly, Jenny squeezed tight about him, feeling the desire growing inside her once more.  Did the adjustments she had brought with her from Oz make her even more vulnerable to the effects of the pleasure juice?  As long she could recover just as quickly…
‘That’s right, lad, get stuck in!’ Burckhardt encouraged Carl. ‘Don’t pity her or worry about hurting her.  We’re taming them to serve us without question.  Why not take hold of her tits…’ 
Carl reached under Jenny’s arched body and cupped and squeezed her hot breasts, making her shudder with fresh delight. 
‘That’s right!  See, we can make them learn to love to serve.  This place was built to train women.  After a couple of weeks, they’ll all be addicted.  Then they’ll do anything for another dose…’
But Jenny heard no more because she came once again and fainted clean away.









Chapter Three

 
Jenny slept with her collar chained to the back wall of one of the stone pens. Her hands had been re-cuffed in front of her and connected by a short chain to the front ring of her collar.  Apart from keeping her doubly secure, it also meant she could not touch herself in any way.  Perhaps it was intended to convey the message that her body was no longer hers to enjoy.  She lay huddled up on a bed of dry moss and rushes.  She could hear the muffled moans and whimpers of the rest of the new slave intake from the pens on either side of her.   Other slave women, presumably at different stages of their training process, together with their keepers and trainers, were also coming and going 

This almost continuous activity did not make it any easier to sleep, even though she desperately needed the rest.  Of course, that was also partly down to the unchanging daylight.
From what she could see out of the high windows of the slave Hall, or temple or whatever it was, the sun was still at its zenith.  But she had been in this place for hours.  It should have moved by now…unless it never moved because in fact it was the flaming core of a Hollow Earth!
There had been stories about journeys to vast subterranean caverns and the discovery of mysterious lost civilisations buried deep in the Earth for many hundreds of years.  Jules Verne’s “Journey to the Centre of the Earth” in the nineteenth century and Edgar Rice Burroughs’ “Pellicidar” stories in the twentieth were some of the best-known.  But although this place had some similarities with the Burroughs’ setting, there were also glaring exceptions. 
What were the Nazis doing here?  Was this variation on the theme based on some secret fascist daydream fantasy?  During her literary researches, she had found out that in the nineteen-thirties, he Nazis really had got involved all sorts of cults and sent expeditions off to investigate far out scientific theories, often to do with the origins of the so-called Aryan race.
Of course, they never found the entrance to a Hollow Earth because such a place was completely impossible for so many reasons, breaking dozens of fundamental scientific laws.  Except in this reality, apparently, it was very real.  Presumably, enough people believed in the concept for it to exist.  After the Nazi defeat at the end of World War II, maybe they imagined them regrouping down here.  But it was an obscure, cultish concept that she had certainly never heard of in this form, so she had no story to guide her as to what might happen next.  Maybe there was no proper story here, just a mishmash of collective wishful thinking given form in some pocket reality.  And of course, it had to include plenty of female subjugation and slavery.  Well, if the dreamers were like young Carl that might be understandable.  Possibly, it was meant as a reward for the brave men keeping the dream of a resurgent Fourth Reich alive!
But she was not going to serve them any longer than she could help.  There must be some mean of escape.  She just had to find it…
Eventually all this intense thought took its toll, and despite the unchanging daylight, Jenny closed her eyes and slept.

* * *

Jenny’s training began the next “morning”, as far as that term had any meaning here. 

After a while it must be incredibly hard to keep track of time without day or night, she realized; not just hours but whole days.  Perhaps that explained all the clocks she had seen and the wall calendar hung up in plain sight.
She was roused along with the others of the new intake and they were fed a mixture of chopped fruit and vegetables they had to eat from a low stone feeding trough.  It tasted strange but it was edible and she gulped it down.  Then they were lined up to use the waste trough to relieve themselves.  She feared her hygienic blue-sheathed excreta might draw attention to her, but as they performed in a tight huddle it was mixed up so quickly with the other girls’ wastes that nobody noticed.
Her silver tongue was another potential curiosity.  Still, if it was noticed then perhaps it would be out down to a peculiarity of her “tribe.”  Since they assumed she could not understand them, and they did not seem to speak the local language, they could hardly question her about it.  But should she reveal she spoke German?  Would that get her better treatment, or unwanted individual attention?  These were not nice people, she reminded herself.  She decided to play dumb for the moment and find out more about this impossible world and its unwanted invaders before she revealed anything about her strange origins.

* * *

Their first training session took place in another screened area between the great columns.  They could hear other slaves being put through their paces in the compartments on either side of them: yelps and jingles of chains and sharp words of command and smacks of pain paddles on flesh.  Soon Jenny found herself tuning it out.  It was simply the normal background theme of the slave temple.

Their hands were un-cuffed and their collars were clipped to leashes which were fastened to sliding pegs running through recessed channels set in the marble floor slabs.  The lips of the channels were narrower than the heads of the pegs, so they could not be pulled free.  The channels covered the floor area between the columns in a grid of intersecting lines, which allowed the women to move along them freely and reach out beyond it as far as their leashes allowed.  

To begin with, they were arranged in a group kneeling with their thighs spread and hands clasped behind the backs of their necks.  Burckhardt stood on a low podium in front of them with another naked collared girl who was not one of their group kneeling at his feet.  From her subservient demeanour and instant obedience, it was obvious she was already fully trained.

‘Do you think they could learn to speak German fluently if they were taught it long enough, Mr Burckhardt?’  Carl asked innocently as they got the women ready.
‘I doubt it, lad, at least, not properly.  Anyway, we don’t want them getting too smart and overhearing what we’re saying.  They only need to learn a few simple words of command so they do what they’re told, like dogs.  This one here will show them,’ he said, prodding the kneeling trained slave.  ‘If any of them are slow, you give them a good slap…’
He turned to face the nervous new slave girls
‘Now, you ignorant heathens, you don’t know it yet but you’re going to learn how to move and obey like proper slave girls,’ he told them.  
He produced a stick carved in the shape of the phallus.  He held it in front of the slave at his feet, and then tossed it to one side.  She tensed.  ‘Fetch!’ he commanded loudly and clearly.

Immediately she scuttled across the floor on her hands and knees, picked the stick up in her mouth and brought it back to him and laid it in his outstretched palm.  He patted her head.  Then he threw the stick again and once more she “fetched”.
After the third demonstration, Burckhardt produced half a dozen more sticks and tossed them about the corners of the training space.  Then he held up his pain paddle and pointed to it meaningfully.   ‘If you don’t obey, you get another swipe of this!’  He told them.  The women tensed.  They had no choice, Jenny knew.
‘Fetch!’ he commanded.  They scuttled to obey, dragging their chains awkwardly after them as they slid and rattled through the slots in the floor.  A couple got onto the same section of track heading in opposite directions and collided.  Clearly they were not used to this kind of restriction and they had trouble negotiating their sliding pegs through the corners and crosses of the channels.  In their confusion, they tangled their leash chains up.
‘Carl!’  Burckhardt said.
Carl swished his paddle across their bottoms until they squealed in pain.  Then he untangled their leashes and drove them on.

Perhaps because she was more familiar with machine-made right angles, Jenny avoided the jam. Shamefully aware of the spectacle she must make with her head down and her breasts bouncing and her bottom bobbing in the air, she reached one of the sticks.  She picked it up in her teeth and then dragged her chain along the turns of the track to bring it back to the point nearest to the podium.  Meekly she knelt and dropped it into Burckhardt’s outstretched palm.

He patted her on the head like an obedient dog. ‘This one’s a bit sharper than the rest…’ he commented.
The other girls scrambled to follow her, bringing their sticks back in their mouths.

When all had been retrieved, Burckhardt threw them about the training floor once ‘Fetch!’ he called out again.

* * *

And so, by these means they learned, among other things, to: “stay”, “come”, “stand”, “go down on all fours”, “kneel” and “present”.  This last command involved them putting their heads down to the floor and lifting their bottoms up high, either for punishment for penetration.  By this time, they had been practising for hours and were sweating and panting for breath.   As they held this posture, trembling with fear, Burckhardt walked around the training floor inspecting them, patting their bottoms and stroking their clefts.

‘As they’ve done so well, now we’ll give them a little treat,’ he said.  ‘Carl, give them all a drink of water and then bring me the pot of slave juice…’

In a “begging” position, with their knees wide and hand folded up under their breasts, lifting them upwards in offering, Carl fed them water from a pitcher, and they learned the commands: “open mouths” and “drink”.
Then they were put into the all fours position again, but in a ring all facing in the same direction, so that each was looking into the groin of the girl in font of her.  Then they were told firmly to stay.  Then Burckhardt went around painting the slave juice onto their pussy lips.  They squirmed and moaned as they felt it entering their slots.  Their bodies warmed the sticky substance and spread its perfume.  They trembled in fear of punishment; trying to hold their positions against their growing desire.  Their clefts swelled and their juices ran…
Jenny gazed at the dripping pussy in front of her eyes, hanging beneath smooth olive buttocks.  Its sweet perfume was irresistible… intoxicating! At that moment, it was the loveliest and most desirable thing she had ever seen or wanted.  She knew she was also dripping from her anointed pussy and that every woman in the ring was in agony between fear of punishment from the terrible pain paddles for disobeying their order to stay, and their desperate need…
‘Drink!’ Burckhardt commanded.
With gasps of relief, the women all lunged forward into the pussy before them, mashing their lips onto it and nuzzling and sucking and lapping frantically, even as the ring of them toppled inwards into a squirming confusion of smooth thighs squeezing about flushed faces and tongues sliding into hot dripping clefts.
Jane was lapping out the lovely pussy in front of her, even as she felt her own vulva sucking on the face of the girl behind her.  There was no thought of right or wrong, just the need to consume every last drop of slave juice.
The fleshy ring convulsed as orgasms tore through it.  Jane came and then the woman in whose pussy her face was buried spurted all over her, and she lapped that up along with the last traces of slave juice.  And then slowly the ring of flesh subsided into temporary, exhausted, happy satiation.
Jenny heard Burckhardt chuckling.
‘You see, Carl, that’s how you train primitive women.  They’ll soon learn that we control their pain and pleasure, and if they want less of the first and more of the second, then they’ll only get it through total obedience to their new masters: the men of the Fourth Reich!’  

* * *

After a brief rest, they were taken to another screened compartment of the slave temple, where there was a ring of ten nude male statues all facing inwards.  They were exquisitely carved out of white marble with huge but anatomically perfectly accurate phalluses, jutting up at forty-five-degree angles.  Each had been coated in slave juice. 

Jenny and her companions were impaled upon them: with their legs wrapped around their stone waists and embracing them with their arms.  Their hands, with their wrists cuffed together, grasping their muscular shoulders as their jerked themselves up and down in a frenzy of lust.  The hard heads of the shafts pounded against the upper ends of their vaginal passageways, bruising them, but they could not stop.

Burckhardt walked around the frantically writhing ring of women, watching their pussies being stretched by the stone shafts as they rode up and down upon them, sucking and then spreading.  He checked the juices flowing out of them and the hardness of their nipples as they rubbed against the muscular stone chests of the statues.   Any girl who was seen to be slowing down received a smack on her hot bottom from his pain paddle.
He rubbed his fingers in Jenny’s copious discharge is it dripped over the stone balls of the statue on which she was mounted.
‘Your green girl,’ he said to Carl, ‘is certainly a juicy one.  You saw she was special from the start, didn’t you?  Well spotted, lad!’
Carl, who was carrying a clipboard and keeping track of the number of orgasms each woman had, blushed with pride.
They were allowed two minutes rest after each orgasm, and then they were encouraged to begin again by having the prod end of the spanking paddle coated with pain juice pushed up into their rectums.  They began jerking away again in an attempt to escape its burning intimate fire.

‘Soon they’ll learn to love both the pleasure and pain until they get addicted to them,’ Burckhardt pronounced.  ‘They won’t be able to go long without a screw or a whip and they’ll grow to love being in harness, because they know that’s how they’ll best get them.  They’ll forget their barbaric lives and learn to serve civilised people!’
Jenny heard this even as she was working her way up to a third orgasm and groaned, but not from frustrated desire.  She had a terrifying vision that it just might be true.

* * *

It was a big capstan built out of the same hard dark wood as the poles and phalluses on the screw frame.  It was mounted on a heavy stone block and radiated out eight spokes.  Jenny and the other five women were chained to these spokes, straining to turn the capstan round against resistance that was controlled by a tensioning lever set on its hub.

Both their wrists and collars were chained to the capstan spokes which were only a metre above the ground, so they were forced to bend over as they worked.  There was a ring of fine ribs, rather like the stippling on a concrete road surface, cut into the stone floor under the capstan spokes for increased traction.  They had been worn and polished by who knew how many bare slave feet before theirs.
There efforts were given their own unique accompaniment by the small cow bells plugged into their bottoms.  They were hung on the ends of tiny gibbet like mounts that extended from plugs set at right angles to their perpendicular shafts which were buried deep in their rectums and which climbed from between their sweaty buttocks and swung from side to side, making a flat clonking sound with each step.  
But there was a second subtle addition to the bell mounts.  They had sprung arms on the lower ends of their vertical shafts that continued on down between their groins and then curled up and pressed into their pussy slots.  Little fabric tips, like oversized cotton buds, soaked in slave juice rubbed and teased their clits.
The pleasure was intimate but highly localised so they simmered with it rather than gave way to overwhelming orgasms.  Nevertheless, their pussies were all swollen with steady desire, dripping and filling the air with their perfume.

After a while, Jenny realized that Burckhardt was not even looking at them half time, but judging their rate of work by the sound of their bells.  Any girl slacking announced herself by a change in the regularity of her bell.  Then she received a few hard smacks of the pain paddle across her outthrust buttocks which made them smart and glow and of course caused her bell to jangle about wildly, until she found her rhythm again.
After making endless circuits and with her back aching, Jenny happily let herself become hypnotised by the rolling of the olive buttocks of the girl in front of her with her bell swinging above them.  She could smell her sweat and intimate excitement.  She wanted to kiss her, to make love to her.  But she was helpless in the chains of her Masters.  They controlled her pain and pleasure.  They controlled her very life.  She must not do anything to anger them.  She must obey…
Oh God!  Already she was finding herself slipping into slavish acquiescence.

Their dangling breasts, hanging under the capstan spokes, also offered inviting targets.  Every so often Burckhardt positioned himself beside the wheel and waited for each girl to come round to him.  Each received sharp pain paddle smacks on her dangling breasts that made her yelp, but she had to keep plodding on.

‘See how their tits bounce and swing about, lad,’ Burckhardt said cheerfully to Carl. ‘It’s a pretty sight, isn’t it?  Get them nice and rosy and they’ll do anything you want.  Here, have a go…’

Carl took up position beside the capstan and tried his hand at a beating the pairs of dangling breasts as they passed him by.  But after a couple of turns, Burckhardt shook his head.
‘No, lad, you’re missing half of them.  You want to spread the pain nice and evenly while not forgetting their nips.  Let me stop the wheel… There, now try it on that one…’
She was the girl in front of Jenny.  Frowning in concentration, Carl belaboured her breasts, making them bounce and leap wildly, while she squealed and sobbed in pain and wriggled her hips helplessly.

‘You’re holding back, which is taking too long. That’s why you can’t hit both her tits evenly when she’s passing you.  Don’t be too gentle,’ Burckhardt advised.
The fleshy smacks and yelps rose to a crescendo…
‘Enough of that, young man,’ a commanding voice said.

A solid, greying but still energetic looking man, perhaps in his mid-fifties, who was dressed in a faded Safari jacket, emerged from a door between the screens.  He walked around the stationary capstan, looking the imprisoned women over.  Then he cupped the burning breasts of the woman Carl had been beating.
‘These have been beaten quite enough,’ he declared.

Carl looked alarmed.  ‘S… sorry, Director von Waldau,’ he choked out.  ‘Bu… but Mr Burckhardt said this was how it should be done, Director…’
‘That’s true, Director,’ Burckhardt said.  ‘He was only following my guidance.’

‘By all means teach the boy to be firm, Burckhardt,’ von Waldau said, ‘but there’s no need to be unnecessarily hard on them.  Once they’ve learned to obey, they don’t need more chastising.  You don’t get anything from beating a willing horse, you know.’
‘This batch is still in training, Director,’ Burckhardt pointed out, with a hint of resentment.  ‘Still not fully broken in.   You can’t afford to go soft on them, not at this stage.  This one’s got a juice bud on her clit, so she’ll come over that when she’s hurting enough.’
The Director appeared unconvinced. ‘Yes, of course, you can use the juice to train them and keep them in line, but we do not behave like brutes, even with primitives.  We are civilised men, remember.’
‘Yes, Director,’ Burckhardt said stiffly.

* * *

That “evening”, when the women were put in their pens with their heads down and bottoms up for a final inspection, Jenny overheard Burckhardt talking to Carl.

‘Don’t take too much notice of what the Director said, lad.  Of course, he’s a fine man, and he was part of the original expedition that discovered the way down here.  But he doesn’t realize how hard you’ve got to be to train women like this.  Sometimes suffering is necessary.  Remember what we’re doing this for.  It’s not just for us down here.  They’ll earn plenty of money for the cause when we start sending them up to the surface to stock our secret brothels.  By then they’ve got to be totally broken.  We need them to help finance the building of our new master race out of sight of our enemies.  Down here we shall grow and equip a whole new army.  The Fourth Reich underground!  Then, when we’re ready and the rest are growing decadent and soft up top, we shall emerge again to victory!  Then they’ll be no going soft on inferior races wherever they are!’
Jenny shuddered.  So that was it!  Native women were going to be forced to help pay for the building of an army at the Earth’s core by serving as sex slaves!
‘Yes, Mr Burckhardt, I won’t forget that,’ Carl promised.  Then, after a moment’s thought, he asked.  ‘After we’ve won, would we train some of the enemies’ women to be our slaves as well?’

‘Of course we would lad.  They’d all be serving us.  Probably get them to pay us tributes in women!’
‘Would slave juice work on white women as well as olive and black ones, Mr Burckhardt?’

‘I don’t know, lad,’ Burckhardt said thoughtfully.  ‘But I’d enjoy finding out!’









Chapter Four

 

The only reason Jenny knew her training took about two weeks was that she kept an eye on the wall calendar over the whipping poles as it was marked off.  Otherwise, the light was unchanging and there was no day and night.  She saw many of the keepers and trainers checking the clock and calendar as well, as if to reassure themselves that time was passing. Did the natives have any means of their own of telling the time or even the seasons, if there were such things down here?

At the end of this period, Burckhardt declared that she and the other five girls who were captured with her were broken in and basically trained and fit to serve in the city.  They were certainly meek and obedient and terrified of the pain paddles and ready to work to exhaustion to avoid them.  They feared the slave juice in a different way: knowing they would do almost anything while under its influence.  Afterwards they might feel ashamed, but soon they would long for another application.
They had become addicted to extremes of pain and pleasure and so had become dependent on the men who controlled it.  Jenny wondered if her own adjusted sexual nature made him more or less susceptible to the power of these strange plant extracts that she was being subjected to.  Would the effects wear off if she managed to escape from Hollow Earth, or would she be left like a pleasure junkie needing another fix of something that existed only in another reality?
She and the other five girls were brought together with another batch of four freshly trained women and put into a long coffle chain.  Then a stocky, heavy jawed, close- shaven man in civilian clothes with a bundle of keys and a riding crop hanging from his belt came to the slave Hall.  He conversed with Burckhardt and checked that they responded properly to basic commands and then took charge of them.

He had a bundle of large metal tags with him that the clipped to the front rings of their collars.  Each tag had a number stamped on it.  Then he made a little speech, which he must have known they could hardly understand.
‘I am Chainmaster Schmidt.  It is my duty to see that you are kept clean and healthy and fit for service in whatever form it is required.  You are now the 23rd slave chain of Neuschwanstein.   You each have your numbers…’

He went down the line of them holding up a collar tag.  Briefly pulling their collar gags out he made each girl repeat her designation.  Jenny was girl 5 of Chain 23.  They did not even have individual names anymore!
Then Schmidt went along the line of them swiping their breasts with his riding crop which must’ve been soaked in pain juice.  They yelped and snivelled but they held their submissive postures.
‘From now on you will obey me without question,’ Schmidt warned them.
Then he took up the lead chain of the coffle and marched them away.

* * *

Chain 23 was housed in one of the many empty buildings in the city not far from the central square, which had been converted to a kind of dormitory for slaves. There were rows of rough sleeping pallets and chains along the walls to which they were secured with a partitioned room at the end where Schmidt slept.  From other rooms in the building, chains of girls came and went at all hours to serve their Masters.

Food was brought from some central kitchen and distributed to the slave chains.  There were buckets for water and wastes.  That “night”, Schmidt selected girl number 1 of the chain and took her into his private quarters.  The rest of them, gagged and chained to the walls, could hear her gasps and squeals as he used her for his pleasure.

* * *

The next day they were roused by the city’s public-address speakers blaring into life.  Jenny thought she recognised Director von Waldau’s voice. 

‘Your attention please.  The Wotan is arriving in one hour.  Repeat: the Wotan is arriving in one hour.  Ground crew and designated slave chains will report to the central square…’ 

And then they began playing martial music.
Schmidt roused the chain and led them briskly through the winding streets to the central square, where the Heimdall was still moored in one corner. There were people already gathering there.  It was the largest crowd Jenny had seen since she had arrived in Neuschwanstein.  There were perhaps five hundred of them, all men, and about half were in uniform.

Schmidt led Chain 23 to the pit wall where he divided them into pairs and commanded them to take hold of the crank handles on the vertical ratchet shafts connected to the counterweights that balanced the iron rods extending out over the middle of the pit.  He pulled out locking pins that held the counterweights in place and then commanded them to crank.  As the counterweights rose, the iron poles folded downwards until they rested against the inner walls of the great pit.  Then they were locked in place again.  Then he had the chain move on to the next set of poles.
As they were lowering the poles, Jenny saw another team of slave girls on the other side the pit moving the big wheeled gantry that supported what she had guessed was a radio mast out of the way.  Was that their means of communication with the surface?
When the last pole was lowered, Jenny took a peek over the wall of the pit.  A vast dark smooth sided shaft cut through solid rock extended downwards into the very heart of the Earth.  Except of course that if they were on the interior of the Earth, then that must be direction in which the surface lay.  It was the deepest shaft she’d ever seen.   Once again Jenny thought: this is impossible.  Beyond a few kilometres down (or up) it couldn’t hold itself open against the pressure transmitted through the rock around it, let alone being torn apart by the movement of tectonic plates over the years.  But here it was so she might as well simply marvel at the spectacle.  Then she thought she saw something moving in its depths…
Schmidt pulled them away from the pit and had them kneel a distance from it, to one side of a line of men including the Director and Captain Frisch and others in uniform who were taking up position on the “reviewing stand”.  They were all watching the pit intently.  
Then what seemed to be a ribbed grey white canvas dome, with a small cockpit on is very tip, rose majestically out of the pit.  The dome became the nose cone of a huge cylindrical body, which had strange hoops and rods projecting in rings down its length. Then suddenly it made sense: it was a huge lozenge-shaped Zeppelin rising up out of the depths nose first.  
Of course, Jenny thought, that would be the logical orientation for such a vessel if it had to travel through a shaft from the surface of the Earth to its core.  It was not travelling horizontally but straight up and straight down.  And that’s what those odd hoops and rods were for: to keep it from striking the shaft sides. It loomed like a skyscraper above them now, endlessly rising and growing.  Around her, the other slave girls goggled at it and whimpered at the sight of it. 

Then it began to taper down into a set of huge steering fins and nacelle motors.  And suspended between them was a cylindrical gondola with faces pressed against its windows.  And then it was clear of the pit rim.

The airship ground crew had gathered around the sides of the pit as the crew of Wotan opened hatches and tossed out reels of rope which the ground crew caught up.  

Slowly the great ship’s ascent was halted and then slowly it was “walked” to one side of the pit and securely moored.

The slave chains were called forward, cranking the counterweights and levering the poles back up into position guarding the mouth of the pit.  The radio mast gantry was wheeled forward again until it was suspended over the pit once more.
While this been going on, a set of steps had been wheeled up against the sides of the Wotan’s gondola.  Men emerged, looking pale and blinking in the unwavering light, looking around at the great city and the land curving away about it in wonder.  They were led over to the reviewing stand where the Director welcomed them heartily, shaking each one by the hand.  Jenny could overhear some of his introductions.

‘Welcome to Hollow Earth: the home of the new Fatherland.  This is Colonel Giessler, the military commander of our expedition.  This is Major Berger, his second-in-command.  Our own airship Captain Frisch...  Chief engineer Zimmerman…’
The military men gave Nazi salutes, while the civilians shook hands.

While the slave chains waited patiently and decorously to one side, Jenny heard engineer Zimmerman welcoming one of the new arrivals like an old friend.  

‘Helmet, you made it at last!’
‘Max, is that you?  Yes, eight hundred kilometres through the earth!  It took days.  We were sick in the middle when the weight left us and the airship turned around in a great cavern.’
‘That was the neutral gravity point.  You drop down to it and then ascend to the interior.’
‘Well, it was wretched.  I’m glad there were no women with us.  It would have been too embarrassing for all of us.  Is it true you still have no women here?’
‘The Donar will bring the first batch of Aryan women down here very soon.  Then we’ll begin breeding the new master race.’ He indicated the kneeling rows of naked slave girls.  ‘Meanwhile, we have plenty of passionate native women to enjoy… ‘

* * *

That “evening” they held a celebratory banquet for the newcomers in a great, many- pillared hall with a complex mosaic floor.  Slave Chain 23 attended once again, but serving a very different purpose than they had earlier.

There were several great carved stone dining tables with glass-covered recesses in them where girls lay on their backs stretched out tautly.  Stone posts rose at the ends of each table to which more girls were secured by heavy metal clamps binding them from neck to ankles.  There were complicated ancient mechanisms hidden inside the posts that connected them to the girls in the tables.  Angled sliding rods that seeped out measured quantities of pain venom, penetrated their backsides, while sprung slave juice tongues curved up between their thighs and teased their pussies.  Pain and pleasure met within them and with predictable results.  Their hips squirmed and jerked about wildly as those tried to escape the double stimulation.  Their helpless movements pumped on the rods in their bottoms which were transmitted through a series of levers and couplings into the table recesses.  Here they operated more rods tipped by spiked dildos that jabbed up into the reclining women’s pussies, while a secondary connection linked them to sets of lighter rods with screw clamps on their ends, which pulled and twisted on their nipples.  
The muffled yelps and moans of both sets of women formed a steady background to the chatter that filled the hall.  The newcomers gaped at them in wonder, while the old hands treated them with casual amusement.
Jenny was one of those girls bound to the posts.  As her bottom burned and stung from within, while her pussy dripped helplessly as it was tongued from without, she struggled to distract herself.  Fortunately, Zimmerman and Helmut were sitting at her table close enough for her to overhear snatches of their continuing conversation…
‘Well it’s a lot warmer here than in the Andes,’ Helmut said, fanning himself.  He glanced appreciatively at the struggling girl in the recess of the table before him and then at Jenny’s tightly bound naked body.  ‘And your table decorations don’t make it any cooler…’
The Andes… South America… Jenny thought.  Of course, there were stories in her world of escaped Nazis after World War II hiding in South America.  That also explained the Spanish calendar.  Was that where they found the other end of the great shaft?  At least in this reality…
‘Have you spent all the time down here building such devices to play with native women, instead of working for the future?’  Helmut asked, half seriously.	
‘No, not at all,’ Zimmerman assured him.  ‘These are all here when we found the place.  As you see more of the city, you’ll realize they must have had a slave-based society.  Dominating women was natural to them.’
‘But who were they?’
‘We have no idea, except that they had pale skins compared to the locals.  We think at first they believed we were them returning.  It seems they think of this citadel as almost a holy place, where the great ones departed from their world.  Perhaps they were proto-Aryans.  The research is continuing.  But whoever they were, they laid sound foundations.  We could not have established ourselves down here against attacks from the native tribes without this fortress.  From this place the Reich will rise once more!’
Just then Jenny’s pain and pleasure induced writhings became too much and she was convulsed by an orgasm and sprayed her juices out over a corner of the dining table.
The two men looked around at her shameful display and laughed.
Her cheeks burned in despair and frustration.  Was there no escape from this hellish place?









Chapter Five

 
Subterranean Neuschwanstein had a geothermal fed bathhouse a little like the Roman baths in Bath, but on a far grander scale.  It had a variety of pools and plunges of every temperature and heated stone benches and exotic and erotic statues and mosaics everywhere.  It was here that the 23rd Slave Chain were next sent to serve.

Some of them swam in the larger pools like mermaids, confined to limited circuits by rods hooked to their collars running down through channels in the floors of pools.  Other bathers played with them as they passed.  Some of the men mounted them from behind and they had to keep swimming with them on their backs, frantically thrusting into them like copulating frogs.  Other girls were less mobile.
Jenny sat hunched up half floating in a water-filled trough-like glass bench with a grill on its top.  There was a hole in the grill just large enough for her head to pass through.  Beside her, confined within the same bench, was girl 6 of 23 Chain, with her head also protruding through the top of the bench.

Two naked men were seated on the bench with their thighs spread on either side of the women’s heads, which were bobbing regularly with their mouths full of their erect penises as they slowly sucked the men off.

The men were both relaxed and at ease after their bath and were talking idly.  Gunther, the man Jenny was serving, was burley and loud in an amiable way.  Schwagen, the man Girl 6 was sucking off, was more slender and scholarly in appearance.  He actually had his notepad out and was recording details of the wall mosaics, which showed a pale race enjoying baths and mermaids.
Mechanically, Jenny sucked on Gunther’s penis.  She had nothing else to stimulate her this time, so she would have to wait for her natural responses to cut in to get any pleasure from it.  She was aware of Girl 6 coughing and gasping for breath beside her, as she tried to pleasure Schwagen’s penis.  She did not have the breathing bypass Zephyra had created in Jenny to make performing fellatio easier.  

The only advantage in her situation was that she might overhear something useful.  The men treated native slave women virtually as dumb animals and were completely uninhibited in their presence.  Certainly, they would never suspect that she understood every word they said… 

‘So, how old is this place?’  Gunther asked Schwagen.  ‘You and the other historians have been studying it long enough.’
‘Its dates back to before much of recorded history, I suspect.  Perhaps 10,000 years.  Conditions here have preserved everything remarkably well.’
‘You still don’t know anything about the builders?’

‘Apart from these few images, nothing.  They appear to have left no inscriptions behind them.  We don’t even know how long this place was inhabited.’

‘But why did they leave it?   There’s nothing wrong with the place.  It doesn’t look as if it was attacked or damaged in any way.  It’s in almost perfect repair.’ 
Schwagen shrugged.  ‘I’ve no idea.  Conditions must have changed here, or else they found a better place to live.’
‘The surface, you mean?  Maybe they were our ancestors.’
‘We can only speculate,’ Schwagen cautioned him.  ‘We’re not even sure if they, or some other race, made the shaft or if it’s a product of unknown natural forces.  They might have simply built the citadel around its mouth.’
It was at that moment that Gunther grunted and came down Jenny’s throat.  Dutifully, she swallowed his sperm down and then held his softening shaft gently between her lips.
He smiled happily and patted her head.  ‘Well I’m grateful for what they built and then leaving it to us.  Here we can all live like Roman emperors!’
After taking a few minutes to recover, he pulled his cock out of Jenny’s mouth and wiped it clean on her hair.  Then he pushed her head back down into the hole in the grill under the water and closed the sliding panel of the grill over her.
Immediately Jenny twisted round and dipped her head down to the outer corner of the trough where the bottom end of a snorkel-like glass tube protruded.  Locking her lips about it, she blew the water out of it and then sucked air down it from its mouth set in the top of the bench, just above the water level within.  Her exhaled air bubbled out through her nostrils.
She heard another panel in the grill top of the bench being slid aside and obediently she raised her haunches so that they protruded up through it.  Gunther slapped it and then turned and straddled the bench and rammed his cock down into her waiting wet pussy.
Then he reached out and put his thumb over the top end of her breathing tube.  It was another way of reminding her of her total helplessness: another little game they could play with their slaves, which presumably the builders of the bath house had played with their slaves thousands of years before.  Men did not change… Frantically she began to jerk her hips up against him, while squeezing and sucking on him with her vaginal passageway with all her might.  He laughed and his thumb was lifted.
The sick, sadistic, bastard, Jenny thought, even as his cruelty and cock inside her gave her the first warning tingling of an orgasm.  And how fiercely that perverse side of her responded to being mistreated by such sadists, she conceded despairingly.

Transmitted through the air in the breathing tube into her jaw, she could just make out Gunther saying.  ‘I shall miss them when they begin sending them up to the surface.  They’ll be fewer of them for us to play with.’

‘We can hunt for more,’ Schwagen pointed out.
‘That’s the problem.  The natives in the forests are moving away from the citadel.  We’ll have to look for more girls further out.  That’s why the Director’s working on that second airship…’

 









Chapter Six

 
The next day, Schmidt marched the 23rd chain girl coffle out through a set of massive city gates into the terraced fields.

The retaining walls of fields looked to be as massive as the ancient city itself, suggesting they had been built at the same time.  There were guards stationed along the lowest terrace wall, which formed a steep rampart, keeping a watch out on the jungle below.  Above them, the hillside became steadily more rugged and steeper until it turned mountainous.  A fine tracery of streams poured down out of the cloud-shrouded peaks, while here and there steam billowed out of vents.  The neat terraces were covered with orchards of shrubs and trees, bearing berries and fruit of many colours and sizes, and narrow fields, planted with what must be the local equivalent of herbs, brassicas and root vegetables.  These were also of many shapes and colours and none of them look familiar, but presumably this was where the food she had been eating came from, so it must be edible.   
‘Today you will be picking fruit,’ Schmidt told them.
That seemed quite a pleasant job, Jenny thought, until she saw the accessories they would be using.  She should have known better.  Even when serving as farmhands, they were still slaves, and had to be treated and humiliated like slaves…

* * *

Jenny shuffled awkwardly along the path of well trodden earth around between the low trees heavy with glossy purple fruit.  The leaves on the trees, she noticed, were all turned upwards to face the unmoving core Sun.

She was hobbled and her vagina and anus were impaled on phallic prongs on the ends of the single shaft of a small wheelbarrow that she wheeled in front of her, held in place by clamps screwed to her labia.  Of course, the vaginal plug of the shaft had a little slave juice soaked into it, which dispersed slowly into her body giving her a buzz of pleasure.  The more she wheeled the shaft along, so that it churned inside her, and the heavier the load of fruit got, the more excited she became.  Her thighs were slippery and she was leaving a trail of drips along the earthen path behind her.
Her wrists were cuffed and joined by a long chain that ran through a ring on the belt bound about her waist.  She just had enough reach to pick the fruit off the low trees and put them in the barrow.  The girls in the rows on either side of her picked their side of the trees.  A pair of short chains from the ring on the front of her collar ran down to rings clipped to her nipples, which were also joined by a light metal rod.  Hung from middle of this rod was a cowbell that clonked as she moved.
Even though she was not closely attended, there was little hope of escape from the guarded fields, hobbled and restrained as she was.  How far could she run pushing a wheelbarrow in front of her plugged into her pussy!

But there was one freedom she had now that had hardly been granted to her over the last few weeks: she could speak freely!

Until now, there had always been masters present, or else she and all the other girls in the chain had been gagged.  Of course, the Nazi’s did not expect to hold conversations with them, so she reasoned that the gags were there mostly to prevent them from making any unapproved sounds or protests or perhaps to prevent them from plotting together or simply to isolate them further.  But today out here on the terraces, with nearest guards some way off and Schmidt dozing in the shade, for whatever reason they had been left un-gagged.

Jenny looked about her cautiously.  Girl 6 of her chain, who she had served with in the same seat trough in the baths, was in the next path along.  She had drawn level with her as they worked.
‘Hello, my name is Jenny,’ Jenny said softly. ‘What’s yours?’

The other girl looked around nervously to check she was not overheard, and then whispered back, ‘Myta.’
‘Hello, Myta.  Can we talk as we work?’
‘Yes.  I would like to…’
They moved along the parallel rows, picking the fruit while keeping pace with each other.
‘Look, I’m from a tribe that lives far away from here,’ Jenny said.  ‘I never saw the citadel or airships or these strange people who have this prisoner until the day I was captured while I was out exploring.  What do you know about them?’
‘You have never heard of the dwelling place of the ancient ones?’ Myta asked in disbelief.
‘No, never.  As I said, I live far away from here.  We have different stories about the past.’  She just hoped Myta would not ask exactly what those were.
‘The ancients live here long, long ago,’ Myta explained. ‘They built this place.  Then they returned to the other world and it has been taboo ever since.  Then these ones came.  The Na-zes. They were like the ancient ones with their sky ships and fire sticks and thunder gourds.  At first, we thought they were the ancients returned.  We made offerings.  Then they started enslaving us.  I was going to be married to Tharg of the Begotines.  Then I was taken.  Now I am ruined…’
‘You mean you were a virgin?’
‘Not anymore,’ she said in despair.  ‘I still hurt when they have me…’
Just for a moment, Jenny realized what advantages she had.  Her virginity was of no importance and her alterations meant she could recover from any number of screwings in a few hours.  But it must be terrible for the local women.   ‘I’m sure that Tharg will understand,’ she said, offering all comfort she could.
‘I will never see him again, or my tribe,’ Mitre said bitterly.  ‘We were the Kaloren.  We were proud hunters.  Now we live in fear… those of us that are left.’
‘Have you tried fighting the Nazis?
‘How can we?  They are like gods!’
‘No, they’re just people like you with some advanced technology.’
‘I do not know this word “tek-no-logy” ’Myta said.
‘It’s a word my tribe has for complicated things made out of metal and unusual materials that might seem strange and frightening, but are really quite simple when you know how they work.  There’s nothing magical about them.  That’s all these Nazis have.  It doesn’t mean they’re gods, or the ancient ones returned.  They’re just people.’
‘I wish I could believe that,’ Myta said in despair.
‘Well I’m not going to give up.  On my travels here, I’ve already escaped from some very strange places.  You just have to be ready to take the opportunity when it comes.  Will you be ready to do that with me?’
Through the intervening foliage, Jenny thought she saw Myta give a curious smile.

‘You do not sound like any woman I have ever met before.’

‘You may be right,’ Jenny said with feeling.

* * *

At the end of hours of fruit picking, Schmidt gave them a little reward for their efforts.

Freed from their carts they had small plum-like fruits dipped in slave juice pushed into their pussies.  Then they were allowed, literally, to eat each other out.  At least Jenny was able to position herself next to Myta and they frantically coupled together, while Schmidt and some of the guards watched their helpless display, laughing at their frenzy.

With her face buried in Mitre’s hot dripping olive-skinned cleft, Jenny realized how nice she tasted.  She really had a pretty face and a lovely body.  If there was more of this to enjoy, why not just surrender to the inevitable?
And then they came in each other’s faces with slavish inhibition, and for a few seconds life was perfect.
As they clung together in the sticky post orgasmic throws of their intense mutual orgasm, Jenny thought: Oh God, much more of this and I won’t have the willpower to escape!
Still limp and dazed, the women of 23 Chain were pulled apart and bent over in the dirt with their sticky faces down and wet bottoms up, so that the watching guards could take turns screwing them.

As the cocks pounded into her hot slippery pussy, Jenny thought: no, I will escape from this!  I will not see these men turn the core of the earth into another fascist hell!









Chapter Seven

 
The women of 23 Chain were given a rare honour.  They rode on the first test flight of the airship Freya.  This was von Waldau’s project that Jenny had heard Gunther talking about in the baths.

The Freya was a smaller craft than the Heimdall, with a two-person cockpit at the front of its gondola.  Behind this was a metal mesh platform minimally divided from the open-air by flimsy looking railings that were in-filled with netting.  Down the middle of the platform ran the drive shaft of the Freya’s single propeller which turned at the end of the gondola.  Hung behind that was the rudder.  The women of 23 Chain were positioned on either side of the drive shaft two abreast, peddling frantically.  They sat impaled on hollow tubular phalluses mounted on what resembled racing bike saddles, which also supported handlebars and cuffs for the girl behind them.  Their feet were chained to sets of crank pedals that were connected via differential gears to the drive shaft.
Their level of activity was controlled from the cockpit by sets of pulleys and levers that ran back up through the posts that supported the saddles and handlebars to little reservoirs and sprung triggers.  The hollow phalluses lodged in their pussies delivered measured doses of slave juice when they were pedalling fast enough.  If more speed was required, then another control smacked small spiked paddles, laced with pain potion, against their sweating buttocks.
And so they sobbed and gasped and shivered in waves of pleasure and pain as they pedalled away in mid air.
In between their induced highs and lows, the other girls in chain were locked into a more or less steady state of terror, not only because of the height but also the machinery of the airship to which they were so intimately connected, which seemed frighteningly complicated to them.

Jenny kept looking round to flash reassuring smiles at Myta who was chained to the seat beside her.  She must learn to accept technology if she and her people were ever going to overthrow the invaders.
While the women pedalled away, the Freya flew in ever-increasing circles out from the Citadel over the great steaming forest, while von Waldau and Captain Frisch tested the performance of the airship.
‘Net I want to perform a maximum airspeed test,’ Director,’ Frisch said.  ‘I want to determine the limits and endurance of out flesh engine.’
‘Very well, proceed, Captain,’ von Waldau said.
The sets of spiked paddles swung back and then smacked simultaneously into the women’s bottoms, making them whimper in pain.  Every ten seconds the blows were repeated as continual encouragement.  Frantically they pedalled faster and the ship slowly surged forward.
With their hips rocking on the saddles, the pussy tubes churned inside them, causing them to dribble incontinently over their seats.  Jenny could smell their combined arousal like a cloud enveloping them before the wash of air through the open gondola carried it away.
After five minutes of this, they were lathered in sweat, with drips falling from the tips of their dangling breasts, while their legs felt as if they were on fire.  Looking behind him von Waldau noted their state and said. ‘That’s enough Captain, they can’t give us any more….’
The pain paddles ceased their regular smacking and gratefully the girls slowed their paddling to an easy rate to generate just enough revs to maintain the ship’s headway.  Von Waldau operated another control and pleasure juice was pumped into them through the rods on which they were impaled.
Slave juice surged into their hot slippery pussies which seemed to suck it up.  They shuddered and clenched upon the rods inside them as their aching pussies were driven to another orgasm.  For a fleeting instant, Jenny thought: it was so good to be used like this… to be part of a wonderful machine!
Afterwards, as they hunched over their saddles, with their pussies dripping and gasping for breath while lost in blissful delight, Jenny dimly heard their masters discuss their performance.
‘Our airspeed is not what I would wish, Director,’ Frisch said, ‘however she handles quite well.’
‘I am more interested in the fact that she is stealthy,’ said von Waldo.  ‘Our pretty living engines are silent.  That would be useful for future scouting missions.’
‘Scouting where, Director?’
‘Everywhere.  We know so little about this land.  It may hold great secrets.’
‘But we have our mission, Director.  That must take priority over mere curiosity.’
‘I’m aware of that.  But if we are to survive and grow here, then we must know more about what resources it holds and also any threats it harbours.’
‘As you wish, Director,’ Frisch conceded.
‘I’m satisfied with our first test flight.  When the women are rested, we shall return to Neuschwanstein…’

* * *

The Freya drifted down over the landing field in the central square of the city.  There was plenty of room.  The Heimdall was out on patrol, searching for more slaves, and the Wotan had departed the previous day back down the great shaft to the surface.  Mooring lines were dropped and the ground crew brought them safely down.

Blinking the sweat from her eyes, Jenny saw that apart from Schmidt, Colonel Giessler, impeccable in his gleaming uniform, was waiting for them.  Von Waldau and Frisch clambered down allowing Schmidt in to take charge of 23 Chain once again.  Von Waldo said, ‘they did very well, Schmidt.  You have kept them in good condition.’
Schmidt beamed.  ‘Thank you, Director.’
As they were being taken off their saddles (groaning as their impaling dildo rods were pulled out of them) and put back in the coffle, Jenny could hear the conversation drifting in through the open sides of the gondola.

While Frisch was inspecting the airship, Von Waldo was enthusing to Giessler over the success of the test flight.  

‘We can use the Freya for exploration.  We may find tribes who have not yet heard of this.  Without engine noise, it will not seem so frightening.  Perhaps we might even make peaceful contact with them rather than reverting to slaughter.’
Giessler was apparently unimpressed.   ‘They’re all savages, Director and have to be taught to fear and serve us.  The Freya is too small a craft to capture more women, or to carry freight, so its use is strictly limited.’
‘But the Freya will save on fuel, which is as you well know in limited supply here.’
‘It is no saving if it uses other resources to no good purpose, Director,’ Giessler pointed out.
‘I’m sure she’ll prove you wrong.  And I have in mind other means by which the women can power machines, using similar propulsion mechanisms.  You know, when you study them closely you realize they are not so unintelligent.  Perhaps they can be trained, even educated, to do more than we have allowed so far…’
Giessler looked annoyed.  ‘We dare not grant them any more freedom or knowledge, or else we run the risk of them turning on us.  They are and always will always be inferior savages, Director.  Their only purpose is to serve the new Fatherland as slaves, down here or back on the surface in the brothels we shall set up to finance our great project.  They must be kept in line by restraints, fear and conditioning: not by misplaced kindness or indulgence.’
‘You do not need to lecture me, Giessler,’ von Waldau said irritably.
‘I was just reminding you of the realities of the situation, Director,’ Giessler said smoothly. ‘You talked of resources; well the slave nectar is one of them and potentially of great value.  In fact, on a related matter, I have received a request from Trainer Burckhardt.  When the first shipment of Aryan women arrives here on the Donar, can he experiment on some of them to see if they respond to the slave nectar like the local women?’
Von Waldau looked appalled. ‘But they are volunteers, not natives!  They are healthy, patriotic Aryan women ready to renew the race!’
‘But circumstances are different down here, Director.  The nectar is a proven means of control.  Unquestioningly obedient women will make us more productive.’  
‘No!’ Von Waldau said firmly, ‘I will hear no more about it!’
That was all Jenny heard as 23 Chain were marched off across the square back to their slave quarters.
As they went, Jenny thought: well, there was certainly friction between the military and civilian leaders of the expedition.  Giessler seem to be a typical stiff-necked and narrow-minded Nazi who it now seemed was ready to treat all women as potential sex slaves, whereas von Waldau had glimmerings of humanity about him.  How would that work out?  And would it help or hinder her chances for escape?
 









Chapter Eight

 

‘Today you are going to be performing in this month’s slave games,’ Schmidt told Chain 23, as they knelt submissively before him in the quarters.

Of course, Jenny knew that the others could hardly understand a word he said, but he seemed to enjoy giving these lectures.  Presumably, it made him feel more important.  Bossing ten virtually dumb creatures must get frustrating.  Well, it was his fault for not teaching them more of his language.  Then at least he might get some intelligent responses.   

‘You haven’t seen our arena yet,’ Schmidt continued.  ‘It’s a little like a miniature Circus Maximus.  And you’re going to be performing there against other chains for our entertainment.  Good for morale, you see.  And if you lose, you get a whipping!’

And he cracked a whip over them.
The women flinched and whimpered.  They understood that threat.

* * *

The arena was indeed very much like a Circus Maximus in miniature, being oval in outline like the stadium around a modern athletics field, except that the arena was covered with fine white sand not grass or rubberized running track.  It had a high wall dividing the arena floor from the first row of steeply raked seats, with many decorative columns and statues circling the topmost levels, and what might have been some kind of royal box in the middle of one side.  The only addition to the original structure were more Nazi banners, a large civic clock and a public-address system.  Underneath the banks of seats were pens and cages and store rooms to keep competitors and props until the time came.

There were five other chains in competition with them that day, each marked with their chain numbers stencilled onto them in different colours on their chests above their breasts, the upper slopes of their buttocks and their outer thighs.  They were assembled together under the stadium with their respective wranglers, who were now serving as their competition trainers and coaches.  With the help of some diagrams together with a handful of experience slaves, presumably veterans of previous games, it was demonstrated what was required of them for each event.  As the women of 23 Chain were shown the ordeals ahead of them, they snivelled and whimpered in despair.  The other chains did not look much happier.  Their masters were turning the individual suffering and humiliation of their slaves into a mass spectator sport.
Jenny felt sick, although thanks to her adjustments, her nipples were hard and her pussy was tingling in anticipation.  I know I can survive this kind of perversity, she thought, glancing sympathetically Myta and the others, but I’m not so sure about them.

* * *

There were paraded out into the arena to rapturous applause.  It was only partly filled, showing how many people the city had once held.  But the few hundred spectators made up for lack of numbers by their enthusiasm.  The “Royal box” now provided seating for the senior staff of the expedition, both military and civil.  Giessler sat noticeably apart from the Director.  Nevertheless, Jenny imagined she could sense the tension between them.   Opposite the box was a big scoreboard, with team numbers and colours listed against events.  It was on this that their point totals would be tallied, with markers in slots to indicate the relative positions of the chains to inspire the innumerate women.  They all knew what would happen to the chain that came last at the end of the day.

Jenny felt a brief thrill at her exposure before so many eyes.  But she knew that was not going to be the best or worst of it.

The first event was a relay race around a track marked out about the perimeter of the arena floor.  They were to run one lap per girl.  It was almost the most innocuous event of all, even allowing for their nudity, except for one small detail…

Freed from their coffles and hobbles, and enjoying a brief moment of unfettered freedom, the teams lined up by the track and the first girls took up position on the starting line, with their heads down and bottoms up.  Officials went along the line of upturned haunches and stuck wooden batons of different colours, matching their team colours, into their pussies.  The batons, which were about forty centimetres long, had a flange about their middles and bulbous tips on each end.  When lodged in place, their outer halves protruded with phallic impudence and invitation from between olive skinned pussy lips.
Jenny gulped as she looked at them, feeling herself preparing for the inevitable.

The starting pistol cracked the six girls sprang forward.  As they straightened up, the batons were pulled down between their thighs to stick out slightly of front of them, waving about with each stride and slapping their thighs, in time with the bouncing of their bare breasts.  They pounded around the sand track in a straggling line, slowly spreading out.  The first runner for 23 Chain was lying third.  By time they rounded the final bend and pounded down the straight the second runners were in place the bent over with their legs wide ready to receive the batons.  
The runners thrust the jutting ends of batons up into the waiting pussies of their teammates and then had to expel them, even as the other girls took a firm grip on their bulbous tips and pulled them out of their hot wet sheaths.  Juices splattered across the sand as the transfer was made and the crowd cheered this show of mutual penetration.  Then the second group of runners were off pounding about the track.
Jenny ran sixth.  She received the by now dripping baton, gasping as it was rammed up inside her, then she took charge of it and sprinted off after the other girls.  23 Chain had dropped to fourth.  The baton churned inside her as she ran, helplessly exciting her.  Her nipples stood up hard on her bouncing breasts, as if saluting the cheers of the crowd, while sticky lather coated her thighs.  She struggled to hold her place.  These native girls were quick!
She cleared the last bend and saw the next girl bending over with her slot gaping invitingly, ready to receive the baton.
Jenny almost fell on top of her as she skidded to a halt, catching hold of her hips and ramming the jutting end of the baton up into her pussy, as if coupling with her.  She felt the other girl take hold of it and she squeezed and pushed to let it go.  The other girl sprinted off, tearing the baton out of Jenny’s dripping pussy, leaving her feeling momentarily empty inside.  Then she stumbled off the track to join the other runners.
By the end of the final lap 23 Chain came in fifth.  Jenny felt a pang of worry. They would have to do better if they were to avoid that punishment whipping.

* * *

A different track had been marked out down the centre of the arena inside the running track.  Its six straight lanes were littered with an identical array of obstacles such as ramps and gates and hoops and jumps that had to be negotiated.  At the starting end of the track were six pots each with a hundred smooth egg-sized pebbles in them, while at the other end of the track were six identical empty pots.  

With their arms bound behind their backs, the chains lined up by the pots where their trainers pushed a pebble up into each of their pussies.  The first girl in each row took up position on the starting line.  When the starting gun fired, they set off up the obstacle course, holding the pebbles tightly inside them while they ducked and weaved and jumped and scrambled to get to the other end where they squatted over the empty pots and expelled the pebble.  Then they run back to the start down a narrow clear lane beside the outward-bound obstacle lane.

Meanwhile the next girl had already set off at her heels and then the next…
The challenge the trainers faced was to time things so they had as many girls on the course at the same time as possible, but not too closely bunched together so they got in each other’s way.  Schmidt seemed to have got this right.  Five girls were at various stages along the obstacle course, one was at the end squatting over the pot squeezing out a pebble, two were running back down the return lane, one was having a fresh pebble pushed up into her pussy, and the last one was standing on the line ready to go again when commanded by a smack on her bottom.  
Jenny clenched her pebble frantically as she traversed the obstacle course while trying not to fall over.  Running with her arms bound only accentuated the heave and bounce and flop of her breasts and the roll of her hips, as it did with the other girls, which of course only made the sight of them more enticing to spectators.  Gratefully, she squatted over the bucket at the end and pushed the pebble out of her.  As she sprinted back to the start again she heard the cheers and jeers of the crowd and, despite herself, she began to feel a strange sense of excitement.  It was a crude, perverse and humiliating game, but it could be far worse.  
After carrying five pebbles up the course, her pussy was beginning to ache along with every other part of her body and she was covered in sweat and panting heavily.  Running with pebbles jiggling inside her was making her pussy froth and the insides of her legs were wet and slippery.  But she had to keep running.
By the time she tottered off the end of the obstacle course over to the pot and squeezed the last pebble out of her bruised vagina, she could hardly stand.  She staggered back down return lane and fell over the line.
23 Chain came fourth in the pebble race, improving their position on the overall scoreboard slightly.

* * *

In the “Caterpillar Race”, the whole chain ran as one: almost literally.

With their arms still bound behind their backs, they were put into a coffle with chains linking their collars front to back.  Then they were joined together by large W-shaped double hooks off spring metal with bulbous rubber tips that were plugged into the bottom of the girl in front and vagina of the girl behind her.  There were held in place by pairs of cords tied to the middles of the W-hooks which were fastened to belts buckled about their waists.  
Just to make it more interesting, the bulbous tips of the hooks had been doctored with slave juice.  The girls shuddered as they felt it warming their insides, but it must have been a slow release mix that didn’t drive them to immediate orgasms.
Their nipples were pinched by spring clips on the ends of a rubber cord threaded through the back ring of the collar of the girl in front of them.  The front and last girls in the caterpillar had sprung plugs in their pussies or anuses from which hung cowbells.  The front girl also had a spring clips on her nipples on the ends of a cord that looped through the front ring of her collar, lifting her breast painfully upwards.
Their bonds pulled them close together, so that the only way they could move at any pace faster than a shuffle was if they kept all their legs in step.  Schmidt gave them a few minutes practice at this before they were ushered out onto the track along with the other chains.  The race was over three laps.

The starting gun fired and the chains set off in a strange loping motion with all their legs moving in unison and their collar chains jingling and cowbells clonking.  Every step churned the dildos inside them front and back and tugged on their clipped nipples, which were of course also being yanked upon by the weight of their breasts as they bounced up and down.  

Ripples ran back and forward through each fleshy caterpillar, limited only by the chains linking their collars, as the girls tried to keep together and in step even though they were being pulled about by springs of the impaler hooks, their collar chains and the rubber cords pulling on their nipples.
In the middle of her chain, Jane gasped and snivelled and she struggled to keep in step with the rest.  Her nipples throbbed hard and her pussy dribbled as the outer prongs of the hooks dug and twisted inside her.  Alternately, her vagina and anus were stretched apart and then squeezed together again.  Her breasts were stretched and yanked upwards and then flattened against the back of the girl in front of her as a compression wave travelled through their strange composite body.  Aided by the slave juice, her own juices were flowing out of her pussy and she could smell the arousal of the others in front and behind her.
In this strange fashion, the girl-flesh caterpillars wove their way around the track, trying to keep up with each other and then overtake.  Their thighs were shiny with sweat and arousal.   Dribbles fell from between their legs on the sand under them.  

The first tome round 23 Chain managed to stumble over line in third place and set off on the second lap.  But the intimate couplings between them had taken their toll.  Inflamed and aroused, orgasms began to break out in the different segments of the caterpillar, causing their producers to groan and stumble.  Other caterpillars were having the same problem.  One fell right over when two adjacent girls came at the same moment, kicking its legs in the air.  The crowd roared with laughter as its trainer dashed onto the track to help it upright again.

Jenny felt her climax rip through her and stumbled as she struggled to keep in step.  Then the girl in front of her came, and she tried to help support her as she staggered and briefly went limp.  Then the girl behind her sobbed and jerked back on the hook plugged into her anus.  The scent of their discharges was filling the air.  This only excited them further and Jenny felt another climax beginning to build within her, driven by the accumulating slave juice in her pussy.  The more effort they put in the more excited and aroused they became.

The crowd was cheering as the caterpillars became increasingly confused and hard to steer, weaving and twisting about the track as their individual members climaxed, sometimes running into each other.  Finally, 23 Chain crossed the line for the last time in third place and sank down onto their knees, jerking their hips wildly into each other and coming for second and even third times.  
What fun, Jenny thought briefly and wildly, and then sobbed in despair.

* * *

Six rows of fence railing, formed out of trimmed and smoothed wooden poles of square section laid end to end and supported on meter high posts, ran from one end of the stadium to the other.  Each chain straddled one end of a row of fence railing, with their hands once again bound behind their backs.  The poles were laid with their edges uppermost which dug into their pussies and buttock clefts.  However, it was a simple race to get every member of the chain from one end of the fence track to the other.  Any who fell off could be placed back on again in the same position they had occupied. 

What made it more complicated was that the fence railing ahead of the short plane section they started on had been soaked in alternate bands of pain venom and slave juice.

The starting pistol banged and the women set off, shuffling forward in cautious jerks, trying both not to fall off and frightened of what they would feel.
As they reached the first section of railing, they found it was soaked with slave juice, and their gaping pussies, divided by the ridge of the rail, began to soak it up.  Every shuffle forward added to the pleasure.  In moments they were moaning and biting their lips and squeezing their thighs about the rails and grinding their hips on it, forgetting to move on.
The trainers rushed forward and beat them with their pain paddles.  Squealing and yelping the women shuffled forward
The lead girl struck a band of pain venom and squealed and frantically jerked her hips faster to cross it as quickly as possible but she lost her balance and tumbled over onto the sandy ground.  She sat up again in a moment hunched over, squeezing her thighs about her burning pussy lips.
Her trainer picked her up and put her back on the burning rail again, and gave her another swipe to encourage on.
Sobbing and moaning the girls continue to shuffle forward, the poles rasping through their pussies, delivering burning pain and then jolts of pleasure.  Soon the rails were stained dark with their juices.  This made them even more slippery and the last girls in the line kept falling off, making their trainers angry as they were lifted up and dropped back onto the rails again.
The lead women, soaking up the pain or pleasure fluid first in undiluted form, suffered the greatest extremes.  They began to climax as they squeezed their thighs tightly about that section of pleasure railing.  This of course held up the girls behind them who piled up in their wake, those stuck on a section of pain railing yelping and sobbing in desperation to move on.  Once again, the trainers stepped in and beat the breasts of the lead girls harshly, driving them onwards.
Finally, the end of the railings was in sight.  But as they reached it, they found it was coated with the most intense and broadest band of pain venom yet.  They squealed and sobbed with pain as their pussies burned and they almost bounced across it.  With relief, the girls dropped off the end and slumped onto the sand, doubled over in pain.  Considerate trainers had water to hand which they poured into their simmering clefts.
23 Chain came fifth.

* * *

It was the last event and not unexpectedly the cruellest and most carnal.  

Sections of the pleasure and pain railing were pulled up and rearranged in a six-segment ring in the middle of the arena.
The Chains were bound over the rails, one chain per segment, with their bottoms facing into the ring.  And then a row of six upright cages was wheeled on the other end of the arena.
‘Gordroths,’ Jenny heard Myta say in despair around her gag.  ‘They always have a taste for human women.  It is said they can couple with a dozen at a time…’

Neanderthals, Jenny thought; big, strong hairy men with heavy brows and receding foreheads and slightly darker skins than the native women.  They grasped the bars of their cages shook them and growled and uttered crude guttural promises of what they would do to the women.  Then they pushed their big erect penises through the bars to make it clear.  Apparently they understood what was expected of them in the arena and would cooperate.  It was probably one of their few pleasures…
The crowd laughed in sadistic delight.

The trainers went along the rows of girls and pushed pleasure juice soaked rags deep up into their pussies and rectums.
Then they bound spiked cups soaked in pain venom over their dangling breasts.
The girls began to moan and squirm, once more caught between pleasure and pain battling within them.  The only way to end the torment was for each of them to be screwed by a gordroth.  Jenny sobbed along with the rest and then began to wiggle her hips and push her pussy out, desperate for it to be filled.  All thoughts of pride and dignity were completely lost.  She just had to be screwed, and she did not care who by!
With armed guards surrounding the ring, the cages were wheeled up into the gaps between the rails and then opened.
The gordroths bounded out, looking about them to the array of desperately wiggling backsides, all dripping with desperate lustful juices.  They plunged into the nearest of them.  The rails began to shake as gordroths rammed their huge penises into pleasure soaked and dribbling pussies or desperately clenching rectums.
Every screw was recorded.  Once each girl had been serviced, she was pulled out of the ring.  This way the audience could see the diminishing numbers of each chain.  The rail that was emptied first would be the winner.
Jenny felt big, rough, strong hands grasping her hips, and then a huge penis was round up into her pussy, plugging her to her very depths.  It was slippery with the juices of other women and spilled sperm, but she did not care.  And then it pulled out of her and she felt desperately denied.  Then plunged into her hot, tight rectum, stretching her sphincter so sharply and suddenly that she feared it would split, ramming the pleasure wadding deep into her entrails.
A muscular hairy chest pressed down over her back while massive arms reached about beneath her and cupped the spiked cups filling her breasts with stinging agony.  It pulled up on them, digging the spikes deeper into her and making her scream in pain.  Then it ripped them off and for a moment the big hands squeezed her bare hot stinging breasts like jellies.

Jenny felt it spout its sperm up her backside which was a signal for own pussy to explode in primitive delight, leaving her dizzy and drunk on raw hot passion.
The gordroth, still hard, pulled out of her backside, sucking at her passageway and coming free with a pop.  It bounded off to one of the remaining girls as Jenny sagged limply over the railing.  Schmidt untied her and dragged her away across the sand to lie next to the other screwed girls and then washed her out.

In a daze, Jenny watched the rails emptying.  How well did they do, she wondered dizzily?  Not good enough…

* * *

The scoreboard told the story, but von Waldau used the public-address system to make the official announcement.

‘As you can see, Chains 23 and 28 have tied in last place.  However, as there is no single losing chain and they all tried so hard and have been so entertaining, I think we can spare them the customary whipping this time…’

Jenny’s heart gave a leap of relief.  She thought a little better of von Waldau.  There was scattered applause from the crowd at his magnanimous decision, but there were also a few murmurs of dissent.









Chapter Nine

 

Jenny struggled to think of the right name for the building 23 Chain served in the next day.

Screw rooms… a stand-up shop… quickie quarters… 

It was another temple like building, not far from the central square, with several dozen small cubicles on three floors opening off its main atrium.  The ten women of the chain were divided up amongst them, leaving many empty, echoing cubicles, hinting at the activity the place must have known when presumably it had been fully stocked with naked slaves to serve the city in its heyday. Each cubicle held inbuilt restraining devices of varying designs which secured the chain girls in inviting postures.

In Jenny’s case, this comprised of a big vertical slab of greenish marble with an oval hole cut through it at about waist height.  Slotted through the base of this hole was a smaller transverse slab of marble extended outwards on each side like a narrow table.  Jenny lay on her back on this slab with her legs bent sharply upwards and over at the hips until her knees almost touched her shoulders.  Her haunches, bottom and thighs to the backs of her knees had been slid through the hole in the vertical slab to rest on the other half of the table slab. The tension on her folded legs stretched her buttocks while exposing her anus and pubic mound.
Her lower legs were spread apart and pulled upwards along the face of the vertical slab by cuffs and chains about her ankles.  Her arms had been pulled downwards at the shoulders on either side of the slab under her back and then folded together and slid into heavy metal cuffs fastened to the underside of the slab.   The back of her head rested on the curving chamfered rim of a little scallop cut out of the end of the table slab.  A ring gag held her mouth open.  On the other end of the slab, her buttocks overhung a slightly wider chamfered scallop.
This meant that she could be taken by anyone standing on either side of the dividing slab: one with a choice of using either her vagina or rectum, and the other offering only her mouth, but with the bonus of being able to play with her breasts while doing so.   Every detail had been considered.  On the faces of the vertical slab were pull handles. 

Automatic water fountains flushed each side of her out after each use, the wastes gurgling away down drains on the floor, leaving her fresh for the next user.

Yet there was one additional perverse detail about his ancient installation that made it utterly bizarre to Jenny’s thinking.
There was a small window in the vertical slab set at about head height.  It was covered by sliding panels on each side.  If they were both pulled back at the same moment, two men could converse if they wished while screwing opposite ends of the same girl.  Clearly to the ancients, having sex with slaves in such a casual manner was a normal social thing, like having a cup of coffee together.  And now the Nazis were keeping this tradition alive…
Helplessly, Jenny lay there while men came and went throughout the day.  Hard cocks plunged down her throat, through the ring of her anus or up the slot of her pussy. They pumped away in her and she squeezed and sucked on them as required and swallowed up their sperm in whatever orifice they choose to use.  If they did not rush her, she even had a few modest orgasms of her own.  Then they left and she was washed out again ready for the next one.
After a while, her mind began to wander.  

At least after the exertions of the games, she did not have to do much, she thought.  Just lie there with her legs and mouth open, offering three different holes for them to choose from.  A bit of sucking, licking and squeezing, enlivened with some bottom smack, breast fondling and nipple pinching, and it was over.  She even came a few times herself.  Not that bad after being screwed by a gordroth.  It was almost restful…
Oh God, don’t think like that, she told herself sharply!  Just because you can handle it doesn’t mean it’s not wrong.  She had to get out of here.  But how?  Would an electric shock while being screwed move her to someplace else?  But how could she arrange it?

And then Colonel Giessler came in.  He was checking his watch and frowning.  He glanced back through the doorway almost furtively.  Only then did he look at her, but clearly with no great interest.  Absentmindedly he pinched and slapped her breasts, while walking around both sides of the dividing slab where he gave her a bottom a casual slap.  When he appeared around the head side of the slab again, he was checking his watch once more.  After a minute of pacing up and down, almost as an afterthought, he opened his flies and pulled out his erect penis.
Taking hold of her breasts, he pushed his cock down her throat.  But he didn’t begin screwing her in earnest.  He just let it sit there.  Wondering if something was expected of her, cautiously Jenny licked his shaft with the tip of her tongue and gave him a gentle suck.  He hardly seemed to notice.

Then footsteps sounded and somebody else came into the room.  They took up position between her doubled over legs.  A strong hand slapped and pinched her pussy.  Then a hard penis slid up into her.  But like Giessler, its owner did not begin coupling with her in earnest.
There she lay, skewered by two men who were curiously reluctant to make use of her.  It felt unnatural!  Then she realized that they didn’t want to be seen together.  This was an excuse to meet apparently innocently.  For some reason they did not want to be overheard conversing.  She did not count of course.  To them she was just another dumb native woman…
The sliding panel on the other side of the slab was pulled aside.  Giessler did the same on his side so the two men could look at each other.
‘I don’t like meeting like this, Colonel,’ said the man with his cock in her pussy.
It was Burckhardt!  

‘It is just a precaution,’ Giessler said.  ‘At this stage we have to be very careful.  The Director has many supporters, especially among the civilian staff.’

‘But are we are agreed, he is getting… distracted… tired.’
‘Perhaps he is… overworked.  After all he’s been part of this project since the very first.’
‘Yes, and he’s made great contributions.  However, he is getting a little… over fond of the native women, shall we say?’
‘Let us not mince words,’ Giessler said angrily, twisting Jenny’s nipples savagely until she whimpered around his cock.   ‘He is becoming soft on them!  The Freya is proof of that.  A waste of precious materials.  He would rather explore this land than begin planning the munitions factories we are going to need to fulfil our dream!’ 

As they got more passionate, unconsciously they were both beginning to screw her in earnest.  Her pussy was stretched and her throat was rammed.  She squeezed and sucked on them by instinct, while straining to hear what they said.
‘You think then that he has to be relieved of command?’
‘Yes!  I think it was a mistake to have a civilian in overall charge from the beginning.  But while he did his job satisfactorily, I remained silent.  But I can’t do that any more.’
‘Have you talked to the surface about him?’ 
‘I can’t be sure the exchange would be secure at either end.  In any case, I think it is our decision to make.’  He squeezed and twisted Jenny’s breasts hard.  ‘They don’t realize the situation down here.  It is our responsibility to put it right as soon as possible!’
‘How soon?’

‘Before the Donar arrives.  We must have the new order in place to welcome our women.  We can’t have them mixed up with a putsch.  But we must pick the moment with care.  It must be clear to everybody that the Director is no longer fit to hold his position.’

‘You will have my support with the time comes!’
‘Thank you…’

And with that, they both ejaculated fiercely inside her.









Chapter Ten

 
Jenny considered the implications of the plot against Director for the next few days, while 23 Chain was given ponygirl carriage training.  

They learned what it felt like to be bound like animals in heavy leather harnesses and wear heavy pony girl sandals with metal studs in them in for grip and to protect their feet.  To encourage them to work hard, they were impaled on treated dildo plugs mounted on the ends of the carriage shafts, along with flicks and cracks of pain venom-soaked whips across their breasts and bottoms.  They were made to step in time pulling training carriages around a courtyard.  They learned new commands such as: “walk”, “trot”, “canter” and “gallop”.  And of course, they were screwed by some of the young stable lads learning their trade, like Carl had done in the Slave Temple.  They seem quite nice young men, Jenny thought distractedly, except for the alarming ease with which they had taken to treating women like animals.
‘We can do without women ponies when we get more petrol sent down,’ one said as he pumped away into Jenny while she was bent over a hitching rail.  ‘Then we can drive around in cars.’
She had already realized that explained the number of pony girl traps she had seen in the streets and using female muscle power when motors would have done the job, such as opening up the cap rods on the shaft to the surface.
‘I don’t know,’ said his friend who was screwing another woman in the chain, ‘I like having girls like this…’
‘Maybe we can keep them as pets, or use them in more sporting events.’
They had it all worked out, Jenny acknowledged as she squeezed on the cock pumping into her.  Why pollute this Eden with stinking motorcars when there was slave flesh to exploit?  Oh God, did she mean that?  She had too much slave juice inside her.  It was scrambling her mind.
It also made rational thought difficult.  What could she do about the plot?  Who would she dare speak to about it, on a few occasions she was given the chance.    Only the Director himself, she decided, and she had not seen him since the games.  Even if he believed her, why should she take the risk?  They were all Nazis.  Let them fight amongst themselves.  Yes, but von Waldau seemed a little more humane than the rest.  Life under Giessler’s rule might be even more unpleasant.

* * *

When they were judged to be competent ponygirls, the chain was assigned various daily duties about the city.

Jenny was paired with Myta, hauling a small but heavy cart for a man called Professor Plendl, who turned out to be a geologist.  He was accompanied by a couple of armed guards as they left the city through one of the smaller gates and made their way along the side of the hill past the terraces where they had worked before and out onto the rough ground of scree slopes and gullies.  Again, the guards’ attention was focused on the open ground between them and the upper limits of the forest tree-line.  That was clearly where they feared any threat might come from, but they did not seem overly concerned.  Bows and arrows were no match against the machine guns they carried at this range.
Meanwhile, Jenny and Myta chewed on their bits and sweated to pull the cart along after them.  Their exertions were eased by the slow release slave juice plugs in the pussies which inevitably churned in their clefts as they walked, and kept inducing minor orgasms that briefly made them love being ponygirls and want nothing else in life.

Plendl spent a couple of hours happily pottering about the hillside, hammering rocks and taking samples and making notes in his notebook.  Sometimes he tested his specimens in test tubes adding doses of chemicals and seeing what precipitated.

The guards soon became bored.  While Plendl worked, they bent Myta and Jenny over in their shafts, pulled their pleasure plugs out and screwed them.  Myta and Jenny groaned and bit on their bits as intense orgasms coursed through them.  How they loved their masters at that moment!  
Plendl, however, hardly noticed this carnal activity.
‘Remember gentlemen we are looking for essential minerals, especially metals,’ he said like a university lecturer. ‘We need iron and chrome for tanks and guns and copper for wiring and magnesium and aluminium for aircraft and many other elements for the manufacture of explosives.  I hope these hills will provide some of that…’
Overhearing this, Jenny felt another shiver of dismay.  She had been thinking just of escaping herself, but this reminded her why Hollow Earth had been invaded.

In intervals when there was nobody close to them, Jenny took advantage of their loose bits which did not plug their mouths as thoroughly as proper gags would do, to speak to me to Myta.

‘If you could get away, could you unite the tribes against the invaders?’ she asked.
‘I don’t know.  I know they all hate and fear them.  But they also fight each other…’
‘The Nazis must not be allowed to become established down here,’ Jenny said urgently. ‘They will conquer this world and every tribe in it, and then they will go back up the surface and do the same there.  But if you could take their city and block the shaft by tipping rocks or firebombs down it, their airships could never come through.  Even if it was only for a short time, without fuel for their machines and ammunition for their guns, these people will not be able to fight you.’  
‘Could that be done?’
‘Yes, if you’re determined enough!’ 

* * *

Eventually they came to a small valley cut into the hillside that interested Plendl.  He opened up a tin box that had been packed on the cart and took out a stick of dynamite.

‘I need to expose these deeper strata,’ he explained.
He set the dynamite in a fissure in the rock and lit the fuse and retreated.  There was a flash and bang as a cloud of smoke and a fountain of debris filled the end of the valley.
Myta was terrified, jerking in her harness just like a startled pony.  Jenny had to comfort her.
‘It’s all right,’ she said about her bit.  ‘It’s just chemistry.’
‘It is like the devils they command in their fire sticks!’
‘No!  You can make fire, can’t you?’
‘Of course.’
‘Well, if you lit that bit of string hanging off the end of one of those sticks like you saw him do, then it would explode in just the same way.  There are no gods or devils in that.  It is just chemistry.’  
‘Is that like tek-no-logy?’
‘Yes.’
When the dust finally cleared, Plendl inspected the results.  He came back to the cart in evident annoyance. ‘I need to use a bigger charge…’ he said, taking out three sticks of dynamite.
‘Be careful, Professor,’ one of the guards said.
Plendl went to the head of the valley and placed the dynamite and then lit the fuse.  Then he retreated once again, only to turn round to stand a little way in front of the rest of the party as if impatient to get on.
There was a huge explosion.  The shock wave, channelled by the shape of the valley, knocked the guards and Jenny and Myta off their feet and turned the cart over.   A shower of grit and pebbles splattered about the ground and a billow of smoke and dust enveloped them.
The guards picked themselves up coughing and spluttering and peered into the gloom, which had temporarily blotted out the core sun.
‘Professor… Professor?’ they called out uncertainly.
There was no reply.  Hesitantly they advanced up the valley into the bellowing murk and disappear from sight.
As Jenny struggled to sit up with her ears ringing, she realized that one of the tethers that bound her arms behind her had become loosened by her fall.  She strained and twisted and suddenly her arm came free.  Frantically she pulled at the buckles of the hardness and tore it off.  Then she began working on the buckles of Myta’s harness.  In seconds, they were only left with their collars around their necks which were locked in place and their ponygirl sandals.
‘Come on!  Before they come back!  Take hold of this… ‘
They picked up the tin box of explosives between them and sprinted down the hillside.

* * *

They reached the edge of the forest without being stopped and plunged into it.  After it had swallowed them up and they were safe from pursuit for the moment, Jenny called a halt, panting.  Yet she found she was also smiling.  Apart from their padlock collars, they were free!

‘Do you think you can find your way home from here, or to some other friendly tribe?’ she asked Myta.
Myta looked about her, studying the great forest intensely.  She already seemed more confident and assured now she was back in familiar surroundings.  
‘Yes, but it will take time.  A journey of two sleeps at least.  We cannot fly like the airships that brought us here.’  
‘All right, let’s get started.’  Jenny tapped the tin box of explosives.  ‘Remember this is very important.  We must get this to your tribe, and you must convince them to get over their fear and use it.  If you blow holes through the outer gates and get inside the city, you’ve got a chance.   Up close, bows and arrows are almost as good as guns.  Fire arrows will even bring down airships. ‘
‘Yes.  I understand.’
‘Then let’s get started.’









Chapter Eleven

 

They made their way through the great forest for hours, along barely visible game paths that Myta seemed to know.  She ignored most of its twittering, chattering background but pulled them into cover when certain deeper snorts and grunts were heard.  She also recognised what fruits were safe to eat and where you could drink from streams and how to avoid the unseen predatory animals that walked the same paths.  

After their first march Myta, found a suitable tree that could be climbed.   It had thin plaint branches and leaves that could be woven into a kind of nest large enough for the two of them and their precious box.  They curled up in it together.

* * *

The next day they made another long trek through the forest.  Jenny hoped Myta really knew the way, because with the core sun never moving from its zenith, she had no sense of direction.  But Myta seemed quite sure of herself.

They made another camp in a hollow high up in a partly overgrown rocky outcrop.  Lined with dead leaves and dry moss it was almost luxurious.  Once again, they curled up together to sleep.  And then Myta kissed her.
While Jenny was still recovering her breath and blinking in surprise, Myta mounted her, squeezing her hard with her lean but powerful body.  Their bare breasts ground and flattened against each other, while Myta’s thighs pushed her own apart and their pubic mounds kissed.  Myta rode her for several minutes until Jenny was hot and dripping and filling with passion, and then she twisted herself about and plunged her head between Jenny thighs and slid her tongue into Jenny’s slot.  And Jenny clutched hold of Myta’s hot buttocks and spread her thighs and slid her silver tongue all the way up into her fragrant wet depths. 

Myta gasped in surprise as she felt her passage filled beyond the reach of any normal tongue, then surrendered to the sensation and shuddered in pleasure.   And so they coupled happily until they climaxed: not to please any master but just for themselves.  After weeks of subjugation, it was a wonderful sensation…

* * *

Afterwards they lay in each other’s arms.

‘Do all the women in your tribe have such tongues?’ Myta asked.
‘No, I’m a little bit special that way,’ Jenny admitted.  ‘So far nobody here has noticed.  I’ve held off before when we had to make love in front of them, or suck them off.  I didn’t want to draw attention to myself.  Actually, I’m surprised I’ve got away with it for so long.’  
‘Well I’m happy to be the first to know its full power.’

‘And I’m pleased you liked it,’ Jenny said with a grin.  ‘I enjoyed using it.’

‘I find I like making love to other women.  I don’t think it is just the love nectar.  Is that wrong?’
‘No, not at all; as long as the other woman feels the same.’
Myta frowned.  ‘I think maybe men are not so important as I thought.’  
‘You’ve got that right.  But they have their uses…’
They laughed and kissed and cuddled and made love again.  Then they slept.

* * *

The next morning, if that was right word for a place when the sun never rose or set, Jenny rose first and pulled aside the branch they had used to conceal the mouth of their sleeping hollow and stepped outside.  She stretched happily and found a suitable spot and scraped aside some dead leaves to make a small pit to relieve herself in.  As always, her antiseptically blue-sheathed excreta slipped out easily, leaving her bottom perfectly clean.  She stood up… and then froze in horror.

Half a dozen bulky figures clad in animal skins were standing halfway up the mound staring up at her in surprise.

‘Myta!’ she hissed out of the corner of her mouth.  ‘Gordroths!   They’ve seen me.  Don’t show yourself!  I’m going to lead them off.   You must get the explosives to your tribe…’

With that, she yelled and ran down the other side of the little hill and plunged into the forest.  She heard grunts and cries from behind her as the gordroths followed.
They crashed and thudded through the undergrowth behind her.  They were not as nimble as she was, but they did not even try to go around bushes that she had to dodge, but ploughed straight through them.  They were gaining on her!
Was there somewhere that she could hide?  Could she climb a tree that they couldn’t?

And then a thrown stone struck the side of her head with sickening force and she stumbled and pitched forward into blackness.

* * *

When consciousness returned, Jenny found herself swaying in a strange fashion.  Her head throbbed and ached and her body was strange stretched out in a curious arc, with her arms and legs higher than her torso.  Every so often what felt like leaves and twigs slapped across her bare bottom.

She blinked and focused and realized that she was hanging bottom down beneath a pole, bound to it by her wrists and ankles, and carried on the shoulders of two gordroths.  A loop of vine rope had been bound through her mouth gagging her.  Overhead the ragged canopy of the jungle rolled by, sparkling where the core sun peeked through it.
Jenny felt horribly sick and dizzy and frightened.  How long had she been unconscious? But the uppermost thought in her mind was: had Myta got away?  She twisted her aching head around on her stiff neck, trying to peer around the bodies of the men carrying her.  As they wove their way through the forest, she glimpsed the rest of the party.  As far as she could tell, Myta was not with them.  If she could get to her tribe with the box of explosives, then there was still hope…

* * *

The gordroths must have carried like this for two hours.  Then they came to a clearing in the forest with a ditch and rough palisade of logs and branches around it.  Inside were a dozen or so simple huts built around a large open fire pit.  Between the huts were frames of poles lashed together on which bushels of fruit, vines and pods, carcasses and drying animal skins hung.  More gordroths sat amongst them together with a handful of naked native women, who seem to be engaged in preparing food in rough pots.  Their heads hung low and they had rope leashes tied about their necks.  They glanced fearfully up as Jenny was brought in, and then dropped their eyes again.  There were no gordroth females, as far as she could see.

An excited chatter rose up from the other gordroths as the hunting party returned.  They clustered around Jenny, pawing and prodding and even sniffing at her body.  They noticed her green Oz brand and that seemed to interest them.  
‘Not seen mark like this before… not a tribe we know… she smells different…’
Had they realized simply by using their noses what the Nazis, for all their supposed sophistication, had missed: that she was not from around here?  Was there a subtle Hollow Earth scent that its inhabitants carried that she did not?

Then one man even larger than the rest, with greying hair and a big necklace of animal teeth around his neck, barked out orders.

‘Put her on rack… I want to see her properly!’
They carried over to one of the empty upright frames and freed from the pole.  With easy strength they lifted her onto it and bound her spread out wide, with a cross pole pressed into the small of her back to keep her hips raised.  Her nipples stood up and her pussy tingled.  She was exposed before a crowd of brute men once again.
The head man stroked and prodded her thoughtfully, tapping her collar and wiggling a rough finger up into her vagina and then her anus and then smelling it, making her whimper.  Then he pulled her gag out.

‘You not belong here.  You are not from tribe like them or them…’  He jabbed a big gnarled finger at the captive women.  ‘I am Balgor of this land.  Where are you from?’
Jenny licked her dry lips.  Perhaps she could turn this to her advantage after all.
‘You’re right; I’m not from round here.  I’m from a long way away.  Another world.  I came here by accident. The Nazis, who ride in the flying ships…’
There was a growl of anger from the gordroths at the mention of “Nazis”.  This gave Jenny hope.  She continued. 
‘They captured me and made their slave.  In the city of the ancient ones that they have taken over, I saw other gordroths kept as prisoners for their games, as well as women of many tribes.  But I escaped with a weapon we can use against them!’  She took a gamble on Myta’s success. ‘The other tribes are going to band together and rise up against them to free their people.   Will you join them to fight the Nazis and help free all of your peoples?’

The gordroth muttered amongst themselves.  

Balgor spoke.  ‘Gordroth do not join others.  Others fight gordroths… man tribes, nah-zees.  We fight for only ourselves.  We take slaves, we eat, we are happy.  We take you, we use you, we make you ours… we are happy…’

A simple philosophy of life, Jenny thought miserably, but unfortunately one with her on the lowest level as a sex slave and drudge.
A pot beside her frame was opened this and something was taken out of it.  It was the head of a nymphoria plant.  She caught a whiff of its beguiling scent and whimpered.  ‘No… Please…umphhh!’

Balgor had pushed the rough vine rope gag back into place.  He crushed the head of the plant.  Half he pushed it deep up into her vagina and the other half into her anus.  Then he rubbed a little of the juice across her nose and over her cheeks.  She felt a burning desire fill her.
‘You learn to like gordroth men, to love gordroth men, to obey gordroth men…’ he told her.

Dizzy and burning with lust, she tried to lift her hips towards him.  Her pussy was an aching void.  It had to be filled.  But first, she had to be taught that they would only give her pleasure once she had learned the price of disobedience…
They beat her with whippy sticks resembling willow wands, lashing her front and back.  They swished and hissed and curled about her naked body with crisp cracks.  She screamed and bit on her gag as scarlet stripes blazed into being on her flesh, criss-crossing her breasts and stomach and clenching buttocks, the fronts of her thighs and even up into her groin.  They smacked into the hot, plump, pouting delta of her pussy and tore through her dribbling cleft.  The pain as they struck her clitoris almost indescribable, as was the intense twisted pleasure.

Her hips bounced as she climaxed, spraying the juices out of her along with the pulp of the nymphoria blossom.  The headman picked it up and pushed it back inside her.  She wanted more… more…

When her body was burning from neck to knees, they took her front and back.  Balgor had her first, ramming his huge penis into her dribbling pussy.  She was so aroused that she came even before he did.  His big, heavy-browed face contorted into a smile.  

When he was done, he pulled out of her.  Another gordroth clasped her from behind, almost crushing her burning breasts, and rammed his cock into her rectum.  She screamed and bit on her gag rope, think she would burst.  But that would be all right as long as she came again first…

The hairy man squirted his hot sperm up into her bottom and then pulled out of her.  Immediately another had her from the front, plunging his shaft into her sodden pussy.
And so, one by one, front and then back, as if performing some ceremonial despoilment, the whole tribe screwed her as she hung on the rack, twitching and dribbling and moaning and cuming and cuming…
Lost in a haze of rutting bliss, pain, revulsion and desperate need, it took Jenny several moments to register the shadow passing over the clearing bringing a strange twilight.  Then came the sound of gunfire and the bang of grenades and screams and shouts of rage...
The gordroth who had his cock up her bottom pulled out of her violently and fell to the ground.  The captive native women were screaming as they huddled up in a corner of the stockade.  The gordroths were snatching up their spears and jabbing them angrily and throwing rocks up into the sky.  The smoke of flares was billowing through the forest about them.  Machine guns chattered and more grenades exploded and one by one, the gordroths fell.  A bare handful, Balgor among them, bounded away into the forest.

Suddenly there was an aching silence.  Feebly Jenny lifted her head upwards and saw a great grey shape blotting out the sun.  It was the Heimdall.  A rope ladder uncoiled from its gondola and dropped into the clearing.  Men swarmed down it.  Cautiously they checked the bodies of the dead gordroths, and then the whimpering native women.  One of them approached Jenny as she hung limp, beaten and simmering on the rack, dribbling sperm and juices from her front and back passageways.  He checked her collar and identification disc.
Then he called back up to the ship.  ‘Radio base.  Tell them we found one of the escaped women!’









Chapter Twelve

 
Giessler’s office had been set up in the reception room of what might have been the equivalent of a grand town house in ancient times, rising three storeys high.  There was a massive table of the dark heavy wood that served as his desk with a matching high-back chair.  At the moment, however, Giessler was not using it.  He was seated on the front edge of the desk looking down at Jenny. 

Jenny sat in front of the desk on a much plainer utilitarian chair that had had its seat removed.  A bucket had been placed under the hollow seat between its legs.  Her arms were twisted behind her around the back of the chair where they were strapped to its frame.  Her legs had been pulled out wide and knees bent back and her feet had been drawn around the outside front legs of the chair where her heels were strapped in place.  More straps went about her thighs around the side rails of the empty chair seat to hold them still.  A strap went across the front of her collar, pulling her head up, and another went about her middle, pressing her hips against the chair back.

A thinner rubber strap had been bound between her teeth, enough to stop her cracking them or biting her tongue in agony, but allowing her to speak around it.  Her face was flushed and tear-streaked.
Burckhardt stood over her. He now wore a holstered pistol.  She hadn’t seen him carrying any kind of firearm before in the Slave Hall.  Perhaps security had been stepped up since she and Myta had escaped.  His pain paddle hung from the other side of his belt and he had a pair of pliers in his hand.

Ironically, now when they were focused on her individually and especially what came out of her mouth, they had finally noticed her silver tongue.  Burckhardt had examined it with a scowl.

‘She must be from some other tribe we haven’t seen much of yet,’ he declared. ‘I’ve not seem that in any of the others.  She is different this one.   A bit brighter than the rest, maybe…’
Did they even recognise her as the same girl they had both screwed while agreeing to plot against the director?   She hoped not.
‘Try again,’ Giessler said.  ‘We must know what she did with it…’

Burckhardt applied the pliers to Jenny’s right nipple, which was a little less bruised than the left, and twisted and squeezed.  She screamed and fresh tears streamed down her cheeks.  Another spurt of pee dribbled out of her cleft into the bucket under the chair.  Burckhardt released the iron grip of the pliers on her nipple and she felt blood flowing back into it.
But they were hampered by a problem of their own making.  They had not attempted to teach their slaves a full German vocabulary, nor had they tried to learn more than a few words of the local language.  As far as they knew, Jenny only understood a limited series of command words, plus a few more she may have picked up by ear and example.  It was a great handicap to an interrogation when you couldn’t speak the same language as your subject.
Giessler was reduced to baby talk and pantomime gestures.  ‘Where other girl with box… explosives… you know… bang, bang?’ he asked Jenny. 
She shook her head dumbly, as if she could not understand.
‘Try again,’ Giessler said.
Burckhardt knelt in front of Jenny and applied the pliers to her labia, pinching and twisting them.  She screamed and bit on her gag strap.  After a few minutes they were also mottled with bruises.
Jenny wailed and sobbed out those command words back to them in a confused jumble in between her screams of pain.  It gave her something to say.

‘Eeeek… trot… suck… stay… uhhhh… come… beg… kneel… run… owww!’
The pleasure juices the gordroths had used upon her had been flushed out of the passageways, leaving her to fall back on the strange perverse adjustments that had been made in her in Oz.  She let herself seek for the darkest, sickest delight in being so cruelly treated.  If there was any hope of Myta succeeding, she must not tell what they had planned.
Of course, they wanted the box of explosives back.  It was both valuable and dangerous.  But if they simply thought two ignorant native women had taken it out of fear or panic, but didn’t know what to do with it, then perhaps they would not be so concerned.
Burckhardt stood back and unhitched his pain paddle and swung it up underneath the chair.  Its flexible blade curled around her buttocks and the pouting cleft of her pussy and its spiked tips and smacked hard into her flesh, delivering their stabs of stinging, burning venom.
Jenny jerked in the chair so that it creaked as her buttocks and pussy blazed with pain that seemed to be burrowing into her.  A little more pee spurted out of her.  She saw Burckhardt shake his head, as though affronted by resistance.  He knelt between her legs again.  His pliers pinched about the hard nub of her clitoris and he squeezed…
That was enough to tip her over balance.  Jenny screamed at the exquisite pain and then came again with mind-shattering force and fainted.

* * *

The next time Jenny woke up, Director von Waldau was standing over her.  Burckhardt and Giessler were standing at one side, glowering unhappily.

‘Can’t you see she knows nothing, Giessler,’ the Director said, stroking her bruised nipples.  ‘Even if she did, she could not tell us.  We should have made the effort to learn more of their language first.’
‘Did you, Director?’  Giessler asked acidly.
‘I admit I am at fault as well.  But that does not excuse this behaviour.’
‘We have to know what became of that box of explosives, Director,’ Giessler said stiffly.

‘I am aware of its importance, but this sadism will get you nowhere.  Now take your pleasure with her if you wish, but then let her go.’ 
‘We’ll need to make a public example of her to the other slaves, so they won’t think about escaping,’ Burckhardt said. ‘Something dramatic and painful…’
Jenny shuddered.  Was this the moment?  It would be a risk but she had to take it.  She might not get another chance to get so close to the Director.
Jenny groaned and mumbled quietly, which automatically made von Waldau tilt his ear towards her mouth.  

‘Giessler and Burckhardt are plotting a putsch against you,’ she whispered.
The Director jerked backwards, blinking surprise.
‘What is it, Director?’ Giessler said suspiciously.
Jenny didn’t think they had heard what she said, but they saw his reaction.
‘I… think the slave needs medical attention,’ von Waldau said carefully. ‘I shall take her to the infirmary.  We may be able to get more cooperation out of her if we show her some kindness…’
‘They don’t respond to kindness, Director,’ Burckhardt said.  ‘Only to strength.’

‘Well I wish to try.  Now get her out of that chair…’
‘No, Director,’ Giessler said flatly.  

Von Waldau glared at him. ‘Are you refusing to obey my direct order?’

‘Yes, Director.  Because it demonstrates once again that you are too soft on these natives.  It is one more failing that proves that you are no longer fit to occupy your position in charge of this project.’  He drew his pistol and pointed it at von Waldau.  Burckhardt did the same.  
Giessler press a button on his desk intercom.  ‘Send two guards in,’ Giessler commanded.
A moment later, two armed men marched briskly into the room.  If they were surprised by what they saw, they did not show it.  
‘I am relieving Director von Waldau of his command,’ Giessler told them.  ‘For the moment secure him in the basement.  Make sure he speaks to nobody.’  
They clicked their heels and saluted. ‘Yes Sir!’  
With a final desperate glance at Jenny, von Waldau was marched out of the room.
Jenny shivered in fear, glancing from Giessler to Burckhardt.  What would they do with her?  Burckhardt grabbed hold of her chair, but only to put it to one side.  For the moment, they had far more important things on their minds.  
‘I’ll brief the civilian staff as we agreed,’ Burckhardt said.
‘Do so,’ said Giessler. ‘I’ll alert Berger…’  

* * *

An hour later, with Berger and Burckhardt standing by him, Giessler made a PA announcement to the city from his desk, with Jenny still bound to her chair watching and listening in despair.

‘This is Colonel Giessler speaking.  As you will now be aware, I have relieved Director von Waldau of his position as overall leader of the Hollow Earth project.  It was a regrettable but necessary step to take in view of his recent unacceptable behaviour, especially with regard to the native slaves.  From now on, this project will be run with a greater sense of discipline and purpose on strict military principles.  I ask for the cooperation and understanding of those civilian members of the project, but I warn them that dissent will not be tolerated.  We have a great task and a mighty purpose to fulfil.  To see a Fourth Reich born under the earth and a new Führer raised on its surface to rule the world as is our destiny!’
He switched off the microphone and dabbed his forehead with a handkerchief.
‘I shall make an inspection of the guard posts to be sure there is no trouble,’ Berger said, and left.
‘It had to be done,’ Burckhardt reassured Giessler.  ‘He was weak.  We cannot be weak, only strength will bring this victory.’
‘Yes, there will be more discipline now.  No slacking, no wavering…’

‘Will this new discipline extend to the women on their way down in the Donar?  They’ll be here in a few days.’

‘Oh yes, your control and conditioning project.  The Director did not approve, but I think it should go ahead.  That way we can ensure their full cooperation and no danger of dissent.’
‘There will be no chance of that, once I have treated them,’ Burckhardt assured him.  ‘They will be perfectly docile even eager to serve.  Perhaps we can hold a draw amongst the men, for the first to use them.  That will be good for morale.’

‘A fine idea.  Of course, the women will be shocked at first, but they were all volunteers.  Sacrifices have to be made…’

They had become intoxicated with the pleasures of total slavery, Jenny realized with a shudder.  They saw it as the solution to everything.  Coming from a patriarchal society that had suffered the humiliation of military defeat, they wanted to reassert their masculinity and domination: even over their own women.  Now Hollow Earth had given them both the means and the opportunity.

Giessler looked around and frowned at Jenny, as if he’d almost forgotten she was there.  Then he smiled thinly.  ‘Hah!  The creature who helped bring about the Director’s downfall a little sooner than planned.  What should we do with her?’ he wondered.
‘We still need to make a public example of her,’ Burckhardt said. ‘It will be good for discipline.  Show everybody: soldier, civilian and slave alike, how we mean to go on…’
Jenny shivered.

* * *

Burckhardt personally supervised the installation of a three-metre-high pole in a corner of the main square.  It was mounted on a pivoting base block bolted to the flagstones, so it could lay flat while it is being prepared.  It had an X-shaped cross of planks nailed to it.   They used many straps to bind Jenny to the cross.  The straps were pulled cruelly tight and cut into her flesh.  Then they hauled on ropes tied to the arms across so that the pole was swung upright and secured in position.  Now she was displayed above head height for everybody to see.

A little rack of punishment devices, together with pots of pain and pleasure juice, was set out at the foot of the pole.  There were whips, spiked paddles, dildos and bundles of thorns fitted to the end of long handles.

‘This is what we do to people who do not obey orders,’ he told curious onlookers. ‘She ran away but we caught her and now she’s going be punished for her crime.  Show her to any slaves in your charge.’
He selected a whip with a long handle, and painted pain venom on it. Then he thrashed Jenny with it.  Its sinuous braided leather reached up her body to crack across her breasts and belly and between her thighs and up into her groin.  Every open wound it inflicted was left filled with venom.  A stream of hot pee spurted from her raw pussy onto the ground while she bit on her gag and screamed.
After a minute, a ragged web of red and purple welts covered her burning flesh.  She only had one means escape now: the only sanctuary left to her: a slave orgasm.
As the whip rasped through her raw cleft once again, she gave up her clitoris to it and rode the wave of pain it generated, willing it to become pleasure until it burst in her loins and brain.  She wailed and sobbed as she sprayed her juices over the whip, and then hung limp, with bloody slime dripping from her pussy.
Burckhardt lowered his whip.  There was no point in beating her any further when she was half unconscious.
‘She is free to anybody who wants the use her.’ he declared.

* * *

And use her they did.

A spanking paddle with sharp tips to its studs was beaten about her breasts until they slapped and bounced wildly while they turned rosy red like apples.
Variously shaped and sized dildos on the ends of long poles were thrust up into her pussy and rectum and vigorously churned about until she came.  Ribs and prongs tore and teased at her passageways.  Sometimes they used the slave potion to coat them and sometimes the pain venom, which meant she sobbed in ecstasy or in agony, but it always ended up same when she fainted.
Long canes were regularly whipped across her body, creating fresh sets of slashes and cuts.  Realising they could beat her until she wet herself, her abusers brought slave girls over to the pole and made them kneel between her legs looking up at her groin, so as to receive a stream of her hot pee in their faces.  They left soiled and chastened and in no doubt of the punishment for attempting to escape their new masters.
Of course, the men who beat her could not resist tormenting her gaping pussy at the end, whatever else they did, which gave her another chance of release.  She shuddered, came and for a few seconds she did not care where she was or what was being done to her.  Then she went limp and they lost interest.

Time after time, the juices dripped from her groin to form a stain the base of the pole, tinted pink by the blood from her welts and numerous pricks and scratches that mingled with it.  It was only the regularity of her fresh beatings which deposited another layer of welts, bruises and rasps across her body that concealed from Burckhardt, during his regular inspections, that her previous wounds were healing underneath them at unnatural speed.
The flip side of that meant, however, that her body was refreshed and re-sensitised so that she experienced her next torment to its maximum of pleasure and pain with the inevitable results.  

* * *

Jenny was not taken down from her cross.  

A stepladder was left by the pole so that a bucket could be raised up and hung between her legs for her to relieve herself in, and also to reach her mouth and to remove her gag so that she could be fed and watered.  Apparently starving her was not part of plan.  She would be on display as an example to the city of the will of its new regime until Burckhardt decided otherwise.
In between agony, orgasms and fainting, Jenny simply hung on her cross under the unchanging Sun.  She could no longer feel her arms and legs due to the construction of her bonds and the strain on her joints, whereas she could feel her raw, simmering breasts and pussy buttocks all too acutely, unless they were given time to heal.  Had she been here for hours or days or weeks?  All she knew was that after a time, however long it was, fewer people looked at her or could be bothered to abuse her.  She had become part of the normal background scenery of the square.  Would she ever be taken down?

* * *

Recovering from her most recent faint, she saw young Carl wheeling a barrow to bring an odd device over to the foot of her pole.  With feeble curiosity, she watched as he unloaded it.  

The device was something electrical.  There were old-fashioned batteries in the wooden crate and a long cable connecting them to a long insulated wooden handle with a dildo and twin prongs on its tip.  For a moment it filled her with horror, and then she felt a faint swell of hope.  Was this her means of escape?
Then the PA speakers in the square came to life.  ‘The Donar is arriving within one hour.  Ground crew and designated slave chains report to the central square.  Begin preparations for the reception…’

She saw slave teams being readied to pull the radio mast aside and lower the iron bars that sealed the top of the shaft.  People began to gather by the stand.  Then a team of men under Burckhardt’s command selected a spot between her and the stand and began hammering set of iron spikes into cracks between the paving slabs and then tying ropes to them.  Burckhardt arranged some pots next to this array.  She realized what they were for and felt sick.  But there was nothing she could do about it.
When the preparations had been made, Burckhardt came over to check the device Carl had brought.  Handling it, he grinned up at Jenny.  

‘This is something special I’m going to use on you after I’ve dealt with the new women,’ he told her.  ‘Put on a bit of a show.  So they get an idea what they can expect if they don’t behave themselves...’  
And he jabbed the device up between her legs, teasing her pussy cleft.  She screamed as vicious electric shocks jabbed into her.  Yet even though tears were running down her cheeks, she wished for more.  It might just be the stimulation she needed.  But he put it down again and made his way to the stand.  

Carl looked up at her as though he was slightly ashamed of her suffering.  Maybe he could tell that this was too much.  Perhaps there was still hope for him.  She moaned and chewed on her gag, indicating she wanted water.  He climbed the steps with a tin beaker in his hand, pulled back her gag and fed her some.  She smiled at him feebly.  He deserved something for that little act of kindness.  She licked his hand with her silver tongue.  He gazed at her goggle eyed.
‘Carl: get down!  We’re ready to begin,’ Burckhardt called out.  Quickly Carl descended, leaving her gag undone, and stood at the foot of the pole.  
Giessler and the other military senior staff appeared and took up position on the stand.  They are accompanied by a squad of men with guns, Jenny noticed.  Then the iron bars of the shaft were lowered.  A minute later the great nose cone of an airship, appearing to be of identical design to the Wotan, rose up out of the shaft.  As its great cylindrical bulk slid upwards, Jenny realized with a shudder how phallic it looked emerging from the depths.
Lines were thrown to the ground teams and they guided it aside to its mooring spot next to the Heimdall and Freya.  The wheeled steps were run out to its gondola and its passengers descended.

Jenny sensed the tension rising in the watching crowd of men as twenty young fit-looking women emerged, blinking in the light.  They were led over to the reviewing stand.  A few glanced curiously at the rows of stakes and ropes close by, and then at Jenny hanging from her cross.

They assembled in front of the stand and Giessler made a speech.  

‘We welcome our brave pure Aryan women volunteers to Hollow Earth, where they will be the first to help breed a new master race.  Now, for the Fatherland and for the glory of the Fourth Reich they will help build down here, I ask them to prove their dedication to the cause by stripping before us and submitting to our new regime of discipline for women in our service.  Don’t worry, it is always warm here… nudity is quite natural for women… and it’s good for the morale of our soldiers…’
Completely mad and obsessed, Jenny thought.

The women blinked, looking fearful and confused.  Evidently, they had not expected this kind of welcome.  The armed soldiers stepped forward; almost but not quite menacingly.  
‘It is a sacrifice for the Fatherland,’ Giessler reminded the women.  ‘Don’t worry, soon I promise you will feel the greatest of joy at what you have done.  But you must prove your dedication to the cause first…’
Miserably, they began to fumble at the buttons of their dresses.  In a couple of minutes, they had stripped themselves bare and stood there shivering and trying to cover themselves up.  The watching crowd applauded.
Burckhardt stepped forward, pushing wads of rag into their mouths, which they accepted in fear and confusion.

The gags must have been doctored with slave juice, for the women shook their heads and then began to squirm not in fear but in sudden helpless arousal, rubbing their hands over their bare bodies.  Jenny could see crinkled nipples suddenly spreading and blossoming.  In this state of sudden ecstasy, they were led over to the stakes where the men eagerly spread them out and bound their wrists and ankles with the prepared ropes.  Their bare bottoms began to slap on the stonework as their labia swelled and gaped wide.
‘Will the winners of the draw please step forward,’ Giessler said. 
Twenty eager looking men stepped forward, opening up their flies and freeing their erections, standing between the legs of the staked-out women.  Burckhardt gave them cloth pads dripping with slave juice that they rubbed over their shafts.
Jenny caught a whiff of it and shuddered.

They knelt and mounted the women and thrust, rupturing their maidenheads.  They screamed and then groaned in desire.  Accompanied by the cheers of the onlookers, the men began to pump away…
And so, the seeds of the Fourth Reich in Hollow Earth are truly planted, Jenny thought in dismay.
Then there came an explosion that shook the ground and a cloud of smoke rose up from the city’s main gate.









Chapter Thirteen

 
More explosions rocked the city and fresh clouds of smoke billowed up over the rooftops.  Then there came the sound of rapid gunfire.  

Panic and confusion filled the square.  The lottery winners screwing the staked down women pulled out of them in dazed surprise and agonised frustration, their hard cocks shiny and coated with blood. Then the PA system blared into life again.  ‘Attention, attention!’ it boomed. ‘The main gates are under attack!  By a force of natives… and gordroths!  All civilian personnel will arm themselves!  Combat teams to the main gates… prepare the Heimdall for a counter attack…’

Myta did it, Jenny thought with a thrill!

Led by Giessler and Burckhardt, the square emptied as the personnel ran to take up their stations.  The ground crew and pilots sprinted to the Heimdall to prepare it for launch.  The crew of the Donar hastily clambered back into its cabin.  It was not a combat airship.  This left only the naked staked-out women moaning and squirming in desperation with blood on their thighs.  Then Jenny saw Carl hovering uncertainly below her, not sure what to do next or where to go, his face filled with excitement and fear.
Was this another now or never moment?
‘Carl: listen to me!’  She called down urgently, with every scrap of conviction she could put into her voice.  ‘Giessler and Burckhardt have gone mad and they’re going to get you all killed.  I can help, but you got to get me down right now!’
He looked up at her in amazement. ‘You… you can speak German?’
‘Of course I can.  There are lots of things you don’t know about me.  But right now do as I say or else you and everybody here are going to die!  Do you want to die?’

He shook his head.  ‘N…no!’
‘Good.  Neither do I.  But first you’ve got to get me down, do understand?’

In a daze, he untied the guy ropes holding the pole upright and did his best to lower her back down to the ground.  But it was too much weight for him alone and the pole fell the last metre and hit the ground hard, winding Jenny.  He bent over her and unbuckled the straps.  But when she was freed she could not move.  Her numbed body remained its starfish posture.  But she had to keep talking.
‘Do you know where the Director is being held?’
‘Yes… and some of the people who supported him who would not follow the Colonel…’

‘Good.  Get them now and bring them here to me…’
‘What about their guards?’
‘Probably gone to defend the gates.  Just do it somehow.  Please! It’s life or death!  Tell the Director I want to talk to him right here.  He’ll understand.  Tell him I can arrange a truce between you and the natives.  Bring a white flag.  It’s the only way to stop a slaughter.  Now run!’
And Carl ran.
Groaning in pain, Jenny forced her limbs to move; feebly trying to massage the life back into them.  She hurt everywhere but she knew she would heal quickly enough.  Come on, come on, she told herself, get moving!   She had vital things to do.  Having helped start a revolt, could she prevent a mass slaughter?  Well she had to try…
She saw both the Donar and Heimdall were in the air.  The Heimdall’s engines were roaring as it swung round and headed out towards the city walls, while the Donar was just hovering out of harms way.  It could hardly manoeuvre.  It was only good for traversing the shaft between Hollow Earth and the surface. 
Whimpering, Jenny sat up, although it felt as if her back would break, and got to her feet, swaying unsteadily.  She looked at the staked-out women still desperate with need, having been so cruelly denied their first release.  She thought briefly about trying to free them, but there were too many of them and right they were in no condition to think for themselves.  In a way they were safer in their helplessness, while she concentrated on doing what was possible.
She picked up the electric prod and tried its switch.  Sparks crackled about its tip.  Despite everything that had been done to it, she felt her pussy tingling in anticipation. Yes, that that might do the job when the time came.
The sounds of battle came closer, with rapid gunfire interspersed by explosions.  Nazis appeared through the archways of the square, being pushed back by advancing native forces.  The gates had fallen and the enemy were inside the walls.  They were outnumbered.  Now it was just a matter of time.  Jenny grasped the electric prod tighter.
Native men and gordroths forced the way into the square, pushing groups of defenders backwards.  Up close bows and guns and thrown stones were almost equally effective and men fell on both sides.  Get back here quickly, Carl, Jenny thought, or else it will be too late.
With roaring engines, the Heimdall appeared again, flying low over the city, guns cracking from the sides of its gondola.  It was met by a wave of fire arrows that rose up from the streets that struck its sides.  Myta had remembered what she had told her!  
The great airship swung away with flames licking at its sides.  Suddenly there was a blast from within it that tore half its fabric off, revealing its skeletal internal frame.  Gouts of red fire reaching up into the sky tore through it in a string of explosions as one by one its hydrogen gas bags exploded.   Consumed by fire it dropped out of the air and crashed on the city outskirts. 
Oh God, I helped do that, Jenny thought, feeling sick.
A handful of native warriors and gordroth ran towards her, looking in wonder at the naked Aryan women staked out close by and desperately offering themselves to them.  One of the men made a grab at Jenny and she jabbed him with the electric prod making him jerk back in fear and wonder.
‘I am Jenny of the Silver Tongue, friend of Myta of the Kaloren,’ she declared importantly.  ‘Where is she?  Bring her to me!’
And then there was Myta without her slave collar and dressed in animal skins and beads once more.  She was carrying a burning torch.  A man followed after her holding the precious tin box of explosives.  He in turn was flanked by five of guards.  It made an impressive entourage.  Myta shouted and ran towards Jenny with the others following after.  They embraced and kissed.
‘You did it,’ Jenny said.
‘As you said,’ Myta replied.  ‘I blew down the city gates.  Our men were too frightened to do it! I said there are no Demons here, just kem-is-tree.’
‘And you got the gordroths to join in.’
‘A gordroth called Balgor came to us.  He said they had been attacked from the sky once too often!’
Perhaps what she said had made a difference.  ‘Now let’s end this!’  Jenny said.
The defending forces had been pushed back to the top end of the square facing a line of advancing native warriors.  Then she spotted a white flag being waved under over little party of men who had appeared in one of the archways atop the square.  There was Carl and von Waldau and a handful of men.
‘Get me to them!’ Jenny said to Myta.  She pointed at the battery box and then at two of Myta’s guards.  ‘Pick that up and bring it with us!’  They obeyed.
Their little party pushed through the fighting ranks.  Some of the men and gordroths, full of fighting fury, tried to stop them and Jenny jabbed them with the electric prod.
‘Have you got any more sticks of dynamite left?’ she asked Myta.
‘A few.’
‘Use one to get their attention!’
Myta opened the box, pulled a stick of dynamite out, lit the fuse and throw it into the empty space between the native warriors and the Nazis.
It blew up spectacularly, cracking the flagstones of the square and throwing up a cloud of smoke.  Jenny ran forward into the open space it created, waving the cattle prod about as she yelled to Von Waldau in German.  
‘Bring that flag out here!’
She turned on the native forces and shouted them in their language.  ‘All right, you’ve won.  Now you can avoid anybody else getting hurt!’
The two sides hesitantly rested their arms, partly out of bafflement at this naked slave woman waving an electric cattle prod about and issuing orders.  Perhaps it helped being naked because she was no apparent threat to them.  Slowly the central square fell silent, except for the moans of the staked-out Aryan women.  Jenny couldn’t see Giessler or Burckhardt anywhere.  Were they dead? That was probably for the best.  She had just a few minutes to make peace.
Jenny grabbed hold of von Waldau by the arm and pulled him forward as she shouted at the native troops.  ‘This man was the leader of these people until he was deposed by evil men.  But I think he still speaks for them.  Who speaks for you?’
Balgor and a native warrior stepped forward. 
‘I am Pangrad of the Kaloren,’ said the man proudly.
‘I Balgor of the gordroth,’ said Balgor, glancing at Jenny.  ‘So, smells-not-right woman has more to say.’
‘A lot more,’ she called out loudly so that all could hear.  ‘If you keep fighting now then more on both sides will die.  So I say stop fighting and let these people go back to their world in peace.  Then you can block the shaft so they can never return.  Think about it…’
She repeated the same thing in German to the Nazis.  Then she said more softly to von Waldau. ‘It’s your choice but it’s all over down here for you.  You’ll never build a Fourth Reich in a Hollow Earth, now they know you’re not gods!’ 
His shoulders sagged.  ‘No, I don’t believe we will.  Really, I just wanted to explore this wonderful place…’ Then he frowned at her.  ‘But who are you?’  
‘I’m Jenny Polo, and I’m not from round here,’ she said earnestly.  ‘I’ve seen the future and it doesn’t work out well for Nazis who won’t admit they were beaten.  Just let it go.  Talk to your men, agree to this peace.’
The moans of the Aryan women were getting desperate, interfering with the knife edge moment.
‘Oh, put them out of their misery, somebody,’ Jenny snapped.
Several native warriors and some gordroth quickly did just that, falling on spread-eagled women and stuffing their dripping pussies with their shafts.  Sighs and grunts and groans filled the air.  It was terrifyingly arousing and sickening at the same moment, Jenny thought, not to say cruel and brutal.  But they had been ready to help breed a new master race, she reminded herself.
The German soldiers muttered in dismay seeing their women despoiled.
‘Why shouldn’t they?’ Jenny shouted back at them.  ‘You did the same to their women!’
Pangrad had been talking to Balgor.  Now he turned to Myta. ‘Can we trust this woman?’
‘We would not be here without her,’ Myta said simply.  
Both sides were looking at each other suspiciously.  She sensed they didn’t want to fight anymore, but they needed one final nudge.  A showstopper…
‘You’re wondering if you can trust each other and me,’ she called out, repeating herself in both languages.  ‘Well, I can prove that I’m special and that you should listen to my advice.  I’m a traveller who has seen wonders you would not believe.  I go where no woman has gone before, and I don’t mind splitting infinitives doing it!  If I show you something impossible and amazing, will you promise to make peace?’
They looked baffled.
‘I’ll take that as yes.  Follow me…’
Half running, she led the way over to the stone stand with its raised throne.  The men of both armies followed her in confusion, except for the few still screwing the Aryan women.
Jenny gave Carl the electric cattle prod.  ‘When I tell you, I want you to give me the biggest orgasm ever.  Don’t worry, you won’t hurt me.  In fact, you’ll be doing me a favour…’
She kissed Myta quickly.  ‘I’ve got to go now, but I’ll always remember you…’  
She ran up the steps to the throne and sat on it with her legs splayed indecently wide and her knees hooked over the armrests of the throne.  I’m flashing my pussy in front of hundreds of people, she thought, feeling her nipples standing up and the familiar wild lustful tingle growing within her.  ‘Can everybody see me?  All right, Carl, do it!’ 
He stood on the steps just below the throne and rammed the head of the electric prod up into her pussy, which stretched to let it inside.  The contacts jabbed at her bare flesh and she shrieked as it sparked and pumped inside her pussy, which clenched and dribbling about it.  It was agony and ecstasy at the same time.  All those eyes staring at her plugged pussy.  How sick!  Now use them!  She could feel the deeper power growing inside her, looking for an opening in reality.  Maybe it got easier with practice…
‘I’m going now,’ she gasped, ‘make peace not war… goodbye… and good luck!’
Jenny felt her loins explode.  The stone throne and the thrusting electric dildo head dissolved, and the great city shimmered and melted away around her and the motionless core sun of Hollow Earth faded at last as she fell into blackness…
 









Epilogue

 
Jenny tumbled through open air, briefly felt the smack of branches whipping across her bare skin, and then there was a splash.  

She rose to the surface of a pond or small lake, coughing and spluttering and shivering slightly with cold.  Why did she keep landing in water?  And what about next time landing beside a washing line of clothes she might borrow?  Well at least it was soft…

She swum a few strokes and hauled herself out onto a grassy bank and looked around her.  There was nobody in sight, although she could hear the tweets and squawks of birds.  She seemed to be in the middle of a mature wood, with trees all around her, but not the exotic types of Hollow Earth.  They were oaks and pines and holly. And sunlight was filtering through the tree canopy, not vertically but at an angle!  There might actually be proper nights and days here.

But where was here?  Could it just possibly be home at last, or at least somewhere normal?
She examined her body.  Her slave collar had vanished and the strap and whip marks and bruises were fading before her eyes.  Perhaps they were all part of another reality that might no longer exist, except in her memory.  It seemed that only her Oz brand and silver tongue remained as constant outward signs of her strange adventures.  
She looked about her again.  All right, she thought: what now?  
As if in answer, through the trees, there came a blare of hunting horns.
Jenny felt the pounding of hooves through the earth and heard the jingle of harness and excited shouts and cries approaching fast.  Without thinking, she scrambled across the grass into the shelter of an oak tree and huddled against its rough bark. 
Over the brow of a grassy knoll came half a dozen incredible figures.
They were naked women bounding along on all fours with their bare breasts bouncing and jiggling.  Their hands and feet were encased in leather boots with cloven tips and they had wild boar masks on their heads.  As they raced past her hiding place, Jenny saw they all had concentric red and white bull’s-eye targets painted on their bare bottoms; one half on each buttock.  Picked out in gold at the centres of these targets were their anal rings and the plump lips of their pussy mouths…
 

END OF BOOK THREE
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