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Bound for Glory

By
Sean O’Kane
 
 

Prologue.

 
 

Kath felt the man kneeling behind her reach his climax, his strong hands clawed at her welted hips as he rammed himself home. She heard him shout as he emptied himself into her and once he was done she collapsed gratefully forwards onto the soft pile of exhausted female bodies on the sand of the arena floor while all around her the roar of the crowd beat on her ears like a physical force. She licked her lips as she panted for breath, her mouth tasted of men. Her chin and cheeks were crusted in their emissions, she could feel her thighs and her groin were slicked with the evidence of their pleasure and beneath her another female body squirmed weakly. Kath smiled lazily as she opened her eyes and saw a breast beside her face, the nipple hardened and standing rigidly to attention. She had no idea who it belonged to but managed to summon up enough energy to lift her face and take it into her mouth. Its rubbery texture was delicious and so was the pungent taste of fresh sperm on her tongue. From somewhere beneath her came a soft moan of pleasure. She felt a hand slide up between her own thighs and she groaned herself as she felt the fingers slide easily into her flooded vagina and begin to swirl inside her and stimulate it all over again.
Slowly and furtively the pile of defeated slavegirls began to pleasure each other as best they could. It was a lesson the arenas taught all their slaves; take every bit of pleasure you can, wherever and however you can. Kath’s own hand reached for the anonymous girl’s other breast as she suckled and nipped at the morsel in her mouth.
It had been a typical finale to a show that had gone on for three days. It had been held at the Proteans’ arena in the English West Country, the arena that had broken the mould and become the first officially sanctioned one in the developed world, it had even been founded by covert government activity and then sold on to a consortium. The away team had been from a stable whose arena had just opened somewhere in the north – as far as Kath had gathered from titbits in the grooms’ and guards’ conversations. The entire squads had been thrown at each other in one huge battle royal; over two hundred naked furies had scratched, hair-pulled, wrestled and flogged each other for the crowd’s delight for nearly an hour and then the men had been let loose on those who were still standing.
That had always been Kath’s favourite part. Standing naked, nearly exhausted and welted from head to toe, facing men who were coming fresh to the fight. It was gloriously unfair and cruel and thus deeply arousing and typified the arenas’ attraction for the crowds. The guards, from both stables, didn’t care which team the girls belonged to, they were concerned only to take their pleasure with them out there on the floor of the arena, the actual winning team had been decided by that time anyway. So from then on the girls fought and were defeated purely for the pleasure it gave their conquerors and the crowd. Kath loved knowing that she would struggle in vain against the fit and strong men, putting up a good show as she went down to inevitable defeat. And they would take her however they wanted, maybe they would take a whip to her before they enjoyed her. She, like the others delighted in that, seeing their images up on the giant video screens, as they knelt before their conquerors, beaten and submissive. She loved seeing the oiled bodies of the men as they ran out, the hard plates of muscle gleaming even in the weak English sun. Their rampant cocks strained and wagged at their groins, some were strapped to make every penetration just that little bit more memorable for the girl on the receiving end. Some were pierced, the metal again threatening and promising in equal measure.
A hand began to knead her left breast as the noise from the crowd subsided into steady applause. Immediately she ceased her own exploration of the anonymous breasts and lay still. Experience had taught her that she had to keep still at this point. Fortunately the hands that been playing with her also belonged to experienced slaves and they too ceased their movement.
The managers and trainers were coming.
From under her eye lashes, Kath looked to her left and saw her own manager’s highly polished brogues stop just beside her. She was familiar with them and the shine was familiar to her too – her tongue had helped put it there on many occasions over the years.
She knew they would be waving to the crowds and taking the applause for a well staged games. Her entire body was aglow from the battering and lashing it had taken over the previous days, she was completely wrung out and had been used thoroughly in every way a man could use a woman – in the evenings as well as just during the days; an arena slave earned her keep in the dungeons as well as in the arena  – and yet she would have joined in the applause had she been able. It was what made her feel most alive. She could not remember or imagine a time when she wasn’t – or wouldn’t have wanted to be - where she was just now; lying spreadeagled, naked, defeated and submissive at her Master’s feet.
“That was a good show, Bob. You won it well, but I was pleased with my lot. It’s only their second games,” Kath heard the visiting manager say.
“You put up a good fight and it’s got me thinking. I reckon it’s time I bought in some fresh blood.”
The manager’s right foot moved out and probed thoughtfully at the girl Kath was lying on.
“Some of mine have been with the stable since it opened.”
There was a low whistle from the other man. “Must be almost twenty years isn’t it?”
“About that. I’ll talk to the bean counters and see what we can afford. If we sell now, we’ll get a reasonable price; leave it much longer and they won’t fetch much at all.”
The men moved off and left Kath to listen to the pounding of her heart. Tears squeezed out from her eyes. He couldn’t mean it! Could he? She was one of the ones who had been with the Proteus stable since it started. Had she really been with it that long? In the endless round of training, sex, combat, sex, competition and sex, being crated up and flown all round the world, she had lost all track of time. And the heavy tongue ring which they all wore and which made speech virtually impossible made the separation from the rest of the world even more complete.
They couldn’t possibly cast her adrift now could they?
Desperately she raised her head and looked around for her lover. A few feet away a dark skinned head looked up from the other side of the now-stirring pile of women. The black girl stared back at Kath with the same look of utter terror that was in her own eyes.
 
The manager of the Proteus stable was nothing if not decisive and Kath and her lover found themselves chained in the back of a truck with the other four original members of the stable only two days later. 
“You’ll get a decent price,” he had told them as they stood before his desk, hobbled by a chain from Kath’s left ankle to Sharon’s right. “You’ve worn well.”
He came up to them and tweaked their nipples hard. “Nothing sagging, no scars to speak of. And I think you’ll do as a pair, it’ll make you more of a novelty item for a private collector – or maybe I’m just a sentimental old fool!” he said with a broad smile before dismissing them. The two exchanged glances as the door closed behind them. At least wherever they were going, they were going together. They were put in a holding cell and in the narrow cot they made love with a frenetic energy born of stark terror. At last Kath lay between Sharon’s widespread thighs, her head pillowed on one, the pink inner flesh of Sharon’s engorged and open sex before her, the taste of her on her lips. They had tongued and finger-fucked each other until they could come no more and as her body slowly relaxed, Kath’s thoughts began to wander. For the first time in – could it really be twenty years? – she thought about the outside world. Vaguely she recalled something about being a journalist and being taken on some sort of residential course that had led to the arenas. But there was no detail. There was the face of a woman though. She seemed to have been a lover of some sort from that distant and irrelevant time. 
The journey to the auction room took surprisingly little time and again she and Sharon shared a cell before being taken out the following morning and mounted for inspection. To her dismay, Kath realised that she was to be sold that very afternoon. The girls were mounted spreadeagled inside giant hoops of steel. These were hung from the ceiling of a long, low room that might have once been a barn. Her training collar and cuffs were removed – just as they were before a show – then her mouth was forced open as far as it would go and a ring gag was inserted behind her teeth, forcing her mouth to gape open at its fullest extent. She had worn these before, usually when she was hired out in one of the arena’s playrooms for a group of men who just wanted to come in her mouth as they played with her. It had been excitingly casual usage back then, making her feel slutty and wanton. Now it was hateful. The only saving grace was that as she and Sharon were being sold as an item, they were hung next to each other.
The punters were nothing if not thorough. Stretched out as they were the slaves could do nothing except endure the most rigorous explorations of their bodies. And not just the skin tone and muscle tone were examined. Every cavity was explored and evaluated. Kath had her teeth tested and yanked, just to ensure they were her own. Her breasts were palpated and twisted and kneaded. Her nipples were pulled and twisted until she had to give an incoherent scream from behind her gag. Her tongue was pulled out through the ring gag by its own ring and its colour commented on. Her vagina was spared nothing but after the first penetration her nature betrayed her and despite everything, no lubrication was needed. Some of the punters had dilators and she squealed as she felt herself opened until she was really scared. Beside her, Sharon’s extraordinary elasticity was commented eagerly upon. Kath knew it well, she frequently fisted her when they shared their narrow bed in the barracks and now she found she was furiously envious of all the attention it was getting. To try and distract herself she began to pay attention to the buyers and, she found she could recognise the arena buyers quite easily. They were the ones who started with skin and muscle tone and only tested the sexual equipment afterwards. Mostly they just looked at her and Sharon and made comments to the effect that they were in extremely good condition for veterans, and moved on looking for younger stock. It was only those who could afford to buy for private use who looked at them in any detail. Kath just couldn’t conceive of what being privately owned might be like, but it seemed that that was the only outcome which was even remotely likely.
Eventually, sore and stiff, they were taken down and returned to the holding cells to await the sale itself.



Chapter One

 
“The auction starts in two hours, Sir. We have plenty of time. Will you be purchasing a girl at this one?”
Clive Mostyn settled himself in his ministerial car as Humphries, his chauffeur, closed the door and then took his own seat behind the wheel.
“You know quite well that as Home Secretary of His Majesty’s Government I have to declare any more than two slaves and pay for their upkeep myself, Humphries!” he said.
The chauffeur grinned at him through the rear view mirror. “I’ll take that as a ‘Yes, if anything catches my eye’ then.”
Clive smiled back. Humphries had been with him for years now and had seen the government’s policies on youth crime and inner urban anarchy develop in tandem with the arenas’ climb towards legitimacy. The one had supplied the raw material for the other and now young female criminals could expect to serve ten years or more in an arena while young male criminals were put to work building the arenas themselves, or laying railway tracks, or building roads.
The Proteus project had been the key to it all. Once it had been established that girls from a variety of backgrounds could be taken and trained to perform in the arenas, it had just been a question of time before the state had found a way to make it happen regularly – and to profit from it.
Inevitably there were more prisoners than there were spaces in arena stables and so it had slowly become acceptable for the well-off to boast the services of convicted girls – and sometimes young men – around their houses. Of course it was all done in the name of training them to become useful citizens, and that training often meant discipline while ‘useful’ often meant serving in bedrooms as well as in dining rooms.  It was a measure of how quickly British society had adapted to the system that the press had very quickly cried out for MPs to declare how many ‘citizens’ they were training and how much they were claiming in expenses for them. That was the full extent of the moral outrage.
“I’m just attending this one for sentimental reasons. Then we’re going on to a lab that’s been doing some very interesting work,” he told Humphries. The chauffeur raised his eyebrows at the thought of his boss doing anything for sentimental reasons but keyed the post codes into the navigation system and kept his thoughts to himself.
As the car moved off to the accompaniment of a specially generated facsimile of a piston engined car’s exhaust note to warn pedestrians of its otherwise soundless presence, Clive Mostyn switched on his tablet and began to read the morning’s papers.
‘Mosser’s Rozzers Let Loose!’ the first headline he came to screamed at him, but then it went on in more measured tones; ‘Home Secretary Clive Mostyn’s new urban snatch squads swung into action last night  in four cities. The new squads do not need to apply for search warrants when in hot pursuit of suspects and can enter any premises they suspect of harbouring a miscreant, by whatever means at any time of the day or night. They can also arrest, charge and imprison – under the government’s new ‘fast track’ justice scheme – anyone they believe has been guilty of anti-social or criminal behaviour within twelve hours. Early reports indicate that over a hundred young offenders have already been apprehended and sentenced…’
Clive grunted in satisfaction. In fact the figure was nearer two hundred, he knew. Of those, seventy-five were female and they would be up for purchase by the arenas or anyone who could afford them before the day was out. There were now twelve arenas up and running within the UK alone, and they attracted the crowds and loyalty that football clubs had enjoyed until a few years ago.
He leaned back and closed his eyes, they had come a long way since the days of the Proteus project.
 
 
The auction was being held in central southern England, at a large old house with extensive farm buildings that lent themselves well to housing the slaves. He was ushered to a seat behind the smoked glass of the corporate entertainment gallery of the auction hall. He had barely had time to savour the coffee he was served with before the auctioneer, sitting behind a desk at the edge of the stage announced the start of proceedings.
From the stage a long catwalk led out into the audience. The buyers would have had a good chance to examine the merchandise beforehand but to see how they moved allowed a more detailed examination of the condition of the stock. Each girl had a chip embedded at the nape of her neck which gave a complete record of her performance in the arenas; how many points she had gained for her team, how many times she had lost and been put to the whipping posts in the arenas, what injuries she had suffered. What it didn’t necessarily tell a prospective purchaser was her disciplinary record, that was still at the vendor’s discretion and what punishments she had been subjected to was not always obvious, so a chance to see how she moved could tell an experienced eye a lot that the chip didn’t.
A pretty girl in a short, white shift dress came on leading a naked slave. Both girls would have been sentenced by the courts for something or other, but the girl in white probably had wealthy parents who had been able to buy a less arduous sentence. The arena slave was on a leash that led forwards from her bound hands behind her back. That meant it ran between her legs and to the hand of her minder. She was a tall girl with thick black hair that hung to her shoulders. She was long legged and clean limbed, moving with long, graceful strides on her three inch-heeled, black court shoes. The clacking of the shoes on the boarding was the only sound as the potential bidders settled down to the serious business of the day.
Beside Clive a party of businessmen – and some women - also settled down but their interest was only in the vicarious enjoyment of watching some highly desirable girlflesh be disposed of for further use in the arenas. Discussions about the girl’s breasts and her length of thigh started immediately and the women of the party weren’t at all abashed by speculating on whether she would be bought for pony racing, chariot racing or the more physical combats with whips. 
“She knows how to move,” one of the women said.
“How d’you mean?” one of the men asked.
“The heels emphasise her leg length, and by taking long strides she draws attention to it again,” the woman explained.
“She can move her hips as well!” another man commented. And certainly the slave was working hard at putting a real fuck-me sway into her well-rounded hips as she moved.
“Bet she’s been trained by her previous owner,” another woman suggested. 
“Bet that’s not all her previous owner did with her!” another man put in.
“Says here she was owned by a Welsh stable. Wonder how much she’ll cost to hire from her new stable?” another woman said. “I’d pay a lot to get her laid out for me when I had a strap-on. Look at the tits on her!”
Clive smiled. It was all working very well indeed. Society was splitting neatly along the lines of those who weren’t enslaved – or who weren’t likely to be as they were wealthy enough not to commit an anti-social offence – and those who were likely to find themselves the targets of his snatch squads. But even this latter group broadly supported the system; everyone needs someone to look down on. And the best thing of all was that both sides of the divide loved the arenas and would vote for the government that had brought them in and which continued to keep them well stocked. It was true that sometimes girls of well-to-do families got caught up in raids but even they could be trained, as Proteus had shown, and in any case once a girl was a slave she tended to become invisible and there was very little trouble. 
True there had been a couple of years when there had been a backlash at one general election but when that had resulted in the three new arenas open by then, being closed down, there had been chaos on the streets and within a few months Clive’s party had been returned with a huge majority, the arenas had been re-opened and they had never looked back.
In the auction hall itself the girl had taken the slave out to the end of the catwalk and was now walking her back. The buttocks were sensational and she knew how to make the most of them as she moved. Clive wondered why she was being got rid of. He looked down at his programme and saw she had been the property of the Scarlet Harlots stable in South Wales and was about to read her summary when the auctioneer broke in on his thoughts and answered his question.
“Lot One, ladies and gentlemen! An impressive creature, I’m sure you’ll agree and a lovely mover. Been entered in four games, two wins and two losses at whip duelling, second in dressage twice. The vendors tell me she’s making way for a heavier filly to run the chariots and that her disciplinary record is good. She hires out for dungeon work at very advantageous rates as I’m sure you’ll appreciate! Now, I’m going to start the bidding at seventy-five thousand. Seventy-five. Do I hear eighty? Eighty over there!”
Clive turned his attention back to the catalogue and flicked forwards while the group next to him, presumably there for someone’s birthday treat, speculated about what they would do with Lot One if they got her into a dungeon. Predictably the women were far harsher in their imaginary sessions.
He thumbed the pages again, frowning as he failed to find what he was looking for. But near the back he came across it; Lot Seventy-five. The tip-off had been a good one. He looked at the hologram carefully, ignoring the other slave who was being offered as part of the same lot – he had not expected that. But as he stared at Kath, he found his hand running ruefully through his greying hair and noted how his stomach was pressing against the waistband of his trousers. From the look of things, Kath had weathered the intervening years better than he had.
He let his thoughts drift as the lots came and went in the auditorium. Further along from him the party was now being served with lunch and the wine was flowing. He couldn’t really say why he had known he would attend this auction the moment an old friend had rung and told him that she was being auctioned off by the Proteus stable, he had just known it instantly.
He had stumbled across her right back when they had first begun to test the personalities of the staff to see if they could identify likely recruits to a first publicly owned arena. Legislation to enslave criminals was still some way off back then, but he and the Prime Minister, Dandy MacIntyre, were certain that a net cast wide enough to trawl the sink estates and also the prim and proper offices of the government itself could populate a stable and put it into the public’s mind that an arena could be close to home and affordable, as well as contributing to the well-being of  the country as a whole.
They had succeeded beyond their wildest dreams and Kath Knowles – he had struggled to recall her name but it had come back to him eventually – had walked straight into his office and straight into the Proteus arena. He had had only three or four sessions with her – he couldn’t quite remember how many – but she had been a real find. She was deeply masochistic, very sensual, highly sexed and blessed with a high pain threshold, and on top of all that she was very attractive. He gazed at the hologram again, noting how wide-eyed with fear she was and that she appeared to be taking instructions from someone just out of shot as she faced the camera. Her brown hair was just as thick and lustrous as it had always been, he scrolled down a little and really her breasts were just as pert as ever, thrusting forwards, seeming to beg for the next bout of punishment. Her nipples were still uncommonly thick and dark for her relatively light complexion. To see how the rest of her had fared, he would have to wait until she came up for sale.
Having examined her hologram and found her just as attractive as ever, he turned his attention to the girl who was being offered for sale with her. She was a tall and well-proportioned black girl with quite heavy breasts that still stood fairly proud, she had large, liquid eyes and a mouth that any man would love to employ for his pleasure.
He had a feeling she was one of the very first who had been taken from a prison cell, somewhere in Manchester he thought. Surprisingly, she had proved very amenable to training and, with Kath as her lover, had become quite a star. He recalled seeing the two of them in an arena in southern Africa during his short sojourn in His Majesty’s Opposition. The two of them had been ‘baited’ as a fun event while the arena had been set up for cage contests. They had been tied by one ankle each to a post with no weapons and ten or twenty of the opposition’s squad had been given staves and whips and told to bring them both down. The whips had been cats rather than stock whips and so the wielders had had to get in quite close to use them, and that was the only thing working in the baited slaves’ favour. The number of slaves used to bait them was a tribute to their prowess and Clive had been proud of the way Kath in particular had ripped the whip from the first girl who came close to her and of the way in which she had used it to keep the rest at bay until her colleague could arm herself too. Eventually it had taken the lashes of the home team’s guards to drive the baiters onto their prey and the event had ended in the British girls going down to an entertaining defeat only after a bitter struggle. As Clive remembered, when the trainer of the home team had asked the crowd whether they wanted to put the British pair to the whipping posts the thumbs had all been pointing up and they were cheered off. The home team’s baiters however got the thumbs down until the tally had reached twenty lashes each.
Clive smiled at the recollection of an enjoyable few days and ordered a plate of light refreshments to accompany a glass of Chablis from the waitress, a pretty girl who wore a silver torc to denote that she too had been sentenced. The girl served him and was making her way back to her station when she was pulled roughly down onto the lap of one of the men in the party next to Clive. His hand went immediately between her legs as his colleagues of both sexes cheered him on. The girl blushed and made a futile attempt to keep her short skirt down, but his hand burrowed deeper between her smooth and shapely thighs. 
“C’mon you slag!” the man slurred angrily and the girl allowed her legs to part. As an enslaved prisoner she had no right to refuse a free man – or woman – anything. She gasped softly as she was penetrated roughly and clumsily and there was amused laughter from around the table.
Clive smiled and turned back to the auction as the sounds of sex drifted across from the other party and another slave was called for. Slavery was working well.
“Lot Seventy-five! Two fully enslaved women, no sentence being served so available for life! These are highly collectable examples of the early slave period and will add tone and prestige to their new owner’s household,” the auctioneer called out. Clive sat forwards as the two women were led on. Just the one girl led them, their leashes running between their legs and into her confident hand. The black girl held herself proudly and glared at the audience of prospective buyers, promising them some difficult times before she was fully subdued. Clive knew exactly what she needed and his eyes devoured her strong frame that was so plainly capable of taking it. But then he looked at Kath.
She looked just as good as she had in her hologram. But she also looked scared. Her eyes were huge as she looked around her and she shrank against her lover. Her fear aroused him far more than he had been prepared for. Physically she was still a superb specimen, but it was that fear which turned him on so that all of a sudden he had a raging stand on and had to shift in his seat to ease the pressure.
From the next table along came the sounds of orgiastic delight as three slaves were put to use.
Clive sat forwards further. He didn’t know whether he wanted to protect her or to convert that generalised fear into fear of him specifically – or both. But for whatever reason when the auctioneer opened the bidding at ninety thousand, he found his right hand immediately going to the green pad on the arm of his chair.
“Ninety thousand I’m bid!” the auctioneer called and looked around. “Ninety-five! One hundred thousand! I have one hundred thousand!” he paused and looked at the smoked glass behind which Clive sat. Kath’s eyes were filling with tears of terror that shone under the lights. Clive’s finger jabbed twice.
“One hundred and ten thousand! Any advance on one hundred and ten thousand?” the auctioneer looked around. “Come on now ladies and gentlemen! A fine pair of mature and experienced slaves! Good for years of use yet! Going for one hundred and ten thousand...!”
The gavel banged and Clive let out his breath as he sat back. On the next table along, two of the women climaxed noisily as two slaves tongued them vigorously. Two men came in close succession and roared their release as they plundered both ends of the first slave, who they had stretched out across the table.
He closed his eyes and wondered what impulse had driven him to buy the pair. True he could run them as a two-in-hand in the grounds of his country house. They would do sterling service at dinner parties and the black girl looked as if she could still take the lash from sun up to sun down. Then he thought of the fear he’d seen in Kath’s eyes and smiled. When she saw who her new owner was – the mix of surprise, terror and excitement was going to be something to see. And he would make it his business to ensure that she had every reason to be fearful - and every reason to be excited.
The holding cell was tiny and so when he had it unlocked and went to look over his purchases, he was able to thoroughly enjoy the look of amazement that came over the face of the slave who had once been Kath, a member of his staff and a free woman, and then he watched as fear once again ruled her as she looked into his unflinching gaze and realised that life as a privately owned slave was going to be every bit as testing as her previous existence. And then as that thought took hold, he could see her nipples erect with eagerness. He had them ball gagged, wrapped in cling film from neck to toe and put into the car boot, then he had Humphries drove on to the laboratory.
 
 



Chapter Two

 
“Come on, Babe! Get your legs open! I gotta screw you before I do another line!”
“Christ, Jake! Doesn’t that thing between your legs ever go down?”
“Nah! But I do!”
A throaty female chuckle followed the exchange as the voices drifted across the water to where Anna floated, on her stomach, arms folded on the lip of the villa’s infinity pool. She looked out across the steeply sloping scrubland beneath, down to the coast road and beyond that to the beach which shimmered white in the mid-morning sunlight, palm trees providing deep pools of shadow here and there. An emerald sea washed sleepily on the sand, high wispy clouds did nothing to obscure the sun and far away across the bay the island’s mountains rose in folds of differing shades of green, each peak so clearly defined in the clear light that she felt she could reach across and touch them.
It was a perfect place. That was why she had bought it. More particularly it was also a perfect place for her twenty-third birthday bash. For a week now, friends had been coming and going while the drink had flowed and so had some less legitimate substances. Currently the house was full of what she and her best friends called the ‘Amfux’, these were young men from the States - bronzed, fit and good for several nights’ entertainment before they fell by the wayside. Earlier in the week there had been ‘Britfux’ – rather less in the wholesome muscular stakes but with more between their ears – and ‘Eurofux’ who were pretty and good for a screw when all else failed.
Her thoughts led her to let her legs drift apart in the water, cooling her rather overheated vulva which had seen a lot of action the previous night – and the several nights preceding that. Her miniscule bikini briefs did little to interfere with the soothing effects of the water and the top just held her breasts enough to make her notice the play of the water against and beneath them.
Perhaps it was time she got back to work, she thought, virtually non-stop partying for a week was okay but you could have too much of a good thing. She knew her staff would have held the line for her back in London, but she would have to pick up the reins again soon. Not that she needed the money of course, but her Events Management business kept her social diary full, and inspecting the healthy bank balance gave her life meaning. The modelling was fun of course – and very profitable too.
From the villa side of the pool came a female shriek of mock alarm and fright. A loud splash followed, amid gales of male laughter. A few small waves lapped against Anna and slopped over the pool’s edge, she glanced round and saw her friend Alice surface, blonde hair streaming down her tanned back and shoulders.
“You bastard, Harris!” she called to an equally tanned Adonis at the pool edge – who was heir to the Big Burger chain of restaurants and worth more than the whole island. Harris gave her a cheerful wave and sauntered back to his mates.
“There’s another spanking waiting for you when you come out!” he called over his shoulder.
Anna grinned to herself. Most of her circle of friends indulged more and more in titillating activities around sex itself. They were all young, wealthy and good looking, they needed all the edge that life could give them, otherwise it became a bland sequence of self-indulgences. They skiied hard, flew micro-lites, water-skiied, and when it came to sex, they added fetishes and pain to sharpen their jaded appetites. Anna’s own bottom had been heated by a young Texan the previous night and it had resulted in some very satisfactory orgasms. Of course everyone was much more into that sort of thing now that the arenas were so much more mainstream. Just at that moment, a shout went up from one or other of the villa’s rooms and she remembered that several house guests had gone in to watch a show from an arena in Africa. She supposed that life was getting easy for a lot of people these days and the arenas gave them a bit of edge to their lives; an edge they could enjoy from their armchairs. Of course, like any wealthy girl of her age, she had been to a few of the shows and found them unbelievably horny. The amount of sex that went on, on the terraces and in the corporate hospitality suites, was even more than went on out on the arena floors themselves. She felt a slight tingle in her belly at the thought of some of the things she had witnessed and made a mental note to have Petra, her PA back in London, book her and a few girlfriends some tickets at a good arena when she got home. One of the ones in the Far East, she thought. The Asiatic girls they used were so cute, but so tough. The fights were always excitingly long and hard and the naked bodies of the slaves gleamed so deliciously with oil and sweat as they struggled for the pleasure of the on-lookers.
Those final words lingered in her mind as she glanced back over her shoulder to the pool-side patio. Jake’s pale buttocks were jigging up and down between Marissa’s wide flung, bronzed thighs, Harris’s head was busily working between Angie’s legs and Alice was on her knees in front of a drowsily ecstatic software billionaire, his face was a picture of captive happiness as his cock slid wetly in and out between her glossy red lips.
Perhaps she could manage a couple more days of partying after all, she thought as she felt her stomach heat. 
There was the sound of a primitive petrol engine coming up the road. It stopped at the villa’s gates and then proceeded up to the house once the driver had keyed in the right code. Anna glanced at her watch; it would be the caterers and house maids. They had come to clean, clear away the breakfast and then prepare the lunch. They would also want paying for the previous week’s catering.
Sighing at the onerous duties of a hostess, Anna swam gracefully to the side of the pool and pulled herself out in one athletic movement and then paused to wring her hair out, reclaim her towel and pick up the clutch bag that almost every woman on the planet possessed to keep her phone in. There was a soft wolf whistle from over by a bush with flowers so huge and gaudy as to be almost tasteless. A young man, naked apart from the briefest of swimming trunks sauntered out from behind it. His body could have served as an anatomical map of human musculature – and his trunks were doing nothing to conceal the workings of human sexual excitement. He grinned a lazy, arrogant grin at her.
Anna recognised him as he advanced out of the shadows. “Hi, Greg,” she said. “I’ve just got to go and see the caterers.”
“Fine. How about I wait for you in my room? We could do some fun stuff before we eat.” He put his head slightly on one side and Anna felt, as she always did with him that there was something predatory about Greg. The other girls felt it too and Alice said he was heavily into BDSM, but she wouldn’t say how she knew.
Anna looked around, it was mid-day, there were crowds of people around and why had she invited him if not to fuck him at least once? At least she assumed she had invited him, it got hard to keep track at times.
“Yeah. Cool!” she said and returned his grin, then turned and walked inside, making sure he got a full blast of her bottom with its best catwalk sway.
In the cool dusk of the lounge stood Mr. Cutts, the boss of the local catering firm who did very nicely out of the rich second and third home owners who came to chill out on the island. In the kitchen his staff were clattering around as they laid out fresh crockery and dishes for Anna’s and her guests’ lunch. The maids would be carefully knocking on bedroom doors, trying to change linen, but frequently being refused entry.
“Ah, Miss Price,” he greeted her, his teeth white against his dark skin as he smiled. “All is satisfactory?”
“Absolutely, Mr Cutts. Thank you.”
He handed her a sheaf of invoices which she took a cursory glance at before scanning the total at the bottom of the final one. It had a lot of noughts at the end, but was nothing out of the ordinary. She took her mobile phone out and tapped out her password and PIN for her virtual card, keyed in the amount owed and handed it to Mr Cutts who swiped it across his terminal, waited for a moment, nodded and handed it back to her.
“How long will you be staying, Miss Price?” he asked, unable to keep a hint of avarice out of his voice.
Now it came to it, she found that she could tolerate the idea of another week away. “A week maybe. Not much longer though.”
“We’ll miss you when you go!” Mr Cutts said and Anna smiled as she put her phone away. Not her, but her money.
Greg was lying on his back on the bed when she entered the room. He was naked and his excitement of earlier had waned somewhat, his thick cock lolling on one muscular thigh. He propped himself up on his elbows as she entered and the two locked stares. There was no ambiguity about the situation. They were there for one purpose only. She tossed her long, hair over one shoulder and reached behind her to untie her bikini top, letting her breasts swing freely on her chest as she bent forwards to step out of her briefs. Then she went towards the bed and reached down to hold the invitingly thick cock shaft that was visibly pulsing back towards full erection. She closed her hand around it and revelled in the familiar feel of silk on steel. The soft skin sliding over the ribbed hardness underneath. She loved the feel of a man’s cock. Always had done, ever since she had first felt one out the back of a school disco. But now of course she loved the way they felt inside her. She wasn’t desperately keen on the taste of the stuff they spurted but could cope with it if it came in the middle of a good session when she had come a few times herself. 
And for Anna, that was what it all came down to. Her orgasms. She might love cocks and even sometimes like the men they came attached to – but she adored her orgasms. She could hardly go for more than a day at a time without coming at least once. She had no compunction about using her fingers in her toilet at work. Occasionally she would even cancel all calls, push her chair back from her desk, spread her legs, put her feet on the desk and lie back in her chair. Then she would take a dildo out of the locked drawer in the desk and pleasure herself. She needed pleasure. Men were there to give it to her, it was as simple as that. She did what she had to in order to keep them pleasured enough to want to pleasure her some more. But that was it. Sex was strictly on her terms, and with her looks she could afford to call the tune, there were plenty who wanted to play along. 
That didn’t mean she always had to be on top – the spanking the other night had been great fun and it was far from being her first. She loved being put over a strong male knee, loved struggling against him and yet still getting the hot, sharp thrills from the blows landing. She enjoyed the struggle, it lit her fires and ensured a good fuck afterwards. She was an intensely physical girl, she kept herself fit and enjoyed using her body in all possible ways, and struggling against a man who was intent on giving her the pleasure she craved in any case was just another path to enjoyment.
Greg sighed in delight as her delicate hand gripped him and began to wank him gently. Without loosening her grip, Anna sank onto the bed beside him, he turned onto his side to face her and she drank in the scent of his freshly showered maleness and the feel of the hard muscles against her softer curves, her nipples sending charges of excitement spearing through her as they brushed his chest.
He grinned at her and firmly moved her hand off his cock.
“Don’t be in such a hurry!” he said, rolling on top of her. In one smooth and powerful movement he swept her arms up above her head and held them there. She tried to flex her wrists and free them but he tightened his grip and bent his head to suckle at one defencelessly proffered nipple. Anna struggled harder as a shard of pleasure lanced through her. Greg raised his head and smiled at her as she writhed under him.
“I’m going to tie you up to fuck you.”
Anna glared up at him. She had seen plenty of girls in bondage of course, in the arenas and their associated playrooms and dungeons. She was appreciative of how good they looked restrained, tied, helpless, suspended, but she had never considered it as something that might be applied to her. And no one had ever had the nerve to suggest it.
Greg must have made preparations while he was waiting for her because she felt one of his hands grab what felt like a leather strap and wind it around her wrist before she could react but when she felt it tighten and restrain her hand, something snapped inside her. She had never been denied her freedom. She had never been unable to do as she pleased and go where she pleased. The one hint of freedom denied sent her into a panic. She arched her back and bent one leg back to get it under her and then twisted her body. She was gratified to see the surprise on Greg’s face as her strength took him aback.
She managed to lift him up and twist so that she was lying alongside him, face to face. He responded instantly and pushed back, ramming her onto her back again. She made a kind of wrestler’s bridge and wrenched her free hand out of his.
The noise of the slap shocked them both. She hadn’t thought about it, but as her hand came free she just continued its trajectory until it hit Greg’s cheek. He looked down at her in disbelief and then snarled in rage, grabbing her hand and forcing it back to the head of the bed.
“You need subduing you bitch!” he shouted and for the first time Anna realised that he had merely been playing before. Now he used his full strength and his grip felt like her wrist was in a steel trap. She panicked again and realised that she hadn’t been using her full strength either. She gave a roar of exertion and succeeded in throwing him clear off her. She kicked out at him as he struggled up to a kneeling position and she desperately freed her tied hand. Once that was free, her mind cleared and she rolled off the bed, then turned to face him.
“If I do, it’ll take more of a man than you to do it!” she panted.
Suddenly he grinned and relaxed again. “Okay! Good fight! But you got no idea how hard you’ll come when you’re tied. Believe me, I can sense it in women. And you need it!”
Anna’s pounding heart began to calm and she pushed her hair back out of her eyes and looked at him again. He was kneeling with his thighs apart and from his groin his towering erection was pointing skywards. Anna felt her blood begin to heat all over again, he was male and strong, maybe he could bend her to his will after all. She climbed back on to the bed and knelt right in front of him, ran her hands up and across his pectorals, then slid her hands over his shoulders and kissed him. She felt his arms go around her and pull her to him, then felt his hands gently clasp her buttocks as his mouth opened and his tongue pushed into hers. He clasped his hands into her buttocks and she moaned in pleasure, then he lifted one away and smacked her, the sharp shock of pain seemed to earth itself right at her belly. He did it again with his other hand and then broke the kiss. This time when he looked at her, he wasn’t smiling, his look was one of serious passion. He wanted her and she could feel the hardness of his desire pressing against her naked skin, he pushed her back down onto the bed and laid his weight on her as she parted her thighs for him. His thick fingers expertly found her entrance and pushed in roughly. She groaned in pleasure as she felt them spear up into her and begin to twist and thrust. She widened the spread of her thighs, abandoning herself to the familiar rise of delight inside her. Greg kept up his fingering for several more minutes, until she was moaning loudly and feeling the first onrush of climax. Only then did he take his fingers out and replace them swiftly and smoothly with the hard shaft of his cock. Anna cried out as she felt it impale her, widening her still further, filling her and thrusting her towards her favourite place in the world. She bucked her hips up furiously in answer to his thrusts and their pelvises smacked together. She wrapped her legs around him and clung tightly to him as she climbed the last few inches towards her peak and then reached it, shattering and sobbing as she came. But Greg had yet to come and as she descended from the heights, she realised that he was still grimly fucking her, absorbed in seeking his own pleasure. Anna hoped he wouldn’t find it too soon, she could feel his remorseless pounding was beginning to re-awaken the tides of orgasm. 
“C’mon, you bastard! Fuck me harder!” she whispered in his ear, holding him tight to her and bucking back at him ever-harder.
“Bitch!” he growled and slammed into her even harder.
“Yes! Fuck this bitch! Fuck her! Ooooh!”
Greg suddenly reached behind him and grabbed her left leg, dragging it up to lie it against his shoulder. Anna cried out as his penetration of her increased instantly. He did the same with her right leg and she felt him butt up against her cervix as he sheathed his cock to its fullest length. It was almost painful but it was so good too! 
She almost screamed as he lifted himself slightly and then rammed down into her again and again.
“Yes!” she cried triumphantly just before overload robbed her of speech entirely.
Greg roared in answer and froze at the point of his release just as Anna’s mind splintered for a second.
And then both of them were panting and gasping in the aftermath, limbs entangled and chests heaving. Slowly Greg pushed himself up and rolled off her. 
“Shoulda let me tie you. You’d’ve howled like a banshee!”
“No.” It was all Anna could say, she was still recovering from the climax. 
Greg was a good fuck and she didn’t trust herself to say anymore, she swallowed and cleared her throat, then levered herself up onto the side of the bed. She felt it was best to escape while she could. She was beginning to think that he might be right. If he could fuck her to the stars twice that quickly, what would it be like if she were helpless to stop him ravishing her at his will. Her treacherous mind’s eye played out a scene with her arms held above her head, her legs splayed lewdly wide and Greg, naked and muscular, thrusting into her again and again...and again. She would be helpless to stop him, helpless to prevent herself orgasming time after time.
With almost indecent haste she tottered to her feet and found her bikini. Ignoring the wetness seeping from her cunt, she put it on and let herself out, saying nothing to Greg. But as she closed the door behind her she could envisage his cool, mocking grin.
Back in her own room she washed and changed, then went to lunch. She had a couple more glasses of wine than usual and then went to watch some pony racing from the games being held in Africa. The screens in the viewing room projected full size, holographic images at one end of the room and she and her guests let the heat of the day outside pass as they made bets and cheered on their fancies among the harnessed and sweating slaves as they raced under their drivers’ lashes.
Anna found herself sitting beside Alice – as nearly naked as she herself was, clad only in a three-triangle bikini.
“How did it go with Greg?” Alice asked in an interval between races. In front of them they could see a driver bending down to unbuckle the crupper from a pony and ease the plugs from her body, prior to coating the butt plug with his stable’s preferred mixture for tormenting the pony’s rectum and making sure she made for the finish with all speed. The men in the room cheered as the slave squealed around her bit as the plug was twisted and pushed back up into her. Anna smiled a little too, she liked the sound of a slave squealing.
“He’s pretty good!” she told her friend.
Alice grinned widely back. “He’s amazing! Did you let him tie you up?”
Anna shook her head.
“Big mistake! It gets him turned on and it gets you turned on and Kerblam! he’s fucked you into outer space before you know it!”
Anna wasn’t quite sure how to reply but was saved in any event by the pony race starting. The whips sighed and snapped across the slaves’ backs as the rigs surged away from the line. Naked thighs pumped and flesh gleamed with oil and sweat as the cameras tracked the action and the life-sized images raced across the room, seeming to disappear into the walls.
 
Later on Greg put on an exhibition by the pool. He bound Alice up, winding rope around her upper body, pushing her barely concealed breasts through a gap between loops, taking a line between her legs and joining it to more loops taken around her buttocks. Eventually she was hauled up, her wrists tied to her ankles behind her, by passing the rope over the branch and her whole body hung about four feet in the air. To Anna’s surprise, Alice seemed quite happy and even allowed him to put a hood over her head. Then he spun her around on the end of the rope and cut her bikini off her with a large knife when she stopped spinning. There were cheers and whistles as Alice’s blonde pubes appeared once her panties had been ripped out from under the rope. When her breasts appeared they were tight and already a little darker than the rest of her skin but there was no sound of protest from under the hood.
Moving quickly and with complete assurance, Greg placed a clothes peg on each nipple and then managed to squeeze some onto her labia where they split around the rope and still Alice didn’t make a sound. Anna had seen plenty of far worse treatment dished out to slaves and seen them orgasm at times. But those were just slaves. Prisoners. Not real people – like Alice. Anna was amazed.
Fully pegged, Alice in her aerial hog tie was pulled further up so that she hung well above the crowd and Greg took a bow.
“She’s ok up there for an hour or two,” he said. “Unless any of you gentlemen would like to see how turned on she is.”
“I can see from here!” someone cried out and there was much laughter as everyone saw the dark patch on the rope that ran between her legs.  
“She’ll be a class fuck when she comes down!” someone else chimed in and in the end a list of names was drawn up so that Alice’s night was fully booked.
Anna was disturbed at the sight of such helplessness on the part of a free woman, it made her uneasy just seeing such loss of freedom. 
In the end she slept with three different men as they waited their turn with Alice and woke to a sunny morning, refreshed, tousled, relaxed - and ready for another week’s partying.	
 



Chapter Three

 
The pharmaceutical company’s offices were in a large, modern building set at the end of a cul de sac in a fairly recent industrial estate outside one of London’s satellite towns. The limo dropped Clive at the front steps and he was greeted by Doctor Styles, who was a small man with thinning fair hair and a worried smile, who bobbed and almost bowed as he shook hands with Clive.
“So pleased to see you, Home Secretary!” he enthused. “It’ll be an honour to show you what we’ve accomplished with your grant!”
Ah! So it was one of those, Clive thought. We’ve been subsidising them for years and now they think it’s time they showed us something or we’ll cut them off in the next round of treasury bargaining.
“Always a pleasure to see how well the tax payers’ money’s being spent!” Clive replied genially, and was surprised at the doctor’s response.
“Then I venture to hope, Sir, that you will find today a very special pleasure indeed!” he said and rather than being put on his guard as Clive had intended, he seemed to relax and become more confident. Clive was intrigued.
The man became so self confident that he actually led Clive by the arm up the stairs and into the main building, almost rushing him past reception and then hurrying him along clean, well-lit corridors before ushering him into a large, bare room where several men in white lab coats waited. There was one plain metal table and one simple folding chair. Beside it stood a stainless steel trolley with various dishes and implements covered by white cloths on its top. Bizarrely, its lower shelf contained chains, cuffs and a flogger.
Along one wall hung many backlit images of the human brain seen from above, Clive recognised them as being scan images. The doctor moved to them quickly and took up a pointer before turning to Clive, clearing his throat and addressing him in his best lecture theatre manner.
“As you’ll be aware, Sir, the slave prisoner project has been dogged by one major problem; namely the rump of otherwise suitable subjects who refuse to buckle under to arena training or even more worryingly to domestic discipline. This second one is the more worrying as it represents the loss of a longer lasting tax revenue opportunity for the government. Quite apart from the expense of keeping them in corrective custody.”
He was well aware of this fact! Once a girl had been trained in the arenas, she was a valuable commodity for wealthy households who could buy extensions on her sentence to keep possession of her, for a small fee the sentencing judge would pronounce her unfit to return to society – or in some cases the girl herself would sign up for a longer period of service. Obviously there was a tax element in the purchase prices, both to the arenas and to the families. But it was quite true that a troubling number just wouldn’t knuckle under and they had to be kept in expensive prisons. 
“We feel here at Theraputics that we have an answer!”
The doctor was beaming from ear to ear as he saw Clive straighten up and really pay attention.
“Now, look here please.” He turned to the images and pointed at a red splurge in the central area of the brain in one of the scans. “We can see the activity within the brain as the subject reaches orgasm...” He moved along to another image and indicated an area where the red had spread farther. “Here is the subject’s peak,” he said and then moved along a bit further before pointing again. “And here,” he said,  “and here.” He was definitely looking at multiple orgasms. Nothing new in this technology
“In short, Sir, my assistants and I have succeeded in producing a major breakthrough. For a long time we’ve known where in the brain the vital signals come from but now we have devised and designed a chip that will stimulate those emissions continually in a subject, rendering them sexually aroused at all times. Twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three hundred and sixty-five days a year. It will turn even the most recalcitrant prisoner into a sex addict, unable to do anything other than agree to whatever gets her her next orgasm.”
The doctor finished and beamed triumphantly at Clive, who was already turning over in his mind what he had heard. The implications were profound and far reaching indeed. If it was true.
“I would need to see some pretty convincing proof.”
“Of course. But I am quite confident you will find that our further research will be well worth funding!”
Alarm bells started ringing in Clive’s brain. Some pretty elaborate frauds had been committed in the past when it came to getting government funding, but if these geeks really had found a way of guaranteeing the obedience of even the most difficult prisoner...well he had to look into it.
“Okay, doctor. What do you have in mind?”
“A simple demonstration in this very room. With our previous grant we were able to buy some ‘returns’ from a couple of arenas.” A ‘return’ was the common name for an untameable prisoner. “We’ve kept the worst of them back for this very demonstration. Shall I have her brought in?”
“It’s your show,” Clive said, intrigued by the man’s calm self confidence.
The doctor gestured for Clive to come and stand by the images and then he rang a bell mounted beside them on the wall.
“I’m afraid, Home Secretary, you will need to prepare yourself for some noise. This one is really a choice piece of guttersweepings!”
A second after he had spoken the door to the room flew open and slammed against the wall. Two large men in white coats began to fight to get a girl into the room. She was handicapped by having her wrists held by cuffs clipped to a pole that stretched across the full width of her spread-out arms. Despite that, she was giving two large men a hard time. She was dressed in a simple unbleached cotton shift that might have reached to mid-thigh if she stood normally, but she had her legs braced well apart and her thighs were virtually naked; shapely ones, Clive noted as she lashed out with one foot and caught one of the men a painful blow in the stomach. He swore and with a savage heave, sent her flying into the room and crashing into the table. The other man followed the girl in and pinned her to the table, getting his leg across hers to stop her kicking. Then both men manoeuvred her to sit in the light chair and reached for the chains from the trolley. While they worked, Clive looked more closely at the girl, her tousled and greasy blonde hair fell shaggily over her face, but when she shook it back angrily and glared around her, he could see she was not unattractive but a few bruises to her cheeks and a fat lip didn’t help her looks. 
She sneered nastily when she saw the doctor.
“Going to try and beat me down again, are you?” she asked. “It won’t work you shitty bastard!” she snarled in a broad Northern Irish accent.
As she spoke, the men carefully detached one wrist from the yoke and as she struggled in vain against their strength, they forced it down onto the table, cuffed it with one of the cuffs from the trolley and chained it down to a ring set in the floor at the side of the desk.
“The virtue of the procedure,” the doctor said to Clive, ignoring the girl and the struggles going on at the table, “is that once it’s done, even though the subject is aware of what’s been done to her, she has no desire to even attempt to remove the chip or to interfere with it in any way. It’s simply too much pleasure for her to want to lose it!”
Clive glanced across to the table where the girl was making strenuous efforts to bite one of her guards’ arms as he held her hand down as it was cuffed and chained. He raised his eyebrows. That would be some result with a hellcat like that one, he reflected. And she certainly seemed genuinely recalcitrant and not some actress they’d got in to try and convince him of the grant-worthiness of their scheme.
“I promise you, Home Secretary, she is every bit as rebellious as she seems,” the doctor said as he handed across a file which had the girl’s record of affray, assault, conspiracy to commit burglary, burglary, drug dealing, GBH, perjury...and so it went on. Some of the attacks that she had been involved in were actually shocking even to Clive, whose work had taken him into some dark places previously. Everything looked totally genuine. The girl was a menace and irredeemably vile.
“You fucking pencil-dicked shitbags!” she screamed in final defiance as the guards stepped back, both stroking the cattle goads they had at their belts hopefully. Her wrists had been shackled wide apart, necessitating her bending forward from the seat slightly and making her glare up at the men around her, her blue eyes glittering with malice. Clive decided she was for real – and thus, so was the doctor.
“Okay, let’s see what happens. I’m impressed so far.”
The girl snapped her head round when he spoke and invited him to perform an anatomically impossible sexual act. 
“I hope you’ve got it turned up to maximum,” Clive murmured as the doctor prepared a probe with an almost invisibly small chip at its sharp end. At a nod from him the guards stepped forwards again and rammed the girl’s head down onto the table, then scooped her hair up at the back. Clive had seen any number of chips implanted in arena slaves but they only stored information about the girl who carried them. This chip would fundamentally alter the girl’s entire personality. Or so it was claimed. He held his breath as the doctor approached the still-swearing girl whose head was now held fast by one guard whilst the other held her hair clear of her nape. With a sureness that suggested a lot of experimental subjects had been through this procedure before, the doctor plunged the probe in, depressed a small plunger and then removed it. Again the guards stepped back. 
The girl reared her head up immediately and began a tirade of obscene abuse at the top of her voice but after only a few words she began to stammer and look bemused. Her eyes lost their focus and seemed to be looking inward, they rolled up into her eyelids unpleasantly for a second before returning to normal and she sank back down onto the table, resting her cheek on it. Clive bent down to look at her expression and was amazed to see a smile begin to play across her lips. Suddenly she sat up as far as she could and shook her hair back again. This time Clive could see that there really was an attractive girl beneath the violent sociopath she had previously been, her face had softened and the hard fury had gone from her eyes. She looked about her as if seeing everything for the first time.
“How do you feel?” the doctor asked.
“I’m...I’m fine...yes, fine...thank you, doctor.” As she looked at him, she gave him a bright smile. “I feel just fine!” she added.
“You know what’s been done to you?”
Her face clouded for a second but then she smiled again. “You put something in my neck.”
“Would you like me to take it out?”
Clive held his breath and for a moment there was complete silence in the room. Then the girl’s smile widened, she bit her lower lip and shook her head.
“No, thank you. It’s very nice.”
“Why is it nice? What does it make you want to do?”
The girl gave a low throaty chuckle that hot wired Clive’s cock. It was a primevally sexual sound; a woman wanting a man to take her.
“Ok, release her hands,” the doctor told the guards. “We’ve done this procedure enough to be confident it’ll work in all cases but we did save the hardest case we could find till you were here,” he told Clive as the girl was freed. “Now let’s put her through her paces.”
Clive was amazed at how the girl didn’t seem to care that she was being talked about. Instead she was blatantly staring at each man in turn, appraising and measuring him, invitation writ large on her face.
“Come here and kneel down, I want to fuck your face,” the doctor said with such candour that even Clive was surprised. The girl wasn’t fazed in the slightest, however.
“Oh, thank you, Doctor! I was going to ask if I could start with you,” she said, standing up, going to him and kneeling obediently in front of him. The doctor simply opened his trousers and fetched out a rapidly hardening shaft of thick cock, grabbed the back of the girl’s head and rammed her onto it, barely giving her time to open her mouth fully. Nevertheless, she took him in deeply with no murmur of dissent and began to nod her head back and forth, taking him in so deeply her face was buried at his crotch from time to time. Inevitably the tight caress of her throat had its effect quite quickly and the doctor tightened his grip on her head, forced her face against him and vigorously thrust with his hips as he came. Even Clive had to admit it was one of the most careless and masterful face-fucks he had ever seen. But the girl rode his erupting cock smoothly and once his initial spurts had stopped, she reluctantly let her lips slip from around the helm but held the shaft so that she could wipe that last few drops on her cheeks, in the hollows of her eye sockets and even in her hair. The doctor calmly did up his trousers and jerked his head at the next man. Without attempting to rise, she turned to him as he opened his flies and freed a rampantly erect cock which she took into her mouth just as eagerly. 
After three more passionate blow jobs, her face streaming with thick snail trails of sperm she hitched up her shift and began to play with herself.
“Stand up you slut! Let us see you!” the doctor barked.
The girl closed her eyes in delight at the insult and climbed eagerly to her feet, where she stood with her legs spread wide and both hands busily working between them. As Clive had rightly noticed her legs were long and shapely and her arms, coming forward to join at her groin, emphasised her breasts which joggled beneath her shift as she frigged herself.
“What are you?” he asked her, going to stand beside her and almost whispering in her ear.
“I’m a slut. A naughty girl who plays with her pussy in front of men.”
“And naughty girls must be punished.”
“Yes!” she breathed with no hint of anything but pure pleasure.
“Do you want to be punished?”
“It makes men hard when girls are punished. I like men with hard cocks,” she said simply, her breathing becoming more ragged as her fingers rummaged and stroked more and more urgently. 
“Stop!” the doctor ordered but she ignored him and ground herself more fiercely against her own fingers. The doctor looked around at Clive who straightened up and looked serious at this disobedience. The doctor merely smiled.
“Stop now or you’ll be tied in your cell for a week with your hands chained above your head and there will be no sex!”
The girl whimpered but saw the cruel light in the doctor’s eye and reluctantly stopped. Absentmindedly she began to lick her fingers.
“It’s a bit of a blunt instrument, using the sex drive. But it does control them. In the next three years I estimate we’ll be able to identify more subtle personality traits and create the perfect masochist to order, who will obey orders precisely because she is programmed want to.”
Clive looked on as one of the other medics had the girl strip off her shift and bend over the table with her legs spread wide. Then he began to whip her back while one of his colleagues fucked her from behind. She came almost immediately and went on coming even after the man fucking her had pulled out and only the whip continued. 
“And this chip can be inserted even if the girl’s got an original arena chip in?”
“We’ve haven’t tried yet,” the doctor said, raising his voice to get over the orgasmic cries and heavy leather smacks of the flogger. “But after all, it was precisely designed to allow for an arena chip to be inserted after it, so there shouldn’t be a problem.”
“Good. I’ve got a couple of subjects in the car you can use as guinea pigs. Now, I think it’s high time I sampled this slut!”
The man who had been beating the girl stood back respectfully as Clive approached the table. The girl had a good figure, despite her sojourns in however many prisons and punishment cells she had occupied. Her hips were reasonably wide and her buttocks good and firm. Her back was slender but clearly strong and able to take the whip perfectly well as the mass of red lines criss crossing it testified. He could see her ribs flexing as she gasped for breath in the wake of her orgasms. He prised apart her buttocks just to let her know that he was looking closely at her, and was pleased that she made no protest. Her cunt lips were lust swollen and her inner lips were full as well, her hole was seeping fluid down her thighs. Above it the tight crater of her anus beckoned. It didn’t look as if it had had much use. And he had to admit, having seen what she had been like, he didn’t think she would have held still for anal penetration by anyone. So anal it had to be to test her newfound obedience.
To start with he sank himself directly into her vagina with no preamble and was pleased at how easily she accommodated him, then he reached under her for her breasts. Again he was impressed as she levered herself up to make it easier for him to grip them. Once he had two firm handfuls of soft titflesh and nipple, she sank down again and pressed hard to feel his hands dig into her. He thrust a couple of times and heard her make soft mews of pleasure, then he pulled out suddenly and she cried out in disappointed shock. He pulled his hands out from under her, ignoring her disappointed whimper, took a firm hold on the shaft of his cock and steered it towards her rear entrance. He was slick and gleaming with her juice but thought he might need some lube to get into what was probably a virgin passage. But as part of testing her he lodged his helm at her anus and pushed hard. Her head came up when she felt him at her back door and groaned as he thrust, but made no attempt to escape. He pushed harder and she groaned again but he felt her begin to give. He pushed harder still and felt her sphincters stretch farther. She cried out as they were wrenched by his size.
“Oh fuck, yes!” she gasped and reached behind her to pull her buttocks apart and help him ravish her backside. “Please put it in me!”
He slammed in against her even harder and felt his helm slip past the tight grip of the anus and into the rectum. She gave a half-groan half-mew as she felt him begin to slide into her, leaving her sphincters cruelly stretched.
“Congratulations, doctor,” he said as he achieved full penetration finally and began to move backwards and forwards inside her narrow sheath, forcing shuddering cries from her. “I think the government will happily fund further research.”
While the medics celebrated, Clive pumped himself rapidly to climax and filled her with his spunk before pulling clear and wiping himself on her bottom. Then he phoned Humphries and told him to bring the new purchases in.
“Take her back to her cell,” the doctor told the burly guards. “Punish her and then do what you want with her. It’ll be a month yet before she’s auctioned.”
The girl looked up at the two men as they came towards her, smiling evilly.
“I was very bad wasn’t I?” she said. 
The two men nodded.
“Oh you were that!” one said, picking up the flogger in one hand and taking her by the arm.
In complete contrast to how she had entered the room, the girl walked calmly out, naked and fearless, despite knowing that both men were going to wreak furious vengeance on her.
“Don’t forget she will need to be in a fit state to sell, gentlemen!” the doctor called after them.
Clive was taken to the boardroom for a buffet lunch while his two new purchases were brought in and chipped in the same room the other girl had been.
“You can watch of course, Home Secretary, but you may also take it from me that the procedure will be exactly the same. I would estimate that if we leave yours treated for six months and keep an eye on their arena chips, that’ll do. If all is well at the end of that time, I don’t see any reason why we can’t proceed.”
“We can watch on camera while we eat, doctor?”
“Of course.”
He went to a wall screen and turned on a camera in the clinic where Kath was just receiving her chip. Sharon, the tall black girl was braced against a wall, her hands spread and her legs wide apart, her pert bottom offered to the man who was vigorously shafting her from behind.
“Of course, our service will be offered to governments and arenas worldwide and within a few months I think we’ll be able to adjust the settings to fully take into account the girl’s necessary dose and the customer’s requirement. In the meantime, we can rely on producing a compliant nymphomaniac.”
The doctor got up from the table and switched the screen to showing a dungeon that was playing host to the Northern Irish girl and her guards. She was fastened to an X cross, facing the wall and as she was being whipped with a single tail, her pelvis was almost drumming against the wall as she came. The men watched as they sampled some delicacies and then the doctor turned the screen back to the clinic in time to see Kath laid on her back, her legs raised and resting against the shoulders of a man fucking her. She screamed her way to what was obviously not her first orgasm as they watched. Beyond her, Sharon was bent across the top of the steel trolley while another man wielded his belt with all his strength across her sturdy shoulders. Finally he took a rest and moved to her head, hauled it up and rammed his cock between her gaping lips. Someone else turned Kath over and began to bugger her.
“Christ! She’s tight, but once you’re in she’s really comfortable!” he told his companions.
“Have one of your men come round and test the arena chip each week, doctor. Now, what precisely is it you need to fund the next stage?”
 
 
Once the limo had glided its way for several miles on country roads away from the laboratory, Clive had Humphries pull over by a small stand of trees. He couldn’t stand it any more.
In the wide footwell of the limo the two newly acquired slaves were still entwined, every bit as passionately as they had been when they had been carried out from the lab and dumped there. Their own libidos now imprisoned them more effectively than any restraints, they simply couldn’t get enough of each other, or, Clive suspected, anyone who could bring them off. Of course the Irish girl had been a tough nut to crack but with these two the chip had been kicking open even further a door that the arenas had already opened pretty well fully in any case. The result was two single minded sex addicts. They had instantly formed a sixty-nine and even as the limo pulled over, Kath’s bottom was waving temptingly in the air as she ground herself down onto her lover’s mouth. Every now and then she would raise her head and howl her way to another climax, spurting more juice from her cunt than Clive had ever seen any woman do. Then she would instantly bury her head between the dark, satin smooth thighs and begin again. Even the car pulling to a halt didn’t stop them.
Humphries turned in his seat.”I’ll get some rope from the boot, Sir,” he said.
About ten minutes later, the two girls were fastened loosely to branches over their heads, their arms raised and their wrists fastened together. Neither had made any move to resist. It had needed a bit of a hike across two fields before Clive felt able to relax though. Society had come a long way along the road he had wanted it to travel but the Prime Minister wouldn’t be pleased to see his Home Secretary plastered all across the Red Tops’ front pages, with his cock buried up to the hilt in a naked slavegirl’s mouth.
But now he felt able to unship the whip he had carried under his jacket and begin to use it on Kath. It was a heavy, long tailed, leather flogger. The tails were square cut and quite stiff, so it left well-defined marks with relatively few lashes. He wasted no time in using it at full strength on this occasion, as Humphries did beside him. With an ex-arena slave there was no point in any warming up. They were trained to take everything full on. Kath craned her head around to watch him to begin with, just flinching slightly as the lashes bit in across her back and shoulders. Her eyes were bright with excitement as she watched him whip her. Gone was any trace of fear – and Clive did rather regret that, he enjoyed watching a submissive move from fear to anticipation to excitement and finally orgasm. But missing that pleasure was a small price to pay for what the future held. Kath was now a hopeless pain slut and there was pleasure to be found in the certain knowledge that with all her heart she wanted him to do whatever he wanted with her. He wanted to whip her soundly, to make her spin at the end of her rope, flinch and try to dodge the lashes then succumb helplessly to orgasm before he fucked her.
Her body was every bit as satisfying as he had remembered it. Her waist was still trim, her buttocks still deep and riding proud at the top of smooth skinned thighs, and as she spun and cried out under the relentless lashing he was treating her to, her breasts were just as soft and the nipples still as helplessly erect as he recalled. He didn’t fling down the whip, drop his trousers and pants until he was panting from the exertion of beating her and she had come still more times. But the pleasure of holding her warm and softly compliant body against him as he thrust up into her flooding sheath was even more exquisite than he recalled. She used her pelvis expertly to writhe on him as he reached around to squeeze and claw her breasts. She pressed her welted buttocks hard back against him and rotated her hips, grunting with the effort of pleasing him and holding back her own orgasm.
Beside him Humphries had followed suit but had entered the black girl from in front and now her legs were clasped around his hips, her hands taking her weight as she hung from her rope. But even so she was doing all the work, rocking her pelvis and as he told Clive, squeezing him with her pelvic floor muscles like a constricting snake, even as he gripped her nipples and twisted them until she put her head back and roared in unison with him as he came. 
Back in the car, it seemed as if another good dose of whip and cock had finally calmed the girls down and they lay quietly licking each other clean of the men’s emissions while Clive rested his feet on Sharon’s buttocks and read his ministerial papers. All in all it had been a productive morning. He thumbed the keypad set into the central armrest and his personal secretary answered the phone from his home in Surrey.
“Melissa, I want you to use the Antiguan company and buy as many shares in Theraputics as you can get your hands on, I’ll explain when I get there,” he said as the limo took off once more. “And get the stables cleaned out will you. I’ve got two new residents.”
 



Chapter Four

 
The last day of Anna’s life started well enough. She stumbled out of a guy’s bed, he had flown in from Schipol two days ago, said he was a friend of Alice’s. She could see he was packing so she had let him stay and he had proved his worth on both subsequent nights. The previous day the whole house had taken three of Mr Cutts’ finest hampers and gone into the hills for a picnic. Inevitably it had turned into a fuckfest but somehow everyone had got back and she had fallen into Arturo’s bed, then they had fucked repeatedly during the night, and now she felt that a shower, a swim and breakfast and she might make it through the day. Pretty well par for the course.
But she knew it really was time to get back to work, all the partying would be playing hell with her complexion and figure and there was a fashion show she had been hired for in Florence in a couple of weeks’ time. Then her company was putting on a major conference cum jamboree for a financial services company in Sussex the week after...it was time.
She finished her swim and lazed by the pool as the rest of the guests slowly emerged and she took a sadistic delight in adding to their hangovers by telling them that they would have to move on as she was going back to the UK in a day or so’s time. But by lunch most spirits had recovered and when Mr Cutts arrived with lunch for the guests, the housemaids and the bill for Anna, the mood was light again. Wine bottles were being opened in the dining room and laughter filled the house as Anna activated her virtual card, having given the invoices a cursory glance, and handed it over. Someone called her in for lunch and she half turned.
“With you in a second, Justin!” she called and turned back to retrieve her phone but found Mr Cutts staring at his terminal in puzzlement.
“I’m sorry Miss Chatham,” he said. “It’s been declined.”
Anna wasn’t unduly concerned, the sets could occasionally be temperamental. She suggested they do it again. It came back declined. 
“Look, I’ll call the office and get them to chase up the service provider, then I’ll drop in at your shop and pay either later today or tomorrow. Okay?”
Mr Cutts beamed in relief and left as Anna shook her hair back, dialled her office and strolled over to the huge picture window that shared the same view over the bay that the pool had. She noted that grey rain clouds seemed to be massing beyond the mountains and the sun wasn’t as strong as it usually was. But then her attention snapped back to business as she heard the phone picked up and Petra’s voice answer.
“Hi, babe,” Anna began.
“Anna! Where the hell have you been? I’ve been trying to reach you for three days. I was going to get on a flight tomorrow but then the account was frozen and the cards were stopped! Oh, God! I’ve been at my wits’ end!”
Anna felt the blood drain out of her face. “What the hell are you talking about, Petra? What the fuck’s going on?” She had been barring all calls quite deliberately.
“It’s Utilities Inc! You know we hired them to provide the lights and the fountain and all that stuff for the ball at Lord Aylesham’s...”
“Yes, yes! I know! What about them?”
“Their invoice was due last week and they’ve gone ape-shit! They’re winding us up, Anna!”
“But they can’t! It’s only a few days overdue! We always pay a few weeks late. And anyway there’s plenty of money to pay their bill!”
“That’s the trouble! There isn’t! Everyone who was due to put down a deposit for events upcoming until the end of the year withdrew just after I’d done the payroll – like it was some kind of conspiracy! So now our account’s empty and frozen anyway and the cards are stopped and I don’t know what to do and I couldn’t get through to you to warn you! And now this morning some guy from the tax people’s been trying to get through.”
“Alright, take it easy! I’ve got my own cards, I’ll get sorted here and get straight back. Till then I’ll keep the phone on and you refer all calls to me!”
Petra was snivelling with relief as Anna broke the call. Heavy rain was moving across the bay and the mountains had disappeared into the mist. She tried to get her thoughts in order but it was the end of the conversation that she couldn’t get out of her mind. Her accountant had warned her about how she had accounted for her foreign earnings and if Petra was right and someone had got the knife into her, a tax investigation could be seriously bad news. She had to get home. 
She strode though the dining room ignoring the invitations to sit down and enjoy the food, heading straight for her bedroom. There was one thing she just had to establish. She slammed the door behind her, her guests’ laughter suddenly grating on her ears and made straight for her bedside table, wrenched open the drawer and threw out everything till she found her air ticket. Of course, good old Petra would always book her a return.
That meant it didn’t matter whether her personal cards still worked or not. She could get home and take things from there – wire back money for anyone on the island she owed. Surely her own account hadn’t been frozen – there was always money in there. She could have checked on the net but she just had a bad feeling that she needed to be back in London to deal with this – and with a return ticket already paid for, that was the way to go.
It took her guests most of the afternoon to make arrangements to move on or just get a ticket back home, with Anna shooing them on and harrying them. She ignored their injured pleas and tersely informed them that something had come up and she had to get back pronto. By tea time the place was deserted and she had found enough cash to pay for a cab to the airport. By six o’clock she was striding across the marble floor of the terminal, her ticket in her hand and she was already deciding which lawyer she was going to hire. She thought the one who had got that wretched tabloid not to print a photo of her emerging from a club in Monaco with some minor Prince or other. Her skirt was badly rucked up and as she stepped into the waiting cab, it was very obvious that she was going commando. She hadn’t arrived like that, the Prince in question had her knickers in his pocket, having taken them off her very publicly in the club. It had seemed like fun – at the time.
She was just approaching the check-in desk and was about to slap her papers down when her elbow was gently but firmly held.
“Miss Anna Chatham?” a voice enquired.
She turned and found herself looking up into the far-from-friendly face of a policeman.
“Yes?”
“Come with me please.”
“I’m just getting on a plane, I really don’t want to miss it!”
“You have an open ended ticket Miss Chatham, we checked. If we can sort out a few small issues, we’ll bring you back here as soon as we can. Now come with me please.”
Anna looked around wildly, already some people had stopped and were watching. She couldn’t afford a scene! If she were recognised it would take just one phone call or a tweet and she would be all over the net being dragged off by the police. She tried to keep a completely neutral face as she followed the man to the police car parked outside and it took her back into town and to the island’s only police station.
She was ushered into an office and behind a desk sat a handsome man in a neat white shirt which had a lot of pips at the shoulders. He rose to greet her but his smile was a quick one and he was straight down to business as she took her seat and tugged down the short denim skirt she had practically thrown on at some point in the day. The man’s eyes followed her hands as they pulled the hem a paltry few inches down the long, tanned thighs.
“I’m Chief Inspector Frazer,” he told her. “I’m afraid that a local trader has reported that you owe him a substantial amount of money and he was concerned that you might attempt to leave the island before the matter was settled. With good cause as it turned out.”
“Look, Inspector,” Anna began, trying to smile at him and bat her eye lashes. She sat back and crossed her legs, allowing the skirt to ride up again – and then some more. She despised having to resort to such tactics but she was becoming seriously alarmed. “I’m Anna Chatham...”
“I know who you are, Miss,” the inspector interrupted her.”But let me tell you this. We on the island tolerate you and people like you coming here and buying all the best property and lording it about over us – just so long as you pay us. We aren’t all just about sun and fun.”
He stopped talking and cocked his head to one side as the flimsy wall of the office was rattled by something heavy hitting it. Anna heard what sounded like a man grunting in pain and then there was a series of fleshy thuds.
“We have a lot of drug trafficking going on, you know,” the chief inspector told her. “I think that’s one of the smugglers who will be helping us with our enquiries....quite soon I think.” He sat back. “Now what are we going to do with you Miss Chatham?” There was another thump and grunt from the next door office.
Anna sat up and tugged the skirt back down. Suddenly the flirtatious approach didn’t seem like a good idea.
“Look, I’ve got other cards. I’m sure I can sort something out. I was only going home to do it from there, I was going to wire money back. Honestly!”
“Good, I’ll have your laptop brought in and we’ll both see what we can sort out.”
Two hours later, Anna knew she was in deep trouble. Something catastrophic had occurred. No one would talk to her at her bank. None of her cards would work, she couldn’t get through to anyone at the card issuers. The only account that might be safe was the one she kept her godfather’s allowance in but that account didn’t have a card, deliberately so. It was strictly for rainy days. But now she was on the other side of the world and it was pouring down and she couldn’t access it, because it seemed as though some word had gone out that she was not to be talked to. She was just left hanging on until the line finally went dead.
They had locked her in a cell when she had finally admitted defeat and left her alone until later in the evening. She had ample time to recall her father’s advice about never playing silly buggers with the taxman and her mother’s about being frugal. For the first time since they had both died, she missed them. They had never been a close knit family and there had always been the mysterious godfather who had given her an allowance for years until she was coining it as a model and whose money she had kept locked away and now couldn’t reach. She had always wanted to meet him but the slightest mention of him had always seemed to enrage her father and upset her mother. It had been a good, solid upbringing though. Her father had always been well off, although in later years looking back, Anna could never quite see how he had lived as well as he did on what couldn’t have been a huge salary. However, she had grown up tall and beautiful – and wayward. At nineteen she had left home and had not had much contact with her parents before they both died, her mother soon after her father.
But one thing her father had always said was that she was a fighter. Even when he was most critical of her wild lifestyle, he always had to concede that she would fight her corner. Anna sat up, ran her fingers through her hair and physically shook herself. She was in a corner now and she had to fight her way out. There had to be a way and she was going to find it.
The cell they had put her in was really a three sided cage with its back against one wall of a cream and green painted room with a scratched and scruffy desk in the middle of it and various filing cabinets against the walls.
She had no sooner stood up than a woman entered the room. She was a tall well built woman, plainly an islander and wearing a crisp white shirt like the chief inspector, a tie and a tight black skirt that finished a couple of inches above the knee. She was well built but shapely, with a spectacular swell to her shirt over her breasts and her thighs were powerful but smooth and long.
Anna was five feet ten inches in her stockinged feet and this woman was pretty well eye to eye with her. She sauntered easily towards her.
“Well now, hun. The chief inspector has put you in my custody for the moment while we decide what we’re going to do with you. My name is Constable Mercy Fallon.” She smiled. “You ask for the mercy of God and you get me!” She threw back her head and laughed.
Anna didn’t know how to react, she couldn’t tell if the woman was hostile or a potential source of help so she grinned back and appraised the constable as she came close to the bars of her cell. Her practised eye took in the woman’s figure and she realised that under the shirt she was wearing a corset. She had no time to wonder about the appropriateness of that before the woman was standing right in front of her and regarding her seriously with large, brown eyes. Then behind her the door opened again and a girl came in. Suddenly Anna began to get another bad feeling, the day was full of them. The girl had been one of Mr Cutts’ cleaners and housemaids.
“You wanted me, Mistress?” the girl said.
Anna’s brow crinkled in puzzlement, you didn’t call policewomen ‘Mistress’ even on the island, surely?
The constable beckoned her over without looking away from Anna. The girl, dressed in a simple, wrap around cotton dress, belted at the waist, came forward and to Anna’s amazement the constable put an arm round her shoulders and began to knead her left breast through the fabric of the dress.
“Marie here belongs to me, hun,” the constable said. “She’s my slave. And she tells me she’s seen some stuff up at your place that I need to know about. Haven’t you, you slut?” She tweaked the nipple of the breast she was stroking, fetching a surprised yelp from the girl.
From her experience at arenas and with friends at some clubs, Anna knew about dominant and submissive relationships but had never seen them from close up. What mainly concerned her now however was the crafty smile Marie was now giving her.
“Go get me the whip from the cabinet, slut!” the constable snapped suddenly. “Better do some interrogating so Miss Chatham here don’t think we’ve been making up stuff about her.”
To Anna’s growing horror, the girl took from a filing cabinet drawer a multi tailed flogger in what looked like suede and brought it over to Mercy Fallon – although the name was looking increasingly bizarre. The woman had shrugged off her shirt and revealed that she was wearing a corset, one in shiny black satin with bright scarlet ribbons picking out the seams. Her breasts rippled fluidly as she moved to unzip and step out of her skirt. It hardly came as a surprise that she wore no knickers and her pubic mound and spectacular buttocks gleamed darkly under the mean lighting. Anna couldn’t help but be impressed by her physicality. She took the whip from the girl who simply unbelted her dress and was immediately entirely naked. She put herself flat against the bars at the front of Anna’s cell and manipulated her small breasts between the bars, then reached up and clasped the bars with her hands.
Meanwhile the constable was striding around behind her, clearly quite at ease with being nearly naked in the police station and with a whip in her hand. Anna backed up to the rear wall of the cell, frightened of what might happen and she watched as the constable switched on an old fashioned tape machine, slotted in a tape and began speaking.
“It’s eight fifteen on June the 20th, I am going to interrogate Marie Leroy about allegations she has made concerning Anna Chatham of Hilltop Villa on the East Road.”
Then, leaving the tape running and before Anna’s astonished gaze she wheeled round and delivered a lash with what looked like her full strength across Marie’s back, making her jerk forward against the bars. The smack echoed in the bare little room and hardly before it had faded, Anna saw the constable draw the whip back again. She watched as the woman’s full lips pursed with effort as she swung the whip forward again, putting her full weight behind it. Again the smack was shockingly loud and again Marie jerked forwards, but her hands remained clasped round the bars. A third lash smacked home and Marie’s face registered pain this time but it was followed by that crafty smile aimed at Anna’s horrified expression.
“Now tell me again what you say you saw at Miss Chatham’s house, you whore!” the constable barked at her slave.
“I saw all kinds of drugs and stuff, Mistress,” the girl said with a sidelong sneer at Anna.
“Is this true Miss Chatham?” the constable asked.
“No! No of course it isn’t!” Anna protested.
“There! You lying piece of filth!” the constable yelled at her slave and immediately began to beat her again. The girl spread her legs wider to steady herself and to Anna’s horror began to hump and rotate her hips, acknowledging each lash with a soft grunt of what increasingly sounded like pleasure.
At some point when the girl had taken another ten or so lashes, the beating stopped again.
“You still saying that nice Miss Chatham had drugs in her house?” the constable asked, coming up close behind her slave and stroking her back.
“Yes, Mistress. Crack, crystal, jack, skunk, super-twos, beefy; you name it, it was all over!”
Mercy leaned against the girl’s back and one hand came through the cell bars to cup and knead the girl’s breast.
“I’m sorry, Anna. You can see how it is. This little piece of trash,” and here she grasped the nipple and pinched and twisted it hard, making the girl fling her head back and cry out, “has made these wicked allegations against you and I gotta get to the truth.”
“That’s not all, Mistress,” the girl put in suddenly, openly grinning at Anna. “You should’ve seen the sheets! They was all fucking all the hours god sends! And more, I seen it!”
“How do you mean, ‘more’?”
Anna watched as the constable’s hand went down between the girl’s spread legs. Some of her friends were lesbian but never had she actually seen, in the flesh,  one woman touch another’s sex, for some reason she couldn’t look away as the girl’s body shifted just slightly to allow for easier penetration.
“Some of the girls were taking it up the ass! And they was doing it out by the pool. I seen them, bold as brass!”
It was all true of course but Anna had never thought it mattered particularly, they weren’t disturbing anyone. Yes, of course there were drugs, but there were drugs everywhere these days. But it wasn’t as if they had been walking down the high street shooting up. Or buggering in the supermarket. But all of a sudden it seemed to matter a lot.
“I’m going to give you another thirty lashes, you cheap slut. And then we’ll see if you learn some respect for the nice lady!”
The constable stood back and resumed the whipping. This time she also began to beat the girl’s buttocks and thighs. Anna could see the tails wrapping around and snapping at the thick bush of pubic hair. But now the girl was definitely responding, writhing sensuously against the bars, crying out and throwing her head back, her expression one of intense pain or pleasure, Anna couldn’t tell which. She had seen plenty of floggings in the arenas, but they had all been at a distance or on screens and anyway, they were only real slaves. Not sex slaves like this one. A couple of her boyfriends had taken her into dungeons at various arenas but she had never paid much attention to what was being done to the slaves – why should she? – all she needed to know was that whatever it was it got the boys good and hard and they fucked her brilliantly. 
The lashes just went on falling relentlessly and the girl writhed and cried under them, her upper thighs even beginning to gleam with moisture, just as runnels of sweat began to trickle down between her breasts. It was a strangely sensual scene and Anna couldn’t tear her eyes away from the sight of the writhing girl, who went on panting and gasping even when the lash finally fell still.
Mercy sauntered up behind her and grabbed her hips, pulling her back against herself.
“My little fuckbunny needs some petting?” she asked. The girl nodded and suddenly Mercy reached forwards and grabbed her hair, yanking her head back. “Now you going to apologise for saying all those bad things about Miss Chatham?” she growled.
“No, Mistress.”
Mercy turned a sorrowful face to Anna. “You see how it is? She gets ideas stuck in that silly head of hers...but maybe, just maybe, she’s telling the truth this time. Maybe I’d better ask you.” Mercy’s face turned hard, she let go of Marie’s head and the girl’s sneer was now plain to see.
“Look, I don’t know what all this is about! It’s all lies! They were just friends. It was just a party!” she blustered.
With a sweep of her powerful arm, Mercy pushed the girl away and unlocked the door to Anna’s cell. Anna backed away fearfully.
“I’m afraid I’m going to have ask you to accompany me, Miss,” she said, standing in the door with arms akimbo. “If you don’t come quietly I’ll have you brought along and it’ll go all the harder with you!”
She backed out and Anna followed, her stomach knotted with fear. The girl was calmly putting her dress back on, as if she hadn’t just been thrashed to orgasm, and she came forward to take Anna’s arm and escort her out of the room and into the corridor with Mercy following behind, making no attempt to dress. They walked down a stone flagged passage, with metal doors opening off it until they came to the end and on the left another door stood open, they went in and Anna tried to back out but just walked into Mercy’s solid bulk.
In the centre of the floor was a simple arrangement of bars bolted down to the stone.  A low, horizontal bar, at ankle height was nearest her, then there was a bar at waist height and on the far side of that another low bar. And on the wall behind them was a rack of canes.
“No!” Anna screamed. “No! You can’t do this!”
“Shush, child! Of course I can!” Mercy said dismissively, pushing her forwards and slamming the door. “And don’t bother screaming for help ‘cos there ain’t none.”
Anna put up the best fight she could and by the time they had her chained down, even Mercy was breathing hard. 
“You one strong girl for a rich-bitch honky!” she acknowledged before going to the wall to select a cane. Anna could only follow this by watching her shoes. They had got her to stand beyond the first of the low bars and by brute force, Mercy had bent her forwards so that Marie could buckle cuffs around her wrists and chain her to the other low bar. Once she was tethered they could take their time about shackling her desperately kicking legs, but eventually they too were shackled to the first low bar. Now she was bent over immovably, her hair hanging down over her face.
“Get her ready, Marie,” Mercy said and Anna felt her skirt lifted and the girl’s hands pulling at her knickers. It was the most humiliating moment of her life and there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. She felt the scrap of lace pulled down until it was a tight line across her thighs, then the skirt was tucked firmly up at the small of her back and she was displayed for Mercy or for anyone who chose to enter the room. She struggled furiously to free her hands, wrenching them against the leather cuffs. 
“All you’ll do is cut yourself, girl,” Mercy chided her, but Anna just couldn’t stand the loss of freedom and went on struggling until the first cane stroke landed. It seemed to come out of nowhere and robbed her of breath as the initial numbness faded and an appalling, blazing stinging grew inside her. Then the second one landed and she screamed. The third stroke cut her scream off and just left her gasping and choking. Tears blinded her and her bottom was a fiery inferno that eclipsed all her problems with being tied down.
Then Marie lifted her hair up and wiped a cool flannel over her face. “She’s fine, Mistress,” she said as she stood up again.
“Okay, Miss Chatham,” Mercy said. “You going to tell me about keeping a disorderly house and allowing drugs to be dealt on the premises?”
Even in her state, Anna was outraged at the blatant attempt to ramp up the charges against her.
“No! I never did any of that!” she shouted.
The caning began again. It was pain beyond anything Anna could ever have imagined. Three more times she heard the swooshing in the air behind her and three more strokes fell one after the other, taking no account of her ability to take them or not. She screamed and snivelled her way through them. Only in their wake did she realise that she was crying so much her nose was running. Once more Marie wiped her off and pronounced her to be alright.
“You sure there wasn’t anything immoral and illegal going on in your villa?”
Anna didn’t react straightaway, her senses seemed to be disorientated by the pain, she couldn’t think straight.
“Yes! I mean, no! I don’t know!” she sobbed.
“Tch,” Mercy said. “It’s alright girl. The cane takes them like that the first time. You just have a think about what you want to tell me.”
Anna nearly fainted with gratitude.
“While I beat you some more,” Mercy finished and began to beat her again immediately. Anna’s screams even deafened herself as six more lines of bitter, scalding agony were piled on.
Marie looked at her a bit more carefully this time. “She’s ok for more if it’s needed, Mistress,” she decided eventually.
“Oh, I don’t think it’s going to be necessary, is it Miss Chatham? You’re going to tell me there was all sorts of bad stuff going on.”
“Yes....please! Yes, there was! There was perverted sex and drug dealing and I knew all about it, and I took money for the girls being used and I took money from the dealers. Whatever you want! Please don’t hurt me any more!” She didn’t know where the words came from, she was vaguely aware that she was making up more than Mercy was, but it didn’t matter. She just had to stop the pain.
While Marie undid the shackles Anna heard the click as a tape machine was turned off. It didn’t seem to matter here that confessions were obtained under duress. Somehow she had to get out of here, back at home she could sort things out. But this was a nightmare.
The two women half carried her back to her cell and gently laid her on her bunk, face down. Then through tear blurred eyes, Anna watched as Mercy strapped on a huge plastic cock and shafted Marie with it over her desk from behind. Then they turned the light out and left. Still sobbing in pain and exhaustion, Anna slept.
 
 
The next morning Marie served her with a bowl of lukewarm porridge and gingerly Anna sat up on her bed to eat it. She was amazed that apart from some considerable stiffness, she didn’t appear to be in too bad shape after the previous night. When Mercy entered and unlocked her cell, giving her a knowing smile, she was able to walk out with some degree of dignity.
This time she was taken to a courtroom and found the chief inspector was installed as judge, complete with a small, powdered wig perched on his head. The furnishings were quite modern and Mercy pushed her into a waist-high dock in light coloured wood. To her left a recorder sat; opposite sat Marie and Mr Cutts and slightly above them to her right sat Chief Inspector Frazer, who once again wasted no time.
“Court will come to session. Miss Anna Chatham is accused of fraudulently obtaining credit from Island Homes Catering and Cleaning Ltd., allowing her home to be used for the consumption of illicit substances, receiving money from said consumption and providing girls for the sexual use of her guests and receiving money for the same. In short allowing her home to be run as a brothel, and allowing drug dealing and pimping. How do you plead?”
Anna had hardly woken properly but managed to stumble out a plea of innocent.
The chief inspector and judge was silent for a moment, shuffling his papers and Anna got the definite feeling that she had said something they didn’t want to hear.
“Miss Chatham,” he said eventually. “I have heard the accusations made by Miss Leroy and heard and read your confession. I have the testimony of a respected island businessman...Are you sure it’s a good idea to waste this court’s time with fruitless pleas of innocence?”
Anna gaped at him, unsure of where to begin but eventually settled on protesting that any confession had been extracted under torture and was invalid.
The chief inspector raised his eyebrows. “Can you substantiate these allegations?” he asked.
Anna began to snort a reply but realised that the proof lay just under her very brief skirt, it would mean displaying her bottom for all and sundry. She blushed and stuttered into silence.
“Very well then,” the inspector went on and before Anna could gather her thoughts, he banged his gavel. “You are found guilty on all counts, you will serve fifteen years hard labour. Take her down!” The gavel banged again and Anna nearly fainted from shock but Mercy was beside her and supporting her, bizarrely enough.
“However,” the judge went on, “the UK government has requested extradition and we have agreed, so you will serve your sentence in the UK.”
“You’re going home!” Mercy whispered and Anna was in such a state of confusion that she nearly hugged the constable for sheer joy. Home! Once there she could sort this nightmare out. But first there was more court business to attend to.
The judge had descended from the bench and was talking to Mercy.
“Bring the prisoner here, constable. I want to see if she has been badly treated.”
Anna tottered after Mercy, down from the dock and only protested feebly when pushed hard in the back so that she collapsed, face down onto a table. She felt hands working at the hem of her skirt at the back and suddenly regained some of her senses. She kicked out and tried to rear up off the table but Mercy or someone was putting their weight on her and she couldn’t move. 
“No!..Uh, no!” she sobbed as she felt remorseless fingers tearing her knickers down again. Then she felt cool air on her buttocks and once again she was on display to everyone standing behind her. She sobbed brokenly this time, unable to fight any more; humiliated, in despair and beaten in all ways, Anna Chatham allowed her world-famous bottom to be admired and fondled by total strangers.
“Constable Fallon,” the inspector said, running his hands along the bruised lines left by the cane. “What have I told you about caning prisoners?”
“Always do it neatly and hard, Sir.”
“Right! These lines...here....here....and here are sloppily laid on and crooked. The poor girl has a right to feel abused! Marie, tend to Miss Chatham’s bruises.”
“Huh?” Anna could only make a disbelieving grunt at the conversation. But then she jerked in shock as she felt something soft and wet applied to her left cheek and realised it was Marie’s mouth and then her tongue was gently licking at a bruise, and her hands were stroking her thighs, running up the inner sides and then curving off but following the line of the buttocks, coming so close to her cunt but just not touching. Anna squealed in horror, she had never wanted to be touched by another woman. They had never appealed to her sexually and here she was being licked and stroked by one – in public. Desperately she threw herself about, getting her hands under her at last and pushing herself up. But then the inspector’s strong hands grasped hers and easily pinned them behind her back, where she felt the cold steel of cuffs snap onto her wrists. Once again she was helpless. It had happened to her more in the past twenty-four hours than ever before in her life. Desperately she clenched her thighs together, determined at least not to show anything more than she had to. But after a few moments she felt Marie’s tongue begin to quest at the slit that divided her lips and she even felt the girl’s breath from her nose tickling her anus. She grimaced in disgust and began struggling again, but with her hands now secured, the weight on her back had decreased and with a painful tug on her hair, Mercy dragged her face up by it. 
“Relax, hun,” she said. “Marie’s got one of the best tongues in the Caribbean. Let her in and you can watch me get mine for messing up caning such a class ass as yours!” She was grinning from ear to ear and was stripped down to her corset again. Anna managed to keep her head up long enough after the woman released her grip to see the inspector, stripped of his shirt and holding a cane.
The man was seriously well muscled and the lights shone on the dark curves of his pectorals and the hard plates of his abs. Marie’s tongue stabbed at the same time as Anna got a sudden feeling of heat in her belly at the sight of the semi-naked inspector holding the cane. It was all so unexpected that before she knew it, Marie’s tongue was deeper into her cleft and she had shuffled her feet farther apart and the tongue was even deeper inside her, lapping and rolling and rasping so seductively that Anna completely forgot she was being pleasured by a woman and just got on with being pleasured while she watched Mercy bend over in front of her and hold her ankles, feet braced well apart, it was a position that displayed her full figure to its best advantage and she and the inspector made a handsome couple as he laid the cane across the fabulous sweeping curve of dark, buttock flesh, raised the rod and sent it slashing down. Anna jumped at the crack it made on landing and Marie took a firmer hold on her hips and drove into her harder. Despite herself, Anna groaned in pleasure, even as she realised how amazingly Mercy’s flesh had rippled under the cane. Had hers done that, she wondered. And rather than scream as Anna knew she had, Mercy just let out her breath in a hissing rush and fidgeted her feet.
“This is how I expect you to cane my prisoners, Constable Fallon!” the inspector called and struck again. He was raising the stick high above his head and it was really whooshing down onto Mercy’s wobbling buttocks.
“Yes, Sir!” the constable managed and took another two in quick succession before the inspector turned around.
“Mr Cutts, this wretch screwed you, did she not?” he said, using the cane to point at Anna.”Well, may I suggest you return the compliment?”
“Yes, Inspector. It’ll be a pleasure!” Mr Cutts replied, going round to stand behind her. Anna immediately began to struggle again. Not him! Not a bloody tradesman!
“I’m....sure.....it.....will!” the inspector replied, punctuating his words with resounding cane strikes onto the massive hinds on which shock waves ran while Mercy finally gave way to yelps. “Nice.....neat.....ladders........constable! Understand?”
“Yes, Sir! I’ll do better! I’ll practise on Marie every day!”
Anna suddenly felt Marie’s tongue vanish from inside her and instead she heard Mr Cutts’ voice.
“I don’t know what all the fuss is about! It’s just a white ass.”
Despite the appalling circumstances, Anna bridled at this. She had been voted Rear of the Year two years earlier and knew that the sight of her bottom swaying down the catwalk wearing a tight designer outfit could seriously improve a range’s chances of success. 
The inspector just laughed and to Anna’s amazement pulled out a sizeable length of cock from his trousers and approached Mercy who had stayed in position. With no difficulty at all he thrust it straight between the big woman’s thighs and she gurgled in response to the thick length ramming into her. But then she herself reared up in shock as she felt Mr Cutts’ cock suddenly arrive at her own entrance and to her shame, it was able to slide in almost as easily. Marie had done her work well.
Thankfully it was a brief rutting. Whether it was the sight of Mercy being so savagely caned, or maybe it was because he found himself shagging such a famous piece of ass, Mr Cutts didn’t last long. He made no more than a score of stabbing thrusts into her then held still before withdrawing.
“Marie, clean her out,” he said and to her further humiliation she felt the girl’s tongue begin to forage around again, taking Mr Cutts’ emissions from her, even as she watched the inspector come, clinging onto Mercy’s hips, then he too withdrew and zipped himself up.
“Do Mercy as well, Marie,” he said and then casually sauntered out. 
In a few short minutes, Anna had experienced more depravity than in the whole of her life to date. Sure, she had had plenty of sex, but it all been pretty conventional compared to what she had experienced that day. However, she had no time to reflect further as Mr Cutts yanked her cuffed hands upwards and she suctioned her sweating torso off the desk. He fumbled her knickers back up to her groin and then pulled her out of the room and back to the inspector’s office, who was back behind his desk and there were sheets of paper in front of him. Mr Cutts released her cuffs and she rubbed some feeling back into her wrists, standing tousled and dishevelled in front of him, feeling in need of a shower to clean herself out properly.
“Sign these and you’ll be out of here within the hour,” the inspector told her. It was an offer she couldn’t refuse. She just had to get out of this hell hole. She scribbled her signature on papers that attested to her good treatment whilst in custody, waived her right to legal representation, agreed to extradition, she even signed away the villa to Mr Cutts in reparation. It was good riddance as far as she was concerned.
The inspector took a brief look through everything when it was all done and smiled.
“I’ve also signed the extradition papers. Apparently your government is very keen to have you home – they think you’re guilty of anti-social behaviour.”
Anna’s jaw dropped in horror. Everyone knew what that meant. Mr Cutts moved back up behind her and snapped the cuffs back on before she could react and she was totally trapped. She was going to be a slave prisoner in England. Everything was signed. A part of her shell-shocked mind registered the fact that the Treasury must be rubbing its hands at the prospect of what Anna Chatham would fetch on the block. 
Mercy walked in zipping up her skirt and smirking.
“Ah!” she said when she caught sight of Anna’s expression. “She just found out she’s out of the frying pan and well on her way to the fire!”
She came over to Anna and unclipped one cuff which she then clipped closed on her own.
“Come on, we got a plane to catch, hun!”
Anna was dragged out unceremoniously into the bright sun, her mind reeling at the enormity of what had happened to her. She was penniless and a criminal. Her thighs were sticky with the emissions of a tradesman she had somehow come to owe money to, and what wasn’t his fluid belonged to a serving girl who had licked her out while others watched, her knickers weren’t back on straight and she was going back home to be enslaved. As falls from grace went, hers had been farther and more precipitous than any she could think of; she had to admit.
 
 



Chapter Five

 
Clive watched the countryside glide past as the limo made its way through the lush English countryside towards Berkshire and The Lodge. It was going to be a special weekend and there was much business to be done, as well as pleasure to be had. In the boot the two new slaves were safely wrapped up in clingfilm. They were still as insatiable as they had been the first day they had been chipped and keeping them chained up in their stalls until they could be enjoyed in the house, had proved a popular highlight of dinner parties with friends. 
Their stable names were simply Six and Nine; as Melissa had said, it pretty well defined them as it was what they immediately did on the rare occasions when they were set free. Nine was the black girl whose prodigious talents under the whip had entertained many gatherings. Six seemed to love nothing more than to hear her lover beaten and gave some of the best blow jobs ever while his guests watched the show. The doctors had been to see them – and fuck them – regularly and checked the arena chips were still functioning correctly, so the experiment was looking extremely good. Now they were going to be shown off properly for the first time. 
At the gates of The Lodge there were a few paparazzi, held well back by police, but all from foreign papers, the British proprietors saw to it that no one disturbed them. Clive knew that the walls of the estate had all been fitted with signal jammers to stop nanodrones overflying. The remote cameras, not much bigger than a wasp were the press’s weapons of choice these days but they wouldn’t be able to intrude here. The car swept through the gates and onto the tree-lined avenue that led up to the house and Clive relaxed. Within the estate a man could truly fulfil his destiny, as could the women who served him.
Even as the limo glided along the tree-lined drive, an airship droned overhead and began to drop down onto the helipad behind the great house itself. The car park at the front was crammed with limos and Humphries had some trouble finding a suitable place. But at last Clive was able to climb out and was greeted by a delicious brunette in a full length, green, satin dress with a low cut bodice that scarcely hid the areola of her creamy breasts. It was the uniform of a Housegirl at The Lodge. Beneath it they all wore corsets and hold up stockings. The skirt of the dress was attached to the bodice in such a way that it could easily be detached or simply lifted and parted at front or back.
The girl bobbed him a curtsy and offered to show him to his room. As soon as his career had allowed it, Clive had become a member here and now was able to take a room whenever his other duties permitted it. Membership also meant that any and all of the Housegirls were at his disposal and this slight girl had a cupid’s bow mouth that tempted him to have her drop to her knees and suck him off then and there but he caught sight of Dandy by the steps up to the main door and pulled his thoughts back to business.
He left the girl and Humphries to unload the slaves and install them in the stables while he went to meet the Prime Minister. Dandy was standing with John Carpenter, the man who had created The Lodge and who had run it until today. Today he was retiring, having finally decided to sell his beloved creation and the ceremonial handover was what had caused the gathering of the membership.
There were handshakes all round before the three men went inside to meet the new owner; Peter Lang. Completion and the passing across of the deeds was scheduled to take place later that afternoon and after that the fun would begin.
 
 
Patti Campbell was a nervous wreck. Ever since she had been appointed as Trainer to the new girls and Matron to all of them when Madame Stalevsky had eventually retired, she had run an orderly house, but now it was bulging at the seams with members and their own slaves and there was already a full complement of Lodge-owned girls who lived there full time, the domestic arrangements were being tested to destruction. Some of the beds in the girls’ rooms were having to sleep two – if they weren’t sleeping elsewhere of course, but Patti had felt it best to plan for all eventualities. As if that were not enough, the CSL stable which still occupied part of the grounds had brought in guests too. She looked at her beloved clipboard one more time and checked on her e mails that all the activities were on schedule and that all the guests had finally arrived. To make matters worse, Chrissie Sands, the doctor to the girls at The Lodge itself and the vet to the CSL stable, was sitting opposite her smiling at her incipient panic. The two women always had an edge to their relationship, although when it came to keeping their girls in order, they were an incomparable team.
“Relax, Patti,” the doctor said. “You’ve drilled everyone a million times! And anyway, if there is a glitch anywhere, the members are quite capable of entertaining themselves for a bit. There’re enough girls to sink a battleship here, let alone keep a few men calm!”
Patti had to smile. It was true of course. If a full complement of Housegirls and arena slaves couldn’t entertain the men....
“It’s just having the PM and the Prince of Bakhtar and all the nobs here...”
Chrissie smiled again. “You mean the girls aren’t used to nobs?”
Patti laughed.
“You’re right. But anyway I’ve got to go over to CSL and check they’re ready for the afternoon. They’re going to need some extra drivers too.”
“Okay.” Chrissie stood up. “I’m going to get changed for the ceremony. I’ll see you later.”
Patti breathed deeply as she descended the great steps at the front of the house, the fresh, warm air calmed her down a little, and the sight of some of The Lodge girls already tacked up, harnessed and tethered to the hitching rail, would do anyone’s heart good, she decided.
She passed through the house’s stableyard where the girls assigned to groom duty were still tacking up the girls who had been assigned to pony duty. The grooms paused long enough to curtsy and wish her a good afternoon Ma’am. She walked into the woods through the arch that led out into the parkland behind the house and passed around the steel equestrian stadium that was used for drilling the arena slaves and eventually made her way to the CSL stable. Much extended, it now held twenty-five slaves at a time, some of them were only lodged for training and they would be sent back to their owners once they were fully ready for the arenas but there was a core of fifteen that were bought and owned by CSL. The trainer in chief, Brian Holden was in the main yard as she arrived, running a girl on the lunge rein. He was flicking at her ankles with a driving whip to encourage her to high step as she trotted.
It was typical of him that even when a day off had been declared, he would find a job that needed doing. One of the guests was leaning against a wall and watching with professional interest. It was Amelia Johnson, the trainer of the Girl Squad, owned by Sadia de Groncourt. She had once been Brian’s own submissive before leaving to find her destiny in the big wide world, but they were still friends.
For her part, Patti was glad to see her, but she and some other arena guests had stretched the capacity of CSL severely in catering for them.
The grooms were having to bed down in some of the stalls, the slaves were being kept two to a stall and the grooms’ rooms were allocated to visiting luminaries from the world of the arenas. The CSL stable was the only one that specialised in hiring out its slaves to strengthen the squads of the other stables. Nowadays they also ‘broke in’ and trained up recruits that other stables didn’t have the time to.  
From inside the actual stable itself came the sounds of much activity. Ponies were the order of the day and all the CSL ones were required for duty. John Carpenter had had a special four-in-hand carriage built for the occasion and CSL were to have the honour of providing the slaves to pull it. It was alright for Chrissie to belittle her fears but if just one slave were unruly, it could ruin the spectacle.
Brian reined in the slave and let her breathe for a moment.
“This one’s got a bit too much spirit so I’m just working it out of her. I think she’s got wind of something special going off. I might have Tony drive her, wouldn’t want her making a scene if she got a newbie who didn’t know how to lay on the whip.”
Patti gave him a grateful smile. At least someone else was determined to get things right. She waved at Amelia and went into the stable. Raika, the head groom was scolding and encouraging her team to get every slave bridled and tacked up exactly the same so that their plumes would be as level as possible and the silver plates on the girths would be as level as the varying heights of the slaves allowed. The grooms were combing and polishing frantically and as Patti entered the bells were just being attached. 
While the grooms worked their way along the front of the line of twenty-four tacked up slaves, Raika went down the line behind, smacking her riding crop across the thighs of any slave who pranced or cavilled when the pins were pushed through their nipples to hang the bells from. It was the finishing touch. The ponies’ collars, girths and crupper straps were festooned with small silver bells, the pairs that swung prettily from the nipples were the icing on the cake. Raika looked up and gave Patti one of her brilliant smiles when she entered and began to pass along the line behind Raika, admiring the tails sweeping out from the anuses and up before being allowed to hang gracefully behind thighs. The whole stable was filled with the soft jingling of the bells as they were fitted or if a slave moved even slightly.
There was a brief ruction when one slave reared as her nipple was pierced, her steel shod sandals scraping harshly on the floor, her bells jangling madly.
“Hold still!” Raika snapped at her and smacked the crop across her thighs while a groom hurriedly caught hold of her bridle and held her while her colleague finished the piercing.
Eventually all was done and the twenty-fifth slave, the one Brian had been calming down was brought in and prepared. Patti and Brian inspected the parade carefully. They checked that the bits were polished and the thick tongue rings they passed through had also been polished especially for the occasion. They checked the bridles were buckled snugly and the slaves’ pony tails had been well brushed and burnished. They checked that the tits were strapped tightly enough to steady them without being so tight that they would need to be released every half hour or so. They checked that the girths, which widened out as they crossed the stomach so they could have a silver oval with the arms of The Lodge and CSL on them, were properly polished and tightly enough buckled. They checked the cruppers, which dropped down between the legs from the girth, were buckled on so that they wouldn’t shift and chafe the genitals. The strap needed to be tightly embedded between the labia to this end, and this enabled the dildo in each vagina to penetrate to its maximum length – and the same went for the butt plug, which helped the upward curving prong from which the tails hung to stay steady. 
Arena slaves were always run in studded tack as well. The sharp little tines lining the insides of every strap helped the slaves concentrate, it was felt. It certainly made them wide-eyed and increased their attractiveness. Patti looked at the eyes last, checking they were bright but docile, staring straight ahead and shining in the slight darkness caused by the blinkers. All in all they made a very pretty picture and she was well pleased.
“Well done, Raika. They’re a credit to you,” she said.
Brian concurred and the petite, pretty Indian woman beamed with pride and relief. A groom who put out a shoddily presented slave on a day like this would soon find herself at the whipping post and would find nothing erotic in the anger and disappointment of her betters as they lashed her.
Brian’s assistant, Tony, and Amelia had meanwhile dragged out the new four-in-hand and all the traps that they had had made or had borrowed from other stables for the day so that all twenty-five slaves were harnessed. Apart from the four-in-hand, there were five to be pulled by pairs and for a while the yard was very crowded until at last the rigs began to be driven away. They needed a few girls from the house stable to come over and drive before the yard could be finally emptied. Brian drove the four and Patti drove a pair. They were a black haired matching outfit, bought at auction only a few months earlier, but they had shaped up well and were regularly hired out for dressage.
As the weather was fine, the ceremonial handing across of the deeds in one direction and a cheque for a truly eye-watering amount in the other was to take place downhill from the big house, beside the large ornamental lake which was partly lined with trees. Tables and chairs had been set up, the kitchens had gone into al fresco mode and a long afternoon and evening of pleasure was envisaged for the guests.
The first part of the day was the procession of slave-drawn traps going from the front of the house down to the lake, and so the CSL party made directly for there, Patti checking her phone for texts from around the grounds and from the house as she drove. So far, all was looking set fair and the guests were waiting for their transport, chatting genially and enjoying the company of the Housegirls.
Brian found the four-in-hand a tough proposition to handle, with its wide cross bar, length and weight. It was too cumbersome to take back to the house by the usual short cut round the training arena. Instead they had to head out onto the road that led to the home farm – where the real horses were kept – and from there take a wide grassy track through the woods until it joined the main drive. Once there, and back on tarmac, the rig bowled along well enough with the application of a reasonable amount of whip to the bouncing buttocks and straining shoulders ahead of him. And as they progressed he increased the lashes and urged them on vocally, knowing that the drive went up a short, sharp incline just before it came out onto the front of the house. He hadn’t had a chance to practise and was relying on achieving a good turn of speed by the time he reached it. 
As it turned out, the rig was rattling and jangling, the wheels were thundering on the tarmac and the whipcord of the driving whip was leaving pretty lattice works of welts across the ponies’ backs as the slope approached. Brian had chosen four of his steadiest slaves – not the sometimes flighty dressage or racing ponies – but the more solid types he might put in for log pulling and whip duelling and his choice stood him in good stead. As the gradient kicked in, the ponies’ backs all flexed and their shoulders strained. Their body positions altered as they leaned into their task and before he had had to apply any really heavy whip, they were at the top and maintaining a respectable trot. He relaxed and eased the team to a halt exactly at the foot of the steps that led up to the front door. Behind him he heard the rest of the traps pull up and as he looked around at the rigs the house’s stables had contributed he saw Carlo and Blondie.
He jumped down from his seat as soon as a girl had taken the reins and the whip from him and embraced his former boss warmly. Carlo was still hale – though his thick hair was no longer quite as black as it had been – and his handshake as firm as ever and then Brian was being given a modest peck on the cheek by Tara herself – the legendary Blondie.
“How are you, Brian?” she asked.
“I’m fine thanks! It’s good to see you again!”
As she always did, she blushed slightly as he held her lightly by the upper arms and looked at her. The blonde hair was still a spectacular storm of waves and curls that foamed down to her shoulders and at five foot eight, she still stood out from a lot of other women. And despite a few laughter lines about her eyes, she was still very beautiful. But the problem they both had was reconciling their pasts with their present positions. Brian had cut his teeth as a trainer on her. He had led her by her now-removed tongue ring, he had whipped her for training purposes, for his practice, for discipline and for no reason other than his pleasure. He had seen her in dungeon sessions, her body sold to the highest bidder. He had seen her disport herself with other slaves on rare days off. But now she was Carlo’s wife and had been returned to the life of a free woman – to some extent. She still always wore a slender black leather choker around her neck, even when she wasn’t actually collared and everyone knew that she was Carlo’s devoted property. But she was no longer the mute slave he had known.
“Quite a jamboree!” Carlo said, looking around and Tara took the opportunity to go and attend to the pony they had brought with them. It was Jet. Brian let his eyes trail over the tall black girl harnessed to their two seater trap – and also noted that Tara’s low-backed, halter neck sundress drew attention to the fact that her tanned back and shoulders bore the traces of a recent hard flogging, the sight made him feel more at ease. Jet had been royally decorated for the occasion with a gold ring in one nostril chained to one gold ear ring. Her hair had been done in long corn rows and her bridle was festooned with short gold chains that shook and swung as she shook her head and champed at her bit. Her dark nipples had been pierced with gold rings which were joined by loops of gold chain that hung successively lower towards her stomach, where a gold pendant supported a sapphire that glinted and sparkled in the pit of her navel. She had no girth but a gold chain-adorned strap followed her hips and supported a crupper that separated her labia and drew the eye towards the gold rings that pierced them. Two in either lip. She was to die for.
All the original CSL stock had been sold off. Carlo and Tara had bought Jet privately and no one knew whether the imperturbable black girl who had been a partner in so many tight spots with Blondie had consented to continuing slavery or had simply been kept as a pet slave. Brian suspected the latter. His own pet, Purdy was on loan to a friend whose normal hacking pony had gone lame. Trouble and Ox, the two sturdy blonde lovers, were still in demand in a dungeon club somewhere in Romania he believed. El Tigre, the fiery little gypsy was privately owned in Scotland. Cherry was kept at a private stable a few miles away and he had enjoyed her at a party thrown by her new owner, only a few months ago. All in all he reflected as he watched Tara, tuck her white sundress in around her long, smooth thighs as she took her seat and Carlo took up his whip, ready for the next part of the day, things had worked out well and this latest change looked as though it would work well too. No one knew submissives and slaves like Peter Lang, and with the Prince’s money behind him, there was already talk of another Lodge opening up in the West Country. 
Brian climbed back aboard the big carriage and waited for his passengers to finish their conversations and climb aboard behind him.
 
 



Chapter Six

 
Clive Mostyn was in some sort of heaven. He was talking to the PM who was treating him like an old friend and he was also chatting with the new owner of The Lodge and the Prince of Bakhtar, who had just come in on the most recent airship. As if that wasn’t enough, his two slaves had been delivered from the stables, tacked up with the studded harnesses he had provided and they had been the talk of the afternoon. Everyone was most impressed by their condition and they were stroked and petted until he had had to snap the reins across their tits a couple of times to calm them down. It was felt that he had got a bargain as there were only a limited number of the original Proteans in circulation and these two were in by far the best shape of any the men present had seen. And then of course there was the new chip. If it continued to perform as well as it currently was, it would make things so much simpler, more commercially viable and so much more pleasant for those who could afford such luxuries. Both slaves were going to be thoroughly tested later that day but Clive was perfectly confident they would come through – quite literally - anything with flying colours. At the moment he was basking in the praise as some of the foremost handlers of slaveflesh in the world of the arenas were squeezing the ponies’ breasts, examining the cruppers for signs of dampness, looking closely at teeth and buttocks. 
It almost came as a bit of a disappointment when the CSL rigs arrived and the group broke up to move down to the party site by the lake. 
The big four-in-hand, with Brian perched high up in the driving seat took John Carpenter, Peter Lang, the Prince of Bakhtar  and Patti. Amelia drove Lang’s rig which was pulled by what was called the AA Team by fans of the Girl Squad, whose colours they competed in. Ayesha and Angel, black haired and blonde; Ayesha was beginning to show her age but had had a late re-flowering of her career in the arenas, Angel was still as tall and strong as ever and they made a formidable combination in the arenas under Amelia’s direction. Technically they were owned by Lang, but he was quite content for them to compete in Girl Squad colours.
Clive watched as there were the usual invitations to give lifts, the swapping of passengers and drivers, just as there always is at gatherings where large numbers of people have to be transported by any means. But all of a sudden Dandy MacIntyre was beside him.
“Mind if I climb aboard, Clive, old thing?” he asked.
“Of course not!” Clive could scarcely hide his pleasure in being selected. He and the PM might both be seated at the cabinet table in Number Ten Downing Street, but everyone knew that he rarely dispensed the favour of his leisure time on colleagues. He tightened his slaves’ reins as Dandy climbed aboard and the weight of the rig shifted while he settled himself. And just as he did, Brian Holden cracked the long driving whip he was using for the four-in-hand, in the air and everyone quietened. He told them as there was no way the big carriage would fit through the arch at the back of the house’s stableyard, they would go in procession the long way round, back down the drive and then off right and onto the grassy tracks that crossed the golf course, then along by the side of the woods before re-crossing the course and arriving at the lake. There were cheers all round as it meant the pleasure of driving fine ponies on a fine day would be prolonged very satisfactorily. And even as they made ready to move off the photographers who had been engaged to capture the day were moving amongst the rigs, snapping each one and taking notes of the names of the drivers and passengers for a record of the great day that would only be available to those present. 
Brian cracked his whip again and then wielded it in a long figure of eight across the four slaves’ backs and the wheels of the carriage began to crunch on the gravel, then, in his wake other whips began to snap and hiss, other wheels crunched and other steel shod sandals scraped and scrunched as drivers sorted themselves into a long procession behind the big carriage that had ponderously managed to turn around. 
Clive deftly piloted his trap into a gap about half way along the single file procession, just behind Amelia Johnson, whose passenger was Alberto Salazar, an arena owner and the two could be seen busily talking trade as the slaves got up to trotting speed. Clive made sure the whip had left his two in no doubt that he wanted a good high stepping gait and once he had achieved that he relaxed in his seat.
The parkland looked superb in the bright summer sun which flicked across them as they passed under the trees that lined the drive. Ahead of them the slaves looked beautiful as they trotted, their buttocks rippling and their plumes nodding – his wore the scarlet of The Lodge, but the CSL ones had green and gold while the Girl Squad pair sported their stable’s yellow and black. 
Beside him Dandy breathed out in a sigh of pleasure and lay back against the quilted leather of the seat.
“It’s been a long, hot summer, Clive, but I’m hearing that estates up and down the country are quiet and that law-abiding folk can walk out to take the evening air in safety. It’s working isn’t it? Everything we put in place is working at last!”
“It looks that way, certainly,” Clive replied cautiously.
“The people love us for it because we don’t just clean the streets we take the sweepings and make them into something better. Our party now indubitably rules the hearts and minds of the public. The salt of the earth, the people who really make the country tick! And we must make sure that that’s how it stays.”
Clive wasn’t sure where this was going so he stuck to making an approving grunt and flicking the whip over Nine’s back a few times, before switching to Six and lacing her paler flesh as well.
The column of traps had reached the path across the golf course and swung to the right and out into open sunlight, the ponies’ hooves stopping scraping on the tarmac and instead making soft thuds as they trotted out onto turf. Dandy, turned in his seat to watch the rigs behind them emerge from the trees, one after the other, more pony traps in one place than most men ever got to see – as he observed.
“Makes you proud to be British,” he said as he turned back and relaxed again, maddeningly he seemed quite content to shed no further light on what he had been leading up to. Clive curbed his annoyance, he had seen Dandy use this tactic before to irritate someone into making a wrong move. He would divulge what he wanted Clive to know in good time. In the meantime if he, Clive, held his tongue, he would go up in Dandy’s esteem. He lashed his slaves a couple more times to calm himself down and beside him His Majesty’s Prime Minister hummed a happy little tune as the breeze caressed their faces.
It was over a mile down to the lake by this long way and the ponies were lathered and restless when they finally arrived and were hobbled and tethered to the  branches of the trees that lined the shore in spinneys. Smoke rose from barbecues set down by the lake’s edge, making the woods fragrant, and trestle tables were laid and ready for everyone.
As the long afternoon wore on; dish followed dish – mostly of seafood, nothing too heavy that might deaden the carnal appetites of the gentlemen – and speech followed speech, until finally, after the ceremonial handover of The Lodge,  Peter Lang bade them toast John Carpenter’s superb work with The Lodge and once that had been drunk, he asked Patti to grant permission for the girls to strip down to corsets so that the fun could begin. She graciously fell in with her new boss’s wishes and a feast of a different kind was instantly on view to the men.
Clive immediately caught a blonde girl who had served him earlier, round the bottom as she passed by to stow her dress tidily away, and pulled her to him. She came willingly, giggling a little as she realised whose hand it was that was now slipping between her thighs and finding its way into her.
Beside him, Dandy was pushing his chair back from the table and pressing on a brunette’s head to encourage her down onto her knees between his legs. He smiled across at Clive as her small fingers began to unzip his flies as Clive’s hand began to stir the blonde up into a warm soup.
“Y’know,” Dandy said after a few moments, when the brunette had been able to get his rigid cock free of his clothes and Clive had stood up behind the blonde who was bent across the table and was preparing to take her. “I don’t get to do this often enough. It’s why I’m going to retire before the next election. And I want you to succeed me.”
Clive was watching his helm slide wetly into the blonde’s receptive cunt as the bombshell hit. Rumours had been rife for months but Dandy had resolutely kept his own council about when he was going to retire and who he would throw his support behind. Clive hesitated for a moment and then drove into the girl hard, making her grunt in discomfort as her hips ground against the edge of the table.
“Quiet!” he commanded. “Or I’ll hang you up and thrash you!” He gave her flank a ringing smack and she sighed in pleasure as he began to ream her depths.
“Andrews will have something to say about that,” he said as he thoughtfully continued to thrust in and out of the blonde. Phil Andrews was the charismatic young Foreign Secretary, who quite a few commentators were tipping for the top job.
For a moment Dandy didn’t reply; he had both hands locked behind the brunette’s head and was making her deep throat him. Her skilful efforts fetched a roar of delight from him as he spilled himself into her, then he pushed her away and rearranged his clothing as Clive grabbed his girl’s shoulders and rammed himself to his climax as well.
“Andrews doesn’t understand that we ride the crowd now. It goes where we steer it, Clive! It wants the arenas and we must give them the arenas!”
Clive resumed his seat and took up a glass of wine. “I’m not with you, Dandy.”
“The reason I want to hand the reins on to you is that you understand the power we wield. And the best demonstration of that power for the whole country to witness, is to give the people the best games they’ve ever had. More than that! We’ll challenge him to a games and the winner will take all - in this case, he’ll take the whole country! And the best bit is that we’ll do it all for free!” Dandy sat back, smiling broadly.
“Yes, but a million and one things can go wrong over three days of competition! How can we be certain of winning? And how will winning translate into votes in the party? And how do we do it for free?”
“Oh ye of little faith!” Dandy shot back with a grin. “Look around you! There’s the Prince, there’s Osman, there’s Salazar, there’s Lang, Johnson, Wei Wei Hok, Holden. Some of the foremost owners and trainers in the world. They all want to see you take over so the arenas will continue to prosper! They’re not going to let you fail – and Andrews has still got some liberal qualms when it comes to the arenas. So we challenge him on his own turf up North. We win, the crowds go wild and shout the place down for you. The show is of course seen nationwide and the Parliamentary Party sheep all come bleating into our pen. They know which side their bread is buttered on, Clive! They won’t dream of going against the people’s choice.” He leaned back and snapped his fingers at a passing girl who came over and offered her breasts for him to fondle as he sipped his wine. “Democracy in action!” he concluded.
Clive leaned over and clinked his glass against Dandy’s. “To democracy!” he said, and started giving Dandy’s words some very serious consideration.
 
 
Kath shook her hair back from her face and grimaced as she felt another needle slide in. She shivered as a slight orgasm rippled through her. They were almost constant now, coming as minor waves on the backs of tsunamis of lustful excitement. When she had been ankle suspended back to back with Sharon and they had both been whipped, the crescendo of sensual overload had been almost too much for them both, but then they had been wrist suspended face to face and the resultant orgasms under two whips then had been equally thunderous – as had been the applause from the audience. Then they had been allowed a sixty-nine on the floor by their owner’s feet and the audience had counted the orgasms that had ripped through them both until now they were nearly wrung out and ready for the slow build that needle play delivered.
The long afternoon she had spent tethered to the trees had tested even Kath’s well-learned patience as a slave. The midges and flies had tormented all the ponies and to make matters worse, the air had been filled with the sounds of orgiastic enjoyment from further along the shore – and occasionally some sights too. There had been glimpses of exciting ankle suspensions from where the gentlemen were gathered. There had been the delicious sounds of whips and paddles being plied and the cries of pain and pleasure. Occasionally a couple would stroll by and stroke and pet this or that pony, then make her life a misery by fucking up against the wheel of the trap just behind her. That had happened twice to Kath and Sharon. 
Their owner’s whip as they pulled him and his guest uphill and back to the house had come as a welcome change. Once back there they had been hosed down, rubbed down, fed and watered and then carefully groomed to go into the house itself. Wearing just their collars, cuffs and four inch-heeled black court shoes, they had been led on their tongue leashes up some backstairs and had emerged finally into one of the biggest rooms Kath had ever seen. And it was thronged with the gentlemen and the girls, who were still not showing any signs of tiring. And why should they? From chandeliers hung long chains with cuffs attached. In places there were winches mounted in the ceiling, along the walls X frames had been bolted on. Beside the chairs that surrounded coffee tables, there were leather topped benches. The air smelled of leather, expensive spirits and cigars and the spice of sexual arousal underpinned it all. The myriad lights shone on naked female flesh as most corsets had long since been shed. As she was led towards the table her owner was seated at, Kath saw one girl being hoisted up by one leg and before her body had even stopped swaying, the whip was being plied between her helplessly spread legs. She passed a chaise longue where a fully dressed man was lying on top of a Housegirl who was taking him for an energetic and noisy ride. Kath felt herself immediately moisten and the chip-inspired need for orgasm began to flood through her once more. The afternoon’s boredom had quietened it a little but now it returned in trumps and by the time she was brought to her owner’s side, she knew her thighs were sliding wetly against one another as she walked. 
Their owner had been talking to other men – some of them Kath had seen before at various arenas – and one she was sure had been her original trainer at Proteus. But that was irrelevant, what mattered was the delicious debauchery going on around her. And soon she had been at the centre of it and now they were back, well-flogged but as yet unfucked, kneeling up by their owner, with their hands cuffed together behind them and their shoulders back to thrust their breasts out properly and with a wooden stool between them which was just the right height for their breasts to be rested on. Each breast now sported needles around it, piercing a pinch of flesh and then driven into the wood of the stool, pinning them in place. Kath looked over at Sharon who glanced back and smiled. Her eyes were heavy lidded with lust and exhaustion. Kath grinned at her lover fiercely, this was the most orgasms they had ever taken in one night and it looked as though it wasn’t over by a long shot. She looked down admiringly at her breasts again, she counted ten needles so far and shuddered again as another ripple of excitement ran through her. She also felt a thick rope of juice begin to creep down her left thigh as her vagina continued to weep in the wake of almost constant orgasm. But then she felt a man come to stand behind her, he had a hard bulge in his trousers which pressed against the back of her head. Opposite her she saw another man stand behind Sharon and produce two long needles, the kind used to transpierce a breast from side to side. As she watched, the man behind her did the same and the needles came to rest on top of her nipples that were now almost squashed against the wood. She felt two sharp tips just press against the throbbing flesh of the nipples and another surge of excitement rippled through her. The crowd around them began a countdown from five and she steeled herself for the bolt to come. Opposite her Sharon was doing the same, eyes riveted on the needles poised above her nipples. Kath looked down too. This was going to be too good to miss.
The noise increased as the count came down. Suddenly Kath’s head was wrenched back and she found herself looking up at her owner who was smiling proudly down at her. Her heart leapt as the countdown was completed and her head was released to flop forwards in time to see the needles bury themselves in her nipples and pin them to the wood. It was the sweetest of pains and every bit as sharp and deep as she had hoped. Her body bucked helplessly against the pins holding her down as she spasmed again and again, her cunt spurting juices down her thighs, her mouth hanging open in exhaustion. There seemed to be a lot of congratulating going on above her and then strong hands were taking the needles out and she was being hauled up and lain down on her back, the leather of the bench cool against her flagellated back. Blearily she looked up and saw that Sharon had been dealt with similarly and now the men were queuing up above both of them. With a delighted groan, Kath let her legs fall apart and welcomed in whoever wanted her.
 
Peter Lang came up to stand beside Clive as he watched his slaves service virtually every man in the room. As he did so, the white girl passed out as a man finished with her and stood up. Clive gestured for a Housegirl to bathe her face in cold water and bring her round. There were more men to satisfy and he had promised them all that the two slaves would take them. She wasn’t going to make a liar out of him.
“Dandy’s told me what he and you are planning,” he said. “It sounds good to me. We’ll help of course, with you in Number Ten, the world’s our oyster. Just give us the nod when you need us. That chip you’ve got in these two is gold dust as well!”
The two men nodded thoughtfully as the black girl climaxed hoarsely yet again and her superb body shook and trembled in the aftermath as the last man got off her and another took his place. 
“Yes, I think we’ve waited long enough. I’ll call a press conference and announce I’m making it available to all arenas and to all private buyers too, might as well get my campaign off to a flying start!” he said as Six was brought round again and resumed service. “I’ve got support mainly in the south so I’ll base my squad around the Proteans. I’d appreciate it if you and Brian would look over them if Andrews accepts the challenge and then we can formulate our best team.”
“Delighted to. Andrews will probably field the Northern Stars if he goes for it at all, and we’ve got the beating of them easily enough. And Dandy’s right you know; the people will love you for putting on the show and I think you should include a Demolition Derby, that’ll really fire them up and give them  something to remember you for.”
Clive smiled. He hadn’t thought of that. The Demolition Derby was just becoming a regular part of arena contests, and already the web was alive with enthusiastic commentaries and discussions. A good contest with the Proteans coming out on top would finish things up nicely – he couldn’t help but envisage himself taking the rapturous applause of a packed arena. Sternly he wrenched his mind back to the present. There was a long way to go before that scene could become a reality.
The two men shook hands and Clive went to his room, he had to be back in London tomorrow and it had been a long day. He had lost count of the number of Housegirls he had used. Behind him the queues to use the two slaves were beginning to shorten and their orgasms were now just marked by gurgles and gasps. He smiled as he thought that even with the chips, they would be sated for a day or so. Well he would see, he was leaving them here until the end of the week. When he picked them up and took them home, he would already have started garnering support in the House and there would be a lot of hospitality those two sluts would have to offer. Neither he nor Dandy were going to leave anything to chance. They would woo the public in the arena, but they would also take out insurance by smooth talking the political establishment. And two slaves who could orgasm all night under every form of mistreatment, could do a lot to back up the smooth talking.
 
 



Chapter Seven

 
The journey home was not as awful as Anna had been afraid it was going to be. Mercy had slung her jacket over the wrist that was cuffed to her and hidden the metal. Then once the plane was airborne, she had quietly reached underneath the garment and unlocked the catch.
“You ain’t going anywhere till we land, hun,” she observed.
Anna had been re-united with her luggage and was able to take some clean underwear from her overnight bag and go to the toilet to make some repairs. The clean underwear was a blessed relief, especially the knickers. Mr Cutts’ and Marie’s parting gifts had been making her uncomfortable all morning, but the part her own juices had played in her discomfort was not something she cared to dwell on. When she had dressed again, she looked at herself in the mirror. A haggard, unfamiliar face stared back. 
“You’ve seen and done some things since the last time I saw you, babe!” she told her reflection. She had been held captive – she had lost her freedom, she had been caned and fucked and questioned and....she stopped herself before it all got too much and concentrated on getting herself looking a bit better.
Her large, dark eyes had bags under them, her cheek bones – normally such a refined and classical part of her beauty were much more stark than she remembered. Her mouth, full lipped and wide was still itself but without the carefully applied lipstick and gloss, it wasn’t nearly so pronounced a feature. And as for her hair....!
But as she began to tear her way through the thick, light-brunette tresses with her brush, she realised that her unmade-up look was probably her best hope of getting through Heathrow without being spotted. After all she had got this far without any autograph or photo requests. She decided on just getting her hair brushed tidily once more.
Back in her seat she nibbled at the familiar plastic fare served up by the stewardesses and then fell into a deep sleep. When Mercy shook her awake, they were beginning their descent into London and Anna had woken with the realisation that what had happened to her wasn’t the product of some malicious alignment in the planets or a combination of random circumstances; someone had deliberately set out to ruin her. But she was coming home and at last she felt that she wasn’t bouncing around like a pinball; she was angry now and she was going to take back control of her life. In England she still had money and influential friends. She could fight this!
They were met by police at the airport but at least no one seemed to recognise her and she wasn’t aware of any flash bulbs going off. Mercy uncoupled herself and handed her over to a burly officer who hustled her into the back of a car. Then, as it drove off, there was one, sudden flash. Anna hid her face but it was too late.
 
At the station she was put in a small room with just one table and two chairs, they said a lawyer had been appointed and would be with her shortly. If she had a lawyer on her side, she could beat this rap hands down. A thought had occurred to her when they brought her in and she had asked to use the Ladies. Once in a cubicle with an officer just outside, she had hoisted up her skirt and by dint of twisting frantically and using a make-up mirror, she had ascertained that the marks of Mercy’s caning had faded away. She swore under her breath. Whatever the chief inspector had said, Mercy plainly knew what she was doing when it came to caning with just enough strength to make a girl give in and confess to anything, but not so hard that the marks lasted for an inconvenient length of time.
Back in the interview room there was what seemed like an eternity of drumming her fingers on the table and her thoughts whirring round and round in her head – they kept coming back to the scenes in the police station – why had she not fought harder? How had she – who was always frantic at the thought of being restrained – almost let herself be held down, fucked and beaten? How could she now contemplate being in this tiny room with the door locked? Why wasn’t she screaming the place down with claustrophobic panic? And who had done this to her?
Then with shocking suddenness, keys rattled in the door which then opened and let in a woman. She was blonde, stood about five inches shorter than Anna – but most women did – and was dressed in a smart pin-striped suit with a short, tailored skirt that finished about three inches above her knees and clung tightly to long, slender thighs. She slapped a folder down onto the table and took a seat opposite Anna.
“I’m Robyn Haddon and I’ve been assigned as your lawyer,” she said, threw a business card down onto the table and sat back, crossing her legs.
“Well I didn’t quite believe it when they told me I’d got Anna Chatham waiting for me down here. Not my usual courtroom fodder at all!” She looked Anna over with an almost insolent casualness that she found very surprising in a lawyer. 
“Well suppose you tell me how you got into this mess, Anna.”
“Can you get me out of it?” Anna replied sharply, she was aware that Robyn had licked her lips with the tip of a pink tongue as she had phrased her request.
“Hard to say until I know a bit more,” she said, then suddenly stood up and knocked on the door. “I’ll be back in a minute. Don’t go away now!” and she was gone.
In a few minutes she did re-appear with a huge man in tow.
“This is Paul, he works for me,” she said. “I’ve managed to get you released into my custody for a few hours provided you’re cuffed to him. You’re not our normal sort of client so I talked the custody sergeant round.”
This time there was no jacket slung over the joined wrists and Anna had to trot behind the huge man as they followed the lawyer out into a yard and then both slid into the back seat of her car. She negotiated the London traffic effortlessly and in a few minutes had pulled up outside a medium sized hotel. 
It seemed as though Robyn had prepared the ground and Anna and her minder were able to go straight to the lift without attracting attention and were joined by the lawyer as they were whisked up to the fifth floor. A card swipe took them into a room, Paul unlocked the cuffs and retreated, closing the door behind him.
Anna looked around her rubbing her wrist.
“Let me remind you, babe, we’re on the fifth floor and Paul’s right outside that door, so let’s just relax and have coffee,” Robyn said as she rang down and ordered two lattes. Then she shrugged off her jacket and opened two buttons at the neck of her maroon, silk shirt.
“Now tell me why you look like something the cat brought in, and tell it all, right from the beginning.”
Anna told her while she listened attentively. The coffee arrived was served and drunk and for the first time in days Anna felt something like her old self; carelessly ordering room service in a London hotel. This was where she belonged.
Once she had finished, Robyn chewed her bottom lip for a long moment.
“Wow! That’s a pretty hot story! Stand up and show me where you were caned,” she said at last. 
Anna’s heart sank, but then she had been twisting around in a toilet, so maybe someone else could see a lingering trace of the beating. She stood up, lifted her skirt and pulled her knickers down.
There was a long low whistle from behind her. 
Anna turned her head eagerly, “Can you see it?” she asked.
“Babe, what I’m seeing is the finest arse on this planet! Certainly the finest I’ve ever been lucky enough to see!”
Anna felt a cool hand stroke across both cheeks and tried to turn around and pull up her knickers all in one go, resulting in an undignified stumble that left her backed up against a table in front of the cool and grinning Robyn.
“What the hell are you doing?” Anna demanded angrily, tucking a thick lock of hair back from her face. “You’re supposed to be representing me not feeling me up!”
Robyn folded her arms. “Have you got any idea how much trouble you’re in? I’m the only hope you’ve got! I’ve gone out on a limb to get you a bit of time to put some form of appeal together, so the least you could do is be a bit nice to me. Or shall we get Paul and go back?”
“No...no...it’s alright.” Anna looked about her. Any more time she could wring out of the system to keep her out of locked rooms seemed worth any price all of a sudden. “Look, can you really help me?”
“I can try. But you’ve got to meet me halfway.”
She uncrossed her arms and sauntered forwards, a lascivious smile on her face. “Besides I paid for a double bed and it’d be a shame to waste it.”
Anna stood up, thinking furiously fast. She had nowhere to go and this girl was right, she really was the only hope she had. She had never had another girl before Marie’s unwanted attentions, not because the thought revolted her but because she had never had the inclination. Now it seemed that with all choices removed, she might as well bow to the inevitable and hope it all worked out. She watched Robyn’s smiling face come nearer, her lips were made up to a deep red colour and the gloss shone on them. Anna licked hers, horribly aware of how un-made up she was. Then Robyn was up against her and she could feel the woman’s bra pressing against her, just below her own. The lawyer gave a groan of appreciation as she nestled one cheek against the swell of Anna’s right breast. Her arms went around her and as she pulled Anna more tightly against her, she lifted her face for a kiss.
Anna was shocked at the softness of the woman’s lips at first but then her tongue was snaking into Anna’s mouth and the feel of it on her lips began to trigger her arousal. She returned the kiss fully and felt Robyn’s hands grip her buttocks and scrunch the short denim skirt up so they could reach under it and get inside her knickers. Her grip on the soft flesh of her bottom felt almost as hard as a man’s. Anna’s heart began to pound and she felt that buttering this woman up to help her might not be such a chore after all and it wasn’t as if it was her first time with a girl any more, that was just one more taboo that had gone out of the window.
Robyn broke the kiss and pulled back, gasping. “Oh, Babe, I’ve got to see those legs opened for me! Anna Chatham’s legs all mine!”
Anna couldn’t help feeling flattered and the two women began to move towards the bed, Robyn’s hands fumbling Anna’s knickers down to facilitate getting her fingers sliding in between her legs from the back, Anna’s now suddenly tearing at the buttons of Robyn’s shirt, exposing a lacy white bra and smooth, tanned skin. They pitched onto the bed without stopping their struggles, their legs thrashed as they struggled out of skirts, wrenched shirts back and off arms, kicked knickers down, and for another first; Anna found herself fumbling with another girl’s bra. 
But at last it was all done and Anna fully experienced the soft intimacy of a female body pressed against her own. The smooth thighs rubbed and slid against her, instead of being prickly and hairy like a man’s. Her fingers encountered only gentle curves as they slid over Robyn’s hips and up to the trembling softness of the breasts, which rolled and flattened and squidged in her grasp. Then she made Robyn cry out as she encountered the rubbery peaks of the nipples and gripped them. It was an earthy, primitive noise, an expression of uncomplicated lust and desire and pleasure – and Anna felt her own nipple engulfed in the warm cavity of Robyn’s mouth which expertly tongued and caressed it to a throbbing hardness she hadn’t felt in weeks. Then she was on her back and Robyn’s face, flushed and fierce with lust, blonde hair tumbling chaotically about it, was above her.
“Oh, Babe, you are so gorgeous! Gotta go down on you!” she gasped and immediately began to shift.
At first Anna didn’t fully realise what was going on, but then she felt Robyn turn herself fully around and her thighs were suddenly straddling her, her knees by Anna’s shoulders, her crotch now hovering directly above Anna’s face. For the first time she really looked at a woman’s pudenda which wasn’t being reflected up from a mirror held between her own legs. Robyn had shaved her pubes into a neat little line running up a few inches from the front of her split, her outer lips were plump and her inner ones were small and tidy. Her hood was already retracted and a sizeable clitoris was standing up and eagerly awaiting her. From behind the pouch of her sex, her buttock cleft led in to a small, dark little opening and Anna was surprised at how she felt able to look at it all with no feeling other than a desire to explore. But she suddenly felt a dart of pleasure so exquisite that it made her arch her back and cry aloud. Robyn’s tongue had found her clitoris and now Robyn’s clit was descending towards Anna’s tongue. She reached up and grasped the woman’s thighs, pulling her down onto her. 
It was only much later that she recalled the way images of Marie, Mercy and the inspector, shot through her brain as waves of pleasure engulfed her and she orgasmed time and again, making up for the past few days and then going on to discover new heights of almost painful delight as Robyn’s tongue mercilessly lashed her onwards. She struggled to respond, burying her face in the soupy warmth of her lover’s vagina, bathing her face in the spurts of pungent juice that ran over her – hearing Robyn squeal in delight as tides of her own juice oozed from between her own wide-spread thighs. As she would peak yet again – there was Marie writhing against the bars of Anna’s cell as she was whipped. While Anna quivered as Robyn’s tongue explored deep inside her or circled her anus deliciously, she would see again Mercy’s magnificent rump ripple in the wake of the inspector’s cane and hear again its savagely threatening hiss as it sped towards its female victim and she would peak yet more times as she recalled how that same cane had bitten into her own bottom so deeply that it was beyond pain.
And then it was over, they could climax no more. They could only cling wetly to each other, Robyn struggling to right herself so they could kiss and exchange their tastes with each other as their chests heaved for breath and their aching nipples rubbed against each other. For several minutes the room was silent except for the sleepy buzzing of some large insect or other up by the ceiling.
Eventually Robyn broke the spell.
“C’mon, Babe,” she whispered hoarsely and gave Anna a friendly smack on the flank as she sat up and then sauntered into the en suite for a quick wash. There was not enough time for a full shower, she said.
Anna did the best she could – again - and as she emerged, saw Robyn put a small black case into her bag. She tensed suddenly and listened – the insect noise had stopped. She stared at Robyn in horror.
“Okay, okay! So I had a nanodrone! Don’t worry, it’s not going public, I just had to get myself on film between Anna Chatham’s legs and with a faceful of her twat! My girlfriend is going to be soo jealous!” the blonde exclaimed. 
The strain of the past couple of days suddenly broke through and Anna lost control. She dived forwards towards the treacherous lawyer who turned and yelled for Paul. The door burst open just as she got Robyn by a fistful of hair and was about to land clumsy, amateurish punches on the woman’s hateful baby blue eyes and peaches-and-cream complexion. Then she was picked up from behind and swung away, howling her rage and frustration and was thrown like a doll back onto the bed, but she bounced straight back and grabbed Paul round the waist, her fury breaking down dams and giving her a strength she had never known she had, she bore him backwards and slammed him against the wall, then left him and dived back towards the terrified Robyn who dodged behind a table, but Paul grabbed her again and this time twisted her arm up her back, tripped her and fell heavily on top of her, pinning her down. But still she didn’t stop trying to buck the man off her and continue her pursuit of Robyn. It took some minutes before the tides of rage began to ebb and left her gasping and sobbing for breath beneath the pinning weight of the big minder. She felt her twisted arm lowered only just so far – just so that the cuff could be replaced and then she was hauled upright and plonked heavily down onto a chair, cuffed to Paul by one wrist and with one of his big hands gripping her hair tightly and making her look up at Robyn, who was shaken and pale. At least she had accomplished that, Anna thought, and a surge of a new sort of pleasure ran through her – one of pride in her physical prowess – something she hadn’t felt since school days.
“Christ she’s a strong bitch!” she heard Paul say from behind her and she smiled fiercely despite her predicament.
Robyn leaned in closer now she was sure that Anna was pinned down.
“Listen you stupid cow. Lawyers like me are only at this court to appease the bleeding heart liberals and human rights activists! I don’t care about you! Good riddance to the lot of you! I can take my girl out for a meal and walk home at midnight with her in safety because of Mostyn’s Law. All the trash is getting the stuffing knocked out of it for my pleasure in the arenas – or its building the next arena or the next bypass, or railway. It’s a good law and I don’t aim to upset things.”
The two women glared at each other. Anna’s heart was quietening even as she registered the fact that once again she had been played with and manipulated, but at least this time she had put up a fight – and it felt good.
Robyn pushed some hair back as she too calmed down.
“You’re a brilliant lay, babe, so I’ll give you some advice before they send you down. It’s not common knowledge but every owner has to put some money into a bank account for the slave while she’s enslaved. When you’re no use any more and can be released, we don’t want you all being a burden on the state, now do we? You’ve got a bloody terrific body there. Use it, make yourself valuable and you might find you can make a good life for yourself, maybe even buy your freedom. But get used to the fact you’re a slave now. It’s going to happen and there’s nothing you or I – even if I wanted to -  can do about it! Now bring her along, Paul. And drag the bitch by the hair if she gives you any trouble!”
 
 
The judge was an elderly man with a pale, thin, ascetic face. His hands were long and the fingers slender, like a musician’s, Anna thought, as she watched him shuffle through the papers concerning her case on his desk. It was no courtroom, just a chamber, he wore no wig, Robyn was the only lawyer present – Paul stood behind the chair she was shackled to, just in case. But that was all, Mostyn’s Law cut the whole court process down to absolute basics. Anna was amazed by how calmly she could listen to the lies being spoken about her, but somehow the physical exertion of her fight in the hotel seemed to have left her relatively peaceful and she could begin to accept that whoever had done this to her had won – for now. Robyn’s advice seemed about the best she could hope for – and if she was to be enslaved, it didn’t matter that the woman had filmed them in bed, so she could evaluate the advice coldly and analytically.
Eventually the judge’s fingers were steepled under his chin, his skin was so pale it looked as though it was transparent, the blue veins were plainly in view on the backs of the hands and on the tall, domed forehead.
“In my opinion, all due process has been properly followed by all parties and I see no reason why the sentence shouldn’t stand. Do you wish to lodge any appeal?” This last was to Robyn who shook her head.
“Very well, Anna Chatham, you are to be auctioned to the highest bidder to serve out your sentence in their custody – or in the custody of any subsequent owners. If you prove incapable of training for any useful role in society, you will be sent to a correctional institute until you beg to be released. Although I hear they have now got a chip that will render the most obstinate of prisoners compliant.”
“May I recommend that the prisoner receives any and all treatments that might have that result, your honour. In my opinion, this one is a hardened criminal who could pose serious problems for the ordered running of a decent stable or domestic household.”
The gavel was banged. “I shall take that under advisement, Miss Haddon. I shall also, of course, carry out my own assessment. Bring her to my office.”
He stood up and left the room. Paul unlocked one of Anna’s wrists from the arm of the chair and immediately cuffed it again to himself and then cautiously freed the other one, making sure he kept out of kicking range. Anna was amused but felt no desire to make any more trouble. 
The judge’s office was low-ceilinged and the floor thickly carpeted, the door was a solid and heavy oak one. When it closed, it felt as though they were cocooned from all outside sound. The courtroom had been in an office block next to the police station and the judge’s office was in its basement.
As Paul pushed her inside and followed closely, she saw the judge sitting behind a twin pedestal, leather inlaid desk – his fingers were once again steepled under his chin and his milky blue eyes regarded her calmly. To Anna’s surprise a woman stepped up from behind her to stand close beside her. She was dressed in a rather severe, crisp white shirt and plain grey pencil skirt.
“String her up and I will examine her,” the judge said quietly.
Before Anna could react the woman had taken an agonisingly strong grip on her left wrist and had twisted it sharply behind her, making her bend forwards. The woman propelled her into the room and then swung the arm she held forwards and up. From the other side, Paul did the same and with practised precision they buckled her wrists into leather restraints that hung from the ends of chains that were mounted in the low ceiling, Paul unlocked his cuff and removed it, then stood back. Quite suddenly Anna found herself with her arms raised and shackled in the middle of the room and with the judge’s unflinching gaze fixed on her. She felt very vulnerable and then it got very much worse.
The woman approached Anna and ripped the front of her shirt open, spraying buttons across the carpet, then produced a knife and began to carefully slice the sleeves open. At last Anna began to struggle but the woman took a painful grip on her cheeks with her free hand, forcing her to look at her.
“I have no intention of harming valuable government property. But this knife is sharp and it will slip if you struggle,” she told Anna calmly.
Anna subsided and watched her sleeves opened so that the garment fell off her. Three slices had her bra off and she hid her face against her raised arms as her breasts swung free in front of the judge’s impassive gaze. Three more quick slices saw to her skirt and knickers and she was naked.
Behind her she heard the door open and close and guessed she was alone with the woman and the judge. She parted her forearms gingerly and peered towards where the judge had been. He had risen from his seat and was now standing directly in front of her.
“I have to submit an appraisal of how long I think it’ll be before you’re fit to rejoin society, it might be longer than your actual sentence. To this end I will have you whipped by Miss Thorpe.”
Anna tried to frame an outraged protest but was stopped by a blow that felt like a punch across her whole middle back. She spun on the end of her chains and saw the woman holding a whip composed of many suede tails about two feet long. She was running them through her fingers and clearly sizing up her next target. 
“No!” Anna managed as she saw the woman’s arm go back, then she spun back and buried her face against her arms again as the whip landed. Again it felt like a punch and left a diffuse burning sensation across her back.
Another lash landed and Anna threw her head back and twisted. The next lash caught her full across the fronts of her thighs and she spun back again – straight into the judge’s hands. His cold, clammy fingers closed on her nipples and made her catch her sobbing breath and hold still. The whip caught her across her buttocks, some of the tails wrapping around and stinging her delta.
Anna could not believe it was happening. Of course she knew what slaves underwent in the arenas – but she knew it in a vague, unfocussed way; faceless people doing things to mere slaves; not real people. Now she was a slave and she was being whipped and it was very real. The pain and heat built steadily in her back and bottom but still the judge held her by the nipples, tightening his grip and sending spears of sharp pain darting through her. But at last she couldn’t take any more battering to her back and wrenched herself free with a scream and spun round. She met the next lash full on and took it across her breasts. She felt them swing and then flatten under the impact and her mouth gaped open in expectation of the agony to come, but instead there was an instant inferno of pure sensation that held her as her body absorbed it. She could feel a strange hot feeling spreading down through her torso. Miss Thorpe was totally unmoved and the lash landed again, exactly where it had before. Again Anna felt her breasts shift, flatten and sway and again there was the silent explosion inside her. It was a feeling she had no name for and she was so bewildered that when she felt the judge’s hands on her shoulders, she tamely turned back to face him. He gave her a cold, thin lipped smile.
“You not only look beautiful under the whip, you’re showing signs of responding very well!”
Anna couldn’t frame any reply under the relentless rhythm of the whip and jerked helplessly forwards under each lash while the judge caressed her breasts, kneading and palpating them while all the time taking harder and harder pinching grips on her nipples.
“They are very beautiful,” he sighed. 
Anna looked down at her breasts as she jerked under the lash and saw the judge’s long, pale fingers playing with her thrusting and vulnerable assets, unexpectedly she felt the hot tides rise within her as the whip fell and her breasts shook and rippled in his grasp.
“You may strip now, Miss Thorpe,” the judge said suddenly, standing back and releasing her breasts.
“Huh?” Anna managed, twisting her head around. The woman had put the whip down and was unbuttoning her shirt. She swung back towards the judge and for the first time realised he had a tell-tale bulge in his trousers – so either he was active for his age or was younger than he looked. 
“I shall fuck you against the wall behind you,” the judge said with complete calm. “While the young lady composes herself for more whipping.”
“As you wish, m’lud,” the woman replied, stepping out of her skirt and revealing that she had been naked underneath it. “She marks exceptionally well and has as good a body as any I’ve seen pass through here.”
“Indeed she does. And I firmly believe that a further fifty lashes or so will prove that she is ideally suited to the life ahead of her. Any early release would be a waste of her talents.”
The words washed over Anna as she tried to draw breath and come to terms with the fact that once again sex was being coupled with the whip. And each time it happened, she was the cause of the sex without getting her share. Even though the judge revolted her, the sounds of vigorous rutting from behind her as she rested her forehead against her arms, made her realise where all the sensations the whip had aroused in her were finally concentrating. She was wet. She knew the moist hot feeling in her belly. Behind her Miss Thorpe was groaning, her voice quavering in time to the judge’s thrusts into her. She risked looking behind her and saw the thin figure of the judge ramming his hips back and forth between the woman’s sturdy thighs as she braced herself against the wall. As Anna watched, the fuck came to its climax, the judge held himself rigid and let out a roar of release and then slumped against the woman for a moment. The room was silent apart from the ragged breathing of the pair against the wall. Then the judge pushed himself upright, zipped up his trousers and returned to his desk, as if nothing had changed.
Anna looked round again. Miss Thorpe was licking her fingers and as she saw Anna watching, she gave her a lazy, lascivious smile and delved them back between her thighs where snail trails of sperm were already leaking from her. The dark, luxuriant nest of pubic hair was matted with moisture and Anna watched in fascination as she wantonly foraged her fingers up into herself and drew out the fluid, then licked it off them. 
“Come here and kneel, Miss Thorpe,” the judge said when the woman had been just about to start beating Anna again. Anna saw a trace of annoyance pass across her face as her fun was interrupted but it was gone in an instant and she laid the whip on a chest of drawers and went to the desk where she knelt at its side. She knelt upright and pressed herself against the side, then put her hands beneath her heavy breasts and stroked them from underneath so that they were fully laid out on the top of the desk, then she clasped her hands behind her head, pushing her shoulders back and thrusting her breasts out as far as they would go.
The judge, meanwhile, had been busy. Instead of resuming his seat he had been picking heavy legal tomes off the shelves behind the desk and now had a pile of them on it. With no preamble he picked one up and tested its weight, letting the woman see what he was doing. Anna saw her bite her lower lip but she held steady. Then he slammed it down onto Miss Thorpe’s left breast. It made a shockingly loud thump as it landed and Miss Thorpe’s breath hissed out between clenched teeth.
The judge turned back to his books, picked up another and slammed it down onto her right breast. This time the woman let out a soft, keening cry. Anna could only peek out from between her raised forearms – at the moments of impact she had buried her face against her forearms but now, as the horrible old man reached for another book she found she couldn’t look away. Miss Thorpe could have moved her arms, could have protected herself and yet she stayed where she was and took the pain, just like Marie had, back in the jail.
This time she watched as the brown leather tome thumped down ponderously onto the book that covered the left breast. The woman let out a strange kind of sigh this time and hardly did more than sob as the fourth book thudded down onto the right breast.
“Nipples,” the judge said and stood behind the desk as Miss Thorpe slowly removed the heavy books and looked down ruefully at her breasts, which were red and lined with imprints from the embossed covers. Then she clasped her hands behind her head once more and waited for whatever this awful old man wanted to do to her next. Anna could still not look away as he produced a strange, old fashioned device that she had only seen in museums. He placed it in front of Miss Thorpe, the cast iron clumping on the wood of the desk in ominously heavy contrast to the vulnerable, red nipples standing out, reckless with arousal, from the soft breasts. Anna took in that sight and then realised the wet feeling between her own legs was still there. 
But now Miss Thorpe was carefully feeding her left nipple onto the green baize pad on the base of the implement. Above it and ready to be driven down onto a piece of paper – which had been its original purpose -  resting on the lower, baize covered pad to emboss an address, was another plate. Above that was a curving arm of heavy iron and the judge, with no ceremony leaned on it, driving the upper plate down onto the lower – trapping the nipple between them.
Miss Thorpe could not restrain a louder cry at this new and appalling pain, but still made no attempt to shield herself; just stayed looking down at her nipple as the judge leaned more of his weight on the lever and then slowly let it up again and moved the implement away from the woman.
“You will notice, Miss Chatham, that this slut – who is a free woman, mark you! – makes no move to stop me doing these things to her. And if I chose to finger her whore’s cunt? Well, the worse the treatment I inflict on her the wetter she becomes. Is that not so, you slut?”
“Yes, m’lud.”
Anna watched transfixed as the woman carefully arranged her other nipple for a further bout of torment.
“And what would I find if I fingered your whore’s cunt?” The judge’s question snapped at her, taking her off guard.
She chose not to attempt an answer and glared at him instead. He smiled, a slow, confident smile.
“We shall find out shortly. Oh yes.” And with that he leaned on the arm again and Miss Thorpe gritted her teeth in vain against the cry that burst from her this time. The judge leaned on the lever for longer this time and the woman was shaking a little as she got to her feet after he let her up. But the proud smile she turned on Anna as she prepared to resume her Master’s work on Anna’s body, shook her to the core.
The judge decreed a single tail whip and Anna had no choice but to stand and twist and spin at the end of her chains as the long braided lash scored her bitterly hard. She really had no concept of what was going on inside her as the fires that raged across her skin were so intense, but suddenly as she spun away from a biting lash to the fronts of her thighs, she found herself pressed against the judge – and before she knew what was happening his fingers were inside her. She froze in horrified shock as she felt them twist and stimulate her. He withdrew and then pushed back, the stimulation was more acute.
“Four fingers Miss Chatham, with ease.” He stood back. “Finish the sentence,” he said.
For another ten lashes Anna managed to stay steady, defying the judge with her eyes as he stood, smiling in front of her and sniffing the scent of her sex off his fingers. 
When they had finished with her, the woman dressed quickly and they both left. The policeman who came in to take her away made no comment, apart from feeling the insides of her thighs and laughing knowingly before he took her down, cuffed her hands behind her back and led her out, holding her firmly by the arm. He glanced at her shoulder which had a small tattoo on it, of the letters A and C intertwined. 
 “I remember seeing a photo of you in the papers when you first had that,” he
said. “You were in a bikini on some beach and you looked so fucking hot! I’m gonna love fucking your lights out!” She couldn’t think of anything to say in reply to that.
Anna was very conscious of her nudity as her hips brushed against the rough serge of the policeman’s uniform, her bare feet padded on the vinyl floor beside his heavy shoes. They began to pass cells and Anna saw that in each cell was another naked girl. They mainly lounged on simple beds pushed against the backs of the cells. One or two were pressed against the bars and in the most foul language that Anna had ever heard from the lips of a girl, offered the policeman their bodies in exchange for this or that drug.
Even naked and with the policeman in shoes, Anna was taller than him, so he had to turn his face slightly upwards to grin at her.
“Dunno why they think I’d want them when I got you to give me all that!” he said.
Anna stared at him and briefly considered trying to knee him in the groin, but what then? She sighed and allowed him to tow her along. It seemed inevitable after the day’s proceedings. Her back, breasts, bottom and thighs, stung and burned in the wake of the whipping, but disturbingly, she could feel her thighs slide moistly past each other as she walked. And even though she knew her guard was going to fuck her the first chance he got, it didn’t lead to any lessening of that wetness.
At the end of the long corridor, lined with cells, they turned right and Anna was pushed into another cell that stood at the end of the short passage that formed a T with the longer one. There was another door at its other end.
“This is the special cell,” her guard told her. “We keep it for when we get something a bit special passing through. They screwed up when they put the CCTV in and you can’t see what goes on in here. We’re not supposed to handle the goods, see? ‘Course we do and not much gets said, but when we got a real, live celeb in a cell, well, the boys wanna let their hair down!”
He took a nasty looking cattle goad from his belt and made sure she saw it. 
“There ain’t any easy ways for you now, girl. But some ways is less easy than others. Understand?”
Anna crossed her arms over her chest, instinctively, without considering that he had already seen all he needed to. She nodded, her eyes fixed on the goad as he slid it back into his belt. Why did she still feel so turned on? It was almost a wail of despair in her mind as he guided her towards a wall of the cell on which there were two leather straps, bolted into the stone. He buckled her wrists into them and made her shuffle her feet away from the wall, so she could hollow her back and stick her bottom out.
“Bloody fine arse that!” the man said. “His Honour must’ve thought so too, don’t often see them flogged that hard!”
Once more Anna buried her head against her arms as she listened to the guard undoing his belt and unzipping his trousers. She knew what was coming next and just hoped she might be able to get some pleasure from it too. And the judge had had her whipped harder than most, had he? That was a strange thought and one that gave her odd feelings she couldn’t quite put a name to, not for the first time that day.
“Aah!” a shrill cry was torn from her as her thoughts were interrupted by a sharp smack on her already-sore rump.
“Open up those legs, girl! I’m coming in!” the guard said and she immediately shuffled her legs apart, as if being fucked from behind by a complete stranger was an everyday occurrence – but then if the past few days were anything to go by – that’s exactly what it was shaping up to be.
He started with his fingers, sliding them up into her slowly and twisting them about inside her, stimulating her sheath to almost unbearable levels. To her shame and amazement she even began to squelch and she wished the ground would open up and swallow her as she heard his low chuckle behind her. They both knew what she was; or at least was rapidly becoming. The fingers withdrew and were replaced with the broad head of a cock that pushed up into her with no problem at all. He eased himself into her and settled his hands on her hips as he began to piston in and out in leisurely strokes. For the first time since her catastrophic fall from grace had started, Anna felt herself relax. She realised that what she really needed now was an orgasm on the end of a cock. Sex with another woman had been a revelation, but she needed a cock up inside her, and this man, unexpectedly enough was showing all the signs of driving her to a slow and excruciatingly ecstatic climax., the like of which she hadn’t experienced since back in the villa – a lifetime ago. She began to swing her hips and undulate her back.
“Oh, yes,” the guard murmured. “That’s very good!”
Inside her, the hard cock continued to slide against her inner tissues and spread the heat of excitement through her whole body, overtaking the heat of the beating and subsuming it, turning the feeling into a climb that felt as if it would have no end.
The man began to fuck her a bit more in earnest, his pelvis beginning to thump into her bottom. She put her head back and let out a long moan of purely animal lust. He grabbed a handful of hair and began to fuck her harder and faster, yanking hard on her hair to brace himself. The stinging in her scalp just added to the rush that was enveloping her. She cried out again as she felt a wave of unbearable sensation build up inside her, threatening to blow her apart when it finally erupted and the man kept on fucking her harder and harder. At last she screamed as she could no longer contain the pressure and her body bucked and shook as she was fucked to a climax as the man came inside her. Anna felt his seed spurt into her and felt his cock spasm as it spent and then she was slumped against the rough stone wall, her cheek flat against its coolness.
“Jesus! She’s a goer as well as a looker!”
Blearily, Anna raised her head and looked past her raised forearm. Two more men stood beside her and she let her head fall back against the wall as she felt the first man pull out of her. Surely she couldn’t come like that again, she thought. She really didn’t think she could stand an entire evening of climaxes like that – and how many men was she going to have to take anyway?
She never did find out the answer. She lost count after the sixth man had finished with her. Hands continually mauled at her hanging breasts as the men queued up to wait their turn with her. Her vagina was so flooded with her own juice and their spunk that it squirted out with a farting noise sometimes as the next man slid into her. Mercifully none of them wanted her rectum.
Eventually one man called a halt, saying that she had become so sloppy she wouldn’t provide any sensation at all.
“Let’s get His Honour to lend us his bint to clear her out. He’s always a sport when we’ve got a hot one!” he said. 
For a few precious minutes Anna was left unmolested apart from the almost continual groping and squeezing of her tits and the flash bulbs of the phone cameras going off. Her tits were going to be all over the net the next morning, she thought, hazily. But by then she would be a legally owned slave anyway, and her owner would have total power over her body, so it really wouldn’t matter. The hiatus gave her head a chance to clear from the multiple orgasms that had racked her and by the time Miss Thorpe entered the cell, she was almost ready for another one. But the woman’s entrance shocked her into full awareness. She was still naked and was led in on a dog leash attached to a leather collar, the leather loop held by the man who had gone to borrow her, her arms were tied together behind her back and she showed even more welts than Anna had carried. But it was her nipples that caught Anna’s eye. The judge had been at them again; with needles this time. The woman carried three of them stuck through each thick, red nubbin, the plastic handles making a cheery pattern at the peaks of her breasts. The two women’s eyes met in the middle of a roomful of men. And Anna could read nothing but excitement in Miss Thorpe’s dark, wide-eyed gaze.
“Come on, Thorpey!” one of the men called. “Clean this slut out for us and get on with it!”
The woman was pushed behind Anna and forced to her knees. The sensation of the tongue licking up each thigh in turn, several times, without actually touching the lips of Anna’s engorged and sensitive cunt was exquisite. A torment, but an exquisite one. That was a concept she would never have understood up until the past couple of days. Now it was a very real experience.
Miss Thorpe’s tongue finally made contact with her clitoris and Anna’s world contracted into a tiny area of explosions that detonated through her entire body. She came again and this time she felt her stomach clamp and a strange pulsing run down her innards. There was a cheer from behind her and then Miss Thorpe’s tongue was back, this time foraging up into the vagina itself, making sure it was cleared out. 
“Bloody hell! A spurter!” she heard a guard say as Miss Thorpe was pulled away.
“Haven’t had one of them through here for a while!”
Did they mean her? She had always enjoyed her orgasms but never had she ejaculated before. Groggily, Anna pulled her head back from resting against the wall and looked down and back between her legs, Miss Thorpe’s naked legs were just disappearing from behind her and there on the floor was a large patch of dampness. It was too far back and too large to be spilled semen.
A hand smacked down onto her flank.
“Way to go, Babe! Let’s see if we can’t get another one like that out of you!”
And before Anna could sort out whether she felt ashamed or proud, another man was thrusting into her and the stimulation was back to its sharpest now she was clean of the accumulated spunk. But they were clearly bent on making sure there was plenty more put up her.
 
 
The policeman who had first fucked her was the last to leave. By then she was only upright when the man behind her held her hips up. As soon as they pulled out of her she slumped against the wall, hanging by her wrists. Miss Thorpe had been brought back twice more and each time had produced an ejaculation that had thrilled the men. Anna had probably done it in between times too, but as they were coming inside her at the time, it hadn’t been apparent. But now at last she was alone, trembling on all fours in the middle of the floor, her knees damp from the puddles of her own juice. The backs of her thighs and her groin were running in moisture, her vagina stung viciously, as did her back. Some of the men had had the idea that whipping her with a doubled over belt while they fucked her would make her more responsive. To her horror she had found they were right. Her breasts ached from the constant mauling they had taken. Once he had made sure she was alright the policeman left and in the small amount of light that came through the barred window in the door, Anna made her way wearily on all fours to the bed. She climbed up onto it and fell into unconsciousness immediately.
 
 
The photograph was of a woman’s face glancing fearfully out of the back window of a police car. It was in one of those magazines that specialise in following celebs and dissecting TV soap operas. It was a small article on page forty-seven, about right for a B – or maybe C - lister like Anna Chatham. She hadn’t been seen with anyone famous for a few months and had dropped down the paparazzi rankings. But there was no mistaking her and anyway the brief article made it clear that Anna had been arrested and brought back to the country in custody. The British police had taken her straight off the plane and whisked her away.
“We’ll keep an eye on Anna and when we find out what the stunning model has been up to, we’ll be sure to tell you. Remember, you read it here first!” the article concluded.
The man reading the article made a non-committal grunt and picked up a mobile phone that had begun to vibrate next to the plate he was eating his breakfast from. He held it to his ear as he got up and walked, limping slightly and leaning on a walking stick, out onto the terrace which looked out over his estate. Already his squad of arena slaves was out on the practice ground, which was still in the shade of the arena itself. In these latitudes, you had to work them early and late, then rest them in the full heat of the day. The thuds and smacks of the whips drifted up on the morning air, together with the shouts from the guards as they drilled the girls relentlessly.
“You’ve done well,” the man said into the phone. “It’s all up to her from now on. Send your invoice to my London office will you? Enjoy the villa!” Anyone overhearing him would have noted the Irish burr in his deep voice as he finished the call, then leaned against one of the stone pillars that supported the roof of the terrace. He propped his stick up and ran a hand through the close cropped, grizzled hair on his head and seemed to think for a while. Then he dialled another number.
“Mary, is that you? It’s me, Conor. Listen, sell my shares in Utilities Inc. will you and resign me from the board, but leave me on at the bank. I’ll still want to keep an eye on things there. Thank you.”
He ended the call and allowed himself a slight smile as he went back to his breakfast. So far so good.
 



Chapter Eight

 
Anna had cause to thank the hours she had usually put in at the gym when she woke the next morning. It took her a few circuits of the cell, walking gingerly and stiffly but pretty soon she was moving alright. She still stung terribly inside from the battering she had taken the night before but she had been at a few orgies before – although nothing on the scale of what she had been put through the previous night – and she knew it would die down eventually. She was surprised at how little had survived of the welts from her beatings. The single tail had left the most obvious marks and they were little more than dusky pink traces which she could just about glimpse if she twisted herself around as best she could.
She had been woken by a guard placing a steaming bowl of porridge by her bed and she had wolfed it down, then used the primitive washing and hygiene facilities to clean herself up as best she could – something she was becoming accustomed to. Getting all the crusted sperm off her groin took most time but was worth it. 
When they came for her, she was reasonably ready for them.
Two policemen came in and one kept his goad aimed at her stomach as the other buckled leather cuffs on her wrists and clipped them together in front of her. She made a move to protest when it became clear that she was to be taken out nude, but just a nudge from the goad made her subside. Then they walked her out, along the passage outside her cell, through a canteen and into a yard where a van was waiting. It wasn’t all that big but the cargo bay was tall and had been adapted very neatly for its current purpose. Two simple wooden boards were mounted in the roof and ran from front to back. Short chains hung from them at regular intervals on both sides and some girls had already been mounted. Their hands were raised and the cuffs had been clipped to the chains and Anna could see that eventually the back of the van would have four rows of girls standing and facing each other in pairs. Their arms would be stretched up but they would just about be able to stand on tip toe. When Anna was mounted she realised that with her height, she would be more comfortable than some of the shorter ones. But the idea was that by making them stand, maximum use was made of space. By also making them stand on tip toe, the girls would be concentrating on staying upright as the truck drove, thus reducing the likelihood of any trouble.
By the time the last girl was in, Anna could feel the buttocks of the girl behind her just lightly touching her own. In front of her was a chubby blonde who was a bit shorter than Anna. Although she kept silent while the men were around, Anna could see that the blonde recognised her and was dying to find out what on earth she was doing there as a slave.
The doors slammed shut and the girls looked about anxiously in the gloom, waiting for the jolt as the van moved off. There were shouts from the men and then the engine started. The jolt came as expected and the girls were thrown against one another as it moved off. There were grunts of effort and swearing as they fought to keep their feet. The van jerked down over a kerb and there was a further bout of struggling as naked girls swung into one another and fought to get their feet under them. But at last the journey smoothed out enough for them all to look around and risk speech as the only men were in the cab in front.
“So what the bloody hell are you doin’ here?” called a black girl from behind Anna.
“Same as you! What’s it look like?” the blonde opposite Anna retorted for her with a cheeky grin.
“Anyone makes any gags about hanging around, I’ll bloody hammer them when we get out of here!” another girl put in from over by the front of the van.
“Where we going?” a nervous voice asked.
“Auction, where do you think?”
The questions and the banter went on around Anna and she was content to let it wash over her.
“Seriously, how come a posh bit like you with money coming out her ears ends up here?” the blonde asked eventually.
“I don’t really know, to be honest. I was on holiday and then things just seemed to come unglued, big time. The local law ran me in, did me for everything they could, beat me and sent me back here. And bloody Mostyn’s Law did the rest.”
“Ooo! Ay was on holiday was Ay?” a mocking voice in a cod-posh voice called out. “How terribly frightful!”
“Shut up!” the blonde replied hotly. “We’re all in this together. And she took every bloody cock in the station last night and saved all of us a couple of shags!”
There was a general muttering at this but Anna was glad to see some friendly looks as the girls realised that Anna’s fame had saved them from taking any more usage the previous night. She smiled at her blonde champion who grinned back.
“I’m Tracey,” she said. “I know your name of course. Won’t matter for much longer though. Once we’re sold off to an arena, we won’t be chatting much.”
“You reckon that’s what’ll happen?” another nervous voice asked.
“’Course!” the black girl who’d started the exchange off, chipped in. “They buy up nearly all the stock.”
“I’ve seen some working in hotels,” Anna put in and then wished she hadn’t as there was an immediate chorus of mockery about rich bitches and hotels. It was true though, female slaves were in quite high demand in the hotel trade where a girl who had no choice but to submit to others’ wills was a useful asset. 
“Still at least they’ve got that chip now so whatever they do to you, you enjoy it,” one girl said when the uproar had died down. They all gave that serious thought. Of course everyone had heard about the new wonder-chip that had come out in the past few months. Anna considered the needles through Miss Thorpe’s nipples. She wondered if any chip could make that pleasant. But Miss Thorpe had obviously enjoyed everything the judge had done to her – and that led her onto uncomfortable thoughts about how hard and how often she herself had come the previous night.
“Does that include those fucking tongue rings?” someone asked eventually.
There was silence. No one knew whether the chip would make the heavy tongue rings which arena slaves wore more bearable.
“Everyone’s only interested in what goes into a slave’s mouth. Not what comes out,” said an Asian girl, repeating what was common knowledge. But now it could be a part of their immediate futures, it wasn’t comforting knowledge. The rings made speech very difficult. Speech was not required from an arena slave. Her mouth was for screaming and caressing only.
 
The journey lasted for an age and by the end of it some of the girls were sobbing at the ache in their arms. Even Tracey was wilting, what seemed to be her normal cheerfulness deserting her. With her height, Anna didn’t fare too badly. She tried to distract Tracey by getting her to tell her how she came to be arrested. She had just got to the bit where a drugs bust had disrupted her nineteenth birthday party, when the van slowed and jerked as it went over another kerb, then rolled as it went over rough ground. Agonised squeals filled the back of the van as the girls helplessly bumped and swung against each other, wrenching their arms as they lost their footing. But at last it stopped and the doors were flung open.
Squinting against the light, Anna could make out that the van was in a yard and was backing towards a loading bay that was set at the height of the van’s platform. Waiting for them was a group of men, some in white medical coats, some in uniform. There was a steel trolley in the midst of the group and Anna’s stomach lurched in apprehension. Suddenly she didn’t want to be taken out of the truck. At least here she had female company and nothing worse could happen to them in there. But the minute their journey ended, a whole host of new and probably unpleasant possibilities opened up. She was naked and she was helpless to prevent anything being done to her.
The van backed in slowly and came to rest with no more than a slight bump. And as soon as it was parked, the men stepped in, wheeling the trolley with them. One of the men swept a white cloth off it and Anna saw rows of syringe-like objects and swabs.
“Now then, ladies,” he said. “You’ve arrived at Ordley’s, the finest auction house in the South East. We’re going to do you the biggest favour anyone could do you. We’re going to make sure that you enjoy the next years of your lives more than you can imagine! We’re going to chip you, and although you might not like it now, you’ll thank us for it soon enough. If any of you are thinking that it might be fun to kick up a fuss, my colleague here will demonstrate why it’s really not.”
He stood aside and one of the uniformed men came up to Tracey and touched her flank with his goad. She screamed and jerked sideways against her bonds. 
Anna swallowed. The policemen had merely threatened. These men had no compunction in actually using the weapons with no warning. Another of the medical men immediately went behind Tracey and swept her hair up then swabbed the nape of her neck. A third man took up a syringe and carefully punctured her neck. She winced but made no more than a soft groan as the quite thick needle went in, was held, the plunger pushed, then it was removed, her neck was swabbed again and they moved on.
It was a practised procedure and done in almost complete silence, apart from the occasional whimper from a girl as she was injected. Anna appreciated how slick the organisation was, the way the girls were tied meant that it was hard for them to kick and they had been deliberately tired out. Added to that there were the goads of course and after the demonstration on Tracey, no one was in the mood to take them on.
When it was Anna’s turn, her hair was swept forwards and as her head was pushed down, she glanced across at Tracey, who was staring vacantly into space with an odd expression on her face. But as Anna watched while her syringe was prepared, she smiled at Anna, then shifted her gaze to the men and gave one of them an air kiss and waggled her big boobs at him. Then Anna was distracted by a pronounced stinging at her neck and the strange intrusive feeling of being injected, which was made worse by it being with something bigger than a normal needle, then there was a second’s further pressure which made her wince and then it was done.
She wasn’t really clear in her own mind what she had been expecting. But absolutely nothing at all certainly came as a surprise. There were only a few more girls after Anna and already some of the ones who had been dealt with first were being taken down. There was no struggling now. The black girl who had shouted over to her at the start of the journey, was busily trying to rub her hand up and down the front of one of the uniformed men’s trousers. He looked at her dispassionately and then pressed the goad to her buttocks. She jumped and screamed, but her expression was one of shock rather than agony and she merely gave him an overtly flirtatious smile, shrugged and walked into the building rubbing her spectacular bottom as she went.
It slowly began to dawn on Anna that her nudity wasn’t just making her vulnerable, it was also very sexy, so why weren’t the men taking advantage of that fact? Any one of them could push her up against the side of the van and fuck her. That’s what was supposed to happen to naked women with virile men around, wasn’t it? It had been a long day and she could do with some cock. True her vagina still stung, but, God it had been good last night! Perhaps a good rogering would help it recover?
She looked over at a guard and gave him a smile as he was untying a girl – who immediately sank to her knees and tried to open his flies. He shooed her away.
“This lot’s ready! Let’s get ‘em in and mounted!” he called.
Anna felt her arm taken by one of the medics. He was close beside her and she could almost feel his body beside hers, his coat rasped against her skin. She knew he would enjoy sex with her, he just needed the right invitation. She reached out and cupped his balls gently, licking her lips as she did so. She needed a good seeing to, surely he couldn’t reject her! Could he?
He looked up from his work at the trolley where he had paused and was packing things away.
“Hey! Someone get this slut into the house please!” he called out, letting her go.
Anna gave him a moue of disappointment and pressed against him more firmly. A man’s hand dragged her away, something cold pressed against her bottom and then a hammer hit her inside. The scream was instinctive and the leap sideways a helpless reaction but it cleared her head and she realised that she had been shocked with the goad.
But even that hadn’t dampened her need for sex, there was always later on, she realised. They could have her whenever they wanted. And the guy with the goad looked as though he was packing! She gave him her best bedroom smile and sauntered out into the building. There were more men there.
 
 
The next stop on the girls’ journey was the examination room. There were giant steel rings hanging from loops in the ceiling of the long, echoing room, and as Anna entered, she could see that some of them were already occupied. The girls were held spreadeagled to the fullest extent of their limbs within the rings. Each ring could be turned full circle so that anyone could examine her front, back and all ways in between just by the gentlest push at the side of the ring holding her. The girls were only a matter of inches off the floor, so there was no part of her that couldn’t be reached by anyone standing beside them.
Anna was appalled. Once in one of those things there would be no chance of any sex at all! None! She balked and turned to the guard who had taken her over once she had come off the truck.
“Hey, look! How about a quickie over by that wall? Or I could suck you off if you like!” She smiled and touched the bulge at the front of his trousers – she had been pressing against him all along the corridor. “Mmm. Wouldn’t take long, honey!” she purred. For a second the man was clearly tempted but he regained his self-control and gave her a belt from his goad to the underside of her right breast. She screamed and whirled away helplessly as the hammer hit her across the chest this time. But she didn’t feel deterred. Her body was available. Sooner or later the men would want it, and it would be there for the taking. Absentmindedly rubbing her breast she walked towards the ring the man indicated, thinking that the goads really were quite a good thing. They calmed a girl down, made her get a perspective on things and reminded her cunt that it could wait until the men were ready. That chip was very good too. She was really looking forward to finding out what her first orgasm was like with it implanted. Since she had had it, she had been much calmer, and feeling horny was a lot better than all that silly anxiety and tension she had experienced before.
One of the medics lifted her the few inches it took to have her wrists buckled into soft leather suspension cuffs. Then her legs were pulled apart – with no resistance from her. To open herself to anyone was what she really wanted in any case.
Then as more and more girls were mounted, many more than had arrived in her van, she was given a brief examination by a brisk woman who inserted latex-gloved fingers into her vagina and rectum, then who palpated her breasts, looked at her teeth and took her blood pressure.
“You sluts are always a bit high, nowadays. Must be that chip making you want to rut.”
When she had finished another of the white coated medics came and pushed a steel gadget between her teeth which he then opened until Anna was gaping like a landed fish then he slotted a lever into a ratchet mechanism at one side and left her with her mouth held wide open. And at no point had she struggled, it was nice just being touched by a man and if she was good, it might take less time for her to find out how mind blowing an orgasm would be with this wonderful chip implanted. Very soon after that people began to arrive.
Anna looked at them curiously; she was aware that they were there to buy her body for their own purposes and vaguely she was aware that that thought should have shocked and angered her, but all she could really feel was curiosity about them and what use they would put her to – and how much sex would be involved.
For what felt like a tedious eternity she was poked and prodded and discussed. She was very much the centre of attention and couples, pairs of men and a few parties of obviously wealthy people queued up to have a feel of her vagina and rectum. Her breasts were hefted, squeezed and twisted, her nipples were pinched spitefully – especially by the females. Her buttocks were likewise hefted and squeezed and her thigh and calf muscles were felt and discussed. Some reached into her wrenched open mouth and yanked at her teeth. Others commented on the softness of her lips. But despite it all Anna could only feel pride – and increasingly – a desperate need to come. Her vagina had stopped stinging and was awash in juice. The fingers that plunged up into her were immediately able to penetrate as far as they needed to and were able to slip in and out of her with no problem at all. That also made their anal penetration easier and the lube that was hung on the side of the hoop that she was hung in was not needed at all.
As she noted the designer labels of the dresses and shoes of the women, it crossed her mind that someone who she had known in her previous life might attend. Even the chip couldn’t shield her from the shiver of disgust she felt at the thought of having to serve someone she was once on equal terms with, but fortunately she didn’t recognise anyone.
“How are the mighty fallen, eh?” one man said after the potential buyers had been examining the merchandise for nearly an hour. “Anna Chatham hanging up for auction!” He casually stuck the fingers of one hand into her cunt without taking his other hand out of his pocket.
“You bidding?” his male companion asked.
“Nah! No point. Apart from her name, look how she’s built! She’ll pull the crowds into any arena in the world – let alone in this country.” His thumb began to rasp at her clitoris and Anna couldn’t stop the shudder that ran through her, it was the onset of a huge orgasm that had been building up steadily. All she needed now was a few thrusts of the fingers inside her and a few harder rasps at her pounding clit and she would explode – she just knew it. From around the room strange gargling yells and groans were erupting as dental-gagged mouths expressed the orgasms the slaves were being forced to. But Anna’s tormentor didn’t even turn his head as she groaned in her build-up.
“And once those boys get bidding, there’s no way a private budget can compete,” he said and pulled his fingers out, wiping them on where her pubes were just becoming a stubbly fuzz from not having been shaved. His companion reached up and helped himself to a handful of her left tit. Anna moaned him on, begging him to take a grip on one of her throbbing nipples.
“True,” he said. “Shame though. She’s a gorgeous piece. Mind you, I think I might bid for that blonde over there. She’d go perfectly in the villa in Umbria, and the rent we could charge holiday guests for the use of a live-in slavewhore, would pay us back in no time. I could put a cage in the cellar too.” To Anna’s despair the men turned and walked over to where Tracey was hanging, leaving her forgotten, with her vagina almost fluttering and twitching in its need and an ache deep in her belly. She put her head back and almost wept in frustration but in only a couple of minutes there were more men’s voices in front of her and she looked up in hope. These were not as richly dressed as the previous pair; chinos and open-necked shirts suggested a more workaday approach.
“Now that is a bloody work of art!” one said admiringly. “Look at the legs on it! And the tits too! You don’t often get them that big on a tall piece like this one. I’ve seen photos of her of course, but when you see the whole package like this….”
The other man said nothing but took a hold on the ring and spun it so that he could examine Anna’s back and buttocks. She felt his thick, coarse fingers on her skin, tracing her muscles and also the weals from the previous day.
“She’s taken a bit of a pounding already. I guess some of the boys in blue couldn’t resist the chance. But there’s no damage done and it’s a strong back.”
Anna felt more fingers stroke her buttocks and then wrench them apart.
“Looks like she didn’t like it up there,” the first man said.
“She’ll get used to it,” his companion replied with a grim chuckle and then reached between her legs from behind. His fingers slid up into her and Anna had only a second to thank him from the bottom of her heart before the orgasm hit. Even in the stringent bondage her stomach and hips bucked, she put her head back and yelled as her mind seemed to shatter and her whole being came down to the cramping, fluttering, hot chaos that was her vagina. Once again she felt that strange pulsing in her quim and as she slumped in her chains she heard the men’s laughter.
“Bloody hell! A squirter too!” one said. A finger started to rub her clit and immediately it set off aftershocks that made her jerk and twitch and whimper. The pleasure so intense as to be almost painful. 
“Well she might come loud and wet, but she won’t come cheap!” one said. “She’s the perfect build for pursuit running, chariots and racing. Too tall for dressage, but I bet you could drill her to perform solo with the studded whip. And what you could make in dungeon hire....” Anna heard him as if from a long way away, her heart was still pounding and she had been spun round again. Now the hands were on her breasts and she realised that she would come again very easily. It was an almost frightening thought.
“I reckon Demolition Derby,” one man said quietly. Anna grimly tried to concentrate, to stave off the threatening climax that hung over her like a huge wave.
“You could be right. And the boss has been given big bucks to spend on that. I’ll vid him now and show him.”
The hands left her breasts and she groaned her mingled disappointment and relief as one man held up his phone and spoke when the call was answered.
“You seeing this, Boss? I’ve had a close look and I think we ought to bid.” He held the phone up as he spoke so that the man on the other end could see her. A tinny voice made a reply she couldn’t make out.
“Okay, will do. I’ll keep the phone on during the bidding,” he concluded, broke off the call, pocketed the phone and then he and his companion wandered off deeply engrossed in their brochure. Anna was left seething with disappointment and relief in equal measures, but after only a few minutes the relief had faded and she needed another of those cataclysmic orgasms again. She got one.
Her arms had begun to ache and her hips too. The buyers were beginning to file out of the hall and the cries of pleasure wrung from the slaves were becoming less frequent when a woman walked over and grinned up at her. Anna’s head was resting against one raised arm and she was panting in discomfort and stress.
The woman was immaculately dressed and her grin was not pleasant, it was predatory.
“You belong there, you know. I can tell, men can’t but a woman can. You were born to scream and cry for others’ pleasure, and to be made to scream and cry whenever they want you to. That chip’s only broken down the walls that were holding your true whore-self in check.” The woman reached out and Anna felt a sharp nail trace a pattern on the inside of her right thigh, making her shudder with excitement. “Wherever you end up today, it’ll be where you belong, you slut.” 
The two women locked gazes and then the free one smiled fiercely and thrust two fingers straight up into Anna’s cunt and twisted them. Immediately the threatening orgasm crashed through Anna, setting her limbs shaking, blinding her and taking her breath away in the ferocity of the ecstasy. 
By the time she had regathered her scattered wits, the woman had gone but her words lingered on and she wondered again about how readily she had responded to her mistreatment even before the chip had been implanted.
 



Chapter Nine

 
The auction was held only an hour after the girls had been taken down and given a short rest. They were kept in a long room, sitting in a line, naked, on a bench that ran along one wall. They were given a simple tag to hang round their necks, each tag had a number which was their lot number. Anna’s was fourteen. Tracey, sat next to her and squashed against her so that her thigh distractingly rubbed against Anna’s was thirteen. Beyond the door at the end opposite to the one they had been led in by they could hear the buyers filing in, refreshed after a lunch laid on by the auction house. The slaves had been given some bread and cold meat. In front of the line of naked girls waiting to be sold, a single guard strolled up and down, idly twirling his goad and occasionally running it across their breasts, then laughing uproariously at the way they all sat bolt upright and stuck them out proudly, desperate for any touch they could get.
When they had been taken down from the rings in the examination room, all of them had been dazed and exhausted by the violence of their orgasms at first, but after only half an hour or so they had all experienced an odd – almost physical – need to experience more. The rule of silence was absolute but the girls all exchanged sheepish smiles and began to wriggle and squirm as their nakedness and the proximity of men had worked on their new natures or - as Anna was beginning to suspect was the case in her regard – her newly released nature.
As they all heard the auctioneer take the stage and bring proceedings to order however, fear and curiosity finally overcame whatever it was the chip was controlling and besides, another guard entered bringing several boxes of shoes with him. With squeals of delight the girls fell on them.
“Get yourselves sorted, you silly bitches,” he told them. “Get the highest heels you can manage! Anyone who doesn’t sell today goes into solitary for a week until the next auction – and we make sure you can’t touch yourself anywhere! So make sure you sell!” 
There was a gasp of dismay from all of them as they heard the potential sentence and then they renewed their frantic searches. Anna found herself a pair of red court shoes with five inch heels – a height she was used to – the colour suited her tanned complexion and light brunette colouring, they were a bit too small but then she wouldn’t need them for long. Tracey came up grinning broadly with a pair of white slingbacks on four inch shiny metal heels. Anna reckoned they suited her in pretty much all ways, and certainly the height of the heels would show of her chubby buttocks and plump but pleasant thighs to good effect. They had only just all settled back onto the bench when a guard poked his head round the door and summoned Lot One. The girls listened tensely but couldn’t make out the individual words of the auctioneer’s fast patter, but soon they heard the gavel bang and Lot Two was summoned.
When it was Tracey’s turn she stood up, wriggled her feet in her shoes to settle herself and gave Anna a quick smile before following the man out into the auction room. It suddenly hit Anna that it was quite probably the last time she would ever see the only person who had been in any way kind to her since this whole horrible business had started. She listened intently and the patter seemed to go on for a long time before the gavel banged, either Tracey had fetched a good price or selling her had been hard work – either way she had no time to think. She was called to be sold.
She stood up, her heart thundering, but had the presence of mind to squirm her feet solidly into the shoes and to make sure she walked proudly and self-confidently out to meet the buyers. 
Anna found herself on a stage which had a long catwalk protruding from it out into the auditorium. The buyers were seated in rows on either side. It was a scenario that she was used to and suddenly, even though she was stark naked apart from outrageous heels, she relaxed. Now it came to it, the idea of being sold into sexual slavery wasn’t so bad. The experiences of the past few days had been intense beyond anything she had ever known and Robyn’s words came back to her; it was going to happen so make the best of it. Now what she wanted, she realised was to cost someone very dear indeed and then make it worth their while. But she was surprised that the sale didn’t proceed immediately.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, as I’m sure you realise, Lot Fourteen is no ordinary sale and so Ordleys are offering it with full provenance so that the lucky buyer knows that he or she really owns the genuine article; to whit, Anna Chatham, ex-model and celeb,” she heard the auctioneer say. Without realising she had done so she had relaxed into the model’s default pose of weight on one hip, other leg slightly bent and hand on that hip. Her torso had instinctively adapted to the heels and she was pushing her chest out to counter-balance the thrust her buttocks were being given by the shoes.
“We have obtained the Lot’s medical records,” the auctioneer said, holding up a bunch of papers, “which the successful bidder may keep with the purchase to help with selling on.” He stood up and approached Anna, then used a pointer to indicate her left shoulder. “You will note the ‘AC’ tattoo on the left shoulder.” He moved the pointer down. “More significantly you will note the mole just beneath the right breast, the presence of which is confirmed by the records.” The pointer moved lower. “And here, above the left knee is a small surgical scar from a skiing accident five years ago, full notes of which you will receive upon purchase. And of course, as with all Ordleys mechandise you get all the item’s ID documents.” He walked back to his podium and banged the gavel. The guard behind Anna pushed her forwards and the auction began.
Strangely the objectification of the identification process hadn’t disturbed Anna at all, it had simply fuelled her new-found determination to be a creature of pure sex and as the auctioneer asked for opening bids of one hundred thousand pounds, she began to saunter out towards the catwalk, determined to give the best performance of her life. 
Walking with long, languid, flowing steps, placing her leading foot directly in line with her trailing one to put a real fuck-me sway into her hips, she oozed sex as she paraded her body for her buyers. She was used to the blinding lights and smiled out into the blackness beyond them, confident that out there somewhere was her new owner. She reached the end of the catwalk and swivelled neatly then resumed the default pose as the auctioneer, clearly revelling in dealing with a fellow professional drove the bids up into the stratosphere. To her delight there was even a chorus of wolf whistles as she gave the majority of the hall the full benefit of how she could make her buttocks roll, sway and ripple above those long thighs that seemed to the buyers sitting below her, to go up into the same atmospheric regions the sums being bid for her were now reaching. As she returned to the stage and swung round once more, she was vaguely aware of the bids coming more slowly. That meant that she was nearly sold; she tried to see beyond the lights but couldn’t. The bids kept coming so she set out onto the catwalk again. This time she ran her hands down her hips and thighs and then drew them up the fronts of her thighs, just framing the cleft of her vulva. Shamelessly she pouted at the audience and realised she had never enjoyed a catwalk so much before. This time it was so much more real. The buyer this time was actually buying her entire body and her life for the next God-knew how many years. They could legally whip her, fuck her, prostitute her to others to do the same with her, sell her – and she would have no say in the matter. The chip kicked in.
By the time she had reached the end of the catwalk for the second time, she could feel her belly melting and glowing while her thighs were beginning to slide wetly past each other.
“Come along now, ladies and gentlemen. I think we can all see we’re not dealing with any common or garden slut here! This is a truly first class slut!” the auctioneer called as the wolf whistling began again amid laughter and she swayed her way back towards the stage.
“Half a million I’m bid! Any advances! Going once! Five hundred and seventy! With you, Sir!”
Anna resumed the position at the front of the stage and kept her smile fixed as she gazed into the blinding battery of lights.
“Going once! Going twice. Sold! Lot Fourteen for six hundred thousand!”
The guard took her arm, and Anna couldn’t help but notice he did so with a little more respect than before, and guided her through a door at the centre of the backstage.
“Nice one!” he whispered. “A few more like you and we could all retire early.”
She was put in a holding cell until the end of the auction. It was a narrow, breeze block cubicle, barely wide enough for her body to fit into. Her arms were raised and shackled to cuffs hanging from the ceiling and the barred door was slammed shut and locked until such time as she met her owner.
In due course one of the men who had videoed her in the examination room claimed her by buckling a collar around her neck, turning her round – with some trouble in the narrow confines – fitting new cuffs to her wrists and then lowering them one by one and clipping them together behind her back.
“I don’t think you’d struggle much, but with a price tag like you’ve got I’m not about to take a chance!” he said then he led her out and onto a loading bay like the one at which they had arrived and into the back of a relatively small van. It had benches down each side and her wrists were released then clipped to chains hanging from the roof before she was allowed to sit on one, idly noting that the wood of the seat was oddly stained.
A few minutes later the man returned with Tracey, also collared and leashed. The girls almost broke into delighted greetings but both got a jolt from the goad before they could say a word. The man stayed on guard until his companion turned up with two more girls on leashes, one was the Asian girl who had arrived with them. She still looked as nervous as ever and her lovely eyes were wide with apprehension. If they had been bought by an arena stable, Anna wondered what use they would find for her, she was slender and birdlike, although undeniably pretty.
“Right, you’re all the legal property of the Proteus stable now. We’re leaving right away and you’ll be at your new home this evening. We’ll be freeing one of your hands so you can keep yourselves quiet on the journey. There’ll be no stops so you’ll have to make your own arrangements girls,” one of the men told them while the other released each girl’s right hand. Then both backed out and slammed the doors behind them, leaving the girls with only the light from a small window high up at the front of the van’s load bay. They heard the engine start and they were off.
Anna briefly wondered why the men had freed one hand but then beside her, with a sigh of relief, Tracey began to rub frantically at her clitoris.
“Sorry, you guys,” she panted. “Just gotta do this!”
There was no apology needed. Opposite them the stranger and the Asian girl had followed suit and now that Anna was finally owned and her downfall was complete, she felt no compunction about joining in and soon the van echoed to cries of orgasmic relief as the four girls spread their legs and really gave their hungry cunts all the action their fingers could provide. And after both Tracey and Anna had climaxed twice, they began to work on each other with never a second thought.
Tracey had a sizeable nubbin and Anna was merciless, pinching and grinding it as Tracey put her head back and gave tremulous little cries while multiple climaxes rippled through her, bathing Anna’s fingers in her juices. Then she returned the favour and Anna was overcome once again by the breathtaking climaxes she was now capable of and which she now fervently wished she had always known she could have. The floods of juice they both expelled went some way to explaining the stains on the benches, Anna thought. And once the immediate needs had been met, the girls settled down to companionable and relaxed explorations of each other’s vulvas. Tracey’s was neat and with small inner lips but with very plump outer labia, while Anna’s quite well developed inner ones proved interesting to Tracey’s questing fingers.
As the storms of passion subsided they began to chat and to start with they traded bits of information about what they had gleaned about the lives of arena slaves but eventually the strains of the day took their toll and they dozed. When they woke, they realised the real reason why the wood of the seats was stained. The men had meant what they said about there being no stops and the girls had no choice but to lift themselves as best they could and try to avoid wetting the bit of the seat they were sitting on as, one by one, they gave in to the need to relieve themselves.
At long last however, they felt the van make several turns, grind uphill and then stop and wait while what sounded like heavy gates were opened. A few more yards and then it stopped and the doors were opened.
The acrid smell evaporated once the air got in and in no time the girls were unshackled and allowed out. They found themselves in a large compound, with a floor of compacted earth. It was surrounded by a double fence of high wire mesh topped with razor wire and barbed wire rolls. Between the rings of fencing they could see the sinister shapes of guard dogs slinking back and forth. Over on their right was what had once been a farm house but which had been much extended. Behind it was a complex of ugly metal buildings, like barns but bigger. And behind them were four low-roofed bungalows with barred windows and heavy metal doors. On their left were more similar bungalows but with less secure fittings. Beside them was a block of stables and from them came the sounds of activity drifting over on the evening air.
As they took all this in, a man came striding across from the main house. He was tall and well-built with solid shoulders and muscular arms beneath his rolled up sleeves. He carried a riding crop which he slapped against his right leg as he strode.
When he arrived in front of the four rather tired and bedraggled purchases it became immediately clear that this was the boss.
“My name is Scott Holroyd,” he told them. “You don’t have names any more, you’ll get your numbers in the morning. I’m the manager and trainer of the Proteus stable; the best damn stable in this country, and don’t you forget it! Now you’ll get a tour of everything before you’re put down for the night and in the morning we’ll process you,” he told them in a broad Yorkshire accent. “Bring them along!”
The two men who had delivered them grabbed two leashes apiece and dragged the girls off in the wake of Holroyd, while another man began to hose down the van’s interior. They started off in the direction of the house but Holroyd soon stopped and pointed with his crop towards the forbidding fences.
“Those aren’t for keeping you bitches in!” he said. “After a few weeks you won’t want to be anywhere else but here! That’s the beauty of you dumb clucks, you end up loving everything we do to you. No, those are for keeping out men who think that they might be able to get a quickie off you without paying for it! And the owners aren’t having that!” He turned to face them. “Anyone can do anything they like to you, and some of the things they’ll do, you can’t even imagine. But apart from me and my men; they pay! You might be slavesluts but you’re an investment and we will protect that investment. It’s the best protection you can hope for.” And he turned about and strode on. Anna followed as her leash was jerked. On the one hand it was a comfort to realise they had financial value – and in the van it turned out she had fetched nearly double what the others had – but she hadn’t liked the bit about things she couldn’t imagine. She already had a fair idea but was there even more? Her stomach lurched in a mixture of fear and anticipation.
Holroyd stopped again just in front of the main house and explained that it was the administrative centre for the stable and where he and his men lived. The actual arena that they would fight in as their home ground was some miles away on the outskirts of the nearest city.
“From time to time you’ll be brought over here for when we want a bit of entertainment after a hard day’s work,” he said. Then he took them past the metal buildings and explained that they were training arenas where they would practise if the weather was too bad outside.
“Don’t get me wrong! We’re not bothered about a bit of discomfort for you! Oh no, believe me we’re not. But if I think that keeping you outdoors might get you laid up and not able to earn for the stable, I’ll bring you in. That’s the only standard I work to, so get used to it!”
They were briefly shown the rooms where the gear was stored and shown the various whips they would use – and which would be used against them -  and the harnesses for the pony racing and chariot racing. Last of all they were shown the well oiled, single tail whips used for punishment and the whipping posts out on the compound were pointed out.
“I’ll not have a girl give less than every single ounce of effort she’s got for this team. Be told!” Holroyd barked.
The bungalows were the barracks, each one held about a hundred slaves and as they went past, the lights went out and men exited them, locking up behind them. These men came up to the party and exchanged shop talk about the doings of the squads of slaves kept in each bungalow. Anna couldn’t really concentrate however as, while they talked, the men took the opportunity to feel up the new recruits. Hands pawed at her breasts while their owners talked to Holroyd, fingers pinched her nipples and there was laughter as she gave half-cries, half-sighs of longing as the pain earthed itself at her belly. And then their hands were there, questing imperiously at her delta, demanding entry to her body. As soon as she felt hard fingers rasp against the softness of her inner thighs, she planted her feet well apart and just abandoned herself to the pleasures of the anonymous explorations inside her. Next to her Tracey’s warbling cries rang out as she came and the Asian girl gave surprisingly hoarse growls as she too climaxed and the strange girl gave soft mews. But Anna hung on grimly, she wanted as big an explosion as she could get.
“This the star then is it, Boss?” asked the man whose fingers were currently inside her. “Nice cunt on it, mind you she always looked like class when you saw her in the papers.”
Anna gasped as another man came up behind her and prodded her anus with a finger.
“Bit tight in this end though,” he said, screwing the finger around and pressing it forward at the same time until the sphincters reluctantly gave way and Anna felt both men’s fingers slide against each other on either side of the septum dividing her passages.
“Don’t fret, lad. I’ll get her started tomorrow,” Holroyd told him. “Now let me get on and you can have them in due course.” To Anna’s dismay, the fingers withdrew and she was left at the very edge of orgasm. It was a lesson she would remember – grasp whatever pleasure was on offer in the instant it was offered. A slave could never predict what might be coming her way next.
The tour went on as the dusk came down and a chill breeze began to blow down from the heathland that stretched up behind the compound. They were led across to the other side of it and shown that the other bungalows they had seen were where the playrooms were located, where members of the public, who could afford the prices, were allowed to hire the slaves by the hour after training. Each room was a veritable temple to the arts of sado-masochistic pleasure. There were benches and tables and racks and whipping posts in the centre of each room, all with straps and shackles aplenty, and on the walls were X crosses, racks of chains, clamps, dildos, pegs, whips, crops, canes and floggers. Anna remembered having had great sex laid on similar tables and benches while the men in question had been thrusting into her driving her to the climaxes which she realised were mere mole hills compared to the peaks of delight she could obtain now. But she clearly remembered the backdrop of smacks and thuds coming from other parts of the rooms and the tormented cries of the slavegirls that had fuelled their lust. 
To further sober her, Holroyd had opened up what looked like a medicine cupboard and revealed surgical implements like dilators, speculums and pinwheels, all cold, gleaming steel seemingly designed to contrast with the soft, vulnerable flesh of a restrained and trembling slavegirl.  
They were shown the punishment block finally. There were the inevitable whipping posts, stocks and frames but it was the cells that really made the girls whimper and determine never to find themselves put in there. 
They were located beneath the punishment block in what must have been an old cellar as the walls were of damp stone. Each poky cell had a heavy wooden yoke hanging from the ceiling by a chain. Another chain hung down from it and attached to that was another heavy wooden yoke. Holroyd opened one of the barred doors and demonstrated. He hauled down on the chain that supported the upper yoke and lifted it so that the contraption revealed that a girl could be hung from the top beam by the holes in it for her wrists and her ankles would be shackled to the lower one. Then, spread-eagled, she would be lifted up, the whole rig would swing back towards the back of the cell and she would be lowered. At the back of each cell was a stone lined pit.
“We lower her down and leave her for a bit,” Holroyd explained. “We feed her when we remember to and she can be hauled up just enough to be used now and then. But I’m afraid that sometimes we men get caught short...” he stopped and an evil smile spread over his craggy face. “But I think we’ve got a guest for you to look at, as it happens, and I can illustrate more clearly the delights of a stay in the pits!”
They were led along the passage in front of the grim cells until another man opened up a cell and they all trooped in. The new girls were pushed to the front and made to look into the pit. There was a blonde down there – or she had been blonde – now her hair was soaked and plastered in a wet mass to her head. She looked up as they stood over her, her eyes wide in supplication and attempted to plead but was prevented by the heavy tongue ring that clattered against her teeth as she tried to speak.
“Remind me what she’s in for,” Holroyd told the man who had opened up the cell for them.
“Lack of effort at the last games. She went down too early in the wrestling. Lost her heat in the pony racing and lost her log pull as well,” the man said reading off a sheet attached to a clipboard that hung outside the cell door. “Two weeks in solitary after a hundred lashes on the parade ground.”
Anna stared down at the wretch, aghast. The yoke lay across her shoulders with a semi circular cut out for the back of her head and her hands were clamped by the two parts of the yoke being bolted together at each end, trapping her wrists in the cut outs in each part.
“You fed her today?”  Holroyd asked.
The man gave a harsh laugh. “I gave her a length for breakfast an’ I’ll give her another tonight, then I’ll feed her a bit to keep her going.”
Holroyd pointed out to the horrified girls that the frame could be hauled up and swung near the front of the pit so that man standing at its edge could use the girl’s mouth. “And you can bet they give a damn good blow job in here!” he said. “Anything to get out! Now if you’ll excuse me ladies…” he fumbled his trousers open and with complete calmness pulled out a semi tumescent cock and urinated into the pit. Anna tried to look away but suddenly her neck was grabbed from behind.
“Oh no you don’t, my beauty!” came a harsh whisper from one of the guards. “You get a good long look! This is where you’ll be if you even think of slacking. Understand?”
Anna nodded vigorously. She understood perfectly. Holroyd shook his cock dry and put it away.
“And when you’re released,” he told his trembling audience, “you clean your pit out ready for the next bitch.”
Anna swore she would never, ever give them any excuse to put her in the pits.
Once back outside and free of the stench of the pits, they were shown the stable block.
“Now, on the other hand, this is what you can aspire to if you try hard and are a good girl. A really good girl! These are my best girls!” he told them and Anna was amazed at the obvious pride and emotion in his voice.
Of course Anna knew that each stable had its star performers and these were the ones who often went into the arenas for single combat events and who competed in the pony racing and chariot racing at the highest levels and who were the mainstays of the pursuit running events. They took the pivotal places in the chariot teams and were the ones who changed hands for staggering amounts on the rare occasions they did come onto the market. This was what Robyn had told her to aim for.
They were kept in stalls and were attended to by a small army of female grooms, most of whom she knew were actually fully paid employees and even some volunteers – some of them daughters of rich families who had been through the mucking out ponies stage and who had now graduated onto the joys of slave tending in the sexual hot-house of the arena stables. 
As Holroyd’s party entered, the slaves were being put to bed for the night and Anna watched how carefully each one was bedded down on her straw with a warm blanket over her. Of course she was chained but only by one ankle. There was a night soil bucket in one corner and beside each stall was a wardrobe which he showed them was full of each slave’s individual harness, the whips she fought with, the riding whip she raced under, her rosettes and photos of her with her masters in winners’ enclosures at various games around the world. Beside each stall was an individual diet sheet and on a brass plate on each stall door was her stable name. In contrast to everything else they had seen, the atmosphere in the stables was warm, with the grooms calling out and chatting to each other happily as they went about their business, cooing to their charges and stroking and fussing over them as they would over any other any other type of animal. And the slaves did look to be in magnificent condition with long, gleaming hair, superbly honed bodies and they were clearly highly prized, despite the recently applied welts that each bore.
At last they were taken to the holding cells which were in a lean-to off one of the barracks. They were Spartan and each cell had a solid door and stone walls, but at least they were clean and didn’t reek like the pits.
“In you go,” Holroyd said. “And tomorrow, we’ll ring you. Thank your lucky stars the owners of this stable don’t brand, they just stencil numbers on. They reckon it makes you more valuable when you’re sold on ‘cos the new owners haven’t got an old brand to get rid of.  Me, I don’t reckon it makes much difference and I’d brand you soon as look at you!” he finished with an evil grin as they were pushed into their cells for the night and the doors were slammed. But not Anna’s.
She was just looking around in the wake of her leash having been taken off and her wrists released, when Holroyd came in. His bulk almost shut out the light from the outside and Anna backed away suddenly alarmed. He barged forwards until her back was up against the rough stone of the wall and then he reached out and took her face between his huge thumb and forefinger, squeezing her cheeks and forcing her attention onto his face.
“The bosses think you might be worth what you cost. But me, I don’t like stuck up poncey Southerners at any time, let alone in my team, Lady Muck!” he spat out. “So just you make sure you try your guts out for my stable or I’ll hang you in a pit till you rot – and I don’t care how much you bloody cost!” He thrust her head back so it banged on the wall and stalked out. Anna stood where she was for a while, panting and with tears of fear blinding her before she groped her way to the narrow cot and sobbed herself to sleep, terrified of where she now found herself.
 
 
By the middle of the following morning she wore the thick tongue ring that nearly all arena slaves wore. It had been a largely painless procedure with a local anaesthetic used. But even so, having her mouth wrenched open and having to watch the punch gun brought slowly to rest around her outstretched tongue, held out by tongs and held steady by the threat of a month in the pits, was a memory that would stay with her for some time. They were put back into the holding cells for two more days until Holroyd was certain that everything was healing up alright. Then they were taken to the block where the playrooms were.
The four girls were lined up against one wall, nervously eyeing the elaborate equipment designed for the express purpose of testing a girl’s body to its limits. Holroyd came to stand in front of them, legs straddled and arms folded in what they  would come to recognise as his favourite pose.
“Up until a few months ago when the new chip came in, we’d start your training with several days at the whipping posts until you got fully acquainted with the lash, but now we bring you sluts in here and.....well you’ll see! You, Lady Muck! Over here and sit on the floor!”
Mentally resigning herself to the nickname, she did as she was told and he kicked her legs apart. One of the guards started to buckle soft leather restraints to her ankles, there was a rattle of chains and another man began to attach the ankle cuffs to them. At first she was just interested in what they were doing, for two days she had had nothing but masturbation to keep her going and now she was quite ready for anything any man wanted to do to her – or so she thought. She registered that the chains were anchored in the ceiling and began to be alarmed.
“Take her up!” Holroyd called, confirming her worst fears. Over at the far side of the room a man pushed a button on a control panel and suddenly motors whirred, the chains tightened and with a wail of despair, Anna was dragged across the floor and then up off it until she hung head down, her legs spread wide apart. 
“Don’t look so posh now, does she?” Holroyd said happily, coming to stand by her head which hung level with his crotch. “You, Sam! Get the fat blonde hung up too!”
Anna ‘s arms had been hanging down towards the floor but now her wrist cuffs were joined and then fastened to another chain which was anchored to the floor. She was stretched out upside down and could feel exactly how widely spread her legs were and how vulnerable her vulva was between her spread thighs. She was helpless to stop herself from trying to close her thighs and blushed with embarrassment as she heard Holroyd laugh.
“Oh no you don’t Milady! You’re hung up there to get your cunt whipped, good and proper!”
To Anna’s horrified, upside down gaze, Holroyd dangled the long, leather tails of a flogger before her face. Desperately she wriggled and thrashed in her chains, making them jangle and rattle.
“Christ! She does look beautiful like that,” another man said from behind her. The comment seemed to enrage Holroyd.
“Fuck that! She’s just a twat same as the others! Don’t you go getting all dewy eyed over having some bloody ex-model in here. She’ll earn her bloody keep or I’ll see she’s sold on so bloody fast her feet won’t touch the ground!”
“Okay, Boss!” the other man replied. “Don’t worry, she won’t get no special treatment from any of us – apart from specially hard!”
Holroyd allowed himself a wry laugh. “Aye! Well you can do that all you want so long as she isn’t damaged.” Then with no warning he struck.
The lashes fell fully along the slit of her sex and then down her buttock cleft to the coccyx and they bit cruelly at all the tender flesh they encountered. Given no warning, Anna screamed and writhed in her chains again. Holroyd gave her no time and struck down to right and left, scoring the soft skin of her inner thighs. Once more she heaved and screamed and jerked at her chains.
He bent down to look into her wide, frightened eyes. “Don’t fret. You’ll be coming after a few more of them,” he told her and went straight back to work.
After another three lashes that repeated the pattern of the first three, Anna was amazed that she was still conscious and unharmed, just stinging like mad at her groin, her anus and her thighs. Holroyd began again and just before she began screaming she heard Tracey begin a few feet to her left and together the girls filled the room with the jangling of chains and their screams as the whips smacked down onto them.
Holroyd stopped but the other man went on and as Anna hung panting she could hear the beating going on beside her. Holroyd’s grinning face swam into focus before her.
“Nice sound, isn’t it?” he said and then straightened up to strike again, and this time he kept on after the initial three strikes. Anna threw herself about in her bondage, her mind refusing to accept that she couldn’t escape the indignity of what was happening to her. But once Holroyd kept up the beating, she changed. Suddenly it wasn’t an indignity it was the most blatantly sexual thing she had ever experienced and immediately, under the heat and sting of the lash as it caressed her wide open sexflesh, she felt the heat of arousal and the whip’s pain was her friend. Holroyd would be getting a huge hard on from whipping her wide open cunt, and even he wouldn’t be able to resist her after this. She groaned in pleasure as an especially hard lash, delivered from a few inches further away let the ends of the tails bite at her anus and the next one hit her vagina.
“That’s better, you whore!” Holroyd told her and she realised that she had opened up at last and was helplessly responding to the lash once again. He stopped again briefly but only to take a bit of time to maul and squeeze her breasts before he went back to whipping her. And now Anna’s chains were no longer rattling in her attempts to escape, now she was writhing in the build-up to orgasm.
But Holroyd was ready for that.
He stopped the whip and instead as Anna watched him, the blood now pounding in her head, he opened his trousers and pulled out what she had so fervently hoped he would; a furiously aroused cock. So he wasn’t immune to her body! she told herself as he moved closer to her and aimed it at her lips. She watched the polished, gleaming purple dome come closer and closer. It was a big one, she couldn’t deny it. She let it touch her lips and by moving her head from side to side, caressed it with them before she opened up just enough for him to slide it between her carefully furled lips, but she made a wall of her tongue and flicked at his cock with her new ring, guiding it into the slit and tugging it along so he could feel the steel. She heard him give a sigh of pleasure and triumphantly she let him slide in until he was lodged at the back of her mouth. In this position she couldn’t stimulate the sensitive spot on the underside of the cock, so all she could do was open her throat, swallow him down and let him take his time. She was about to do that when she felt the handle of the whip lodge at her vaginal entrance and then slide down into her. She tried to cry out in delight but with her mouth stuffed with cock, nothing except a gagged moan came out. He chose that moment to ram himself home and plunge the whip haft downwards. Anna’s world exploded. She was totally at the mercy of a man who was penetrating her twice over and cared not a jot for how impossible it was for her to cope with the orgasm that now swamped her and to cope with his penetrations as well. All she could do was thrash about in her chains while coloured lights went off in her head and she swallowed and choked and gurgled around the erupting cock in her mouth while the whip reamed and ravished her. Then suddenly it was over and she hung, gasping and spitting and swallowing in the aftermath and when her eyes cleared the Asian girl was being pushed towards her. To Anna’s incredulity, the men had plans for more of this treatment. The Asian girl was positioned so that her groin was thrust directly into Anna’s hanging face, while her face was shoved down into Anna’s wrenched wide and flogged cunt. She felt the girl’s hands curl gently around her buttocks as she responded to the command to begin licking her cunt out. The very first touch to her sensitised clitoris brought Anna’s face up and into close contact with the dusky lipped vulva of the other girl. Thankful now for her earlier initiations into lesbian sex, Anna could relax and enjoy the scent and taste of the girl, rich and musky, her juices sliding smoothly over her questing tongue as she herself began to climb towards yet another explosive orgasm. When it hit, it arrived at about the same time the Asian girl climaxed and the bodies, locked in their vertical sixty-nine shook and writhed with passion as the men began to whip them both on their shuddering and trembling backs. Anna could hardly register what was happening as the result was so devastating that she was only able to scream her way from peak to peak of climax, snatching the occasional lick at the flooding cunt that ground itself shamelessly and urgently against her bruised lips, drenching her face in its outpourings. It was by far the strongest orgasm yet. Somehow the whips scalding and goading them on to perform for the men had served to take things up to a whole new level.
And when Anna and Tracey had been taken down, still shuddering and gasping, the other two girls were strung up and they were put through the whole process again. Anna found that staring down at the Asian girl as she hung with her legs pulled wide open was the most exciting thing she had ever done. Her eyes feasted on the twin creases of vulva and buttock between the shapely thighs and her hands gently explored the curves of the vulnerable buttocks themselves. Eagerly she awaited the order to begin licking the wide open cunt in front of her and also she longed to hear and feel the whip land on those buttocks and for it to sting the girl’s back so that her head was driven up into her own cunt.
They were half carried back to their cells when the men had finished with them, each girl being treated to a fuck over a whipping bench and then dragged out with no chance to recover. But the lesson was taken to heart by Anna. For some reason the whip and the pleasures of sex were now firmly joined in her mind – whether it was courtesy of the chip or her own innate masochism – it didn’t matter. It was very real for her, and she suspected for the others too, so maybe it was all down to the chip. But she couldn’t have cared less either way. She recognised that the men held the key to delivering the most ecstatic pleasure a girl could hope to experience and she knew now that the Proteus stable had acquired four new, adoring and loyal slavegirls.



Chapter Ten

 
Anna blinked blearily and woke up to the full horror of her predicament. Every muscle screamed its protest but almost no movement was possible and what little she was capable of only made the chains clink and echo. She was hung in the yokes in one of the pits.
Maybe today – if it was day at all, they would release her. She had no idea how long she had suffered there, nor how much longer she would have to. Despite her resolve never to be sent to the pits, she had landed there on the very first day she had been released from the holding cell.  
She had been taken to her assigned quarters at the end of the day’s training and had been led straight from her cell to the door and pushed in as the girls relaxed for an hour before lock down and after their evening meal. The long, low-ceilinged room, was lined with simple iron beds, there were toilets and showers at the end near where the door was and steam was billowing from them as Anna looked around her. It seemed to her as though there were hundreds of naked women all regarding her with cool interest. Not exactly with hostility but not exactly brimming over with good will either. 
She thought the only thing she could do was walk nervously along the lines of beds until she found one that had her number on it. She now bore the number 112 on the outside of her right thigh, on her stomach and across her shoulders. She found the bed which had the same number, but it had been scrawled across a hastily erased earlier number. On the next bed sat a black haired girl whose eyes were red from weeping and Anna realised what had happened. On some of the other beds, relaxation in the shape of passionate couplings was taking place, naked arms, legs and torsos entwined and writhed and no one took any notice at all. Clearly relationships among the slaves were tolerated and it looked as though she was replacing a slave that had been sold on and her lover was still missing her. 
Anna sat down on the bed, facing the girl and tried to smile. But with no warning at all the girl came up like a whirlwind, fists flailing and took Anna backwards, over the bed and onto the floor, then under the next bed as she tried to stem the furious tide of punching and clawing. Somehow she got a handful of hair and pulled the girl’s head back, then to the side and managed to wriggle out from beneath her then get on top. Just like back in the hotel room, her rage at the injustice and unfairness of it all was carrying her way beyond rational thought and lending her that same strength she had experienced before. She rolled on top of the screaming girl and began to rain punches down on her; girly, roundhouse ones but effective enough. Dimly she realised that they had rolled into the main aisle and every girl in the barrack was gathered around, shouting them on with wordless yells. The girl didn’t let the punches slow her however and reached up to grab Anna’s nipples and twist. Anna had never envisaged such a tactic and screamed in agony, then fatally reached up to loosen the grip the girl had. Immediately she was able to sit up and push Anna backwards with a strength that she was only later to realise the training would produce in her too, and once again Anna was underneath her opponent, who now brought a knee up between Anna’s wriggling and widespread thighs. She screamed and twisted but to her horror as she turned her back to try and get her knees under her, she felt the girl’s hand slide between her legs, the thumb tried to ram into her anus while the fingers slid easily up into her vagina. She catapulted herself forwards and rolled onto her back once more, glad that her anal virginity had saved her from the double penetration, then she bent her legs up and kicked out as the girl tried to swarm over her again. She took the kick full in the breasts and was thrown back, giving Anna time to get to her feet and dive onto her as she gasped in shocked pain. Anna grabbed the hair again and was about to piston down businesslike, damaging punches when the men burst in. CCTV cameras were in every corner of the barracks, she learned.
Panting and trembling in anger and exhaustion the two girls maintained their tableau as the others scattered to their beds and Holroyd stalked down the aisle, a grim smile on his face.
“Didn’t take you long, did it Milady?” he said sardonically and turned to one of the others. “Sling them both in the pits till further notice!”
 
Since then she had discovered that they were let out of the yokes for several hours a day to eat and to use the soil bucket but then they would be put back for agonising hours in the pit itself. Sometimes men would come and swing the beam that supported the chain, forwards and shorten it so that her head and shoulders were above the lip and at the front. Then they would wank, or have some of the girls they brought with them, wank them, until she was dripping in spunk. Then they would swing her back and leave her. Sometimes the girls they brought would squat in front of her, giving her a superb close up view of their cunts, making her moan in longing to taste them. Then they would drag up on their clitoral hoods and squirt their pee over her. And the men just relieved themselves over her whenever they felt like it.
And yet in the few hours when she wasn’t chained in the yoke frame, she masturbated without hesitation and without any shame at all. She really was becoming a creature of pure sex, and even degradation turned her on.
Her reflections were interrupted by the door opening and Holroyd’s bulky frame entering her cell. He hunkered down and she squinted up at him.
“I’ve watched the fight and you didn’t do badly, Lady Muck. That one you were up against can handle herself ok, but if we hadn’t got there when we did, I think you’d have given her a good spanking. ‘Course I had to keep discipline but I’m letting you both out now, we’ve got a games coming up in a few weeks and I want you fit and ready.”
He stood up and hauled on the chain until she hung clear of the lip of the pit and then swung the beam forward until she could be lowered to the ground. He unbolted the ends of both yokes and freed her then ordered her to kneel up. Anna hurriedly brushed her filthy hair back from her face, hoping against hope that the next order would be to suck his cock. She was ready, eager and would be grateful. She sighed with relief as she watched his hands open his trousers and pull out the handsome and rock hard cock that she had only once had the pleasure of servicing. She leaned forwards and opened her mouth wide to receive him in as gently as she could, letting him slide to the back of her mouth and remain there for a few seconds. She longed to be able to reach out and hold his thighs to steady herself and to allow her to move back and forth on his cock to give him all the pleasure she could, but she knew how filthy she was and resisted the temptation, just holding still and letting him make the next move. She was rewarded by the sound of latex gloves being snapped on and he deigned to clasp his hands in her hair to help her provide a good face fuck, without getting her filth on him. He thrust into her with brutal strength but she was ready and was able to swallow him; proud of how far she had come along in the arts of fellation. When she had been free, sucking a cock was simply to encourage one to provide her with more vaginal pleasure, but now it meant far more than that. It was the expression of how much she accepted a man’s mastery of her body, the primacy of his pleasure above hers. 
Anna Chatham, once model and socialite; now a naked, violated and filthy slave, gave her trainer a blow job that fetched roars of delight from him as he erupted in her throat and to her own astonishment as the thick ejaculate spurted smoothly into her, she came as well.
From that time on, it seemed as though she had passed some kind of test in Holroyd’s eyes. He was as hard on her as on all his girls, but the Lady Muck nickname was rarely used by him.
 
 
Clive Mostyn was aware that the Prime Minister rarely invited cabinet colleagues to his private country retreat and was honoured that he had been invited on this glorious late summer weekend. Dandy kept a fine stable of pony girls and the pleasure of bowling along around his extensive gardens behind the rolling buttocks of the ponies had to some extent dispelled the anxiety that he felt about why he had been invited. All had not gone to plan since that weekend at The Lodge and now they needed to adjust their strategy. 
It was mid-morning on a Saturday and the sun was already warm as the two traps rumbled along on the tarmac paths that threaded the grounds, they trotted through the patches of shade shed by giant cedars and Wellingtonian pines that dotted the immaculate lawns. The grass was being rolled by a heavy roller, drawn by a team of four girls with their arms spread and tied to a long yoke. A gardener came behind with his whip and faintly his cries of encouragement and the crack of the lash drifted over as a gentle breeze stirred the air. They had come down from town late the previous night and Dandy had said that they would address business issues in the morning and instead they had enjoyed a leisurely supper before each picking a girl to take to bed. Idly Clive wondered if anyone had been up to his room to untie the girl he had left tied spreadeagled to his bed. She had lain there all night and provided a comfortable combination of pillow and instant fuck during the hours of darkness. When the maid had brought his tea in the morning, she had also provided the pleasant service of licking his balls while he had slowly and sleepily fucked the maid whilst lying on top of her. The new chip had rendered pretty well all slaves as eagerly compliant as his own Kath – who was now undergoing tests involving a new generation of chip, at some lab, somewhere or other.
At last Dandy steered back towards the house and Clive followed. They arrived at a stone terrace that ran across the front of the old house. The ponies were halted, already sweating and slavering around their bits, trails of saliva hanging down onto their bound and gleaming breasts. Their reins were passed over their heads and tied to the stone balustrade at the front of the terrace and the men went up the shallow steps and took seats at a small table just outside the French windows that led into the morning room. Another maid was waiting to serve them coffee. Like other ones that Dandy had purchased for domestic service they wore the silver torc, but his maids  also wore the briefest of black pinafore dresses, trimmed with white lace and with bodices that left their shoulders and most of their breasts naked, and flouncy skirts that finished barely below crotch level. It was a similar costume to the traditional French maid’s uniform and Clive agreed with Dandy that it was suitable apparel for a domestic slave to wear.
“Of course, it’s only since that bloody marvellous chip was brought in, old boy, that you can equip your house in complete confidence with any piece that catches your eye!” he had told Clive on many occasions recently, and it had certainly revolutionised the whole process of slave owning in a few short months. Dandy himself had gone on a spending spree – admitting to his parliamentary allowance of two slaves, but in fact employing a discreet army of accountants to claim for about twenty, as far as Clive could make out. Still the old boy was standing down soon and it wouldn’t matter too much. But it was the succession that concerned both men as they took their seats and Clive summoned the maid to come and stand beside him so he could toy with her buttocks, thighs and cunt while he listened to Dandy, who had got up and was striding up and down the terrace.
“We got our timing all to cock!” he was saying. “And Andrews outflanked us, Clive, old thing! Outflanked us!”
He had done that alright, and no one knew it better than Clive. Andrews had speared him on prime time TV. The plan had been to release the chip under the auspices of the Home Office so that Clive would take all the credit. That had gone to plan; the revenues from the sale of slaves who were now being rounded up in ever-increasing numbers and made ‘useful’ had made a significant impact on the country’s economy, while pacifying still further the inner cities. The remedial prisons had been shut down with further savings and the improved performance of slavegirls had led to increased demand and soaring downloads from arena websites – again the government had taken a small but significant tax income. Clive Mostyn’s popularity had skyrocketed.
But it looked now as though they had moved too soon. Dandy had announced his intention to resign some months later, mid-term, and the tedious procedures to select a new party leader and thus Prime Minister had only just begun to kick in. In the meantime Andrews had used the opportunity to alter his stance on slave owning and the arenas. On a Friday night politics show, it had been Clive and Dandy’s intention to announce a Games, sponsored by the party, at the Northern Stars arena, at which Clive’s team; the Proteus stable, the nearest to his constituency, would take on that stable, which was closest to Andrews’ constituency. The intention had been to strengthen the Proteans to make them unbeatable. They had hoped that he would have no choice but to accept the challenge. Instead he had revealed how he had used his worldwide connections developed through being Foreign Secretary by refusing the challenge but instead had announced that from his own purse he would be paying to hold a Games in Wales a couple of weeks earlier and that free tickets were now available. He sincerely regretted not being able to change his plans this late on, he said, but felt the public would appreciate his desire to welcome them to a Games that would not cost the tax-payer a single penny and which would usher in his campaign to lead them to a great and affluent future. He was bringing to these shores, he said, for the very first time one of the most famous teams in the world, one of the original stables that had pioneered the whole movement. He was bringing Conor Brien’s legendary Blues to take on the Red Dragons.
“The only thing we can do is announce that the Games we’re holding at the Northern Stars is entirely at your own expense of course!” Dandy said, making Clive choke and have to interrupt his exploration of the maid’s beautifully welcoming vagina.
“Oh, don’t worry, old boy!” Dandy said, turning at the sound of Clive’s distress. “Andrews will have gone deep in hock to Conor Brien and his cronies, believe me. They’ll get their payday if he wins the election. No, we’ll pull in all our contacts in the arenas too and get contributions, they want you as Prime Minister, lad! They want the certainty of your continuing loyalty to the arenas and to slave owning. Andrews may look like he’s a convert but my guess is he’ll bankrupt the country if he has to, in order to get out of debt to Brien and then he’ll start rowing back on all our legislation. We can put together a consortium that will accept your pledge to continue the good work you’ve started as collateral.”
Clive pondered for a moment. “We’ll have to put out a press release saying that it was a misunderstanding that I had any party backing for the Games. And it’ll lose some perceived value by being just a normal games, rather than a direct head-to-head between a team supported by Andrews and a team supported by me. And we’ve still got the problem of how we engineer a public defeat of Andrews prior to the parliamentary party elections. That was going to be the big play!” His dreams of accepting the rapturous applause of an arena crowd had evaporated under the merciless studio lights a week ago.
“I’ve been giving that some thought. Andrews’ Games are a fortnight before ours and we’re smack in the middle of his home territory so he won’t like having your grinning face on a million posters across Manchester, he’ll have to try and nullify any effect they may have. I think we bring it down to one climactic event at the end of our Games. He’ll have plenty of time, starting now, to put a team together so if we challenge him pretty soon and he ducks out he’ll lose too much face. We’ve got to tempt him out. We just need some sort of all-out, one-off contest at the end of the show between the best girls we can lay our hands on and the best he can get – and we’ll have to make sure ours are better! Then at the critical time, just before the MPs vote, you’ll emerge as the people’s champion; just as we originally planned.”
Clive thought hard, his hand squeezing and stroking the smooth buttocks and thighs of the maid who stood patiently beside him.  He was pretty sure the Proteus stable versus the Stars would be good value, even if they weren’t sponsored politically. But by the time a show ended the audience would have witnessed chariot racing, hard and bloody battles with whips, staves and nets on the arena floor, group against group and individual duels. They would have seen the entire stables sweating under their master’s lashes at the mass log pulls. They would have been able to get close to the combatants at the wrestling and boxing battles in the pens. They would have been able to follow their fancies in the pony racing and the dressage. And then there would be the finale, the whole of both stables thrown into the arena to fight themselves to a standstill before the guards from both teams and some spectators who had got lucky with their ticket numbers, would be let loose to finish them off in a fuckfest of epic proportions.
What more could they offer?
His brow cleared as an idea struck him. It was new – and therefore news-worthy! – it was different and could be tacked on to the end of a Games, making the third day go on into the evening. Well there was no harm in that – it would increase the crowd’s appreciation of what they were getting for free!
“Demolition Derby!” he said and sat back and waited for Dandy to weigh it up. The Prime Minister stopped and for a long moment stood still, then slowly spun on his heel.
“Perfect! It can be an entirely self-contained event! Right! We need to call a meeting of all our backers and tell them they’re going to have dig into their pockets a bit but we can still deliver! And what’s more I’ll make the final day of the Games an official bank holiday. That’s a trick that Andrews can’t pull until he can win the MPs over to his side and get elected. And we’ve got to see he never does!”
 
 
Conor Brien pulled his sun hat a little lower as he leaned on his stick and watched the punishments continue. The T shaped whipping posts stood in a long line across the centre of the training ground. Beyond them the shadowed bulk of his arena loomed. The sun was setting and another day was drawing to a close, the long shadows cast by the flagellators and their writhing victims wriggled across the hard earth and flickered across the faces of the watching slaves, lined up in ranks, legs apart and hands behind backs in the ‘stand-easy’ position. The girls at the posts had earned their stripes by various misdeeds and slacking across the day. But today was the last day before the pre-games regime set in and a uniform thirty lashes for each girl had been decreed for quickness and ease of administering. Once sentence was complete he would address them.
“Twenty-nine!” came the cry from Jan, the head trainer as the naked bodies jerked once again under the heavy tails of the punishment whips smacking across their backs.
“Thirty!” The girls’ bodies hung inert once the final lashes were administered and the training ground was silent apart from the gasps and moans from the whipping posts and the occasional shuffle of a foot from the watching slaves. Men began to go from post to post releasing the girls and sending them back to the ranks. They were well-trained to the lash but walked stiffly and in obvious discomfort. They were well-used to the sexual pleasure they could glean from the lashes of their masters when they were wielded for pleasure, but were also well aware of failing to please. It was a rash slavegirl who dared to allow herself to enjoy her masters’ displeasure.
Conor moved with painful slowness to stand in front of the ranks.
“In two weeks we’re going into battle!” he told them. Immediately there was a stir. All the slaves knew that this was where they belonged. There would be intensity of experience and sensuality beyond anything else. They would be the objects of veneration by their fans, they would see themselves suffering and triumphing on the giant screens. They would give their all to try and win for their owner and please him. There would be people wanting to hire them out in dungeons and playrooms for pure sex and delicious pain. For three glorious days they would compete until they could hardly stand and then, when they knew they could take no more, their masters would ensure there would be yet more sex and submission and they would have to take it all. It was what they lived for.
“I want the very best from every single one of you! I always do, but the next three months and the next two fixtures are the most important this stable has lived through since I founded it! Win or lose I expect the very best from you…and by God I’ll make any girl who doesn’t give me her best, wish she had never been born!”
Then he turned and hobbled away, his leg hurting worse than ever and a tightness in his chest that was beginning to bother him.
Behind him, the squad was being dismissed and herded back to their various barracks. They would be chained down at lights out from now on until the Games. They had to be sharp and hungry for sex in all its possible forms.
Conor took his seat in the golf buggy he used to get around the estate these days and waited for Jan to drive him back up to his villa.
The big man climbed in and started the vehicle up.
“I don’t like this, Boss. Throwing a show goes against the grain,” he said quietly as they bumped off back across the training ground. In two weeks they were going up against the Bakhtar stable and that was a normal fixture, but Conor had just come back from a meeting with Phil Andrews, the Foreign Secretary of His Majesty’s Government at which plans had been drawn up for them to compete against the Dragons – on UK soil for the first time ever.
“Sometimes you just have to take one step back to take three forwards. Andrews needs a big spectacle and he needs the home team to win.” Conor gave a mirthless laugh. “I understand he thinks he can pay me off just with money if he wins the leadership elections. But we’ll want a whole lot more than that Jan. But by the time he finds out what we do want, it’ll be too late!”
The recording, made when he thought he was off the record, of Andrews asking for the Blues to lose to the Dragons was lodged safely with Conor’s lawyers. Andrews had yet to learn how fast and furiously a crowd could turn on someone who cheated them. But it was a lesson he would learn if he drove Conor to it.
“And what if we do throw this show so that the home team wins but he still loses the election?”
“We’ll have got our foot back in the door of the dear old UK! If Andrews loses then Mostyn wins and he’s no fool. If he gets there it’ll be because of the help he’s had from the other arenas and the Blues are still one of the top stables so he can’t leave us out of his reckoning, even if we didn’t back him. He’ll need to keep the crowds fed with Games from now on, so he’ll need us. Andrews is best for us because we can control him, but Mostyn’s not bad either.”
Jan sighed. “Okay, but I won’t like having to dope our own girls.”
“No, I understand that. But trust me, it’ll be worth it.”
And then there was plan B, Conor thought. First get a foothold in the country with some past financial irregularities swept under ministerial carpets and then get some big players under his thumb as the arenas became an ever-more important part of UK life and then he would be able to get hold of her and control her. 
And this time no one would steal her away from him!
Back in his office, Conor stretched out in his chair behind his desk and closed his eyes as he reviewed his plans. He had sent the household girl who served as his body slave these days, away. Even blow jobs had been losing their appeal just recently. It was as if all his life was focussing down on this one project. Nothing else seemed to matter. Even his beloved Blues losing a show. He had been slowly working towards this for years and everything was finally falling into place. He was manoeuvring into a win-win position. A stab of pain made him wince. He would call the quack up from the village the next morning, he decided and reached down to pull a bottle of whiskey out of a drawer and pour a large measure. Then he reached across his desk and pulled a photograph towards him. It was of a blonde woman on the floor of an arena. She was naked but carried a small shield in one hand and in her other hand a whip. The photograph had caught her in the act of having delivered a backhand lash to her invisible opponent. The effect was to have given her the chest-out pose of a matador as her whip arm was down and slightly behind her, making her magnificent breasts jut forwards. Her long thighs were smoothly powerful and her thick blonde hair swirled about her face and shoulders. Her body was liberally striped with welts, some of which dived along her inner thighs, just below her vulva. But her blazing blue eyes were fixed only on one thing; the defeat of her opponent. Conor was pretty sure he could remember the show the photograph had been taken at and that the lash she had just delivered had been the coup de grace cracking home straight across her opponent’s breasts and bringing her down – for the first time.
Conor grinned at the image as he took a sip of whiskey. Blondie had known how to play them! he reflected. She wouldn’t let a girl get away with just going down the once. She drew it out, never going in for the kill until the crowd was ecstatic as her victim staggered and flinched under the lash time and again but was never given enough excuse to go down. She would let them stage little rallies and let them think they could make a comeback, and then she would really get serious and take them down again. And again.
Blondie had been the Queen of the Arenas.
But she had been stolen from him. He had made her and then Carlo had stolen her. His own bloody trainer had betrayed him!
The power of the bitterness and fury he felt, even all these years later took his breath away and he had to sit back for a moment and recover. Then he sat forwards again and looked at the framed photos that were hung on the room’s walls. Many were of the same blonde – Blondie herself, the undefeated, the legendary gladiator, now living in retirement – Conor’s lips curled into a nasty smile. Well he was about to blow her cosy little world apart! If revenge was a dish best served cold, then this morsel was coming straight out of the deep freeze!
He took another swig of whiskey and debated whether or not he needed a session with a compliant slavegirl and some of the long needles he favoured inserting these days as late night relaxation. But something drew him back to the pictures on the walls and he picked up a remote and flicked it at one. It was a small hologram and the figure within the frame began to whirl and flick with her whip in 3D as the sound of the arena crowd filled the room. It wasn’t Blondie, it was Snake, the slave who had borne the most outrageous of tattoos, consisting of snakes boiling up out of her vulva and across her stomach with a snake’s head taking up the whole of her left breast. Blondie had been stolen from him before hologram technology was available, but as he watched the pre-recorded sequence, Snake went down to a scything lash that caught her behind her knees. She reached up an arm in supplication to her Owner, begging him to end the contest. Conor remembered the day well, he put down the glass of whiskey and reached out his arm with the thumb pointing down, just as a small image of himself did the same in the hologram. The camera swung back to the arena floor as Snake had to stagger back to her feet and go back into battle. She was hopelessly outclassed and she had known it, she was well past her best but Conor had wanted her to go out in a blaze of glory. It was a studded whip duel and Snake was shipping serious punishment from her younger and fitter opponent. He watched as the blood began to run and she went down again and he refused her permission to submit, making her climb groggily to her feet again. He felt his cock unfurl as he watched how impassively she took her condemnation to more pain and struggled on. He recalled the frenzied orgies that had taken place on the terraces as the contest that wasn’t one any more, went on and on as he refused to allow her to submit and Snake had tottered to her feet again and again and the crowds had cheered him on for his cruelty. He also remembered how, when she had finally been dragged off the arena floor behind a cart, he had found her in the medical room. The look of pure gratitude that she had given him came from the depths of her masochistic soul. He had sold her the next day. Her value had gone way up because of the brave way she had faced her final defeat in the arenas. She was now famous as durable whipping stock in a French castle that charged the very rich handsomely for the use of its dungeons. He had stopped off and flogged her for old times’ sake only a few months back when he was passing through.
And that’s how Blondie should have ended too! She should have gone on serving in his stable until he was good and ready to let her go! 
He slammed his glass down and let his heart rate calm again. Then, slowly he got to his feet and went over to his safe, he dialled in the various codes and took out a simple box file, it was labelled with a single word – a name. He returned to his seat and draining his glass he regarded it for a moment. Then he opened it and began to look through its contents slowly and carefully, savouring the greatest, the most complicated piece of manipulation anyone in the arenas had ever attempted. Only he, the great Conor Brien, could have pulled so many strings and made so many little people jump to his invisible and inaudible commands. He spent the longest time just looking at a picture of a beautiful girl.
He looked at it until his vision clouded and he could see no more.
 



Chapter Eleven

 
Day after day, Anna trailed back to the barracks, exhausted, frequently scourged almost to the point where her skin was breaking, but feeling as though she was learning a trade and getting good at it. She put in hour after hour of choreographed feinting and parrying with the small shield and whip she would carry into melees. She toiled with the others under the lash as the whole squad hauled a telegraph pole up and down the training ground. She learned how to take a fall without hurting herself and learned the various wrestling holds. She had been fitted up for her boxing corset as well as one she wore for service in the playrooms. The boxing one had wicked little tines sewn into the inside so an opponent’s weighted fist brought explosions of pain that at first had taken her breath away, but when she found that the men liked to fuck well-marked girls at the end of a day’s training, she found that the pain simply triggered arousal and she was able to cope with it perfectly well. The pleasure she took in landing blows with her own weighted fists was another revelation to her, and her long reach made her good at it.
On the other hand her long legs made her unsuitable for chariot racing where a more sturdy build than hers was needed, likewise she was too big for dressage. But for single pony racing her build was ideal and the look of surprised pleasure on Scott Holroyd’s face at the time she clocked when he first made her race around the perimeter of the training ground stayed with her for a long time. That also meant she was singled out for pursuit running and in her first games would take to the arena completely on her own. 
Her fellow slaves in the barracks had calmed down quite quickly after her return from the pits, and accepted her. She had no steady lover but gladly shared her bed overnight with whoever wanted to climb in. At first there was some friction due to the guards, fascinated by her celebrity, stopping off virtually every hour in the evenings and bending her over the foot of her bed and fucking her. But as the attraction had faded and she had become just one of the squad, that resentment had faded too.
Her growing admiration for the organisation of the stable had been fuelled by watching how the others she had been bought with fared. Poor Tracey suffered terribly to start with. She was overweight and the men put her on a brutal regime to cure her of that. From the corner of her eye during the days, Anna would see her staggering along outside the fence, driven on by relentless whipping – sometimes from two men – dragging behind her a net full of heavy rocks. At other times she could be seen struggling over the assault course and wallowing in the muddy parts as she tried to drag herself and her load free of the clinging ooze. The thick mud dripped from her breasts, hair and thighs as she waded waist deep under the unrelenting lashes. On good days she would just be run across country, shepherded by a man on horseback until she collapsed back on the training ground at Holroyd’s feet. Sometimes she had the energy to drag herself to his feet and kiss his shoes, wordlessly begging for mercy. But mostly she was just dragged away to one of the holding cells, until the next day when she would face the lash and the torments all over again.
But slowly a transformation had taken place. She wouldn’t be fully ready for this upcoming show, Anna heard the guards say, but she would make a good, solid whip dueller, log puller, chariot racer and probably a good wrestler too – eventually. And Anna could see it. She was shedding the pounds and a new girl was emerging, sleek and tough, but big breasted and still with womanly curves at hip and buttock. Somehow the men at the auction had seen the butterfly lurking within the caterpillar and had brought it out by simple but brutally efficient means. The day that Tracey at last joined the rest of the squad for training, she flashed Anna a smile of purest pride and ran her hands down over her newly smooth, sleek flanks.
Meanwhile the slender Asian girl had proved to be amazingly wiry and had made an impact at wrestling and boxing by being nimble and fast as well as strong, but principally she was to be employed as a dressage pony, where her neat frame and keen obedience made her ideal. Again, Anna was lost in admiration for the men who could assess female flesh so accurately.
The only rough patch for her since leaving the pits had been her anus. Any arena slave needed to be ‘three hole competent’ as Holroyd put it and Anna had never allowed anyone or anything up her back passage as a free woman. The whole idea had appalled her, even though she knew that most of her friends ‘took it up the arse’. Now, however, she was naked and legally owned and had no rights to her own body so it came as no surprise that after breakfast each day, she was made to bend over in front of all the others in her barracks and accept a butt plug. She had no choice but to wear it until the evening as two thin chains came off it; front and back, and these clipped onto a waist chain so there was no way it could be expelled by the day’s exertions.
As the days went on the plugs became bigger and bigger, until a day came when there was no plug but Holroyd put her into a wrestling ring with the girl she had fought with on her first day. This time the girl was able to put a full crotch hold on her; thumb in the arse and fingers in the vagina, if the hold was put on from the back, fingers in the arse and thumb in the vagina if it was put on from the front. Then the recipient was thrust up into the air and Anna screamed as her whole weight came down onto her two holes and then the girl clenched her fingers together and snatched them away. The floor of the ring came up to hit Anna like a sledgehammer as she instinctively clasped her hands at her groin and forgot to fall properly. It took her several more bouts before she was able to cope with receiving the ultimate girl-wrestling throw and finally put it on her opponent. The sense of triumph that she felt as she held another girl aloft, her fingers and thumb gripping the septum between rectum and vagina as she prepared to snatch her hand away and leave her to fall, was like nothing she had ever felt before. She hadn’t come at the time but in the barracks afterwards she had been insatiable.
At the end of each day, before they were allowed off the training ground, several girls were found to have been hanging back and not giving their all. Anna and all the girls knew that the charges were almost always trumped up. None of the girls wanted to give anything but their all. However, it was necessary that the stable drive home the lesson of complete ownership. Fairness didn’t come into it. They were property and had no say in how or why they were put to the whip – or in this case, the cane. Various girls’ numbers were called and the victims had to step to the front, turn their back to their sisters and bend over until they were gripping their ankles. Then a guard would step forwards with the dreaded cane and deliver however many strokes Holroyd decreed. The vicious swish and crack of the beating at first made Anna’s eyes water in sympathy, but as she became used to the harshness of her new life, she found herself straining to see how the girls’ buttocks swayed and rippled under the strokes. And she found the complete exposure of a girl’s genitals between her stretched taut thighs, very exciting. Inevitably she got her fair share and found to her relief that being bent over so submissively in front of the men and her sister-slaves, made the chip kick in with full force and she couldn’t rest until she had found a girl back in the barracks who would lick her out and finish what ten or fifteen with the cane had started. She had come a long way since Mercy had first caned her.
There was absolutely no contact with the outside world and with no speech either, Anna quickly fell into step with a world where her body was all that mattered and her mind virtually shut down except to register the full blast of the new orgasms, which she achieved daily, and revel in them. Sometimes some of the girls would be summoned in the evenings by a guard and taken to the main house where they would be fitted with stockings, high-heeled court shoes and a tightly boned corset. Then they would be taken across to one or other of the playrooms at the end of a leash clipped to their tongue rings. Anna was rather annoyed that by the time she was transported for her first show, she had yet to experience most of the racks and clamps and the more unusual items of equipment. It seemed that she got young lads who had saved up for weeks just to hire Anna Chatham for a shag. Usually it took four or five of them to afford her and although she was glad to service them in all three of her holes and she orgasmed freely, she wanted to be tested much more severely and they often seemed almost overcome at the thought of taking a whip to her. Sometimes it needed a guard to encourage them on to beat her.
So when Holroyd announced a pre-show lock down, which involved all the girls having their hands chained to their bedheads each night and guards supervising them every minute of every day to ensure there was no sex; she felt that she was ready. At a real Games she would be fully tested as the arena slave she now felt she was.
Eventually, one morning, two large trucks and a big horsebox pulled into the compound and from the bright-eyed look of her more experienced companions, Anna knew they were on their way to an arena at last. Each vehicle bore huge graphic depictions of a naked girl in the red and yellow chequered armbands of the Proteus stable.  
They were lined up in their barracks, their hands were cuffed and clipped together behind them and a leather anklet was buckled onto each girl’s left ankle. A chain was looped through the steel ring on each anklet and on the command the long coffle shuffled and rattled its way out, up the ramp of one of the trucks and then they were made to sit on a long bench that ran down one side of the vehicle. Several of the guards made their way along the line leaning over each girl and clipping her cuffs to rings set behind them. Anna deliberately held her head high as a guard leaned over her. She could see the bulge in his jeans and as he leaned close to her she inhaled the scent of maleness from his body and dreamed of the carnal excesses that lay ahead of her. 
 
 
Mark Cavanagh ran his hands through his hair and stared grimly at the folder on the desk before him. It had been three weeks since he had come into this very office one morning and found his friend and mentor of more than twenty years slumped across the desk with this file in his lifeless hands. 
Conor Brien’s affairs had been labyrinthine. Mark thought he had known most of what he had been doing but it turned out he hadn’t known a tenth of the number of pies Conor had fingers in and it had taken an almost constant round of visits from lawyers and accountants for three weeks before he had begun to get a handle on things. In the meantime, Jan had taken the stable to Bahktar and won. Now the show back in Britain was looming large and he had been involved in the negotiations about that and knew they had to lose to the Dragons but had to make it look good. The payoff would be worth the temporary setback. He was okay with that and knew what Conor had intended and knew where the damning recording was held.
But now there was this file.
For once it wasn’t about corporate finance or the out and out financial piracy that was Conor’s normal method of operating. This concerned a girl and went much deeper. So much deeper that Mark hadn’t got a clue where to start or whether he ought to start at all. The file had been labelled with a girl’s name; ‘Anna’. Just the one word. It had seemed so simple compared to all the other things Mark had had to sort out that he had passed it over until now.
And now he felt as if a parcel bomb had just gone off in his face. The papers, certificates, hand written notes and letters, copies of e mails had built up a picture of an almost demented pursuit of revenge, and caught in the middle of it, right at the eye of the storm, was a girl.
Mark had dealt with submissive women and girls most of his life. He had traded them, trained them and played with them, but never had he formed any lasting relationship with any of them. Never had he felt empathy or sympathy with a single one of them.
Now he did. But he was rapidly coming to the conclusion that all he could do was watch and see how things panned out in the coming few weeks, it was too late to do much more than that. He would watch very closely though. 
 
 
The seats around the slave pens at the East Angels’ arena rose in steep terraces on all four sides of each caged enclosure. There were eight pens in all and in each one of them a contest between slavegirls was underway. The noise from the crowds was almost at the pain threshold as they screamed encouragement. They would prefer the home team to win but ultimately all they wanted was a cruelly erotic and prolonged struggle.
In Anna’s ears the sound just merged into one huge roar that seemed to vibrate right inside her and send thrills of excitement coursing through her. The girl in front of her, now backing up against the mesh of the cage, was gorgeous. She was a blonde and the leather corset she wore nipped in her waist and set off her graceful hips. Her breasts were deliciously smooth, pale mounds, lovingly clasped by the corset’s cups, rippling liquidly as she moved. And Anna knew, without any undue conceit, that she too looked just as good. She risked a glance down at her own breasts, nestling against the wicked studs of the wonderfully evil garment.
She flexed her fingers around the long weights that were embedded in Velcro straps that encircled her fists and moved forwards again. She could see the fear in the blonde’s eyes. Their bout had only just started but Anna had got the best blows in, swinging punches that had thumped into the girl’s sides. The weights made the punches slow but solid, so the crowd could savour them better.
Thanking Holroyd for the long hours in the gym and out on the training ground, Anna let fly with a left right combination – her fists pistoning out straight ahead despite the weights. They got through the girl’s guard, the left took her in the midriff and the right landed square on the girl’s right breast. Anna watched her eyes flicker as she absorbed the pain and turned it into a kind of agonised pleasure that was just as dangerously debilitating when it came to winning or losing. Anna’s own eyes flicked up to the giant monitor screen that hung over the cage. In slow motion she watched the girl’s breast flatten and wobble back into shape.
Then she had to deal with a flurry of attempted punches aimed at her own breasts but fended them off and dug in a couple more stomach punches. There were studs there too and the girl doubled over and half turned away. Anna opened her right hand and delivered a heavy spank to the ripe, smooth buttocks, divided only by the strip of leather that went between her legs and which held the studded thong in place over her vulva. The crowd laughed and cheered as the girl straightened up and spun round, humiliated fury in her eyes, and she came for Anna swinging wildly. Anna had no choice but to play safe and back off, elbows held in, forearms up – as she had been trained to; guarding her front. And inevitably anger let the girl down. For a second she had both arms low and wide as she tried to punch through Anna’s guard and Anna pounced. This time she got both breasts with wicked jabs and the girl staggered and reeled away, her legs straddling as she tried to cope with the pain and pleasure. Anna moved in again and went for the uppercut between the legs. It landed solidly and there was a delighted ‘Oooooh!’ from the crowd. The girl doubled over again and turned away. This time Anna didn’t bother with a spank, she followed, waiting for the legs to part again. And sure enough they did. Anna pounced from behind, aiming for the pouch of the sex from between the buttocks. The girl screamed and fell forwards, up against the mesh, her arms raised and her hands holding the wire to keep herself upright. Staying up was all she could do now. To go down too quickly was the ultimate sin a girl could commit in the arenas. The show was what mattered, and losing too easily would see the culprit voted a heavy tariff by the crowd. Each evening of a Games, punishments at the whipping posts would be handed out to the losers of the day’s contests. A good, brave loser could get the crowd to turn their thumbs up at only ten or fifteen lashes. A girl who went down and stayed down early on could wait till the tally had reached twenty or thirty lashes before she got the thumbs up.
Anna’s opponent looked back at her over her shoulder, her eyes wide and expectant. Anna marched in and delivered another blow up between her legs, her fist sinking slightly into the soft flesh. The girl went up onto tip toes and shrieked but Anna saw the shudder run through her and knew she had had a small orgasm. But somehow she hung on and managed to turn around so that at least she was presenting more than one target to Anna, who was almost out of her mind in the noise and excitement. Her own labia had peeled open and she could feel her own studs digging into them as they engorged – and they engorged all the more because of it. Without thinking she threw a left to the breasts, followed up with a right to the stomach and then brought her left back up between the spread and trembling thighs.
The girl went down immediately, writhing erotically, and the referee – who was only there in case either girl tried to throw a head punch, which was forbidden, opened the door and stepped in to hold Anna’s hand up. Then one of her guards came in, clipped her cuffs on and put them behind her back, then attached her tongue lead and led her out. Another guard threw cold water over the defeated girl and started dragging her out by her ankles. As she was led away, Anna looked up at the seats around the cages. She could see women with their shirts and blouses torn open, or T shirts yanked up, their breasts being mauled by hands, sometimes their own she realised. Some were being taken from behind as they bent over the seats in front, some were on their knees and reaping the rewards of the excitement that she had helped cause. From the other cages came thumps and cries and groans as the second afternoon of the Games was in full swing. Then she had to stand still and with her legs apart for a moment or two while people – of both sexes – who had paid for the privilege, wiped cloths over her breasts and between her thighs, gathering her sweat and scent for savouring later. Her studded thong, unwashed and straight from her body would be sold on the internet.
She was led along a Perspex tunnel between banks of seats and then underneath them until they reached the Proteus team’s dressing room. Inside was the controlled chaos that Anna was beginning to realise was the normal state for a team in the middle of a show.
They had arrived in East Anglia, the guards had told them that much, by mid afternoon on the day they had left their base. They had heard cars tooting their horns in support as the trucks had gone up the motorways and they had been unloaded at the East Angels’ arena in time to be put in their quarters and to rest for a while before taking part in the opening parade in the evening. For the first time, Anna had seen the people who actually owned the Proteus stable, there were four of them. Three men and one woman, they stood on an open cart and were hauled into the arena by their slaves. Anna recognised the woman as the one who had spoken to her at the auction. They smiled and waved as the slaves were lashed onwards dragging the heavy cart over the hard earth. The noise and excitement that came from the crowds as over two hundred naked slaves toiled into the arena, with the whips cracking and smacking, connected directly to Anna’s sex and as she was leaning forwards, dragging on her rope, her face was close to rear of the girl in front – and she could smell that she wasn’t alone in being aroused by her humiliation.
The first day had been taken up with various combinations of girls battling out on the arena floor. The stars had been in action too with studded whips. The first chariot heats had been run and in the afternoon the mass log pull had taken place. In the evening, Anna Chatham had been hired out and for the first time began to experience the full range of dungeon equipment. The pinwheels run over recently flogged flesh were a revelation, the screw clamps on her nipples and labia drove her to squirt time and again. And when she was finally allowed to rest after the four men who had hired her had finished with her, she felt utterly at ease with being led back to her bunk in the barracks and being chained down for the night.
In the morning of the second day, she had fought in a group with whips and nets against a group with staves and whips. It had been a good fight and they had won narrowly. Then she had rested until the boxing.
Now she was braced against a wall as her boxing corset was unlaced and eased off her sweating torso. She looked down proudly at the broad curves of her breasts and noted that the usual craters left by the studs were a little deeper as the result of her first real fight. In training they used lighter fist weights and blunter studs. The guard then untied the laces that kept up the thong and eased that off, gently ungluing it from her saturated cunt. He chuckled as he saw the dark stains on the leather in between the metal studs.
“That’ll fetch a good price! You’re a natural, AC!” he told her. ‘AC’ had become her nickname – taken from her tattoo - once the ‘Lady Muck’ tag had become tired and inappropriate as she had blended into the team.
She was taken to a bench at the back of the room and shackled there until she was needed again. She was able to watch as more of the studded whip duellers were brought in and it was impossible to gather whether they had won or lost, they all looked battered beyond belief, mostly they made it under their own steam however and were soon being worked on by the vet, who calmly announced they’d be perfectly okay after a short rest. She watched with complete envy as they were pulled along the examination tables so that their heads hung down and they were given a length of good hard cock to suck on while the vet – a hard faced woman with iron grey hair, dabbed at them with disinfectant.
As the fights in the pens came to an end, the crowd began to make its way back to the arena proper for the pursuit running. A guard came over to her and took her legs one at a time, bracing them straight out with her foot on his thigh. He gave each leg a good pummelling and a rough massage.
“Come on, girl!” he said. “You’re first out.”
With her hands still cuffed behind her she was led out of the room on her tongue leash whilst all around her, girls were being patched up and rested or rubbed down and got ready for events later in the day. 
There were three of them from the squad and one of the solo fighters lined up for the pursuit running and they were taken to one end of the arena – again by passages passing under the terraces which thundered and creaked above them, showering them with dust. All four were tongue tethered to a row of hooks set beside a wooden door. Beside them was a partition and beyond it they could see a man’s torso, it was one of the Proteus guards, and the head of the horse he was mounted on. The home team was going first so the four Proteans could only stand as easily as they could and wait.
They heard the starting pistol and the cheers, then the door to the horse’s stall slammed open and the horse galloped away. Anna’s heart was pounding; she could envisage the scene out on the arena floor, she had been drilled well and knew how this event went, she could imagine precisely how the fleeing slavegirl would be ridden down and subdued. It was just a matter of time. But exactly how much time was the question.
There was a sudden roar and Anna knew the girl was down. As the junior in the Proteus squad, she would go first and as a horseman from the East Angels’ stable manoeuvred into the stall, a guard unclipped her tongue leash and freed her hands, removing the cuffs at the same time. Then he pushed her into a small, high-sided wooden cubicle.
“Good luck!” he whispered and locked the door behind him. Anna could only see upwards and she could only see the curve of the stadium roof going ahead of her on both sides and only hear the expectant buzz of the crowd. The first run had been a short one. Could she do better? It was the question the whole arena was asking. Anna licked her lips as she saw the starter climb his podium, which made him visible to her, and she adopted the ‘ready’ position. She concentrated on the silhouette of the pistol he held up. As he pulled the trigger, a guard also pulled a lever that slammed open the door of her stall. Anna’s training kicked in and before she fully knew it she was out and running. Immediately the roar of the crowd engulfed her and helped her to focus on the job in hand and to forget that she ran naked in front of millions of spectators worldwide. Even as she pounded along the packed earth with the wind in her hair and feeling her nipples harden in the chilly breeze, she caught a glimpse of herself on one of the giant screens, hung from the stadium roof. She grinned fiercely, no one could accuse her of being a clothes horse now! Her breasts bounced and swayed as her long legs carried her towards the end of the barrier that had been set up to run down the length of the arena floor. Once she reached that, it would be game on!
 



Chapter Twelve

 
 The drive from The Lodge to the East Angels’ arena was not too long and so Brian Holden set out after breakfast, knowing he would get there to see what he needed to in plenty of time. He took his current submissive with him. She was a leggy blonde and had come to CSL as a volunteer groom. As soon as the car had pulled onto the road, he had her lift her skirt and begin to play with the sweet little cunt that nestled at the top of her long, tanned thighs. He reckoned to pull off somewhere about halfway and have a blow job from her. He always found the relaxed feeling that came from being sucked helped him when he was assessing girlflesh in the arenas.
And it was vital that he was on top form at the moment.
The video conference between him, Peter Lang and Clive Mostyn had been brief and to the point. They had to start putting together the best Demolition Derby team the arenas could provide as soon as they could. They all agreed that the majority of stables would hedge their bets by supplying both sides, if they were asked, once they knew about the challenge and that Andrews was taking it on, so Mostyn’s camp needed to steal a march. Peter had already called the Prince of Bakhtar and he was sending across a selection of fast, athletic but well built slaves. The Orange stable had promised some slight but wiry oriental girls, and Brian knew how they would be employed. Together with some from his old friend Salazar and the bulk of the Proteus stable, he was pretty confident he could field a good enough troop to bother anyone. But in Demolition Derby there were two positions on the team that were vital and so far he hadn’t seen what he needed, but the Proteus stable had taken delivery of some new blood and he thought it had to be worth checking out. Although he couldn’t understand why Holroyd had splashed out so extravagantly on an ex-clothes horse!
He pulled over into a lay-by as the East Anglian countryside lay flat and tedious in front of him and had Susanne come round to his side of the car, kneel on the tarmac and suck him as he sat sideways in the driver’s seat. Her blonde hair bobbed up and down busily and then settled as she swallowed him down. He gave up the unequal struggle as his helm was caressed from all sides by the close confines of her throat and he rammed his hand down onto the back of her head and fucked her face as well as his position allowed while he emptied his balls into her.
Now, as his breathing regained its normal rhythm and as Susanne, looking flushed and happy resumed her seat, he felt he was in a fit state to assess the goods on offer dispassionately and they drove on.
He had a pass for the Owners and Trainers’ car park and was able to go straight to the Owner’s box. He knew he’d missed the pens, but he wasn’t bothered about them so much, it was the pursuit running that he felt would show him what he wanted – or not. He settled himself behind the Angels’ owner who was busy with some domestic slaves, not wanting to get drawn into the social side of things. Susanne he sent to help the home team’s stable staff.
The theory of pursuit running was simple. A naked girl was released from a stall at one end of the arena, she ran hell for leather to the far end of a wooden barrier that had been erected along the length of the arena floor, as she rounded it and began to come back a horseman was released from the same end she had started from. He had a stock whip with a weighted end and his job was to pursue her and bring her down as soon as he could. The fewer lengths she could complete the better for his stable. For the girl, the opposite held true of course. It wasn’t as one sided as it appeared, the turns were tight and the horse always took time to get up to full speed, but even so it took nerve, speed and quick wits on the part of the naked and vulnerable girl.
It was these qualities Brian was looking for.
The first girl out of the traps was a home team girl who was pursued by an experienced horseman from the Proteus stable. She was a brunette with a slender build who ran fast enough and was nearly at the end of her second length by the time the horse was turning at the end of the first but she tired quickly and was brought down with a well-executed lash that wrapped her thighs before she could complete five lengths. She went down in a cloud of dust, skidding helplessly and the cameras replayed the action gleefully as the horseman reined in and dismounted to claim his prize. The girl had just got her arms under her and was trying to sit up when he reached her and the crowd watched to see which way he would take her. He simply reached down, grabbed a fistful of thick hair and with his other hand undid his flies. His cock was still quite relaxed as he took it out and immediately, with one doe-eyed glance of devotion up at him, the defeated girl began to lick her conqueror’s cock to full erection and then to gently take him between her soft lips. The crowd cheered as they watched on the giant screens as her face slid along his length and then withdrew to show the glistening column of hard flesh emerging from her mouth. Then she ducked back in and began to urge him onwards towards his climax. 
Brian thought that if her trainers had coached her in pursuit running as well as they had in fellatio, she might still be running.
Down on the floor of the arena the man held the girl’s face hard against his groin as he came, jerking as he pumped his spend into her. She took him down smoothly and the man held his thumb out pointing upwards when she had finished cleaning him. It meant that if she was sent to the whipping posts that evening, it wouldn’t be for her lack of finesse at cock sucking.
Then it was the turn of the Proteus stable to send out their first girl.
“Next up is Number One One Two from the Proteus team,” the PA announced to good natured jeering from the home crowd. “Some of you might know her from her days as a free woman!” he went on to growing cheers as the crowd realised who they were going to see. “Let’s see how well she does on this catwalk shall we?”
There was a massive cheer at the prospect of seeing Anna Chatham sliding naked through the dust and then taking her conqueror on her hands and knees, or taking him in the mouth, kneeling in front of him.
The starting pistol went and the stall door slammed open. A tall, graceful figure came racing out, light brown hair swinging, breasts bouncing, legs pumping. At once Brian sat forwards. He was experienced enough to know a talented runner when he saw one. She covered the ground in long, easy strides, seeming to run over the ground rather than across it. As she shortened her stride and negotiated the first turn, the horse was released. Brian immediately checked out the rider who looked to be an experienced one. But by the time the horse had negotiated the first turn, Anna Chatham was turning at the far end and showing no signs of flagging.  
The fleeing, naked figure made four lengths before the horse was close enough for the rider to unship his coiled whip. Half way along the boarding on her fifth length he leaned out of the saddle and swung the whip. It should have been a pinning lash but somehow she had seen it coming and flattened herself against the boarding. The weighted tip which should have wrapped her legs and brought her down, smacked harmlessly into the wood beside her and the whip fell away, leaving nothing but an attractive welt across her thighs. Meanwhile the horse had careered onwards and before anyone in the stadium – including Brian – had fully realised what she was doing, the girl had followed it out onto the open floor of the arena. Instead of fleeing she was now pursuing; she was dodging and weaving right behind its hindquarters, where the rider couldn’t see her and where the horse couldn’t face her, no matter how tightly its head was wrenched around. The strange duo wheeled and dodged while the crowd began to alter its loyalties and Brian heard a few chants of ‘Aay Cee! Aay Cee!’ begin.
He sat back grinning broadly. It was just possible that she could go for a time out. It was almost unheard of but if a girl could stay upright for five minutes she would earn ten invaluable bonus points for her team plus her score of lengths run. Either Scott Holroyd’s training was the best in the business or this girl was the most naturally talented performer the arenas had seen since Blondie herself.
Eventually the horseman realised that he had to gallop away from his tormentor, put some distance between them, then turn and resume the chase, but as soon as he dug his heels into his mount and set off, the girl was off again as well, back to the boarding, swinging round the end to complete her fifth length and she had made another before the horse was lined up again. Once more she managed to throw a glance behind her at the critical moment and this time threw herself forwards under the lash, somersaulted, and came up still going flat out as the horse once again had to wheel and turn, but this time the rider didn’t make the mistake of staying close enough for her to get in behind him. But as a consequence he swung wide and she had made a seventh length before he came again, swinging in from out wide to bring her down at the turn by cutting across her as she slowed to make the turn. He came in at full tilt with the crowd gasping in anticipation as he leaned out, and swung the whip again, going for her calves this time – a sure pinning lash.
Brian found himself on his feet and cheering her, along with the rest of the crowd as she reached out, grasped the newel post at the end of the boarding and swung herself round with her feet clear of the ground while the lash whispered past just inches beneath her flying legs. Then she was off again, still showing no signs of flagging.
The cameras caught the look of grim fury on the rider’s face as once again he had to rein in and start all over again while an eighth and ninth length were completed. Suddenly heads began to turn to the clock above the slaves’ entrance to the arena. A time out was on the cards for the first time since the great days of Blondie herself. Brian reckoned she had two minutes to go. A chant began to swell from all corners of the arena;
“Ace! Ace! Ace!” The two letters of her nickname had been elided into a name that Brian knew with absolute clarity in that moment would stay with the girl forever.
But now the horseman was closing in again and on the giant screens the girl was visibly tiring at last, her running looking ragged and sweat flying from her. The horse too was lathered now and giving the rider problems as the constant jerking to its mouth shortened its temper. But once again it was coming from straight behind her. Some girls, Brian knew, would look behind them and wobble away from the boarding, allowing the rider to get between her and it and get a clean shot at her legs. But this girl still wasn’t panicking, she was still thinking. She kept close to the boarding as she was overtaken but this time the rider had lost patience, or maybe he had just lost his accuracy and the lash smacked home across her back. The thud of the weight landing between her shoulder blades was audible even to Brian.
There was a gasp of indrawn breath from the crowd. It wasn’t against the rules as such, it was just not done for a rider to go for such a soft target. Brian knew there would be formal complaints in the Owners’ Council, but for now the crowd watched as Anna Chatham’s head and arms snapped back and she went down in a cloud of dust. The horse wheeled away and the rider relaxed beginning to rein his mount in, but there was a sudden surge of cheering and the cries for ‘Ace!’ began again, her body had hardly stopped tumbling in the dirt before she was staggering back to her feet. Moving stiffly and weaving slightly, she made her turn and set off again, gaining speed as her wind returned. Behind her the rider, who had almost dismounted, now had to settle himself again and gather his reins once more. The expression on his face was murderous as he set off to run her down by whatever means it took. The chants for ‘Ace!’ were piercing humiliation to him.
 
 
Anna’s heart was thundering and her breath was rasping and gulping in her throat but she had never felt so alive, every inch of her body felt the vibrations of the arena, and inside her she was responding to the raw sexuality of the event. Dimly she could hear the chanting from the crowd and felt deep down that it was for her. She didn’t know where the tactics had come from, Holroyd certainly had taught her about sticking close to the boards for as long as she could, but as for the rest, it had just seemed natural. It had all seemed to come together, her nudity, the threat of the whip and the towering horse, the eager crowds and the challenge of avoiding defeat. But even as she staggered along the boards, her back burning from the last lash, she smiled inwardly, she was in for a monumental fuck when her pursuer caught up with her. She tried to see the clock – time outs had been mentioned but not made too much of, they were beyond most girls’ reach – but sweat and tears blinded her. She tried to glance behind and made out the bulky shape of the horse and she could hear its hooves drumming on the hard earth. She swallowed. She had to make it somehow, she was going to stay out for the full five minutes.  Gathering herself for one more effort and loving the feeling of discovering she had yet more strength, she swung round the post again just as the whip whistled past her shoulders. 
Before her vision everything was now lurching and swaying as she staggered on. Again she heard the horse approaching but refused to give in and run from it into the open ground. Instead she pressed herself to the boarding and tried to spin along it. The whip caught her across the breasts, the weighted tip slamming into her right underarm, but she was still upright and staggering on, making another turn. The horse came back, from in front this time, she realised too late. The lash wrapped right round her back and the weight took her with a heavy thud in the pit of her stomach. She went down and her face hit the ground hard but from somewhere a long way off she heard a siren wailing. There was a lot of crowd noise and suddenly a hand was in her hair and a hard cock was thrusting into her gasping mouth. She tried to retch and splutter but it was hopeless, he wanted to fuck her face while all she needed was air. It wasn’t fair! She had earned a good fuck on all fours, she couldn’t enjoy a blow job in this state. But she was given no choice and the cruelty and injustice of it kicked in finally so the crowd was treated to huge close ups of  Anna Chatham – now irrevocably Ace - hollowing her cheeks and sucking on her pursuer’s cock while slo-mo replays of her historic first run proved that the time out siren had sounded while she was falling but before she had hit the ground. 
For Anna the world came down to the roaring in her ears, the gasping of her breath around the delicious cock that filled her mouth and then there was a crescendo as the cock swelled and spurted and the crowd’s noise thundered. She let darkness close over her with a sense of relief and pride that she had never known before.



Chapter Thirteen

 
“I’ve made other arrangements for those clients who’d booked her tonight,” Scott said as he and Brian relaxed after the exertions of the day. They were in the room provided for the visiting team’s management. In the room below them they could hear the sounds of the guards settling girls down or grooming those whose presence was required in the playrooms.
“Thanks,” Brian said. “I’d appreciate the chance to get a close look at her. That was some performance today.”
“Aye! And I wish I could take more credit for it! We’ve only done normal training so far, I could see she was fast so I thought I’d give her a go – but where all that came from I’ve no idea! She’s racing tomorrow Brian, so I’d appreciate it if you didn’t test her too harshly tonight. I was going to cut her hire time down to an hour in any case.”
“Sure. I won’t need to take her to her limits,” Brian said. “I just want to see how she takes to being swapped between trainers and make sure she’s obedient.”
“By that you mean you want to flog her and fuck her,” Holroyd said, grinning widely. Brian grinned back. “Can’t fault you for that,” Holroyd went on. “Just make sure she’s ok for racing tomorrow. And try not to break her in the Demolition Derby if you choose her! I know the stakes are high, but she’s going to be one in a million that girl!”
 
 
The playrooms at the Angels’ arena were luxuriously appointed and well lit in modern buildings at the edge of the arena complex which included the race track as well as the pens and the arena itself. Brian walked across in high good humour, it really looked as if one of the two key positions was filled. Taxis were coming and going as people were driven in from the nearby hotels and happy groups were emerging from the main doors as other entered. The slaves were taken in via the rear doors having been led across from their barracks which abutted the main arena building.
Inside, the reception area was bright and modern, a man behind the desk recognised Brian and waved him past a queue of men and women waiting to be told in which playroom their particular purchase was waiting. Some recognised him and waved and cheered.
“She’s in fourteen, Mister Holden. The boss says to take all the time you need!”
There were ironic, good natured cheers from the queue and various suggestions as to what he should take his time about as he walked away from the desk and along the corridor past the doors to the various rooms.
Number Fourteen was as fully equipped as the most demanding master could wish for. From surgical explorations and dilations of a girl’s passages to simply flogging her to his heart’s content, the possibilities were all catered for. But best of all was the slave it also contained.
She had been hooded to keep her calm and Brian was pleased to note that she hadn’t been got up in corset and stockings. He was on business and not pleasure. Holroyd had had her put in a rectangular frame in full extension. Her arms and legs were pulled out to the four corners so that her feet were clear of the floor and she hung by her wrists. As she was suspended her head was almost at the same level as his and he listened to her breathing as he approached. She heard his footsteps and her breathing paused for a second before resuming at a reasonably calm rate. She would be puzzled at having been led to a playroom without the usual costume. Then she would have been hooded, but like a good slave she was waiting quietly to see what her owners had in store for her.
He squatted down in front of her and admired her. She was a superb specimen. Holroyd’s discipline had transformed a beautiful young woman into a fully developed athlete, her long legs, stretched taut in the frame were in fine fettle, he discovered as he ran his hands up them. The smooth female flesh covering real strength. Brian had to sternly draw his thoughts back from imagining what a ride those legs could take a man on. His hands continued up over her hips; broad but perfectly in proportion to her height. Her waist was superbly smooth and trim and as his hands ran up her ribs he reached behind her, fetching a mew of disappointment or surprise from inside the hood as her breasts were ignored. He could feel the quality of the sinews below her shoulders, making her back broad. She was strong – and he had no doubt she could take the lash well. His hands moved back and ran over her underarms, following the sinews that supported her superbly proud breasts. Here he allowed himself the pleasure of letting a fingertip stroke across her right breast, tracing the fading welt from the lash she had taken there a couple of hours ago. A soft moan came from inside the leather hood as her nipples visibly swelled and darkened. Brian grinned and went quietly to stand behind her. As far as she could in such stringent bondage, she jerked when he gripped her buttocks suddenly. Of course it was a pretty famous arse and to have it under his hands now, so warm, soft and available was surprisingly arousing for him. Once again he had to bring his mind back to the business in hand and he began to feel her arms and shoulders more briskly. It was all good. She was physically perfect for what he needed, it came down to attitude now. But if that was good too, well he could feel the pressure in his trousers as his cock responded to her. It was quite a long time since a slave had been able to get that reaction from him so easily.
He reached out and unzipped the hood, pulling it clear of her head in one rapid movement. For a moment her thick hair obscured her face but with a few practised shakes she had cleared it and was looking at him with an expression of curiosity and some petulance. He attributed that to the fact she would be feeling let down by not having been played with. He would sort that out in good time, but for now he moved back and perched one hip on a leather padded bench.
“My name’s Brian Holden and I’m the trainer for the CSL stable,” he told her. Her large, dark brown eyes were fixed on him and she nodded slowly. Then licked her lips with her heavily ringed tongue, as if there was more she would say if she could, but she wasn’t hostile, that was the main thing.
“Your owners will lend you to me for a while, if I think you’re suitable. What do you think to that?” It was a rhetorical question as a slave had no choice in anything but he needed to see what her attitude was. She looked puzzled that he would ask and continued to gaze at him, clearly wanting to hear more.
“I want you as Receiver for a team to take part in a Demolition Derby. Heard of them?”
A slow and careful nod. She had obviously heard, but not very much.
“Receiver is a vital position and you’re going to be in a vital match, but on the evidence of today, I think you can do it. I’m a hard taskmaster and there’s a lot at stake so you’ll be pushed to your limits - and past them probably.”
He watched her face as he talked and saw the flicker of interest as he mentioned being a ‘hard taskmaster’ and she made no attempt to look anything other than interested.
“Good. As soon as you’ve finished here I’ll take you with me and you can join the squad I’ve put together.”
The recently-christened Ace nodded again and continued to look bright eyed and interested. Brian stepped forwards and treated himself to a double handful of soft breast flesh and watched her face soften and melt as she began to hope she was going to get what she needed. She let her head droop to rest against one raised arm and sighed in pleasure as his hands began to explore the other sites of interest on her body. One remained gripping her left breast whilst the other trailed down across her stomach and slipped under her. He curled his fingers up so that they were cupping her perineum and feeling the whorl of her anus even as his palm felt the soft cushions of labial flesh. He pressed upwards and began to rasp his hand back and forth. She responded immediately by rocking her hips in an opposite rhythm to him to stimulate her clitoris on the heel of his hand. As he increased his speed she did too, letting out excited little moans that became more and more shrill as her climax neared. 
Then he stopped and pulled his hand away.
Ace’s head snapped up, her eyes bright with the anticipation of further cruelty.
“I’m sure I’m not the first who’s told you this in the past few weeks, but when you’re faced with a world-famous arse, you just have to beat the fuck out of it,” Brian told her as he reached down and unbuckled one ankle, then the other. She made no complaint about being left hanging by her wrists alone and was smiling broadly as he reached up and took her down, letting her bodyweight fall against him and with a simple hoisting motion he got her stomach over his shoulder and carried her over to a set of stocks. He put her head and wrists through the holes and shut the board with no protest from her at all. Then he selected a variety of canes and began to experiment on her, seeing which ones would leave the best-looking marks. 
He made a half-hearted attempt to convince himself that this assessment of her pain tolerance was an essential part of his mission but gave up in the face of the way her exquisitely shaped buttocks swayed and rippled under the heavy thwacks of the canes. Instead he just noted that she didn’t wriggle too much and didn’t make too much noise, which was what he would expect from a chipped slave. When Susanne came to join him and stood meekly beside him, her blue eyes wide with eagerness as she watched the beating, Brian happily threw any pretensions of being at work to the winds. 
 Once her bottom was pleasingly laced with tramlines, he let her out and while she rubbed and hopped and wiggled as she absorbed the caning, Brian decided on a short, leather topped bench, while Susanne shrugged off her shift dress and kicked off her sandals. She had not been wearing any knickers and Brian could see where her inner thighs still looked a little wet from where one slave or another had licked her. But there again it could have been another groom.
He was aware that he couldn’t take Ace too far that night, but he was thoroughly aroused by the caning and the sight of the two naked women at his disposal and was going to make the most of it. He tied Ace down on her back, with her arms stretched down one set of legs and her buttocks just projecting from the other end. He bent her legs back under her and shackled her ankles to the feet of the other legs. Then he had Susanne lie on top of her face down and put her thighs outside Ace’s, so she was open legged. As Ace’s head was supported by the bench, the two women were brought immediately into full and intimate contact with their breasts crushed together. Neither was a stranger to dungeons and they settled down to kissing and wriggling against one another. Brian knew that Susanne liked nothing more than the feel of a heavy tongue ring inside her mouth, but for him the view from between their legs was the main attraction. He had both vulvas and both arses on full view. He strolled over to a whip rack and selected a plain, heavy leather strap, similar to the ones the slaves used in the arenas. It made a good meaty contact and left a pretty welt that would none the less clear up in a matter of hours. 
Circling the writhing pair, he began to rain down lashes on Susanne’s back, taking care to let the pointed tip of the strap wrap from time to time and land on the sides of the squashed breasts, fetching muffled squeals from them both, until Susanne broke the kiss and wriggled down Ace’s body just enough to be able to nip and suckle at her nipples. Brian paused just long enough to strip naked and then went to stand straddling Ace’s head. He surveyed the view and found it definitely pleasing. Susanne’s back was striped from shoulders to buttocks and those beautiful hemispheres were now gyrating and grinding urgently against Ace’s pubic mound. He raised the strap and sent it whistling down parallel with her spine so that the blade cut down between the buttocks and landed on both thoroughly lubricated cunts. He was pleased to note that a fine spray went up as the point snapped at Ace’s cunt. He moved forward a fraction for the next strike, while both girls shrieked and froze under him, then when he launched it he knew it would harrow Ace’s anus as well as Susanne’s. With the shock of the new pain behind them the girls had gone back to trying to get off and only gurgled in response. He opened his legs a little to lower himself and without her being told to, Ace’s tongue began to caress his balls as he lined up the third lash. He delivered a further ten before he felt any need to alter his position and Ace had not faltered in her tonguing of him, even when he had sunk further down and made her kiss his arse as he whipped her.
He was getting near the point when he would need to come and he did want to deliver one beating direct to Ace, as a kind of bonding. He knew it was important to a slave to give herself to a new trainer and so he urged Susanne off her, who then stood panting and dishevelled, her face gleaming with discharge, watching enviously as her master moved in. As Susanne got up, the slave lay, alert and ready for his next move, her chest rising and falling as her breathing calmed. In her eyes, Brian saw complete understanding of what had to follow and she made no attempt to look away as he raised the strap. The plain of her stomach rose smoothly to the arch of her ribs and her breasts mounded smoothly above that again, crowned with nipples that were deep red and standing proud and vulnerable. He struck.
The heavy strap landed across the crests of both breasts, flattening the nipples and making Ace arch her back, her scream stifled by her gritted teeth. He would make her scream, suddenly he wanted to make this glorious, brave and gifted gladiator scream and orgasm for him on his demand. He lashed down for a few minutes repeatedly, scoring the breasts from roots to tips and back. Ace’s head thrashed from side to side and her body convulsed until she could take no more and howled unashamedly as the whip struck mercilessly and her juices spurted so hard they spattered the floor at Susanne’s feet.
For a moment Brian paused as her orgasm subsided and slave and trainer looked at one another in complete understanding. He had needed to break her and she had needed to hold out until her orgasm could no longer be denied. Handing the strap to Susanne, Brian stood between her spread thighs then lowered himself until his helm was lodged against her entrance which was still open and still trailing long strings of discharge. He pushed himself into her and stretched out on her, feeling the way her body shifted and adjusted as best it could to his penetration. Although his feet were still on the floor, his position wasn’t the best for really hammering into her, which he knew was what he needed. She needed it too, but that was merely coincidental. He stayed still for a moment looking down into her clear brown eyes and feeling the softness of her breasts crush against him.
“I’ll let you off looking me in the eyes just this once,” he told her. “Do it again and I’ll flay you.”
Her eyes didn’t flicker, but a small smile curled her lips; challenging, flirtatious, compliant…it seemed to have elements of all three. She was an interesting package this one. He told Susanne to untie her wrists and then shifted her body a little further along the bench so that he could stand and lift her legs up to rest against his shoulders. She let out a strained grunt as his penetration went to the maximum. Then holding her tight by the fronts of her thighs, Brian began to fuck her, moving his hips slowly back and forward. He looked round and jerked his head at Susanne who was standing behind him and shamelessly playing with her herself as she watched the tableau. At his gesture she came forwards and knelt behind him, sweeping her long hair back from her face before plunging it between his buttocks.
Brian was in heaven, with his cock ravishing the beautiful slave who had once been Anna Chatham, feeling the silky caress of her vagina and the strong grip of her pelvic floor muscles, whilst from behind him the gently questing tongue of his own sub made his anus tingle fetching a long groan of delight from him. And when the tide of lust could not be denied any longer he rammed himself into the slave, smacking his pelvis against hers and every time he withdrew Susanne’s tongue sent him surging back for more. He held still at his peak and listened to Ace scream her way through another climax before he withdrew and allowed Susanne to lick him clean and then move to cleaning Ace up.
She would do.
 
 
The next morning Brian watched her win her heat of the single pony races. If she didn’t win the final, he decided, he would be dining on deep fried hat that night. The chariot racing which followed in the arena was some of the best he had seen with plenty of scrapping between the teams and close finishes. Along with the rest of the crowd, once they had got their breath back from that, he made his way back to the race track and watched the tall brunette pull her wiry little driver to an easy victory by two lengths in her final. He had been too late to place a bet before her odds shortened but felt he could forgive her that.
Finally he and Susanne settled down after lunch to watch the finale. The Proteus stable had built up a sufficient lead to be declared the winners before it started and so the whole thing could be enjoyed by the crowd purely for the sport of it. Whilst everyone had been watching the final pony racing and then taking lunch, hoses had been played over the arena floor until it was nothing but sandy coloured ooze. At one end the ground rose slightly and this had been left dry. At places along the perimeter fences and from the whipping posts that had been erected in the centre of the arena, various types of whips and crops had been hung.
When the starting pistol sounded the gates at the wet end of the arena swung open and both stables’ girls were herded in whilst at the other end, the men from both stables filed in and stood on the dry ground. They were all naked and very clearly ready for action. Some of the cocks on view sported leather strapping round them. Some of them were pierced at the helm and some had barbells going through the shafts.  
There were over two hundred naked women herded into the arena and barely forty men at the far end. 
The crowd waited with bated breath to see what would happen next. Normally there was a specific conflict set up between the two squads of slaves but here there didn’t appear to be an obvious one, the girls jostled and pushed as they were urged out onto the arena floor but there didn’t seem to be any clear conflict scenario. However, the organisers knew their slaves well and knew that any arena slave, would fight a girl from an opposing stable tooth and nail, in spite of the lashings and abuse she took from her own stable, to which she would be fiercely loyal. They also knew that by the end of a Games, they were desperate for as much cock as they could get.
For a second the crowd could see the first of the slaves hesitate when they came to the mud but then watched as they did the maths and realised that not only were the opposing stable’s slaves their deadliest enemies, every single other female, from either side, would try to stake her claim to a good seeing to by the limited number of cocks available. And with an ear splitting shriek the crowd of naked females surged forwards, grabbing weapons from wherever they could and simultaneously began to fight with slaves from the opposite stable and then with their own stablemates. Meanwhile the women in the crowd added their scream of excitement as the cameras lingered over the lengths of manhood on offer. 
Brian grinned in appreciation of the spectacle as the tide of naked femininity began to turn into gleaming, chocolate coloured monsters as they wrestled and grappled with each other, falling and slipping in the thick ooze. Some of them headed for the whips hanging from the fences and turned them on any other woman who threatened to stagger farther along the arena floor and sprays of glutinous mud were thrown up as the leathers smacked across the already welted flesh. Up on the giant screens, the individual contests were closed in on and the crowd hooted with laughter as girls slipped helplessly and fell with legs thrown up, wide spread. Hands tried to claw at wobbling breasts but slipped off and gradually the brighter girls began to find purchase at the cunts and arses at one end of their enemies, and their hair at the other end. Briefly the cameras closed in on Ace and Brian saw her throw another girl high into the air using a crotch hold, then knock two heads together and slither and stagger on, leaving two dazed girls crawling in the mud behind her. They immediately began to fight each other. Slowly the brown tide of squealing and slithering women made its way along the floor of the arena towards the men who held out the promise of what every chipped slavegirl dreamed about. And Brian noted that Ace was right up at the forefront. She took a few hard knocks and got into several whip fights and sprays of filth were sent arcing up from her back and breasts but even when she went down she managed to wriggle clear and regain her feet, then dole out retribution.
Hers was one of the first faces featured on the giant screens as the girls finally staggered clear of the ooze and the crowd loved watching her filth coated head rammed down onto the sand as a man with a Prince Albert piercing to his cock, stood behind her and then knelt to feed his thick shaft into pretty well the only bit of her body that was still pink. Brian watched the screens and caught glimpses of her going two and even three up, watched her cheeks hollow as she frantically sought to drain every cock of its liquor even as her own hands worked feverishly between her thighs. It was a delicious spectacle and in the Owners’ box, Brian graciously allowed Susanne to be taken by whoever wanted her. He himself had a pretty Japanese girl, buggering her while watching Ace held down spread-eagled and lashed across her breasts before having one man sit on her face while another lifted her legs as he had the previous night and shafted her right to the neck of her womb. Even so she was one of the few women still able to get onto all fours once the final hooter had sounded.
Once she had been hosed down, he had her hogtied and stowed in the boot of his car, then he set out back to The Lodge. He still had a lot of work to do.
For a start he had to select the final team of twenty girls. Then he had to teach them to roller skate as if they had been doing it all their lives. And he didn’t have much time.
 



Chapter Fourteen

 
Roller Derby, an all female full-contact sport had drifted in and out of fashion several times before the arenas became a force to be reckoned with in popular culture. It had consisted of two teams of five girls roller skating around a polished wooden track at high speed. Both teams skated in the same direction and one team tried to propel one of its members through the other team by various means – inevitably physical and rough – and scored points by how many times the opposition could be lapped.
Demolition Derby had grown from Roller Derby and the arenas had added some touches of American Football and Ruby Union to the basic format to produce something that would keep an arena crowd happily absorbed and involved with all the drama it had come to expect. 
A Derby now consisted of two teams of twenty girls competing over five sets. Each set was composed of two ‘jams’. In each jam there would be one defence team and one offence team – each of ten girls. The stables took it in turns to field their defence and offence teams. The object was for each offence team to get one girl through the opposition’s defence as both teams skated at high speed around a much wider and longer wooden track than an old Roller Derby one. If they could do that, then from the back of the offence team a girl would launch a ball towards the Receiver – the girl the team would have tried to get through the opposition. If she could catch the ball it was one pass completed and counted as one point. It was the defending team’s job to disrupt and prevent completed passes by whatever means they could. The teams skated for fifteen circuits of the track in each jam and at the end of two jams the scores were added up and another set was begun, a match being played out over the best of five sets.
It was fast and furious action and provided plenty of spills as girls slammed each other into the safety railings – and sometimes over them as they were deliberately not built too high – and fought viciously to stop the Receiver getting through and then to stop passes being completed.
Apart from standard roller skates, the girls just wore very short, pleated skirts and guards on their forearms to help them sweep the opposition players off their feet and off the track if possible. It was no holds barred, high speed combat. 
And the term ‘Demolition’ had come to be used because there were no substitutes or blood replacements allowed. If a girl was damaged enough not to be able to carry on, then her team just had to do its best without her. It was not rare for a fifth set – if one was needed to settle a match - to be played out by teams with only four or five members left standing. That was one reason why the action was so good, each side wanted to deplete the other as much as possible.
 
 
When Anna was finally taken out of the car boot, bruised, battered and cramped from the hog tie, she found herself in a real stable. Once she was able to stand and walk easily enough a small, Indian woman clipped a tongue leash to her and led her into the sort of stable a squad slave dreamed of being housed in. It was one of those where the stars of the arenas were kept. She was tongue tethered to a hook on a wall and left to look around while some sort of altercation took place beside her. The man – Brian – she thought his name was, after the orgasms he had driven her to her memory was not too clear – was arguing with an impressive woman with thick red hair that was beginning to go grey at the temples.
“You know Peter told you to clear the decks, Patti. We’ve got fresh stock being shipped in specially in the next few days. This one’s part of that shipment – just a bit in advance!” he was saying.
“That’s all very well!” the woman replied hotly. “But you tell me where they’re all supposed to fit! We’ve been phoning all the stables to ask them to take their stock back for a few weeks and mostly they’ve been helpful, but they’ve got to find room too, don’t forget! And in the meantime you just stroll in with a stray you picked up from somewhere or other and expect me to find her a berth!”
“Patti!” Brian replied, clearly getting a bit exasperated. “Just bed her down doubled up with one of the others for now and we’ll sort everything out in the morning. I know it’s difficult and there’s going to be a lot of stock being shipped back to its owners and new stock arriving, but this is important!”
“And that’s another thing,” the woman went on ignoring Brian’s attempts to placate her. “In a few weeks’ time, from what I understand, it’ll be all change again! And me and Raika are supposed to be running an organised stable here!”
“Patti!” Brian snapped. “Put this slave in a stall for tonight – doubled up if you have to and then report to me in the yard for whipping!” He turned to a groom. “You! Go and fetch the standard punishment whip and tell the staff their mistress will answer to me in the yard in half an hour!”
The girl scurried off and Anna nervously watched from the corner of her eyes. The man had been rather impressive when he had shouted and Anna knew that despite the hammering it had taken in the arena only a few hours before, her cunt was moistening. The two faced each other, silent for a moment, the woman’s large breasts heaving as she fought to master her anger. Then she visibly calmed and shook her hair back.
“Well do it good and hard, Brian, if you’re going to. You know it helps when the staff see how hard I can take it. And over the next few weeks I’ll need all the authority I can muster to keep this place running smoothly.”
“I know, Patti. It’ll be a round hundred lashes and I’ll see if you can fuck Raika afterwards once she’s patched you up.”
Patti nodded in appreciation of the fact that it was a fair punishment and well earned. 
Anna was taken to a stall that already held a tall Scandinavian blonde and the two eyed each other warily as the groom shortened their hobble chains so that they could barely meet in the middle of it. Then she filled the trough with their supper and hurried off to witness her mistress put to the whip. It was the first time that Anna had tried feeding from one but by watching her new stablemate she picked up enough to get a reasonable amount of a thick stew inside her, while from outside the unmistakable sounds of a hard whipping began to filter in. As she sat back on her heels and licked her lips before sucking from the water bottle, she decided that the red head was one tough woman. She could tell just by the sound that the lash was being laid on very hard, but it wasn’t until very near the end of the beating that any screams escaped her.
The two slaves exchanged quiet smiles in secretive appreciation of the rending pleasure to be found at the end of a hard master’s lash, so long as it wasn’t wielded in anger. But this whipping was punishment and Anna’s mind was full of images of a pale body writhing at the post as lash after lash fell on it with no remission and no mercy until the full punishment had been taken.
 
 
For the first week after the return from the East Angels’ arena, Brian and Peter Lang had their work cut out preparing for the team-building that lay ahead. It was just as well that the punishment Brian had inflicted on Patti kept her quiet as they wrestled with the problems that confronted them.
They had to strip the practice stadium of its seats and replace them with a Derby circuit, but it transpired that a full size circuit wouldn’t fit, so a smaller replica would have to do. They had to return all the slaves who had been lodged with them for training to their owners, until after the big Derby confrontation. Mostly the owners appreciated what was at stake and were co-operative, but that still meant that CSL’s own slaves had to be moved out if they weren’t selected for the Derby team. Eventually that problem was solved by sending the horses that The Lodge kept stabled at its farm to livery and stabling the slaves there instead. It took a day or so to hose them out but by the fourth day after the Games, the CSL stable was ready to receive the slaves from whom Brian would select his final team for Mostyn’s show down with Andrews.
The Asian girls flown in from the Orange team arrived first and he was encouraged by their neatness of build and athleticism. They should do for the offence team to punch holes in the opposition’s defence, they were small and fast and Ace could burst through in their wake to get to the front. But that left defence. An assortment of slaves from Salazar’s stable, one or two from the Proteus and a couple of graceful Middle Eastern girls from Bakhtar formed the basis from which he would select for that. He wanted sturdy girls who could nevertheless turn and be flexible and quick. 
While work went on at a frantic pace inside the CSL arena, he drilled his slaves and he and Peter at the end of each day would cross out those who weren’t going to make it. By the end of a fortnight after the East Angels’ games, the selection was complete, surplus stock had been sent home and a core of twenty remained. Or rather nineteen remained. The position of Passer had not been filled. They had tried all the slaves with hurling the oval balls at targets out on the training ground and not one had had the right combination of good aim, strength and the ability to think on her feet.
Eventually the track was complete and there was no alternative but to begin training while the search went on and Tony, Brian’s assistant was detailed off to go on the road, starting with the British arenas, but moving abroad if necessary, and find their girl.
At that time news came through that The Blues had been defeated on their return to England by the Red Dragons. Andrews was riding high in the public opinion polls.
To their amazement Tony returned within three days, while the other girls were still learning how to stay upright on skates. In a crate in the back of his van he had what he assured Brian was the perfect shoo-in for Passer. It looked as though everything was falling into place just in time.
 
Anna had enjoyed having the stall to herself and she lapped up all the attention and grooming she got as her bruises and cuts healed. But for days on end she was left to pace restlessly around her stall while outside the sounds of activity tickled her curiosity. But then there had been an influx of new, exotic slaves and she found herself sharing with a Middle Eastern girl who bore a brand at her delta of some kind of bird of prey. For some reason this time, they were encouraged to become friends and their chains were taken off so they could walk freely in their stall, albeit with hands denied them. They were reduced to smiles and shy – at first – physical gestures of friendship. A quick touch of a breast to the other’s breast, a look, a caress of hip to hip and then a gentle lick from the other girl to Anna’s shoulder. By the end of the day they lay in a sixty nine position on their straw and lazily tongued each other, making each other tremble in small orgasms from time to time. Both of them dreaming of the time when they would be granted the use of their hands.
Soon after that training had begun again but it was different. This time she had to practise running as hard as she could and catching an oval ball thrown from behind her. The other slaves were detailed off to charge into her and try to stop her making the catch. She had to learn how to dodge and twist away from them whilst keeping her eye on the ball that seemed to hang in the air, and then she could leap and take it into her chest or stomach safely and Brian or Tony would give her a treat and pet her. Then Tony left and a man they all called Mister Lang came. He frightened Anna because it seemed that even Brian deferred to him and he seemed to be able to look right through a girl and assess her entire personality with just one look.
But then quite soon, Tony was back. They were out on the training ground, practising the strange moves the men commanded them to, which consisted of all of them running but some of them ordered to barge into others from behind and try to trip their targets up. The targets had forearm guards on and if they weren’t brought down would swipe their attackers hard with them. Anna and several others were bleeding from mouths and noses, but they were learning to make very sure that any girl they attacked went down and stayed there. A van bearing the CSL logo pulled onto the ground and Tony jumped out. Immediately they were told to stand easy and Anna watched as a crate was unloaded and opened.
She couldn’t help giving a squeal of excitement as a blonde girl was taken out and released from her hog tie. It was Tracey.
 
 
The noise inside the CSL training stadium was beyond deafening. The naked steel of its shell echoed the roar of the roller skates on wood supported on a steel framework and the yells and screams of twenty girls reverberated until the sounds overlapped and merged into one painful tsunami of volume. 
Brian stood in the middle of the track – or the in-field as it was called - and turned, following the action. The defence team was practising keeping its own offence at bay. All the girls had foam guards on their forearms and soft leather mittens on their fists, the main event was only a fortnight away and injuries had to be avoided if at all possible. But even as he watched, one defender managed to forearm smash a girl and send her pinwheeling over the rails. He blew a blast on his whistle that was shrill enough to penetrate the din and ducked under the track where it was built up and banked at each end to allow the girls to skate round at full speed, to check on the downed girl. He knelt by the writhing, naked figure and made sure she was only winded by the fall from seven or eight feet. Her basic training in taking falls had stood her in good stead. They had debated whether to put gym mats down to soften the falls in training, but eventually had decided that they might as well get used to falling onto hard ground. There would be nothing soft for them in the Northern Lights’ arena.
 
As the girl tottered up and took a minute or two to recover, Tony entered and came across.
“Mostyn’s coming down. Mr Lang just told me,” he said.
“Well, we’ve got some kind of team to show him at least,” Brian replied looking up at the other slaves who were either leaning on the rails getting their breath back or were lying flat out, chests heaving.
He urged the slave back to the level straights on the circuit and she vaulted back over the rails.
“Right! Come on you lazy bitches! Let’s be having you. Pass prevention practice now.”
He vaulted onto the track too and walked across to pick up the ball from the in-field and tossed it to the blonde Passer.
“Ace! Get out front!” he ordered. “Now, Defence, stop the Passer getting that ball to Ace. Remember the rush defence we practised yesterday!” he blew his whistle again and again the stadium was drowned in the roar and noise of the girls throwing themselves into the fray. 
The blonde stayed back while four of her teammates guarded her. The Defence turned against the direction of skating and tried to burst through the cordon of four girls protecting the Passer, whose attention had to be focussed on the Receiver. Meanwhile at the front, another four defending girls were desperately trying to stop Ace from being overwhelmed by a phalanx of girls who were using the ‘whip’ to try and burst through. A whip was when one or two girls took a third girl by her hand and skated as fast as they could, then literally hurled her forwards as they built up momentum. The whipped girl could achieve frightening speeds, and at the favourite time which was when they were coming down off the banked turns and onto the flat straights, it was difficult for a defence to stop her, even if there was a cordon of girls holding hands across the track. 
Brian watched as the blonde steadied herself, ignoring the scrapping going on in front of her and launched the ball along the length of the track. One of the attackers had indeed got through, scattering two defenders who were sent crashing into the rails, but Ace, skating backwards as if she had done it every day of her life, kept her eyes fixed on the ball, then leapt and took it cleanly, throwing out a roller-skate-clad foot as she did so and taking the charging attacker in the midriff.
Brian blew up again. “Time out!” he called. “Nice work everyone.” He went over to the downed Defence player as she sat up and checked her for rib damage. 
“We should use some of the reserves for this,” Tony said. “It’ll be a miracle if they get to the big day in one piece.”
“No. Defence and Offence have got to get there well used to going up against the best opposition we can provide. We’ll have to ride our luck.”
 
 
Anna had never in her life put on roller skates and like all the others her naked body was covered in bruises for a fortnight before she began to get the hang of it and thrill to the speeds she could achieve. But like all the other girls, she was exhausted and stiff after each day endlessly circling the track. And then they had to learn how to turn and face behind them while still skating in the same direction they had been. Then they had to learn how to ‘whip’ and then learn how to crouch on their skates to try and get underneath the linked arms of the opposing team. Then learn how to grapple with an opponent against the rails and tip her over if possible. That was the only time gym mats had been deployed. For nearly a week, day after day, they had methodically learned holds and throws that could be applied fast and which would send an opponent screaming over the rails and down to earth. It was important they retained the screams even after they had mastered the throws and the falls. They all knew that the arenas had to give good value, so always they had to make it look good. 
She had learned her function as Receiver and knew she was good at it now. It had taken a few evenings out in the yard at the whipping post to encourage her though. Lashed by her trainer’s tongue as well as his whip, she had found no pleasure in those beatings, only shame in front of her teammates. They had all been there and all knew that shame. No matter how badly treated a slave, she would always take pride in belonging to her owner or trainer and to his team, so his displeasure was a punishment all on its own. Tracey, with whom she now shared a stall to help bond Passer and Receiver, Brian had said, had taken several heavy beatings before she fully got to grips with all the skills required and Anna had had to cuddle up to her and kiss her welts and cuts better as she sobbed herself to sleep. No matter how many chips and chains and whips a girl was subjected to, she thought in the dark as she felt Tracey’s warm body beside her, we all just want to be someone’s Good Girl.
 
 
“Good girl! Don’t disturb me now,” Clive Mostyn leaned over the hooded slave once more, took a pinch of breastflesh between thumb and forefinger and pushed a needle through it. The body heaved slightly beneath him but there was no noise from within the leather hood. He was designing a pattern of needles that spiralled in towards her nipple, just two more now he reckoned and then it would be the nipple itself. After that he would start on her right breast. He stood back and surveyed the spectacular body stretched out on the rack before him. He noticed the tremors running down across the stomach towards the girl’s delta and smiled. Her legs were spread and strapped down to the opened limbs of the rack. When he was ready he would be able to step between them and help himself to an easy and relaxed fuck. 
“You still reckon this one’s as much of a find as you first thought?” he asked Brian as he bent back to his work on the breast, opening another sterile package and extracting the needle within.
“Oh yes. She’s the real deal. Took to the Derby with no problem,” Brian replied from across the dungeon. He had the Passer hung by her ankles and was working between her wide spread thighs, clamping her labia having whipped them soundly beforehand. She was not hooded but was being kept quiet by having his cock spearing deep into her throat. An occasional tremor ran through her too as her ordeal became more extreme. It had been decided that the girls had earned a treat before going into a lock down prior to the big event so twenty guards from the Angels and the Proteus stables had been bussed in and The Lodge’s dungeons were in full use. The room that Tony, Brian and Clive Mostyn were occupied in had had its main lights dimmed and a warm, comfortable light was being shed by candles mounted in the cunts of two Housegirls, also ankle suspended. Their twitches and jerks as the molten wax hit them at unpredictable intervals made the shadows swing and gave the naked flesh on display an eerie look, as if the reality was only a flickering image on some screen. Next to Brian, Tony began to wield a heavy paddle over the backside of another girl, tied down over a whipping bench. The heavy smacks and answering squeals made the other two men return to their respective tasks. Despite the penis gag in the mouthpiece of the hood, Ace’s squeal was audible as the needle emerged from her nipple. Clive stood back and admired his handiwork, then slapped her on the flank.
“Steady now, girl. You’re looking good for a load more yet,” he told her and brushed his hand across her vulva. The juice was dripping in long strands from her cunt down to the floor. “Yes, plenty more!” he said, reaching for the needles as the slave that Tony was beating orgasmed loudly and the lights swung as more wax hit the Housegirls. “Oh yes!” and the heir apparent to Number Ten Downing Street went back to work on the promising young slave beneath him.
 



Chapter Fifteen

 
When they were finally taken out to a truck and chained to seats within it, a sure sign that they were on their way to an arena, the twenty girls of the Mostyn team still had no idea of what exactly they were going into. It was only after a long drive when they were unloaded outside an arena which was in full use to judge by the roars and cheers coming from inside, that anything was explained to them. They were taken to a shed that stood beside the perimeter fence and found a simple room with bunk beds, showers and primitive toilets. She could tell that Brian was not impressed and Tony disappeared off immediately, to complain, she imagined. But as they were freed to lie or sit on their beds he told them what was going on.
They were not taking part in a Games as such. They would be on after the Games had finished, which would be very shortly. They would be up against a team that had been put together specially just as they had. But there was no question of losing. It simply wasn’t an option under any circumstances. His face was grave as he spoke and this made Anna pay special attention, but what really brought home the importance of the competition was that there was no threat. He didn’t promise to flay them every day for a week, or hang them in the pits for a fortnight or any of the other punishments a losing team might expect. It seemed that this was so important, losing was, by itself, more of a punishment than anything else could be. She could tell by the way the others all sat motionless and attentive that they too had spotted this.
Tony came back to tell them that this was the best the host stable could do while they still had an away team to cater for as well.
“I saw the Andrews team and they’re no better off,” he concluded.
“How did they look?” Brian asked as he walked out and Anna could hear the tension in his voice as he left but the closing door prevented her from hearing more.
But in a few minutes one of the CSL grooms brought in their gear and they began to get kitted up. They wore short kilts of deep blue, which were new to them, but their skates were all named so that each girl got the ones she had become used to. They buckled on their arm guards and then sat and waited, idly twirling their skates and their gum shields, which they had been fitted with only the previous day. Anna could appreciate the reasoning behind this. An arena slave knew she would get all sorts of stuffing knocked out of her and was used to it. The fact she was being given some protection meant that getting really hurt was a definite possibility. It had been best to spring that one on them at the last minute. Tracey came to sit beside her and they, like many of the others took advantage of the rare opportunity given by having their hands free to give their friends and lovers a hug.
Quite soon they were called for by Brian.
“Follow me,” he told them simply. “Don’t let yourself get drawn into any skirmishes with the other team before the ‘off’. Ok?” They nodded and without any more words he turned and led them out.
 
 
They walked out onto the open ground surrounding the arena and could hear the excited buzz of the crowd as it settled down after the finale to the Games. As Anna ‘s team came nearer they could see the slaves either limping out or being carried out of the arena and doused in cold water before being taken to their barracks. From inside the arena under the crowd noise, came the clanging of metal on metal and the thudding of heavy wood. It was the modular track being constructed, Brian told them as they took their seats in the vacated dressing room, where the visiting team’s vet was just clearing away her implements and swabbing down the examination table.  
Eventually they heard the PA crackle into life and the compere addressed the crowd.
“Well this is it, Ladies and Gentlemen!” he said as the crowd hushed but the sounds of construction continued. “This is possibly the most momentus competition in arena history! Clive Mostyn has challenged Phil Andrews to a Demolition Derby. Both men have said that they will support the arenas if elected, but which one will you support, ladies and gentlemen? We like winners in the arenas, don’t we!” There was a roar of assent from the crowd. “So let’s cheer on our two teams tonight and let the toughest, the fastest and the best team win!”
Brian said nothing as they listened to the announcement but he didn’t need to.  
Eventually the construction noises stopped and the compere’s voice boomed out again.
“Okay! Let’s get ready to welcome our two teams! Let’s get ready to rock and roll!”
Brian stirred. He stood up and looked at them all, then gave them a quick smile. “Let’s go,” he said. “Win. That’s all. Just win.”
 
They trooped out behind him with Tony bringing up the rear. In the tunnel outside they halted while the opposition slaves were led out from their dressing room and the two teams glared at each other. Each team might have been drawn from different stables but they were one unit now and their trainer’s enemy was theirs.
Once all forty girls were lined up they walked out into a floodlit arena, the harsh light making them blink for a few minutes as they absorbed both it and the deafening roar of the crowd, which was really getting its money’s worth today.
Anna’s team was taken in to the in-field by clambering under the scaffolding holding up the banking at the far end of the track and they emerged into the in-field on the right side of the tall net that separated the two teams and made sure a pass had to be completed along the length of the track and not across it. 
They sat on a long bench and strapped on their skates while the compere did some more spiel and then the two sponsors of this epic addition to a Games took a bow from the Owner’s box and then Brian and his opposite number took the toss, it came down heads and Andrews’ team – in yellow skirts – won. They chose to go on the attack for the first jam. That meant that Anna and Tracey sat it out.
The ten girls of the Mostyn team’s defence lined up in front of the ten girls of the Andrews attack force. The crowd settled. There was a moment’s silence and then the pistol sounded. The noise was as instant as it was deafening. The two teams frantically kicked off and got up to speed after the first turn. The Yellows launched their first whip straight after it and sent a girl hurtling along the outside of the first straight. The Blues saw her coming and she was barged into the rails but kept her feet. Then two girls together tried to barge straight through the middle of the pack of the Blues and the scuffling continued as the teams started a second lap. On the banked boarding they whipped again, but on the inside. The Yellow team’s girl was sent hurtling along, crouching down and was only stopped by a Blue girl throwing herself at her from the side and taking her into the in-field. The two semi-naked slaves, slammed into the ground and tumbled and rolled, throwing up water buckets, sponges and spray cans as they fought and rolled to a standstill, then both scrambled back onto the track where a Yellow had broken through the Blue’s cordon and had turned and was hitting out at the defence behind her, until she herself was put into a headlock by a Blue girl who also turned and took her headfirst into the flimsily covered rails at the top of the banking on the next turn. A section of the crowd went wild as the Yellow girl was left sitting, dazed on the track until two Blues managed to kick at her as they sped past. One kick caught her left breast and even as that was played back on the giant monitors in gleeful slo-mo, the Yellow team went mad and a rolling free for all developed. Punching, kicking and hair pulling the twenty girls rolled on in a flesh coloured crowd until one Yellow emerged with a Blue held by the nipples, she spun her around and around as her screams rose into the night and then let go. With a despairing wail the girl disappeared over the railings and the Yellow Receiver broke through. Immediately the Blue defence separated into two groups, one to impede the Passer, one to impede the Receiver. A ball was thrown out from the in-field to the Passer and the three Blue defenders launched themselves against the four Yellow guards. They crouched low, and slowed themselves, letting the Yellows come into them and threw one of the guards straight into a somersault by joining hands and whipping her legs out from under her. She landed flat on her bottom, legs straight out in front of her and bounced then curled up in agony. The Passer got a ball away nonetheless and a pass was completed. The compere acknowledged it and a cheer went up but another cheer went up as the Blue girl who had been thrown clear managed to vault back over the rails during the next lap and the Yellows made three incomplete passes until their injured played managed to get back to her feet. She tottered up hanging onto the rails and was immediately hit by a Blue who got her in a headlock as she skated on, the Yellow girl’s injured bottom and cunt were fully on display and cheered loudly by all parts of the crowd. But, refusing to be distracted and with two more Blues joining in pummelling the unfortunate Yellow, the Yellow Passer and Receiver managed to complete two more passes in quick succession. 
By now the other team members in the in-field were all on their feet and screaming and Anna had no idea how many laps had been completed. But at last the three Blues were dragged off the Yellow girl who was allowed to sink to the track, holding onto the rails. By the time the next lap came round she had managed to get up but was weakened and when the Yellows made another completed pass, the Blues took advantage of the pause to trap her against the rails and put paid to her. The crowd loved it as knees went up and fists went down while the girl jerked and crouched hopelessly. Then two Blues joined hands behind her and lifted, sending her crashing backwards off the track entirely.
Another pass was completed and the compere yelled above the noise that it was the last lap. With a girl advantage the Blues left the Receiver alone and ganged up on the Passer, they took out three guards and hoisted one of their number up as the pass was made, managing to block it. Then the siren went for the end of the first jam.
 
 
Bruised and dazed and not really knowing if they had done well the defence team come off and Anna found herself out on the track, feeling it through her skates, testing it and describing curves and spins as the groups assembled. This time the Blues were behind the Yellows and it was Anna’s job to break through, aided by her team. The short, dark-skinned girls from the Orange team grinned at her reassuringly. They had some well-rehearsed moves prepared.
As soon as the pistol went, all the girls scrambled to get up to speed, and by the end of the first turn had made it. Anna’s teammates went straight for a whip, sending a girl crouching low to crash into the backs of the defenders, between their legs. On impact she stood up and sent two Yellow girls spinning into the air. Anna grinned widely and darted through but came up against the second line of defence. A shoulder took her hard in the chest. A hand was suddenly on her cunt and she was hoisted and thrown helplessly into the air. She remembered her training and slammed her arms out and down as she landed but it was a hard landing and she cried out even as she rolled forwards, desperate to avoid the skates that would try to rake her. She made it and got back up as the pack passed her. Then she dug in and took off after them, anger and shame burning within her. She went straight past her own team members and slammed both arms down onto the arms of two Yellow girls who were linking across the track in front of her. They yelled and half-turned. Anna caught both their heads under her arms and slammed them together in front of her, then she was through and spun to find where Tracey was. Tracey swerved to avoid the scrum that had arisen around the two downed Yellow girls, took the ball from Brian as she did so and launched it to Anna in one smooth movement. Anna saw the ball spiralling down towards her out of the black sky and felt its weight slam against her safely. She held it up and the compere called it, just as they completed another lap and Brian sent another ball out to Tracey as the scrum began to resolve itself. She threw to Anna again who caught it easily. Meanwhile the Blue girls had got the Yellows tied up in a real catfight. Nipples were being twisted mercilessly, knees were coming up between spread thighs and any shape to the teams had been lost. The scuffling groups were cleverly kept to the rails though and Tracey and Anna were able to skate past easily and complete four more passes before any organisation had been restored. It looked like the Blues had lost one girl and so had the Yellows. Both were rolling around on the floor of the arena, biting, kicking and punching, oblivious to what was going on on the track. Close ups of the shuddering breasts and thrashing limbs were all over the screens but meanwhile Tracey and Anna made hay while the sun shone. They completed four more passes before their final one was blocked.
The first set was theirs comfortably,
 
 
There was only a short break and then Anna and the Offence team had to start the second set. Brian had told them to go straight for the girls they had weakened in the previous jam. Tracey and Anna were told to stay clear as far as they could and do as they had done before; leave the rough stuff to the others and just make the passes.
It seemed to work to begin with. The other Blue girls laid into the weakened Yellows with no mercy and disposed of two of them inside five laps. But just as Tracey and Anna were grinning happily at each other and preparing to start the passes the remaining Yellows abandoned their previous strategy and made a rush attack on Tracey. Before the other Blue defenders could get to her, all eight Yellows had burst through her guard, got her against the railings and were dishing out what the Blues had to their colleague. Anna skated past helplessly, knowing she couldn’t afford to get involved but on her second pass she saw that Tracey was down and getting seriously hammered. She threw the plans away and dived in, grabbing hair, tits and anything she could grip and throwing wild punches. She made the difference and Tracey was able to stand, but then Anna had to get clear again and found she had acquired a companion she couldn’t get rid of. A Yellow girl had the wit to stay with her and shadow her, barge her, upset her and make it impossible to receive a pass. Tracey was coping with trying to see with one eye rapidly closing and her passing was getting vague. Anna only managed one clean take before the siren sounded.
In the next jam the Yellows completed on four and took the second set.
At least Anna’s group got to sit out the first jam of the third set while Tony worked furiously to try and bring down the swelling to Tracey’s eye and Brian washed out cuts and used anaesthetic sprays on bruises. But at least they could still field a full squad, the Yellows were down one girl now.
The Blue defence held the Yellows to four completed passes and then Anna was back on with Tracey still half-blind in one eye. Brian had told them to try letting Anna burst through with just one girl to help her while the rest guarded Tracey. Anna towered over most of the girls, it was time for her to make it count he said.
Joyfully Anna threw herself at the backs of the Yellow defence, once again that feeling of finding deep reserves of strength inside her buoyed her up. She used an Irish whip to send one girl crashing down. She pivoted before the girl’s companion could react and brought her fist up between her legs. It was a sweet feeling as the soft flesh squashed and the girl’s mouth opened in an O of horror and then she was gone, somersaulting down to the in-field. Tracey was surrounded by a maul as the remaining Yellows tried to break through to her. Anna slowed down and let them catch up then reached over a Blue girl to grab a handful of hair and pull. There was a satisfying scream and the Yellow girl had no choice but to come to her, releasing whoever she had been wrestling with. But this one was no mug and as she came back against Anna she launched the same punch Anna had just used. Pain exploded from her crotch and she let the girl go, who then grabbed her hair and then a nipple as well. Then the next thing Anna knew was the concrete hardness of the ground hitting her. For a moment she lay stunned as her mind replayed the last few crazy seconds as the world had spun around her as she had been thrown clear over the rails. She sat up and checked for any new pains, then tried to stand and found she could, but she saw that without their Receiver the Blue team was getting nowhere, not knowing whether to guard their Passer or try and make a pass to a stand-in Receiver. Grimly, Anna made it to the rails and was about to vault over when a fist caught the side of her head and she went down again, dimly she realised that a Yellow girl had caught her as she skated past and she cursed herself for not being more careful but it was too late and the siren was sounding even as she struggled up feeling sick and weak.
The Blues were down by one set.
And they had big problems. Their two vital players were rocking and almost out on their feet. But the Yellows had lost two players now and as Anna splashed cold water on her face and desperately tried to gather her senses, she realised that Tracey’s eye had begun to improve a little. If they could just complete on three or four passes this time, they might hold the set and force the decider.
The pace was beginning to slow now and Tracey’s guard held firm as the Yellows were nursing their own injuries. She made three passes and Anna held them all, the girl who had been such a thorn in Anna’s side during the previous jam was dealt with by one of the Asian girls who crotch threw her in the second lap and it was the tenth by the time she got back in. They still only made four completes though as Tracey was tying up a bit.
But it was enough and the Blue’s defence managed to concede no more than two from a depleted Yellow offence.
Brian looked at his battered troops as they sat or sprawled in the in-field during the break between sets. He examined bruises and strains, noting winces of pain. Two girls were barely conscious and he discounted them immediately. He turned to Ace. 
“You’re going to have to go out both times this set. Use your height to block anything they can throw after you make sure you complete on the offence. Can you do it?”
Anna looked at him, seeing his desperation. She nodded, without having any real idea of whether she could do what he needed or not. At least her head had cleared as she clambered back onto the track. The good news was that only nine from the Yellow team had made it. When the pistol sounded the two squads wearily made it up to speed and Anna crouched low as she was whipped and managed to burst the line at the first attempt. But then she was in the middle of a desperate fight, her hair was pulled so her head was forced down. Her nipple was grabbed and she screamed but clenched her thighs together before an uppercut could land and gritting her teeth she dug deep again, rearing up to her full height and dragging the girl who was hair-pulling back in a reverse headlock. Then she swung her fists, made contact and was through. She spun around and was only just in time to collect a pass from Tracey. Then she turned her back and skated away from the pack, giving her own defence time to operate, then she spun again and Tracey fired off another that scraped over the upreaching hands of the Yellow defence. They made five complete passes and Anna collapsed onto the bench for Brian to massage her legs with desperate haste.
“Come on, girl! You’re our best hope now! They’re all as tired as you! But if you can hold it together and block everything we can do this!”
She could never recall too much of that final jam when she had to go straight out again and block, which was something they had never practised before. It seemed dreamlike, a slow motion pantomime. The skaters stumbled around the track locked together, half trying to take the other girl down, half trying to use each other to stand up. The Yellows could only field seven girls and the Blues only had eight who could still stand. Anna decided to stay close to their Receiver, like the Yellow girl had done earlier to her. She was taller than their Receiver and even though it only took two laps before she was through, Anna tormented her by getting between the Passer and her, but even so they managed four passes. Anna got elbows in the ribs and grabs to her breasts as she fought for each ball, but that meant the Receiver’s hands weren’t catching anything more. And the compere’s voice was telling them that the Blues were leading by one pass. Time was running out for the Yellows and they were still one pass short.
With the compere screaming that only one lap remained, desperation won out and the Yellow Receiverl grappled Anna to the floor and tried to punch her out. Anna tried to dig into her reserves just once more, but there was nothing there this time. All she could do was hold the screaming blonde harridan’s breasts and twist while at least she was keeping the Receiver from doing her job. But the girl realised this and looked up then leaped off Anna who scrambled up after her as quickly as she could. Both girls held onto the rails and looked back to see where the pack was but they were barely able to skate anymore. However, Anna saw the Passer come onto the final straight with a ball held ready to pass. She pushed herself away from the railings one more time just as their Receiver barged into her side and tried to leap. Anna staggered sideways and watched as, almost in slow motion, the girl’s arm, pale in the harsh lights, stretched up towards the spinning ball. Then she herself was launching. Every muscle in her achingly tired legs propelling her upwards one last time. Her own arm stretched up, and then up further. Her hand was almost touching the Yellow Receiver’s hand as the ball came spinning down out of the night and Anna felt it thud into her palm as she fell back to earth with it safely clasped to her breast and the siren sounded for the completion of the final lap.  
 
Clive Mostyn reckoned that taking the applause from an ecstatic crowd in an arena while he waved graciously from the Owner’s box and felt the key to Downing Street almost in his pocket was every bit as good as he had imagined. He looked forward to doing it a lot more in the future. However, he did notice the slaves being carried and dragged off the Derby track and made a mental note to watch that tall girl’s progress.



Epilogue

 
The letter bore the name of a famous firm of solicitors who, they said, were acting on behalf of Mr Mark Cavanagh who wished to bring to light something he had found in the possession of his late partner, Mr Conor Brien.
Brian read it again while Peter Lang paced up and down his office at The Lodge. 
“It was forwarded to us from the Proteus owners, because we’re involved, both in the present and the past.”
Brian read it again, still not believing what was set out in calm legal terms. The enclosures lay scattered on the desk before him. He had read them already. They were copies but the solicitors had verified all the originals.
It concerned Blondie.
Of course he knew that Blondie had been discovered by Conor Brien and she had rebelled against his ownership of her and had thrown a fight in order to make him sell her. That much was legend on the arena circuit. Carlo, who at that time was Conor Brien’s trainer had also rebelled and had taken her away, afraid of what Conor’s fury might do to his star pupil. He had brought her here, to The Lodge, from where he had built up the CSL stable. That was also legend. But this!
Brian tried to summarise the disclosures to help him assimilate them. “Without Blondie knowing, presumably under general anaesthetic or when she was unconscious, during the time he owned her, he had eggs removed and stored. Then some time after he lost her he impregnated the eggs with his own sperm and had the child given birth to by a surrogate mother who was married to an employee of one of his companies? That’s weird and...and...well it’s...”
Words failed him and Peter finished for him.
“He selected the wife of a middle ranking executive in one of his companies, and made sure the couple lived a comfortable life. Apparently he kept tabs on her all the time and sent her money regularly. But then...when he’s ready! And this is the bit that is really incredible...he sets out to ruin her and land her in the arenas. His own daughter! But at the same time he’s working his way back in to the British establishment so that, as far as Mr Cavanagh can see – and he’s as appalled as we all are – he can actually control her in some way, perhaps his aim was to actually buy her. He’s convinced the girl will be as great as her mother and this time he’s going to be in full control of her and no one will steal her from him. That’s why he had her condemned in this country. It’s all street legal here.”
“Insane!”
“Yes. But in one thing he was totally right. She is a superb talent.”
Brian put the letter down and drew a deep breath. “Okay, the Proteus stable legally owns the daughter of Blondie herself. So how do we break the news to Blondie and Carlo?  And what do we - or they - do about the other daughter, the one she had with Carlo?”
“Ah, that’s the question isn’t it? What about the other daughter? And do we tell this one her full family history?”
 

The story will continue in Blonde Fury!
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