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PROLOGUE



 


 

Basking in the heat of the sub-tropical afternoon, two men, both carrying the intangible air of great wealth, leaned on a low concrete parapet, their hands casually straying over the bodies of the two girls who attended them. The girls were dressed in simple, very short, white tunics and had high-heeled, strappy sandals on their feet. They stood, one girl by each man with their hands behind their backs and their legs far enough apart for the men to explore and fondle what lay between the long, tanned thighs. The strained expressions on the girls’ faces betrayed the fact that they had endured the casual explorations sufficiently long enough to be near their climaxes but neither one dared to make any sound which might disturb the concentration of the men.


And what they were concentrating upon was taking place beneath them. The parapet ran in a circle about forty feet in diameter, and while on their side it stood a mere four feet above the ground, it dropped fifteen feet sheer on the other to form a pit. On the sand covered floor of the pit, two girls were fighting and the men studied them steadily and appraisingly. Professionally.   


The girls were naked apart from leather triangles at their crotches, held up with thin laces over their hips. Their lithe bodies gleamed with oil and streamed with rivulets of sweat as they fought under the hot sun. The contest was a combination of boxing and wrestling, a sport that would have been familiar to the Romans. Each girl wore strapping over her knuckles and from the way their arms swung when they punched, and from the recipient's grimace and grunt of pain, one could deduce that the straps were weighted. But wearing the straps didn't prevent use of the hands as boxing gloves might and frequently the combatants came together and wrestled. 


The men watched critically as female thigh muscles strained and superbly honed buttocks hollowed and clenched with effort as the girls pressed breast to breast, the soft masses squeezing out sideways as they pressed into one another. Hands clawed and dug into buttockflesh and occasional blows were traded to ribs. For a long moment the combatants held and then the contest became a real catfight as eventually hair was grabbed and heads were pulled back. The small arena echoed to the thuds of solid blows landing on flesh and the grunts of exertion and pain as the bodies grappled and the arms swung, delivering blows which left livid marks instantly.


The girls' free fists continued to windmill as they wrenched each other's head back but one girl got lucky and landed a punch to her opponent's breast. The men watched as it flattened back almost to the rib cage, the girl screamed and twisted away, losing her hold. The other girl followed up with punches to the stomach while she still held her opponent’s hair. For a while she led her victim about, continuing the punishment until the battered girl was staggering blindly and then she delivered an uppercut which felled her instantly and had her writhing on the sand.


The victorious girl knelt down over her defeated foe's face and slowly parted her knees until her shaved crotch settled over the loser's gasping mouth, then she reached forwards and clawed her fingers into the slightly flattened breasts before her. Immediately the body arched and a muffled squeal of protest came from between the victor's legs as the bruised flesh was squeezed cruelly. Then the men watched as the pink tongue came from between the loser's lips and began to caress and explore the engorged labia above it. 


And while the tongue swirled and lapped busily, the victor turned and held up her right arm towards the men who glanced at each other and then held out their own arms – with the age-old gesture of the thumb pointing down. They watched for a moment longer and then the blond, more heavily built of the two men threw a multi-lashed whip to the victor. 


The victor stood up and retrieved the whip while the defeated girl licked her lips and glanced anxiously up at her masters.


“Twenty lashes,” the blond man said.


Pausing only to watch the first few of the of the whiplashes scythe down onto the prone girl, turning to his companion, he dismissed the girl at his side with a resounding smack to her rump.


Shrill cries and whip smacks echoed up over his comments as he turned away. 


"It was a good fight, but we need to add something more before the audiences tire of it. We need more of a spectacle." 


His companion, and number two in their joint enterprise, comfortably over six feet tall himself but of slenderer build, pulled his gaze reluctantly from the pit where the victor was now plying the whip enthusiastically across the body which squirmed and yelped on the sand before her. Withdrawing the hand which had been rummaging between the thighs of his attendant girl, he dismissed her also. 


“You have something specific in mind?” 


“We all know the fights have been a good money spinner. The punters pay a fortune to see single female combat to the blood. But we could widen the scope. Invent new contests for the slaves. And this is my main point, have more of them. We could put up a whole squad of our slaves against a squad of another owner’s – mass combat. And I’ve a few more ideas I’ll tell you about over dinner. But above all what we need is real arenas.”


"It’ll cost millions." 


The bigger man laughed, "Christ! We've got millions. Not only us but the others as well. And if we start planning now, in a couple of years you and I will be deeper in clover than we ever dreamed we could be."


"Okay, I suppose you're right. We made a good killing with that last show and if we expand on the scale you're suggesting............well it could make our oil revenues look like monopoly money. I think we should call everyone together for a meeting to discuss it.”


"Right! Do it now and arrange the meeting in London. In the meantime I’m going to take a look at a little place that's caught my eye. After that I want to fly back and do some sniffing around in the dear old UK." 

 


Down in the arena, the gladiators were led away on collars and leads, both destined for the showers and then grooming. Bruises, cuts and all, they would be required by their masters for further sport later on. And their masters were two of the super rich – the makers and breakers of governments and countries – they were two of The Owners.









Chapter 1



 


 

The chequerboard fields of the English countryside wheeled and spun dizzily beneath Tara as she plunged from the plane. Her ears were filled with the roar of the wind and a gaping pit seemed to open up in her stomach as she gave herself to the void. She screamed in excitement at the thrill of abandoning her body to the frail web of nylon slung on her back, at the sheer exhilaration of willingly stepping from the plane to see what happened next. It was nothing like the practices in the hangar at the airfield far below. It was the best thrill yet. Her suit drummed and hammered at her in the tornado of her falling and she spread herself on the air to make the descent last as long as she could before having to open the parachute. White water rafting, bungee jumping, snow boarding; she'd tried them all, loving to pit herself and her body against whatever the world could throw at her. But this was the best.


It was almost as though the thump of the parachute opening which jerked her sharply as it braked the career of her free-fall, was pulling her back to earth and she sighed in disappointment, as safely now, she swung gently down. But she would be back, oh yes. Just as soon as she landed, she would book for the next course, and the next, going higher and higher each time. Prolonging that exquisite feeling of complete abandonment she had experienced while she rejoiced in her fitness and strength as she plunged and soared in a world inhabited only by those who shared the secret. She felt she had joined a sort of brotherhood, people united by their willingness to fling themselves into empty space and risk everything for the sheer thrill of that very risk.


She managed the landing with no problem, her strong thighs giving under her, absorbing the shock as she rolled and then came back up to start unbuckling her harness. 


In the changing room Tara used the primitive shower. She waited till the other two women had gone back into the changing room proper before she succumbed to the excitement that had been building in her ever since she had landed. It was a deep visceral need, blatantly sexual, centred right in her groin. She had no idea why, but after she successfully completed every challenge she set herself, she was left with an aching void between her legs. And nothing would do but that she fill it with whatever came to hand. She desperately needed a rock- hard penis plunged in to the hilt and reaming her to the very neck of her womb, but she seemed fated never to find what she needed. In despair she had watched time and again as her less attractive friends had walked off with men she fancied. But at five feet nine inches in her stockinged feet, a mane of honey blonde hair, 36D breasts which needed a bra only to steady them rather than support their proud curves, and her long legs......Her legs! She had almost come to hate them. How many times had she seen male eyes travel slowly up from the slender ankles to the graceful curves of her calves then up again to the smooth-skinned and long thighs, the prominent buttocks and trim waist, only to watch them conclude that she couldn't possibly be for them, and turn away. She had decided sourly that the bulge in their trousers was in inverse proportion to their courage.


She had resorted to self-help and masturbated freely and without guilt. Now she spread her legs as the warm water cascaded over the curves of her body and reached down to start rubbing at her frantically erect clitoris, splitting her engorged labia with her fingers and feeling how the inner lips had unfurled and filled. She bucked her hips forward to meet her own thrusts and groaned out loud in delight as she heard the other women vacate the changing room and leave her safely alone. As always at these times she came quickly, the orgasm not being satisfactory, merely adequate until she got home and could settle down to using one of her biggest dildos.


She stepped out of the shower and went into the changing room to towel down and dress. She was giving her crotch more attention than it strictly needed, the towel rubbing hard between her open legs when the door crashed open and a man entered.


Tara whirled to face him, instinctively holding the towel in front of her. Terrified, she nonetheless took in the fact that the man was big, about six feet four, and broad shouldered to match. She reckoned he was in his mid-forties, his face weather-beaten and bordered with a neatly trimmed beard.


Quite unconcerned he strode to the centre of the room and surveyed her as she cowered behind the small towel. His gaze was steady and appreciative and his stance; wide legged, fists on hips seemed to suggest he owned the room rather than being an intruder.


"Did you enjoy it then?" he asked with an unmistakable Irish burr in his accent.


"What?" She was appalled at the frightened squeak which emerged from her lips.


"The jump, girl! Did you like it?"


"Yes! I....look this is the ladies'!"


"Good," he nodded thoughtfully, totally ignoring her stuttered protest. "Knew you would of course. I've been watching you."


Suddenly Tara was aware of having seen him a couple of times, out of the corner of her eye, just part of the background when she had come for training sessions.


"I'm taking you out to dinner tonight," he announced with absolute certainty. "I'll meet you out front." He turned on his heel and was gone, leaving Tara staring open mouthed at the door.


Who the hell....just who the bloody hell did he think he was!? Her thoughts roiled in fury as she dressed. Just marching in here and practically ordering me out on a date. The arrogant bastard!


She dragged a brush through her hair with unnecessary force in front of the mirror, but stopped short when she recalled her earlier thoughts about her problems with men. Whatever else he was, this man wasn't frightened of her beauty. But his arrogance! Well, she decided, two could play at that game.


Tara marched out of the changing room, safely dressed in jeans, sweatshirt and leather jacket. But very aware of the tingling warmth in the pit of her stomach.


He was waiting for her in the shabby foyer of the old aerodrome, standing again four square in the middle of the floor, exuding utter self-confidence which hot-wired Tara's anger, curiosity and arousal all at the same time. She set her jaw and strode up to him.


"Right, you arrogant shit, whoever you are. I'll let you take me out tonight, but we'll go via my flat. I need to change."


He merely grinned at her and met her angry glare.


"I've got a feeling you'd look beautiful in whatever you chose to put on.....or take off," he said.


Tara's jaw nearly dropped at his calmly lascivious rejoinder, but she managed to snap it shut and strode out with a curt, "Follow me!"


In the car park she climbed into her open-topped MGF and surreptitiously watched the strange man ease into an impressive Mercedes coupe. Tara gunned the motor and pulled off, grimly determined to drive with all the aggression she could muster. She burned rubber out into the traffic, ran a set of lights at red, lane swapped and cornered the responsive little car to its limits. As ever a moist warmth spread up from her crotch as she drove, or did anything right to the edge. She rode the car as if it was a spirited horse, curbing it with the gears, spurring it with the accelerator. But all the time the Mercedes grille stayed in her rear view mirror. The man was at least as good as she was. It could prove an interesting night, she thought, and by the time she squealed to a halt outside her flat, she was aware that fresh knickers were definitely required.


Without a backward glance at the grey Merc, she walked in and up to her first floor flat. But as soon as she was in she looked down through the lace curtains at her bedroom window. He was leaning nonchalantly against the car, waiting. God! He was a big man. As she riffled hurriedly through her wardrobe she hoped that her dildos weren't going to be needed.


She discarded any long dresses, or trousers and settled on a short summer number in dark blue with spaghetti straps at the shoulders, a low cut, tight bodice and short flaring skirt. Under it she pulled up a flimsy thong and then slipped into high-heeled sandals with sexily thin ankle straps. Hastily she sprayed perfume down the front of her dress, then hitched up the skirt and sprayed a little around her fluttering sex lips, gasping as the cold spray hit the heated flesh and stung bitterly. A quick rasp with the hairbrush again and she was running back downstairs. Belatedly she realised that the flat was a complete tip, undies and old TV dinners were strewn everywhere. Tough! If they came back to her place, he damn well wasn't going to be looking at the decor, she decided.


But she never did return.

 

Inside the front door she paused to collect herself, smoothe down her dress, fluff up her hair and regain her cool. But she would see how cool he kept when faced with the amount of breast and thigh she was displaying. Then she walked out to meet this strange man and briefly she realised that she felt as she had earlier, just before she stepped out of the plane and threw herself into the unknown. There was the same feeling of abandonment to whatever fate held in store. Her heart pounded with excitement.


To her delight the man gave a soft whistle of appreciation as she strode towards him, hips swaying and silky smooth breastflesh rippling with each step. She felt the warm evening air caress her upper thighs under the scant covering and bring some welcome cool to her molten crotch. She allowed him to help her into the car and settled back sensuously into the leather upholstery, deliberately letting the skirt ride up as far as it would.


The man grinned his infuriating grin again. But she could tell by the straining bulge in his trousers that she had scored.


"I'm taking you somewhere you'll like," he said quietly.


And drove her away.









Chapter 2



 


 

It was the most terrifying drive of her life. And she loved every second of it. The man wasn't just as good as she was, he was in a class of his own. He scythed through the early evening traffic with contemptuous ease, and then slipped out onto the motorway. Tara watched as the speedometer climbed steadily to 130 and held there.


"My name's Conor," the man announced, breaking his silence.


Tara found she had to lick her dry lips before telling him hers.


"Well Tara my beauty - I'm taking you to a little club I know. I think you'll like the floor show they have there."


He lapsed back into silence, and Tara had no desire to distract him with conversation. He was carving back through the slower lanes without reducing his own speed and then they were hurtling up a slip road towards a roundabout. Instinctively, Tara found her right foot jamming itself into the floor, trying to brake. There was no way they'd get round the roundabout at that speed, no way! She grabbed the dashboard and braced herself as the Merc heeled over and squealed rubber, fighting to make an impossible turn.


She opened her eyes. They were doing a mere eighty now, down a long tree-lined road. She breathed out in relief, and then rounded on him in fury. Alright, she loved driving fast but that had been pure craziness.


"You bloody maniac! Do you always drive like that?!"


Conor put his head back and guffawed. "Jeez no!" he said. "I go much faster when I'm sober!"


Tara gaped at him and couldn't think of what to say. She'd been on the end of plenty of half-drunk pickup attempts, it was often the only way the men could summon up the courage. But this man wasn't like that. He was joking.......surely.


As if reading her thoughts he intoned solemnly and precisely, "Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled pepper.....Six thick thistle sticks......" And then cast that mischievous grin at her. 


Tara couldn't help bursting out laughing, and then shrieked in mock dismay as he abruptly turned sharp left, flinging her against him. As she sat up, she saw they were speeding down a long drive towards an elegant manor house, in front of which were parked a lot of other expensive cars. He spun the Merc in a deft handbrake turn to leave it rocking on its sorely tested suspension outside the impressive, porticoed front door. 


He was out and holding her door for her before she had got her breath back. In the movement common to all women in short skirts getting out of low-slung cars, Tara pressed her thighs together and swung them out to stand up. As she did so she realised that she should have brought a spare pair of knickers. The pair she had only just put on were already soaking. The drive had turned her on more than she would have believed possible. 


Conor held her left upper arm in a grip of irresistible strength and pulled her close when she stood up. Suddenly serious he stared down at her with dark intense eyes that bored into her. She felt mesmerised and stared back helplessly, he was unlike any man she had ever met. A dream date? Or a nightmare.


"You're beautiful Tara," he said quietly. "I'm going to shag you rigid later on. Anything less would be an insult to you."


Once again Tara was completely lost. Deep in her mind she knew she should hit him, or protest, or do something to unsettle him; shock him out of his smug, arrogant assumptions. But her body was thrumming like a plucked violin string, completely overwhelmed by his dominating physical presence. She struggled to reply for a second but then he led her inside and she made no attempt to hang back, apprehension and the excitement of the unknown curdling her insides.

 

He led her through a gracious, marbled interior. Two uniformed flunkies appeared and greeted Conor as 'Mr Brien'. One took the car keys to park it, the other led them right through the house and ushered them into a large modern extension leading on from the back of the old house. If it had windows, they were shuttered and Tara stared round as her eyes accustomed themselves to the soft lighting. It was a large restaurant of sorts, many tables, nearly all filled by couples or foursomes, were ranged round a central floor area which was occupied by a wrestling or boxing ring. A waiter seemed to be expecting Conor and led them to a table only twenty feet or so away from the ring. 


"Food first, then the entertainment," Conor said, handing her a menu. Something about his use of the word 'entertainment' rekindled the tingling at her groin which had settled down a little since their arrival and his promise for later on.


They ordered and ate a pleasant, well-prepared meal. Conor also ordered two bottles of a superb red wine, the labels of which made Tara wince at the thought of the cost. He knocked back one and a half of them, and Tara worried about the drive home.


"We're staying here for the night," he told her when she timidly voiced her concerns. She had never been timid in her life before this evening.


"You take a hell of a lot for granted don't you?" she managed to retort this time.


"Tell me I'm wrong and you don't want to sleep with me, and I'll get you a cab home right now. No problem."


Tara read the challenge in his eyes and squared her shoulders. She wasn't going to back down, and anyway she recalled that earlier crack about shagging her rigid. Very well, let him try, let him see if he could.


"All right, I'll stay, but you'd better be as good as you reckon."


"Bravely spoken Tara. Waiter! Bring a bottle of cognac over here."


Just as the cognac arrived the house lights went down and spotlights flicked on, bathing the ring in brilliant light. The entertainment had begun.

 

Tara's emotions went on a roller coaster ride for the first half hour or so. To begin with she was horrified and humiliated on behalf of her sex, but then either because of the alcohol or the scenes unfolding before her, or both, what she was watching began to take on a thrilling eroticism.


Two men ducked into the ring to loud applause, behind them came two women led by leashes attached to collars at their necks. They were dressed in ridiculous outfits, Tara thought. One was in a sort of leather bikini and the other was in a two-piece lycra outfit with a micro skirt. Both women wore high-heeled shoes which they took off once they entered the ring and gave to their men. The audience was applauding wildly and Tara realised that included the women.


"They're subs," Conor told her, and added when she still looked blank, "submissives. Their masters have put them up for a fight and we've all got bets on. I've got five hundred on the one in leather."


As Tara looked back to the ring, the men unclipped their leashes and ducked back out. Immediately the two women rushed at each other and began clawing and slapping and hair pulling. It was almost laughably amateurish but as Tara watched she had to admit that there was something savagely arousing about watching women fight. It soon became clear that the first object of the contest was to be the first to get the opponent naked, and in a few minutes both women's breasts were exposed. They swung and bounced as the bodies struggled, squeezing together into flattened mounds when the wrestlers locked, and when they parted, Tara noted, the nipples were hardened and erect. The same as hers, she realised. 


Conor's fancy succeeded in shredding the lycra skirt of her opponent and Tara had to restrain a gasp of excited shock when she saw the smooth curves of the buttocks shamelessly exposed under the spotlights. With one woman naked the contest really hotted up. Tara winced as she saw nipples grabbed and twisted, nails dug deep into buttocks and slaps administered to breasts. Even though the contest was frantic in comparison to the little wrestling she had ever seen on TV, it was obvious that nothing was faked. The squeals of anguish, the meaty sound of open palms slamming across quivering breasts was too real. But every now and then one or other of the women would manage a clean throw, usually from no higher than hip height, but being close to the ring, Tara could clearly see the ripples run through the thighs, buttocks and breasts as the body hit, and then bounced off the canvas. For some reason, this sight sent a stomach-lurching jolt of excitement through her. And by the time it was clear that the woman in leather, the tatters of her thong still clinging to her crotch, was winning, Tara was shouting as loudly as everyone else, cheering her on. At last she got her opponent in an arm lock and held her face down to the canvas. From where Tara sat she could clearly see the twin creases between the woman's wriggling legs as she struggled against the hold. To her amazement she could also see the inner labia, pinkly engorged between the outer lips of the sex. The woman really was excited.


The contest was decided when the woman Conor was backing reached down with her free hand and thrust her fingers up into the loser's sex. Tara shrieked in disbelief at the blatant sight of one woman's fingers sinking deeply into another's private crevice, but the audience rose and cheered and clapped. The men ducked back into the ring and the victor was collared and led out, acknowledging the applause. But what followed left Tara even more stunned than anything the day had so far exposed her to. The loser struggled to her knees, and for the first time Tara could see the flaring red patches where blows had landed on her bare flesh, she clasped her hands and theatrically begged her man for something. He stood with one hand gripped in her hair and looked round at the audience. The woman seemed to beg even harder, her pleas drowned by the crowd's noise.


"What d'you think Tara? Thumbs up or down?" Conor shouted at her across the table.


"What?" Tara could hardly hear him and certainly didn't understand what he was getting at.


Conor moved round to sit beside her. "If we give her the thumbs up, it means she's fought well. If we give the thumbs down, she gets a thrashing from her master," he said.


Once again Tara was lost for words and could only stare at the ring. She realised her throat was dry and absently reached a shaky hand for some more brandy. She couldn't really have heard what she thought she just had. But at tables all around her, laughing and smiling men and women were holding out their arms, hands fisted, thumbs down.


The man in the ring smiled back and waved, then dragged his woman towards one of the posts which Tara now noticed had a high pole extending up from it. He dragged the woman to her feet, grabbed her wrists and held them up over her head with one hand while he looped rope which was attached to the pole round them with his other, and then tied it off. Tara couldn't help feeling that the woman could have struggled and made that difficult for him, but she seemed to accept whatever was coming with a strange docility. 


On top of all the things she had experienced that day, the sight of a naked woman tied up ready for what Conor called a thrashing, was by far the most perversely thrilling. She noticed how the woman's raised arms gave her back a slender grace as it narrowed down from the shoulders to the waist and then flared out smoothly and broadly over the hips to the wide pillows of the buttocks. Absurdly, Tara found it the most erotically feminine spectacle she had ever witnessed, it captured the essence of woman offering herself to man.


And it pleased this man, and this audience, to beat her.


A whip, consisting of many leather thongs about two feet long was thrown up to the man and he started. Tara flinched when the first lash bit across the buttocks. She couldn't hear it land because of the count of "One!" which went up on all sides. But she saw the woman's back arch and her hips thrust forward, away from the whip. But before the second lash she saw the woman look behind her to see when it was coming and then spread and brace her feet a little farther out from the post. For all the world it looked to Tara as if she was deliberately offering her backside to the whip.


"Two!"


"Three!"


"Four!"


The crowd yelled the count. And Tara saw the red swathes begin to appear on the woman's skin. On and on the count mounted as the whip smacked down, its lashes splaying across the body as it landed. By ten lashes the man had altered his target and was now working across the shoulders and upper back, and Tara noticed with ever mounting incredulity that the woman's body wasn't twisting and arching so violently now, rather the hips were rotating and the back writhing almost as though she was being made love to. She was even looking over her shoulder at the man who was beating her with a look that Tara couldn't fathom. It seemed to be made up of appeal, fear and excitement in equal parts.


"Fifteen!"


"Sixteen!"


"Seventeen!"


At twenty lashes it finally stopped and the woman slumped till her weight was completely taken by her wrists. The man stepped forward and dug the fingers of one hand between her spread legs. Immediately she jolted up again and Tara heard her moan quite plainly as she was penetrated publicly once again. For a few seconds the man worked his fingers inside her and then withdrew, holding his hand up for all to see. Tara couldn't believe, but had to accept the evidence of her eyes. His fingers were glistening with vaginal secretions. The woman had been juicing under the whip! Wild cheering broke out once again, and once again arms were held out but with the thumb pointing up this time.


Tara slumped back in her seat as the woman was led away, a wild swirl of emotion surging through her. Conor poured her another drink.


"Well?" he asked


"It's horrible!.......I mean it's....no........who are these people?" Tara stumbled helplessly with her words as her thoughts failed to collect themselves.


"They're just ordinary people who get their kicks this way. Nearly every woman in the audience has been in the ring at one time or another, and most have had a good public thrashing too. Does it excite you Tara?"


"No!......I......I don't know." She did though. She knew her cheeks were flushed, and that if she looked down at her chest, the flush would be spreading down towards her breasts which felt tight against the bodice of her dress. And worse, she knew that her nipples would be proudly pushing the fabric into telltale peaks which Conor couldn't fail to notice. As for her sex, it had been on heat nearly all day and she shifted uncomfortably in her seat as her thighs rubbed the wet rag that her lacy thong had become.


She attempted a rally and sat up, "So what's up next?" she asked brightly. "Naked male wrestlers? Or don't I get that lucky?"


Conor smiled calmly. "Sometimes we have them. There are quite a few mistresses about. But tonight it's all women, and you'll like the next fight. Dildos."


Tara was about to ask what he meant when the audience around them erupted again. Once more two men were leading women into the ring. But this time the women were already naked except for heavy strap-on dildos waving obscenely from their crotches and held on by leather harnesses which encircled their waists and thin straps which ran between their legs, either side of their labia up the buttock crease and then buckled onto the belts. One of the women caught Tara's eye, she was tall and slender with slight, but prettily uptilted breasts, her opponent was a big breasted woman, more stocky and less attractive in Tara's opinion. She was distracted by a waiter hovering at her elbow.


Conor shoved a wad of notes at her. "Last bets. There's two hundred there, put it on the one you reckon's going to get her dildo up the other first."


Tara swallowed hard. If she put on a bet, it would mean she was joining in, accepting everything, conniving with these people around her in the humiliation of the two women. But her mind's eye treacherously replayed some of the action from the previous fight, it had been savagely erotic. Naked women pitted against each other for the pleasure of an audience, the winner making money for her man, the loser risking a public flogging; complete humiliation, yet utterly raw sexual excitement.


"The tall one," she said curtly and gave the money to the waiter, who she now realised had been leering down the front of her dress. So what?  The evening was hot with the atmosphere of sex. She straightened her shoulders and sat back a little to give him a better view as he wrote out her ticket and gave it to her. She noted quickly that she had backed Amanda.


The contest was a much tougher one this time. Both women were obviously more experienced, and, Tara noted approvingly, much more athletic and skilful. They didn't bother with scratching and slapping, they used their fists. Soon Tara herself was on her feet, yelling Amanda on as she traded blows with her heavier opponent, bravely shrugging off the impacts to breast and thighs. She managed to duck under her opponent's guard and throw her over her shoulder. The body arched high above the ring and bounced down heavily, but before Amanda could press home her advantage, somehow the woman rolled away and got back to her feet. Armlocks were applied and escaped from, bodies were sent hurtling into the ropes and took heavy punches on the rebound, but neither one gave way. It was a tense contest and the audience settled down to watch intently. Tara resumed her seat and felt Conor's heavy hand on her arm. She turned to him briefly and saw he was as flushed with excitement as she was. On an impulse she slid her own hand under the tablecloth and found his thigh. She let it slide up to his crotch and gasped as she felt the thick pole of his erection through his trousers. She tried to get her fingers to measure its girth and length, and gasped again. God, he was massive!


In return his hand moved down her side and she opened her legs just enough to let his fingers dive into the cleft between them and then she squeezed them tightly closed, imprisoning them and welcoming their touch on her soaked knickers. She gave in. Why pretend? This was sport at the edge. And sex.


She turned back to the ring just in time to see Amanda take a posting which drew a gasp from the audience. She tottered forwards, dazed by the force of the impact and was immediately picked up bodily and slammed down, this time on to her front. She arched and writhed but her opponent threw herself down onto her between her legs and bucked her hips savagely once, twice and at the third time Amanda arched again under her and moaned. Tara could almost feel how the rubber shaft would be spreading her labia and coldly shoving up into her vagina. While the men climbed back into the ring, the bigger woman took full advantage and subjected Amanda to a furious shafting.


Tara was beyond rational thought. Conor's fingers teased her relentlessly, her own hand was masturbating his huge cock through his trousers, and the stupid bitch Amanda had let her down in front of him, she deserved whatever she was going to get. Losers should learn from losing she thought angrily. Tara's own hand went out with the thumb down when Amanda's master picked her dazed body up from the canvas and slung her against the whipping post.


The eroticism of the tall girl's graceful figure tied with the arms raised didn't impinge on Tara this time. All she wanted was to see it writhe under the whip. And it did. She counted as loudly and fiercely as anyone as thirty lashes were laid on, striping the girl from shoulders to thighs. Amanda was louder than the previous loser and her wails and screams were plainly audible. It was music to Tara's ears and she gripped Conor's shaft fiercely as the writhings became slowly more sensuous and the screams became groans. Conor's fingers tormented her and by the time the whipping was over she knew she was perilously near an orgasm. She wasn't the only one she realised suddenly. All around her female hands had been slipped inside flies and were working on rigid cocks. At one or two tables, men sat back and women knelt before them, their heads bobbing up and down busily. It was too much for Tara, she had to get away.


"The next one's a whip duel. Want to stay?" Conor whispered.


"No, I.......let's go!"


They hurried upstairs ignoring the knowing smirk of the desk clerk. As soon as the bedroom door was closed, Tara began desperately tearing at Conor's clothes, all the long day's excitements now focused on a greater need in her vagina than she had ever experienced before. Conor lifted her skirt and with casual ease ripped her thong straps, yanking the tiny gusset away from her open and lubricated lips. She almost came when she felt him tear the meagre covering so easily and had to lean on him for support. But at last she had got his belt and flies undone and pulled down his pants. She looked down in awe at what her hands held. The massive plum coloured helm and its vein ridged shaft thrust up from his thick thatch of hair. Her fingers could hardly encircle it and trailed over the slit which was already exuding pearls of pre-ejaculate. It was by far the biggest member she had ever encountered.


"Oh Christ!" she murmured. "Oh yes!" She could feel her vagina clench and exude another flood of juice at the prospect of this monster stretching her labia and spearing up into her.


But suddenly his hand was clenched hard in her hair and her head was wrenched back so that she had to stare up into his eyes. His face was set and stern. She felt an iron hardness in his nature beneath the casual, humorous self-confidence of the exterior. Tara thrilled with apprehension at the thought of being alone with this extraordinary man.


"Now we shag till one of us can't go on. Right Tara?" he whispered fiercely. Again she felt as if she was stepping into a void and joyfully abandoned herself.


"Yes, till one of us begs for mercy," she whispered back.


They didn't make love. Not one kiss was exchanged that Tara could ever remember. It was simply her body versus his. The resilience of her vagina against the ferocity of his cock, the strength of her sex-drive against his endurance.


Their first coupling, with him standing and she riding his shaft - legs wrapped tight around his hips, resulted in an earth-shattering, blinding orgasm for her as she let her weight grind her down onto the most divine penis her body had ever played host to. But he didn't come, and when she had finished writhing and moaning he lifted her off and threw her hard down onto the bed, on her back. Then he lowered his powerful body down onto her and she relished his weight, crushing her, pinning her down as he penetrated her contracted vagina. She groaned at the deliciously remorseless way his shaft lanced and stretched her, inch by inch. She was bucking her hips up at him urgently even before he was fully in, her nails raking his back, greedy for another orgasm of the sort she had always dreamed about but had never achieved before this night.


And when his hard, pelvis-slapping thrusts began to batter her, she clenched every internal muscle she could, determined to milk those huge balls this time. Again and again he rammed her, shaking her like a rag doll but she clung onto him inside and when the world exploded in her head and she heard herself screaming in ecstasy, she was rewarded with the feel of his hot jets of sperm flooding the very neck of her womb.


But that was just the first skirmish in a war of attrition.


For a while they lay and savoured their own pleasure, then Tara let her hand begin to stray down over Connor's powerful chest, down across the muscular stomach until it found the wiry pubic hair and the slick, flaccid tube of the penis. She cupped the loosely hanging balls and juggled them gently, then stroked the penis itself. It stirred under her fingers and began to throb back into erection, hardening and growing until it forced apart her circled forefinger and thumb. This was the cock of her dreams and she wasn't going to waste a second of this night. She swung her leg over and straddled Conor, holding her own labia open with one hand, she gripped his wonderfully stiff cock with the other and fed it into her. Slowly she let herself slide down and down, loving the way she could feel her vaginal tunnel easing open once again, welcoming the shaft that was filling it. She let her breath out in an 'Oof!' when it finally reached full penetration. Again they drove each other to climaxes, Conor's hands mauling her breasts, pulling hard at her nipples, making her gasp and bounce even harder on him even while she leaned her full weight into those same hands and let him do as he pleased. She had never been played with so roughly, but couldn't pretend that she didn't like the way the stabs of pain from her nipples, standing out like dark red bullets, mingled with the breathtaking onrush of her third orgasm which exploded inside her as she felt yet more of his hot spend spurt up into her.


Time and again he throbbed back into erection until Tara lost count of the penetrations and orgasms. Once, in a sexual frenzy the like of which she had never experienced before, she licked him back into life. She took a deep and perverse pleasure in tasting her own juices on her tongue, as well as the salty flavour of his spend. She had never licked a man before.


But at last, as grey light was beginning to filter through the curtains she gave in. Her vagina burned and stung unbearably, her breasts felt bruised and they ached from the manhandling and constant arousal. She groaned when Conor heaved himself onto her once more and she felt the dome of his helm begin to push up into her semen-flooded and contracted tunnel.


"No!" she pleaded. "Please no more!"


"Mercy?"


"Yes, mercy, please!"


Almost casually he flicked her over onto her face and shoved her knees up under her torso, so that her bottom stuck up in the air facing him. Suddenly she realised that though her devastated sex might be spared her anus wasn't going to be. Never, never had she contemplated allowing a man into that passage, or even imagined a man wanting to enter her there.


"No! Please not there!" she cried out. "Aah! No!"


But two fingers had been wiped up the groove of her sex, to collect some of the spend and juice which was coating it and then thrust brutally into her opening, levering the tight muscles apart. Then as she gritted her teeth in anticipation of the pain to come, she felt the blunt head of his enormous cock push into her. It was well lubricated by repeated ejaculations and her own vagina's passionate response but even so it slid in with exquisite pain. Conor's free hand gripped the back of her neck and pushed her face down into the bedding to stop her escaping, and that muffled her screams of disgust and pain as she felt herself prised wider and wider open. She was sure she would tear and was sobbing in despair when at last the head was in and there was a slight lessening of pressure as her muscles clamped shut around the shaft. Desperately she tried to relax to save herself further pain but was distracted by the alien feeling of her bowels wanting to empty even as they were being filled - and then filled some more. On and on he drove, remorselessly spearing up into the tight tender tissue, squeezing sperm out of her sex as he compressed it from behind. At last Tara felt his pelvis against her buttocks and knew that she was fully impaled on him.


"There's always got to be a penalty for losing Tara, " he told her, his voice soft, almost sympathetic above her back. "Or where's the fun in winning? Remember that."


And then she felt his hands brace themselves on her hips. She grabbed a fistful of sheet and stuffed it into her mouth to bite on just as he began to shaft her. She screamed on every thrust and whimpered at each withdrawal, feeling as though her entrails were being ripped from her at one moment and then pushed up into her stomach at others. And all the time the strange compression of her vaginal channel, the membranes still super-sensitised, worked an insidious spell on her and pain and pleasure began to mingle in ways she had never imagined they could. She didn't have a physical orgasm when at last he jetted his final spurts of hot sperm into her, but it was almost a mental one. In the mists of her exhausted brain the thought formed that this was somehow right.


She had fought to the end of her strength and been beaten at last - it was right therefore that her conqueror should take whatever pleasure he chose with her. And as he jerked in the throes of his climax she almost welcomed his eruption in her most secret of places, he had taken his prize.


For once she had tried sex at the very edge - and had loved it.


Even though he was softening as he withdrew, the last moments made Tara gasp as for a second she felt the cool air of the room on her rectal lining before her sphincter closed. Then at last she was able to slump down and get her hands down between her legs to cradle her plundered entrances and feel the cooling sperm leaking from them. She felt almost demented with lust and a strange desire to abase herself before this man who had beaten her. 


Wordlessly she twisted round and slowly let her tongue trail down his chest and stomach until it encountered the matted pubic hair. Her heart pounded with excitement and horror at what she was about to do. She moved down further and at last encountered the slick and soft cock which had so completely laid her waste. Knowing full well where it had been, her anus still stinging and throbbing, she took it deep into her mouth and licked it clean, carefully and respectfully. It was only right, she had always been proud of her body, its strength and fitness, but she had been bested, defeated for the first time in her life.


Her mouth full of the mingled tastes of both their bodies, she made her way back up until she lay beside him, she was rewarded by one heavy arm rested over her shoulders and then, strangely content she let the dark close over her.









Chapter 3



 


 

When she awoke she was alone. She lifted her head and swept the tangled mane of blonde hair from her eyes, then surveyed the wrecked bed. She smiled lazily as she recalled the events of the night before, rolled over onto her back and stretched luxuriously, feeling the encrusted sperm on her inner thighs tightening the skin before it split and revelling in the residual burning sensations deep in her sex and anus. 


"Tara, you are one well fucked woman," she told herself delightedly. Now where was Conor, that gorgeous randy bastard?


She sat up and looked round. There was no sound from the bathroom, so he must have showered and gone down to breakfast without waking her she decided. 


It was only when she came back from the shower herself, naked and refreshed that she realised that not only had Conor's clothes gone but also her own. For some time she could only stare stupidly about the room but then panic set in. She flung open wardrobes and drawers but there was nothing. Even the small handbag she had brought seemed to have gone. Her heart thundering she stood in the middle of the room and turned round and round wildly. What the hell was going on?


She was so badly frightened that when someone knocked on the door she instantly told them to come in. It had to be Conor she told herself, relief and fury surging through her so strongly that she forgot she was stark naked.


The two flunkeys she had glimpsed in the hall the previous night entered. Immediately she became aware of her nudity and grabbed for a towel off the bed to cover herself. They closed the door behind them and advanced into the room. They were out of uniform now and dressed in T shirts and dark slacks. Tara registered that they were both fairly large men and they were leering at her in a way that made her even more acutely aware of her nakedness. She clutched more desperately at the towel and backed away from them.


"Who are you?" she demanded, trying to steady her voice. "What do you want?"


One of the men laughed at that.


"We're what you might call Room Service," the other said. "Mr. Brien said you hadn't any money to pay your share of the bill, but that you'd be happy to pay in kind."


Tara gaped at him, scarcely able to believe Conor's treachery. He'd set her up and left her there to be gang banged by these two. 


One of them had moved to her right and was removing his shirt. By now she had backed up until she was standing behind the bed. One man had remained in front of it and was between her and the door. She glanced round quickly, the other man was just getting his shirt off, she had to make a move now or never. She leaped onto the bed and slung the towel over the one who was still encumbered with his shirt. The man by the door lunged for her but she twisted sideways and brought her fist down on the back of his head. He cried out and pitched face first onto the mattress. She leaped over him, wrenched the door open and ran for it.


The corridor outside was deserted, frantically she tried the doors to some of the other rooms but they were all locked. There was only one thing to do; naked or not she would just have to run for help. She ran down the stairs into the hall, there had to be someone around surely? But again the house seemed deserted. There was no one at Reception. Above and behind her she could hear the sounds of feet pounding along the corridor and men's voices swearing. They were coming for her.


She swung round and headed for the front door, threw it open and leaped down the stairs onto the tarmac of the car park. That too was empty, but ahead of her there was a broad stretch of immaculately tended lawn with woods beyond. And that way, she remembered was the direction in which lay the road.....and help. Tara set off, stretching her long legs and concentrating on setting a fast but sustainable pace. Behind her she heard the men's shoes on the stone steps. 


She ran, ignoring the harsh tarmac under her bare feet, heading for the huge sweep of lawn and the possibility of help at its far end. Her arms and legs pumped and her hair flew about her face. Slowly her panic subsided and gave way to a steely determination.


Somehow, sooner or later, she would settle with Conor, but for now if these two goons behind her wanted what was between her pounding legs, they were damn well going to have to fight for it. As she ran on naked, her breasts swung and bounced irritatingly and increasingly painfully, her upper arms sometimes catching them and sending their weight swinging back across her chest to collide fleshily with each other and upset her balance.


She noted that the sounds of pursuit had faded and risked a glance over one shoulder. The men had reached the grass which was muffling their footsteps, but they were still after her. They were at least as fit as she was and were running powerfully, closing on her. Tara gritted her teeth and accelerated towards the woods. She was only yards short when her thighs were suddenly hit hard from behind and pinioned. She gave a breathless scream of despair as she was pitched forward onto the grass and slid for a few yards under her own momentum and that of the man who had rugby tackled her so expertly.


What followed was a blur as she fought under the weight of both men. In grim silence she twisted and bucked, scratching and kicking as best she could while they slowly got her under control. The smell of their sweat filled her nostrils and their clothes rasped against her nakedness, while her back was ground down onto the wet grass. It was a fight she couldn't win but as it went on she realised that she didn't care. She was relishing the fight itself, the struggling of body against body, flesh against flesh; and the fact that she knew exactly what these men intended once they had overpowered her only served to increase the thrill of the battle. As she writhed and arched under the men she was aware of what was happening between her legs, her labia were sliding slickly together as her clenching thighs twisted. In less than a day she had gone from a world where she despised men for their cowardice where her body was concerned to one where the men took their women with complete arrogance and did as they pleased with them. Images of the thrashings she had seen the night before flashed through her mind, strangely confused with memories of Conor reaming her out tirelessly, screwing her into utter submission.


At last the men held her and she could fight no more. One held her wrists above her head while the other pinned her lower body with his weight, one hand grasping her right breast and squeezing hard. She no longer struggled but still her hips heaved under the man. The change from struggle to urgency was so seamless that even the men hardly noticed. All three of them were panting and gasping, Tara's breasts heaved and the man's fingers dug deeper into the right one as he pulled himself properly onto her and fumbled with his fly, using his free hand. The pain and the pounding of the blood in her hard, swollen nipples didn't bother her, somehow it belonged to this bizarre situation......just like the previous night when she had abased herself in front of Conor, she had fought all she could and for the second time she had been beaten. 


An involuntary moan escaped her as she felt the hard warmth of the man's erect sex brush against the softness of her sex lips. And she couldn't pretend that there wasn't an element of excitement in the way she lifted her hips towards him, inviting him. She groaned helplessly as she felt the blunt head of his shaft drive into the labial cleft and part the lips with a moist suction. But her conqueror this time paused, with his helm just inside her entrance, keeping her squirming under him while her vaginal muscles fluttered and spasmed within her. He looked up at his companion and smiled.


"Christ! Brien knows how to pick'em. They scrap like polecats and it turns them on!"


At the mention of Conor, all Tara's fight came back, she cried out and bucked furiously under the man but it was too late. With a cowboy's whoop of joy he rode her easily and rammed himself in to the hilt before settling his full weight onto her. She tried to spit defiance at him and vent her fury at Conor but her cry faded into a long groan as she felt his shaft penetrate her to the core, spearing up into her channel whose soft walls clung to him wetly and eased his way into her.


Her contortions were indistinguishable from the most passionate of love making and Tara herself finally gave up trying to separate fury from excitement and went with the flow. So athletic were her writhings that the man hardly had to thrust at all, just ride her to an orgasm which brought her to a shuddering, back-arching peak of confused, panting ecstasy as his jets of sperm flooded her. Her cry matched his as they climaxed together and then she gasped as he withdrew with brutal suddenness, leaving her aching and empty, her vulva still twitching and clenching with the aftershocks of orgasm. 


Her wrists were still held in the iron grip of the second man and she fully expected him to claim his prize immediately. But it was not to be.


"Turn her over," he told his companion who had stood up and refastened his trousers, "then come here and hold her wrists. I still owe the bitch for that clout she gave me in the room."


She was still too dazed to offer much resistance but once they had her face down the men changed positions carefully so as not to offer her any chance of escape. And this time Tara found her forearms being knelt on, she raised her head and shook her hair clear of her eyes only to find that her face was inches from the groin of the man who had just taken her. He knelt with his knees splayed over her arms and she noticed that within the confines of his trousers his sex was beginning to rise and stiffen again. She could smell his recent discharge and it gave her a jolt in her still-contracting vagina to think that she was about to get another load.	


Suddenly she felt her hips gripped and lifted until she could get her knees under her, but with her face kept down that meant she was humiliatingly displayed to the man now standing behind her. She craned her head round to look up at him over her shoulder.


"No! Please!" she shouted when she saw that he was unthreading his thick leather belt from his trousers and taking a turn of it around one hand.


"Oh yes! No woman gives me a thump like that without paying for it. Besides where you're heading there'll be plenty more so you might as well get used to it. Stay as you are for the beating or we'll turn you over and roast your tits as well. Understand?"


Tara nodded and bit her lip against the expected bite of the lash. Burning with shame she remembered how she had enjoyed seeing those women lashed the previous night. Now she was to find out just what it felt like, but she also remembered that they had seemed to enjoy it themselves. Was it really possible for a woman to derive perverse pleasure from mistreatment? She felt the man put his foot between her thighs and nudge them apart, she cooperated and shuffled them as wide open as she could in the hopes of avoiding a worse than necessary beating, although she was beginning to suspect that displaying herself so vulnerably would not result in mercy, but quite the reverse. 


Her face was pushed hard down into the grass by the man kneeling in front of her and the first lash cracked across her buttocks. It was far worse than she had expected and she shrieked immediately as a blazing streak shot across her bottom, another one followed soon after and she screamed again, writhing and twisting as best she could, rubbing her face in the dirt as the man pressed down on her neck. She couldn't believe how sharp the stinging and burning was, nor how loud the noise of the belt lashing her was. It made a short crisp Snap! as it hit her. And it hit her time and again. Her bottom blazed and stung with a pain the like of which she had never felt before and her screaming became a constant muffled keening as her face was ground into the grass. In her frantic struggles she actually straightened her knees and raised her hindquarters so that the backs of her thighs tasted the leather. She was sure she was going to pass out by the time she heard the man who was pinning her down shout, "All right! Enough! She's learned her lesson."


Mercifully the beating stopped and she was allowed to collapse sideways onto the turf, panting, crying and snivelling while the man who had beaten her leaned down and thrust his hand between her legs. She squealed and tried to clench her thighs but he brandished the belt and she went still immediately. But even as she fought to clear her head through the fires still raging in her buttocks, she remembered with shame how she had reacted to being taken by the first man. She jerked in shock as she felt fingers probing into her. 


"The bitch loved it!" the man said. And to her dismay Tara realised he was feeling a very wet and open vagina, whatever the rest of her body had felt, again her sex had betrayed her.  "Now hold her steady," he told his companion.


Tara grunted as the fingers were withdrawn and she was pushed over onto her back. She just had time to see that one of the men had taken a small case out of his pocket and opening it had taken out a syringe. She started to fight again but with deadly skill he plunged it into her arm and emptied it. Both men stood up and Tara immediately leaped to her feet to make a run for it again, but she barely had time to register their smiles before she felt herself falling into darkness.









Chapter 4



 


 

The next thing she was aware of was a deep vibrating that seemed to be all around her and even inside her. And while her fuddled brain tried to come to terms with everything which had happened to her in the hectic hours leading up to her abduction, she registered it as familiar somehow. And when at last she opened her eyes she realised why. She was on a ship. Groggily she struggled to her feet and looked around her; if it was a ship then it was a prison ship and its cargo was naked women.


Naked women in chains.


In the semi darkness of the huge room with its bare plates of riveted steel were two rows of cells constructed from thick steel bars. In each cell stood a girl, round their wrists were thick leather restraints, and chains, passed through the loops on the restraints and then padlocked to the bars on each side of her cell, kept their arms raised and spread. 


She flicked her hair back and stared around her. She counted twelve cells in all arranged in two rows with a wide gangway between them. Over on her left there was only gloom where the light from the single neon tube failed to penetrate. 


"You okay?" 


Tara started at the sudden voice which echoed in the steel chamber of what she could only assume was the hold of whatever ship it was they were on. She looked over her raised shoulder and into the next cell to her left where a slender redhead was imprisoned and nodded. "Where the hell is this?" she asked.


"Dunno," a strong looking black girl, almost as tall as Tara, in one of the opposite cells answered. "We all got here the same way you did. You're the last."


At that moment the vibrations of the engines suddenly increased, there were shouts and bangs from up above and beneath their feet they felt movement. Whatever ship they were on was under way.


Suddenly a door set in the bulkhead at the far end of the hold crashed open and three men entered, turning on more lights as they did so. As one, the girls gasped as they took in the array of chains, trestles, posts and frames which the light revealed. The shackles and straps which adorned them left none of them in any doubt as to their purpose. Tara suddenly recalled the club Conor had taken her to. For a second she felt a knot of fear in her stomach and then it was replaced with a strange mixture of anger and excitement as she recalled the events of that evening and Conor's subsequent betrayal.


"Right! Listen up my lovely bitches!" the leader of the three men said and Tara's attention was jerked away from thoughts of Conor. The speaker was a stocky, dark haired man with swarthy skin - Italian or somewhere Mediterranean Tara thought - he was no taller than she was herself but he was powerfully built and as he was stripped to the waist, she could fully appreciate the corded muscles of his torso and arms and the depth of his chest which was covered in a mat of hair.


"You're going on a long sea cruise and you're going to learn a lot. The first thing you're going to learn is that from now on you don't say a word. We'll tell you when we want you to open your mouths," he grinned broadly and indicated his crotch. Tara's eyes followed his gesture and she noticed that he and his henchmen all carried whips at their belts. With a shock she realised again that only a few hours before she had been lamenting the lack of masterful men in her life. 


"Any disobedience will be punished immediately," the man carried on in his accented but clear English. "Some of you are already pretty used to the whip, some not. It doesn't matter - by the time this little cruise is over you will all know the value of real discipline. You have all been chosen very carefully and soon you will understand why you have been chosen."


Tara's mind fastened on the words, "some of you are already pretty used to the whip," and while the man continued to speak she glanced around her at her fellow captives. The redhead in the next cell was blushing, she was certain of it! And so was the black haired girl in the opposite cell who dropped her eyes when she saw Tara stare at her. Were some of these girls like those strange creatures she had seen fight at the club? And if so, what was she doing here? She wasn't a sub, or whatever they were called!


She looked back at the man who was coming to the end of his speech and was standing with his legs braced apart and his hands on his hips.


"......So, your training begins now. You will be taken from your cells one by one and whipped." 


Tara could only gape at him. This was a complete nightmare. She was going to be whipped! Her body still held a fading memory of the stinging in her buttocks from her first beating but it also held a memory of the sex which had preceded it and somehow the two wouldn't disentangle. To her dismay, while her mind reeled before what was about to be done to her, her lower belly began to heat and tingle. Grimly she steeled herself, she was not some weird, perverted sub. 


And if she had to fight her own body as well as these awful men to prove it, then so be it.


While the man had been speaking, more of his henchmen had entered the hold and at his gesture two of them entered the black girl's cell and began to release her. She fought like a demon, her powerful body twisting and her legs kicking. The rest of the girls screamed encouragement but once she had been dragged from the cell the two men overpowered her with almost contemptuous ease and the screams died as she was led towards the far end of the hold.


The restraints at her wrists were fastened to two of the chains which hung down about four feet apart and her arms were wrenched up and out. She glanced back over her shoulder fearfully at the two men who stood behind and slightly to either side of her. They unclipped their whips and shook the lashes out.


"You will all receive twenty lashes," announced the man who had addressed them earlier. "Call it a little welcome present from me; Carlo." He grinned again and then snapped, "Begin!"


Tara started as the first lash smacked across the girl's back and she gave a yell of shock and pain. Both sounds echoed in the huge steel chamber and overlapped with the sound of the second lash landing and the second yelp from the girl. And from then on until the full twenty lashes had been laid on from left and right - the whips' many tongues fanning out across the girl's dark skin as they impacted - the sounds of the beating rolled round and hammered on the other girls' ears.


It went on and on. As each girl was taken down and led back to her cell, two more men were fastening the next girl in place so that the floggers worked in relays and each girl got the benefit of fresh whip arms. Meanwhile Carlo strutted up and down ensuring that the girls in the cells were watching the punishments. And Tara found that she couldn't tear her eyes away from the savage spectacle. The redhead in the next cell was sobbing in terror but Tara was caught in horrified fascination at the erotic sight the naked female bodies presented as they swayed, twisted and arched under the whips, like agonised puppets. At one point she did glance away and found Carlo's dark eyes fixed on her, regarding her with cool interest. She hurriedly looked back to where a brunette, slim and sinuous was moaning and writhing her way through the last of her lashes. And that was another thing that struck her; each girl shrieked and screamed under the initial lashes but slowly subsided into groans as the beating progressed. At first she assumed it was through exhaustion but as time went on, she wondered if it was due to something quite different. Could these girls be experiencing some sort of twisted pleasure in amongst the pain? She decided that she would take whatever these brutes could dish out in complete silence; she had no experience of the whip but remembered the pain of broken ribs from a skiing accident a few years back. She could take this.


Tara was taken out last. She made no attempt to struggle and let herself be led towards the chains with her head held high. She had seen how the position in which they were chained had given the girls full leeway to twist and turn, thus presenting the whips with tender targets on the breasts and stomach. Immobile and silent, she thought proudly. That was the way to handle this. But her mouth was dry and her pulse racing as her arms were raised and shackled. She had always set herself challenges - pushed herself to her limits - and got a huge sexual charge out of it. But here, others were doing the pushing, it was as if she were stepping out of a plane without a parachute, dependent entirely on these brutal men as to how far she would fall. 


She could plainly see and feel the lust her naked body was inspiring in them. They had fondled her breasts and sex as they had been preparing her and although she had tried to ignore them as haughtily as she could, a part of her took its usual pride in her body and as the men stood back and unclipped their whips, she could feel the first stirrings of heat between her legs.


Carlo came to stand in front of her and she gritted her teeth, preparing for her greatest challenge yet as he reached out and carefully pulled her thick hair forward off her shoulders, but as his fingers trailed down the strands lying now on her chest, he gripped her nipples and squeezed them hard. She gasped and screwed her eyes tight shut as he ordered the men to start.


As a result the first lash caught her completely by surprise. It spread a swathe of scalding, stinging heat across the skin of her left upper back, the force of the impact making her cry out and open her eyes in shock. Carlo had released her nipples and was standing in front of her, watching her closely. The second lash caught her across the right upper back but this time she was more prepared and although she jerked forward, she kept her silence and returned his stare.


She had got the measure of the pain and as she had suspected it was no worse than anything else she had put herself through; certainly not the dislocated shoulder she had got from coming off a motorbike on a race track once. She settled herself, and even as she heard the whips swishing in behind her and scalding her skin with each impact as they worked down her body and started making her buttocks glow and sting, she realised that the tingling in her belly which accompanied all her adventures was growing. Furiously she tried to deny it and concentrated on biting her lip to silence the yelps which tried to leap up her throat and burst from her lips. She held Carlo's eyes with her own and let nothing more than hisses and grunts escape her lips. And then it was over. She relaxed the grip her fingers had taken on the chains holding her wrist restraints, let her breath out and proudly shook her hair back. Carlo made no move and just stood impassively.


"Repeat the punishment," he said quietly.


"Wha......?" Tara managed a disbelieving croak before the whips started in on her again. This time she had no mental defences and the whips stormed into her like an invading army taking a citadel. The heat from flesh already pounding from its first beating seemed to burst into bright flame inside her body. It was so intense that it was no longer pain somehow, though she had no name for what it was. She twisted and spun in her chains, going this way and that as she inadvertently exposed a breast or her stomach to one whip or the other. She screamed just as the other girls had, her hair flying and tossing around her head.


She never heard the second count of twenty being completed and it took a second or two before she stopped crying out and twisting, then she hung motionless, her breathing ragged and loud in her ears. No one approached her for a while and as her head cleared Tara became aware that her entire body pulsed and burned both inside and out like it never had before. Slowly she got her feet under her again and stood up properly. She knew she should feel outraged and furious at what had been inflicted on her but instead she felt as she did whenever she accomplished something she had set herself to do. There was an inner calm and at the same time an aching need between her legs. She glanced down and saw that her nipples were hard, red little bullets sticking out proudly and unmistakably from their swollen areolae.


Carlo stepped forward and with no warning reached between her unprotesting thighs. She gasped and winced as his fingers entered her, but really there was no need. They slid in quite easily and as he twisted them inside her she felt herself begin to melt. She groaned in dismay at her sluttish reaction and her shame was complete when Carlo laughed and withdrew his fingers.


In a scarlet daze of pain and confusion she staggered back to her cell, half supported by Carlo himself. Vaguely she was aware that the men were now chaining the girls to their beds which stood at the rear of the cells, and it was obvious that they were taking full advantage of them at the same time. Suddenly the hold, which up until then had resounded to female screams and sobs, began instead to echo to female moans and cries of an entirely different nature as hands strayed over breasts, tweaking and pulling at nipples or dived between legs to explore the split peaches of soft feminine sex flesh.


Carlo steered Tara straight to the back of her cell and clipped her restraints directly to a steel loop mounted about eighteen inches above the narrow bunk and then pushed her down onto it. She contrived to go down face-first to save her ravaged back and buttocks from contact with the rough fabric on the bed, but Carlo turned her over anyway and she gasped as the fibres made contact with her skin. From between her upraised arms she looked up at him. He was cruel and pitiless she knew. She gave an involuntary shudder as she recalled the utter calmness with which he had condemned her to twice the other girls' punishment. But she had taken it, she thought proudly..........and now she realised she was waiting to see what he would do next. For a moment he did nothing and Tara became more aware of what was going on around her. Down by her feet where they lay on the bunk, in the next cell she could hear the redhead grunting rhythmically as one of the guards pounded into her. Just behind her head another guard's boots were pressed against the bars as he braced himself to better penetrate the girl he was riding. All around her were the slaps of flesh on flesh, the hoarse moans of approaching female orgasms becoming urgent as the climaxes came nearer and nearer, and superimposed on those were the occasional roars of satisfaction as one or other of the men reached their own pinnacles. After such a confusing time as Tara had had of the last day....two days....she didn't know, she finally succumbed. It was the most blatantly orgiastic scene she could ever have imagined, and after the trauma of being whipped it was all too much. Without looking away from Carlo, she let her right leg slip from the bed and drew her left foot up so that the leg was bent at the knee. He gave his white-toothed grin as she opened herself for him.


"Girls like you Blondie, need a lot of whip. And then you need a lot of cock!" He opened his fly and took out his thickly erect penis. It was invitingly hard as he ran his hand down it to pull back the foreskin and reveal the shining dome at its tip. A strange feeling of inevitability came over her, she was chained so it was none of her responsibility if he chose to take her and besides, she found herself thinking, he had conquered her; made her cry out under the whip and here was his prize. Come on and take it you bastard, she told him in the privacy of her mind and winced as she slid herself a little further down the bed and offered him the blonde thatched sex between her open legs.


Even so she gasped softly as his blunt fingers went straight to work, parting her outer lips roughly and then ploughing up into the moist depths of her vagina, twisting, opening clenching, testing her elasticity. She closed her eyes to blot out the image of his knowing grin as he worked her into a state of pleasure which had her bucking and gyrating her hips, ignoring the pain the movements caused in her buttocks.


Once he was satisfied that she was moist enough, Carlo lowered himself onto her and she couldn't restrain the cry which broke from her as his weight pressed her down.


He propped himself up on his elbows so he could watch her reactions as she felt the blunt helm begin to nose between her engorged labia and push up arrogantly into the depths of her body.


"You sluts!" he whispered as he watched her wince, then gasp, then relax as he achieved full penetration. "The more it hurts, the more you like it!"


And then he began to thrust himself towards his pleasure.


If it had been his intention to deliberately stir up the storm of revolt which exploded inside Tara at the precise moment he began taking her, he certainly succeeded. She twisted and bucked under him, trying to throw him off. His words recalled her earlier determination not to be one of those subs, as Conor had called them. Furiously she tried to deny her capitulation but it was far too late by then. Her body was in overdrive and it wouldn't be denied. To her abject shame her struggles became the sinuous writhings of a woman enjoying the man who was taking her. Carlo had beaten her more thoroughly than she had given him credit for. He knew it too and took his time with her, thrusting and withdrawing in a leisurely rhythm to let her savour her mingled despair and pleasure and add her groans to the chorus around her as twelve girls were reduced to quivering, ecstatic flesh by the thick rods of maleness which penetrated them.


He took her to two blinding orgasms before she felt him thrust harder and then remain fully inside her while his body went rigid and she felt the spurts of semen flood out into her. He withdrew immediately and stood up. Tara was still quivering with the aftershocks and could only lie under his gaze, her legs wide open and his sperm oozing out of her.


"I'm going to enjoy training you, Blondie," he told her, then fastened his trousers and left, locking her cell door.


"Get some sleep," he told them all. "You're going to need it! There'll be a guard on all night so don't bother trying to talk."


The cell doors clanged shut one after another, the men made their way out of the bulkhead door at the far end of the hold and the lights were turned off, except for one weak bulb over the door itself.


Tara relaxed at long last, even the burning in her back couldn't keep her awake and she felt herself begin to spiral down into sleep.


"Hey! Hey! You alright?" A whisper brought her reluctantly back. She craned her head up and looked down the length of her body. In the semi darkness she could just make out the raised head of the redhead in the next cell.


"That was a real thrashing they gave you. You okay?"


Tara was just about to reply when suddenly the lights went back on and a man's footsteps approached. Tara groaned inwardly, the acoustics of the steel shell in which they were held had betrayed even a whisper.


A huge blond guard strode between the cells, his whip already in his hand.


"Which one of you was talking?"


There was a terrified silence.


"Okay, I get to whip all of you then," he said with evident pleasure and reached for the bunch of keys hanging from his belt.


"No! No! It was me." The redhead's admission was scarcely more than her offending whisper had been.


He smiled and isolated the key to her cell. Tara closed her eyes in despair, she didn't want to see what was coming next and tried to block out the sounds of the cell being opened, the man walking to her bunk and then the first shhwack! as the inevitable whipping began.


She heard the girl's body twist on the bunk and could envisage how she would be curled up in a foetal position to shield herself as best she could, even if it meant presenting her already flogged back and bottom. There were stifled yelps and squeals as the remorseless Swish! Smack! went on and on. She tried to screw her eyes even tighter shut, as if that would blot out the sounds, but instead found that it increased the clarity of the vision in her mind, the slender body twisting and writhing; the tall muscular man standing over her administering discipline with no hint of pity. Proud of her own physique, she had always been an admirer of a well-honed male body.


But at last the whip stopped falling, there was the clink of steel bonds being released or adjusted and Tara looked up to see the girl being dragged from her cell.


"Sit up you bitches, and watch this," he ordered curtly, looking around to check that his order had been obeyed. Tara heaved herself up and watched, she had no choice, but she couldn't deny that she wanted to see what further cruelty was in store.


Held by her thick red mane, the girl knelt at the man's feet. Livid stripes laced her back, thighs, buttocks and ribs. The man's other hand went to his trousers and he freed a rampantly erect sex which dwarfed the elfin face of the girl. Her hands were free and as soon as the cock was in front of her, without waiting for an instruction, she reached around to hold the man by his hips and began to run her tongue up and down it, and then opened her small mouth to its fullest extent and slid her lips over the gleaming helm. Tara had never seen another girl give oral sex and was breathlessly excited by how the huge shaft was somehow fitted between the soft lips, stretching to their limit to contain its girth. As the girl moved her head slowly up and down, Tara could almost taste and feel the shaft on her own tongue. The girl was now sucking with every sign of eagerness, but then, Tara thought, what girl wouldn't to escape another thrashing.


As if reading her thoughts the man looked around to make sure he had their attention.


"Now watch!" he said.


He pushed the girl's head back so that his shaft, now shiny with saliva, slipped from her mouth. Holding her face just clear of it he gripped it with his own fist and began to masturbate, slowly and deliberately sliding his hand up and down, then gradually increasing the tempo until he gave a soft gasp and his seed suddenly fountained out. He released the girl's head and used both hands to milk himself, the thick fluid spurting out all over her face, her chest and hair. She made a soft mewing noise and with no forcing darted her tongue out to try and catch as many drops as she could, and to Tara's amazement, her hands went straight between her own legs. When the man was finished she leaned forward and began to lick him clean while between her thighs Tara could see her hands were busily at work as she tried to masturbate herself to a climax. 


That was not permitted however. She was hauled up with a moan of frustration and chained back to her bunk. Her long hair hid her face as she was put back in her cell and although Tara tried, she couldn't make out whether the girl's face registered shame, guilt, distress.......or pleasure. But what she did see was that as soon as she had the chance, the girl wiped her face and quickly licked her fingers.


"Think about that! It's why you're here," the guard told them all as he locked the cell again and left them.


Tara couldn't help thinking about it as the lights went out again. The girl had had her hands free; she could have struggled, she could have done anything. But instead she seemed to have gladly participated in the scene being played out. Of course it could all have been due to fear of another flogging, but Tara was certain that no one could make a girl behave as wantonly as that through fear alone. There had to be something else.


She tried to think further but was too exhausted, confused and disturbed. Sleep claimed her quickly once again.





 



Chapter 5



 


 

They were roused in the morning by Carlo and the guards, who crashed the bulkhead door open and walked noisily over to the cells with that swagger which Tara had noticed the day before. But principally what she noticed was that she was hungry, she hadn't eaten since her meal with that bastard Conor - and God knew how long ago that had been. The ache in her stomach easily eclipsed the stiffness in her back as she struggled to her feet when Carlo told them all to stand. With their hands still chained to the walls behind their bunks, it made them all adopt an uncomfortable, half twisted pose. But at least, one row at a time, they were led out of the cells with their hands free and allowed to use a washroom which opened off from the hold via another door beside the one the men came and went by.


There were six toilet cubicles; all of them doorless and six guards accompanied Tara's row. They lounged against the sinks and watched as the girls performed. Never in her life had Tara felt so utterly naked as the men's eyes followed every sway and ripple of her breasts, every roll and quiver of her red-striped buttocks. But most of all she felt it when she had to open her legs and sit down in front of them. For a long time her body refused to respond, despite the urgency of her need, but eventually nature won out and she blushed furiously and looked down all the while as her body performed the necessary functions. But once that ordeal was over they were allowed to shower. Six shower heads lined a tiled area and dispensed steaming hot water and it was the most welcome shower she had ever taken. She soaped herself all over, glad to get rid of Carlo's traces amongst everything else, but while she did so, running her hands up her thighs, delving between them, then drawing them up to run over her stomach and breasts, she became suddenly aware of the sexual spectacle she was making of herself. She glanced around her and was aware that there were six attractive, naked women, openly displaying themselves to these men. Of course they had no choice in the matter she told herself but even so she couldn't help noticing the magnificent bulges in the fronts of the men's trousers. As she washed her hair and luxuriated in the cascade of hot water running over her, she felt no need to hurry, no need to try and hide anything. Conventional female modesty seemed pretty pointless anyway, these men would take what they wanted, when they wanted it. She still couldn't get used to that idea, but it wasn't such a bad one she had to admit. 


Carlo had made her come under the most extreme conditions she had ever experienced. And as she turned towards the wall to let the water sluice the soap off her back and bottom, she suddenly didn't mind that six pairs of hungry male eyes were undoubtedly appreciating her form. At least she hoped it was hers they were appreciating, she glanced round over her shoulder and was even upset to find that hers was by no means the only body they were watching. She put one hand against the tiles, arched her back so her bottom stuck out more and made a show of opening her legs a bit and reaching under herself with the other to make sure she was clean of soap down there. But suddenly the flow of water was cut off and the spell was broken, leaving her aghast at her own wantonness. She grabbed at the towel which was flung at her and tried to cover herself as best she could while she dried off. She was deeply ashamed of herself and remembered how she had sworn the previous night that she wouldn't become submissive. But just then she had been behaving like a complete tart in front of brutal men who were keeping her imprisoned and naked. She towelled herself frantically to blot out any further thoughts which might follow on from there.


Once back in the main hold, Tara's row of cells having been the second taken out, the other girls were waiting, standing with their backs against the closed doors of the cells; their legs apart and their hands neatly behind their backs. Tara's row were made to adopt the same stance and Carlo addressed them again.


"Your purpose in life from now on is to entertain and to please whoever you are told to. One way you will do that is pretty obvious," and here he gave them his toothy grin again. "But the other is that you will fight for the privilege of pleasing us."


Tara just couldn't work out what he meant but for some reason she felt a rush of adrenalin at his words.


"By that I mean you will fight because we will enjoy watching you and will reward you if you do well. If you don't, you will be punished."


Tara could see her own bewilderment mirrored in the eyes of the other girls. But Carlo was speaking again.


"At the moment you are hungry, yes? Well, I will feed you.......that will be your reward for fighting well. If you don't fight well, then maybe you don't eat, or maybe you get punished first. I will see how I feel. But if you don't fight at all, then you definitely get punished and you definitely don't eat."


In disbelief she listened as he outlined what he had in store for them. They would each be given a number and he would draw numbered balls to see who fought who. A table loaded with muesli, milk and fruit juice had been brought in and placed where they could all see it. Tara's stomach growled even as her mind reeled at the thought that she would have to fight another naked girl just for the privilege of eating..........and just to entertain these men. She could well remember from the club just what an erotic sight two women struggling could be. But here there was no erotic ambience, just nakedness and hunger.......and strong, self-assured men with whips, she added, feeling the beginnings of that excitement she always felt when facing a new challenge.


Carlo went round them all, touching them on the shoulder with his riding crop and giving them their numbers. Tara's was number nine. The big blond man who had whipped the redhead the previous night held out a bag and Carlo dipped his hand in, pulling out the numbers eight and two.


The two girls shuffled forwards nervously, one was another blonde, smaller than Tara and the other girl was the brunette from the cell on Tara's right. A guard clipped a short length of chain between the blonde's left wrist and the brunette's right.


"Now all you have to do is be the first to get to the far wall," Carlo told them, pointing to the far end of the hold. Two more of the guards were busy moving some of the fearsome frames and racks aside. "When I shout 'Go!' You make sure you are the one who wins or you might not eat." Again he grinned, and then shouted, "Go!"


The brunette from the cell to Tara's right was slow, or maybe reluctant, but either way she paid a heavy price. The blonde immediately twisted round and slapped her across the face, then swung her around by the chain, pulling her off balance. She fell headlong and the blonde set off for the far wall tugging her after her. Realising her danger, the brunette rallied and managed to use her free hand to trip the blonde up. And from then on the watchers were treated to a fine display of struggling femininity. Legs intertwined, buttocks and breasts rippled as they were slapped, pinched and scratched. Plump little sex pouches appeared and disappeared between thrashing legs and the girls grunted and yelped as they struggled. 


The men began cheering on one or the other and Tara found that her blood was thundering in her veins, just as it had back at the club. It was raw sexuality, it was gladiatorial, two females fighting for the pleasure of an audience. And the pleasure was intense. She found herself screaming encouragement to the brunette; and she wasn't alone. All the girls were adding their shriller notes to the male chorus, risking breaking the rule of silence in their excitement.


The initial advantage the blonde had won meant that the struggle was fierce but short. She was always that bit ahead of the brunette and managed to twist around so that she was sitting up and was able to squirm backwards on her bottom, dragging her opponent after her and kicking out at her to keep her at bay. She reached behind her and touched the bulkhead; Carlo stepped in and everyone subsided. The blonde stood up once her wrist was released and all the girls could plainly see the flush of pride and pleasure on her face. She held herself proudly, displaying her scratched breasts and thighs, bearing flares of red where they had been slapped. And when she was allowed over to the breakfast table, she moved with a consciously seductive sway in her step, rolling her striped buttocks provocatively. 


Meanwhile, the brunette was pulled to her feet and Carlo asked the guards if they thought she had put up a good enough fight. Just as in the club, the fists went out with the thumbs down.


"Ten with the cane and half rations," he announced.


One of the men pulled a simple trestle out into the floor. The brunette tried to put her hands protectively on her buttocks and whimpered but Carlo led her firmly over to it, ignoring her attempts to hang back. Once in front of the trestle, the girl knew there was no point in further struggle and bent over it obediently. Her back was facing towards the other girls as she bent over and Tara had never seen a girl so provocatively displayed. She had good legs, the thighs slender and straight, and as she bent, the width of her hips made her buttocks invitingly broad targets of smooth flesh, the only flaws being the traces of the previous night's punishment and these, for some reason, only added to the allure of the sight she presented. But most excitingly of all, for Tara, was the way the plump labia were pushed back towards the watchers by the girl's stance. Again the blatant way these domineering men managed to have on display all that a girl normally kept so secret and hidden, triggered a deep response inside Tara and she felt a tingle start in her nipples, an almost electric shiver which ran down to her belly. Her breasts began to feel tight and she knew that her nipples were engorging and erecting in a shameless display of excitement at the scene being played out. A quick glance round confirmed that she was not the only one. All around her, pert little breasts, heavy meaty ones and even the black girl's chocolate coloured globes were sporting hard red nubs. 


The girl's ankles were secured with rope to a bar at the base of the trestle and her wrist restraints to the uprights on the far side. Between the graceful arch of her legs, the girls could see her face, upside down and framed by her cascading hair. Her eyes were screwed shut and she was biting her lip. And with good cause. One of the men now stood behind her and laid a wickedly long and thin length of rattan across her flinching bottom.


"Don't clench!" Carlo warned. "Not unless you want the stroke repeated."


The buttocks reluctantly relaxed.


"Begin!"


Thwack!


Tara jumped at the sheer loudness of the crisp report of rattan on flesh. There was a muffled grunt from the brunette.


Thwack! The second lash was delivered and this time Tara actually saw the way the cane bit into the flesh, flattening the natural curves of the buttocks, making shock waves in the fatty tissue above and below it. And she noticed the white line it had traced across both mounds of her bottom, a white line that filled rapidly and turned an angry red.


She watched, fascinated by the play of the man's muscles as he lifted the cane, steadied it and then fired in the third. The girl's head jerked up this time and there was a soft gasp as she absorbed the cut.


Horror, fear and a shameful, vicarious excitement consumed Tara. Her legs had remained parted throughout but now she felt an urgent desire to close them, to squeeze her thighs together and savour the moist heat in her sex. She fidgeted and again realised she wasn't alone. Her companions were doing the same.


Carlo turned and his look stilled them immediately. The fourth and fifth lashes fell. The girl was now giving squeals at each lash, her feet pulling at their bonds, her wrists twisting in their restraints.


Thwack!


Thwack!


The tracks of the caning were being carefully laid in a neat and closely spaced ladder down the proffered bottom. The squeals were fading into sobs and moans. But they rapidly escalated into full-blooded screams for the last three, as the cane was laid on so that its tracks crossed the previous welts. By the time it was over, the victim's panting and gasping were to some extent reflected by the female onlookers. Tara realised her chest was heaving and her throat was dry. But there was one more ritual to observe. In a way it was similar to the one the previous night when the redhead had appeared to cooperate with the man who had flogged her. In this instance the cane wielder put his implement down and reaching across the girl, spread her labia wide open, so the pinkly vulnerable inner sex flesh was exposed. Then he ran one finger up the crease of the vulva, stood up and theatrically smelled it. He laughed delightedly and then wiped it on one buttock before freeing her. She clasped her hands to her flaming backside immediately and limped over to the food where she was served a meagre portion and led back to her cell.


And so it went on. Each time the loser was caned. One girl getting fifteen stinging lashes for an abject performance. Tara watched carefully, even as she grappled with her mounting excitement at the prospect of performing so lewdly and humiliatingly in front of this audience of cruel men. And then, at the very last her number came up and she was matched with a rather chubby brunette who, while being of more solid build than Tara, didn't look to her nearly as fit. 


As ever, the will to win consumed her as she stepped forward almost eagerly. And as their wrists were chained, she laid her plans. She felt how the other girl was wrapping her fingers round the chain while they waited for Carlo's signal. As soon as he shouted, the brunette yanked forward hard, trying to pull her after her, but Tara simply put her left leg out in front of the other girl and let her own momentum trip her over it, she leaned to her left to avoid the chain dragging her over as the girl went down, then twisted and pulled with all her strength, keeping her feet well clear of the girl's free arm. Even though her body was heavy and she wriggled like an eel, Tara was simply too strong. She even managed to grasp the flailing arm as it groped desperately for something to hang onto and then with both the girl's hands imprisoned it was no contest. Tara backed into the bulkhead practically before the guards had even begun yelling encouragement.


She stood up proudly. She had won in less than half the time the others had taken and had hardly broken sweat. She flicked her hair back and looked over at Carlo; at the sight of his face all her pride and pleasure vanished. He was tight lipped and pale with fury.












Chapter 6



 


 

He didn't bother with asking for thumbs up or down, instead he simply barked an order for the brunette to be given fifteen with the cane and then to Tara's dismay he ordered her taken above decks for special attention as he termed it.


"This bitch thinks she's something special," he snarled. "Well we'll see how special she feels after an hour of Carlo's whip!"


She opened her mouth to protest but one glance at Carlo's furious expression decided her against breaking the rule of silence. She seemed to be in enough trouble, but why? What had she done wrong? And even as she struggled to come to terms with the unfairness of it all, a part of her was quailing in terror at the prospect of an hour under Carlo's whip.


Holding her by an arm each, two guards led her through the door the men used, it led into a small mess room with chairs gathered round a table, a TV and a bar. From there she was marched into a corridor and then right, up a steep staircase and out into sunlight. For a moment she was blinded and couldn't look around her as she was led, stumbling out onto the deck. When they halted her, she was able to squint around and she saw she was aboard what looked like a bulk carrier of some sort. It was fairly large, with its own derricks above large hatchways, which presumably covered holds like the one she was being held in. At the stern was the main superstructure and up at the top of that, on the bridge she could make out figures moving behind the glass. But there would be no help from that quarter, whoever commanded this ship just had to know what its cargo consisted of. They had emerged, she realised from the fo'c'stle and the main deck was reached by a stairway down from where she stood, Carlo led them down it. The wind was cool and added to the goosebumps which fear had made start out all over her, her hair kept blowing into her eyes and she had to constantly flick it back to see where she was going. And when she did see; she wished she hadn't.


Out in the middle of the deck was a large frame made of wood. It stood about ten feet high and was about six feet wide. From its four corners hung chains, the lower two having leather restraints already attached.


Tara tried to hold back and struggle. "No!" she whimpered. "Why? I don't......."


Carlo whirled round and raised his hand. She shut her mouth instantly.


"You don't speak! Not now; not ever again till a man tells you to! You have got a big lesson to learn, but you won't need to speak to learn it," he relaxed and smiled as she subsided. "Maybe scream a bit, that's okay."


The men holding her were laughing as they dragged her forward and attached her wrists to the two uppermost chains. Then they hauled on the chains until she was stretched out, her arms straining out and up, her toes just able to support her. But when they had looped the chains around hooks on the frame's sides, they each took an ankle and as Tara gave a despairing wail, they pulled them savagely apart until they were some inches off the deck and then buckled the restraints on. The strain was incredible; all she could do was try and wrap her fingers round the chains above her wrists to try and take some weight off her shoulders. But it was plain that that would only be scant and short-lived relief. She looked down at her straining body, strung up and spread like a starfish, even her breasts, normally so full and prominent were pulled into low mounds by the strain. Instinctively she tried to close her legs; aware that her widely spread thighs were the source of how truly vulnerable she now was. Carlo could do anything he wanted, she had only ever seen and experienced the whip applied to back and buttocks but she shrewdly suspected that a man could apply it to pretty well any part of a woman who was displayed like she was. Certainly a man as cruel as Carlo could. 


He came to stand in front of her, holding a three foot long, thin, wickedly flexible rod with a tasselled end.


"You're going to taste this for the next hour, Blondie. And while you do, I'm going to explain what you are now. You nod your head or shake it when I ask you a question. No one wants to hear what you got to say, and you're gonna stay up there for a while longer for speaking just now. Understand?"


Tara opened her mouth, then snapped it shut and nodded her head. She was desperate to find out what she had done wrong, why she was being punished. But all she could do was endure her 'lesson' and maybe find out in Carlo's own sweet time.


He moved to stand behind and to one side of her. "Going to warm you up a bit first," he told her, and then struck.


The 'Sshwack!' noise the whip made sounded oddly dead out here in the open with no echo, but the impact was no less devastating. A thin line of bitter fire erupted across her buttocks and around her left hip where the flexibility of the rod allowed it to lovingly follow the contours of her body. Even strung up as tightly as she was, she jerked and groaned. A second lash cracked in, again across her buttocks and hip, again she jerked and twisted. A third one hit her and she couldn't restrain a cry this time as another narrow blaze of pain was ignited. The fourth lash made her yell as it crossed the earlier tracks and redoubled the fires raging across her bottom.


This was so unfair. It was so savage and senseless. So cruel! She was so helpless and vulnerable and yet this tyrant was taking no pity, just lashing her for no good reason.


And as she jerked and screamed her way through another six lashes, no longer able to feel where individual lashes fell, just hear them, feel the impact and experience an escalation in the blinding inferno engulfing her backside, the very cruelty, the injustice and the pitiless nature of a man who could treat a helpless woman like this, began to assume a dark eroticism. When he had whipped her to his heart's content, then he could take her and she could do nothing about it. It was terrible! It was darkly, sweetly terrible.


When the whip stopped falling and the scarlet storms of pain stopped mounting for a moment, Tara was aware that that treacherous heat was building once again in her lower stomach. No! She gritted her teeth, she wasn't going to become like the girls just now who had juiced so shamelessly under the cane.


Carlo returned to stand in front of her. He lined up his whip against the fronts of her thighs. Tara groaned and shook her head desperately.


"You are here to learn to entertain the people who watch you. Understand?"


The final word was accompanied by a lash which had her desperately trying to twist away from the bitter stinging in her thighs. She nodded her head vigorously.


"You don't just win. You entertain. Understand?"


Again her thighs exploded in pain, this time high up, just beneath her wrenched-open crotch. But even as she screamed and nodded her head furiously, his cruelty in whipping her just there cranked up the thrill another notch. She fought it down, but another lash, then another had her screaming and shaking her head in denial of the fact that being taken this far, this harshly, was appealing directly to that part of her which had always sought out extreme experiences. Once again she was throwing herself - no, she was being thrown - into a challenge and she knew how that thrilled her.


"No one cares about your pride anymore. Understand?"


The whip curled around her stretched taut stomach, she flinched backwards as far as she could, unable even to scream, but nodding her head again.


"If you win, you win good! You give the audience a good show. Understand?"


Sshwack!


Yes, she understood now. She herself was nothing, just part of a show. They didn't care whether she won or lost, just so long as the watchers got a good eyeful.


Sshwack! Another, higher up, just under her breasts.


Then he stopped again and came forward, reaching towards her nipples. She drew in her breath and then gasped at the shock of his touch on her sensitive skin. It sent shivers down her and she felt a wave of aching lust in her sex. She groaned in dismay and once again Carlo showed he knew what was going on, he played with the hardening nubs, rubbing them, rolling them and pulling them hard enough to make her give breathless little cries.


"If they give you the thumbs up or down. It doesn't matter. Understand?"


She bit her lip, trying to follow his words from behind the storms of pleasure and pain so bizarrely roiling through her whole body. Her arms ached atrociously, her skin felt as if a flamethrower had been played over it, and yet inside she was molten in quite a different way. She nodded and then shook her head. She didn't know what he meant; she didn't know what she was feeling. 


He laughed. "I'll give you a little rest. Let the pleasure die down and then we'll go back to your lesson. A bit of tit whipping I think."


She gasped in horror. He couldn't mean it! Her eyes followed him as he sauntered over to the railings at the edge of the deck and one of his men brought him a drink. She longed to speak, to beg him not to carry out his threat. But she couldn't, she didn't dare think of what he might do if she spoke again. She watched him take a long drink from his can, her throat was dry and she burned and ached all over. She licked her lips, Carlo saw her and raised his can to her in a mocking salute, then went back to talking with his comrade.


When he at last returned to her, she had to admit that he really knew what he was doing. She was so desperate to get on with her lesson and be taken down that when he asked, "You want the tit whipping now, Blondie?" she nodded in resignation, biting her lip in readiness.


She needn't have bothered. Nothing could stop the scream which exploded from her as the thin whip sliced across the tops of her breasts. Just as with her backside, the soft, fatty tissue let the whip dig deep before it fell away and the burn seemed to etch itself on the insides of her eyelids.


"It doesn't matter if you win or lose. No one cares if you're whipped or not. Just so long as someone is. Understand?"


She arched in her bonds as a second blast of pain ran across her chest. And it was a few seconds before she could nod her understanding. And strangely enough, even in her pain-befogged condition, she really was understanding. Her only importance lay in the entertainment value of this body which she had always been so proud of. It could give good value sexually, athletically, and now she was discovering, by simply being punished. Suddenly she wished she could see what she looked like, suspended and pulled taut, her long legs split, her breasts stretched and laced with whip marks. The spurt of arousal which then shot through her as she visualised herself, left her gasping in its wake. And she was too late in nodding this time.


Carlo repeated himself and this time landed a millimetre perfect lash across her nipples. She convulsed like a gaffed fish and howled to the sky, but managed this time to nod her agreement before she earned any more. She was sweating and shivering by now, a confused mass of agony and arousal, her head hung down as she waited for the next lash. But instead Carlo came close and again, as she whimpered, he reached for her nipples. They were hard and throbbing, more engorged than she could ever remember seeing them, or feeling them. Just his touch, his cruel, hard fingers on the tender flesh, took her breath away. She shivered all over.


Carlo came closer, squeezing her throbbing, pounding nipples until she cried out.


"You like the idea that someone will like seeing you whipped," he whispered.


"Aagh!" He twisted them cruelly hard and she yelled again, and then nodded her head, before letting it loll onto one shoulder as he stepped away.


"You have a few more on those lovely tits and then you can rest again."


She groaned at the prospect but renewed her grip on the chains and prepared herself. The wind whipped her hair into her eyes again and she shook it back, just in time to see Carlo adjust his trousers before he took up his stance again. She realised he had a wonderfully straining bulge in them and suddenly it was as if there was a secret bond between them. They shared the thrill of what was being done to her. They had different perspectives sure enough; he wasn't hanging in chains, sweating and hurting all over, but he understood what it was doing to her and shared the arousal. 


From somewhere she found the strength and courage to nod to him before he started again. He nodded back gravely.


"You are nothing except the pleasure you give. Understand?"


He launched an uppercut sweep which cut into the lower slopes of her breasts this time and then he immediately snapped the whip down onto the tops. Again she convulsed but nodded. The burning, stinging pain now running straight through her to her sex which seemed to almost flutter and spasm as she thought of Carlo's straining erection and the aching emptiness between her legs.


"If I tell you to lose a fight because someone wants to see you whipped. You lose. Understand?"


Up and down again, the tasselled end of the whip adding its final spiteful sting to the maelstrom raging across her chest. But again she nodded.


He left her for a few minutes. Tara had no idea how long she had been hanging there, nor how much longer she would have to endure. But again, now the whip had stopped falling, she felt ashamed at how easily she had succumbed to its seduction. There was even a part of her that was eager for Carlo to come back and finish her off, then take her down and have her right there on the deck in front of everyone. She knew she should fight herself but the whip was too powerful.


Carlo returned and pushed her hair forward onto her chest, just as he had the night before and Tara steeled herself for an onslaught on her back. But before he started she gave a shivering cry as she felt him run the whip along the crease of her sex, then saw it back and forth, pushing it up at the front so it slid its evil length along her clitoris.


"It hurts more when it's wet," he whispered. "You want to be whipped with your own juices?"


Desperately she shook her head. That was too much! She couldn't admit to wanting that!


She snarled wordlessly and fought the gathering tide of ecstasy as it mounted under the exquisite cruelty of the whip, shaking her head, biting on her lip till it bled. He went on and on, and then just as she was about to give in and start bucking her hips in response. He stopped.


"There's plenty of time, Blondie. By the time you leave this ship, you'll come, just like the others."


She never knew how many lashes she took. From time to time he would stop and let her gather her diminishing strength. Then he would start in again and dimly she heard Carlo's voice as he belaboured her sweating, exhausted body. Letting the whip wrap her ribs and the tassels bite into her breasts again. Then back to her buttocks but this time letting the tassels bite farther around her hips and snap at her very mons, just inches from her sex. 


"You don't have any pride! Understand?"


Sshwack!


"You don't even own your body. Understand?"


Sshwack!


"It belongs to those who you entertain. Understand?"


On and on the savage catechism went until at last she was left alone again to complete her sentence for having spoken. But at least she had held out against the threatened orgasm and that was one shred of her tattered pride she could hold onto. And it comforted her as the excitement faded and pain gained the upper hand.

 

She screamed when she was taken down at long, long last and the strain came off her racked body. Someone raised her head and gave her water, then when she could stand again she was led below and chained in her cell. Even in her state of dazed exhaustion she could hear the indrawn gasps of breath from the other cells as she was taken along the line and the other girls caught sight of what an hour of special treatment with Carlo meant.


They were all allowed to rest until the trolley was wheeled in again and a lunch of lamb and vegetable stew was served. Thankfully they were not required to fight for it, they merely had their hands freed and ate in their cells. Tara ate greedily and could easily have polished off twice as much but even so she fell immediately into a deep sleep once she was chained again.


She awoke during the afternoon to see some of the girls taken out of their cells and led out as she had been. They, and all the others feared the worst, but about an hour later they returned, sweating and panting but largely unmarked by the whips. Later on Tara was to find out that they had been taken for extra exercise; a run around the perimeter of the ship to begin the process of slimming them down and hardening them up.


In the evening Carlo returned and Tara's heart sank. The food trolley was there, but so was the bag with their numbers in. He couldn't expect her to fight surely? She ached and stung all over as she hauled herself to her feet. She had had two serious thrashings in twenty four hours. But of course she would be expected to fight, she realised. It was all part of Carlo's relentless logic. She would fight and inevitably lose; all she could do was put up as good a show as possible, show him she had learned her lesson well and try to reduce the thrashing she was bound to face and increase the amount of food she would get.


This time she was matched against a girl who looked a bit fitter than her first opponent. And so it proved. There was no sympathy in the girl's eyes as they glanced at each other while their chain was secured; the lure of food and the avoidance of the cane was clearly uppermost in her mind. 


When Carlo shouted, Tara tried to go for surprise and drag back on the chain. The other girl had the same idea and they spun into each other, face to face. Later that night, it would occur to Tara that that was the first time she had ever felt another naked girl's body against hers, breasts flattened against breasts, thighs and bellies pressed together. But at the time all she could do was try and weather the storm. The girl had no pity and immediately swung her free arm round to club and scratch at the weals which striped Tara's back. She screamed but instinctively reacted by getting a handful of her opponent's hair and wrenching it back. For what seemed like an eternity they stood perfectly balanced. Both their torsos bent backwards while their hips thrust together and their chained hands struggled for supremacy. Tara, trying desperately to ignore the clawing at her back, won the struggle and got her chained hand to her opponent's breast where she dug her fingers into the soft flesh. Immediately the girl screamed and twisted away, losing her grip on Tara's back. Tara took the advantage offered and yanked hard on the chain, but the girl was made of stern stuff and Tara was horribly aware that the last twenty four hours were taking their toll. She was breathing hard and feeling light-headed. And as she tugged her opponent forward, the girl recovered, planted her feet wide and swung her weight suddenly against the chain. It sent Tara off balance and before she knew it she was being whirled around in a wide arc on the end of the chain. Helplessly she cannoned, back-first, into the side bars of the end cell and for a fatal second staggered as the fires erupted once again where the whip had scored her. Immediately she other girl swung again and Tara was sent hurtling into the opposite row of cells. She screamed and then screamed again as she felt the girl dig her free hand into her right breast and drag her forward by it.


She knew she was running on empty now and all she could do was try and club and claw at the girl with her free hand even while she was dragged relentlessly forwards. The end came when the girl deliberately let her grip on Tara's breast slip until her fingers were round the nipple itself, still sore from the morning's beating. The fingers and their sharp nails closed and Tara wailed in despair, clutching desperately at the hand which twisted cruelly, sending sharp knives of agony through Tara's whole body. 


She never found out whether one of the guards had told the other girls the reason for her punishment up on deck, but in any event her opponent seemed to understand what was required. The guards stood in a big circle in the wide part of the hold, cheering and clapping, while far more slowly than she need have Tara's conqueror dragged her squirming and screaming towards the far wall. She emphasised her power, once she was halfway there by swinging Tara around again and slamming her back-first into the hull, the guards clearing out of the struggling girls' path. But even as Tara arched away from the slam and staggered, the grip on her nipple never lessened. Indeed she was so exhausted by then that the girl was even able to wrench her chained hand up to Tara's other nipple and while she pawed feebly at it the fingers curled around it but didn't close.


Distantly she heard cheering and stamping from the men - and probably the girls too she thought - and she realised her opponent was putting on a show. She was pausing, just letting her audience and her victim know what was coming next.


"Nnnn.........Aaaah!" She let out a wordless plea and then a yell as the nails slowly closed. Tara knew her only hope now lay in playing up, letting the audience, and especially Carlo, see the full extent of her defeat. It hurt her more than any physical pain could but she knew she couldn't face Carlo's full wrath again that day. Drunkenly, only half pretending, she followed as her tormentor led her into the centre of the floor, then paused again. Through the tangled mat of her hair Tara gazed into the girl's face. It was alight with a savage excitement and she was glancing around to see if she had everyone's full attention. Then with a merciless grin she twisted harder on Tara's nipples, making her shriek in genuine anguish and then swung her around once more, hurling her again into the opposite side of the hull. Despite the blinding shards of pain in her breasts, Tara managed to swing her free hand back and slam it into the metal before her whole back hit it. It helped a little but still she made a show of arching and then staggering forwards once more as she was pulled. But this time the pressure was downwards as well as forwards, and a further twist had Tara on her knees, her hands now just feebly clinging to those tormenting her nipples. 


Immediately in front of her face was the girl's dark pubic thatch, matted with sweat between her gleaming and spread thighs. She had had to open them and bend at the knee to get her hands low enough to continue the hold and now Tara was suddenly aware of a strong, pungent aroma, part sweat but part something else too. She gazed in amazement at the girl's crotch, she had never been this close to another woman's sex but she knew what she was smelling. She had smelled it on her own fingers when she had masturbated. The girl was furiously aroused. Tara groaned and shook her head as she realised what she was going to have to do. Around her she could hear a storm of noise. They were putting on a good show alright; and it was about to get better. But she rebelled at the thought of the humiliation and with the last of her strength tried to prise the tormenting fingers off her crushed nipples and wrench herself free. All she managed was to prolong the moment and cause herself more pain as she tried to pull away. But the crowd obviously liked it.


The girl gave a sharp forward tug and pulled Tara back quite easily, then tugged again. She was close now and could see how the labia were full and peeled apart, the smell assailed her nostrils again, earthy, animal and primitive. Suddenly, just as it had under Carlo's whip, the thought of how she must look and what she was about to do, swept through her and even made her catch her labouring breath with the intensity of the excitement it generated. She was naked, whip-striped and kneeling before her conqueror, about to abase herself for the pleasure of the watchers. Utterly thrilling degradation.


She leaned forward and put her tongue far enough out so that all could see it lick hesitantly at the proffered sex. She recoiled at the acidic strength of the taste, but after all the girl was sweating heavily. That earned another hard twist but this time her scream was muffled as she darted her head forward, the wiry hairs brushing her nose and cheeks. Eagerly now, not liking the taste but loving the thrill, she explored another woman's vulva for the first time. She was amazed at the slickness of the labia, the soft complexity of the clitoral hood guarding its surprisingly prominent erection. She swirled her tongue and heard the girl groan above her, then ducking and twisting her head, and aided by the girl bucking her hips forward she plunged in for the vaginal opening, tongue so far out it ached. She found it and probed up, fascinated, horrified, excited at being inside another girl's body, her face and hair matted in her juices.


The girl's hand suddenly left the nipple it had been holding and grabbed Tara's hair. She screamed into the sex she was licking as the blood flowed back into her tortured bud but then her head was wrenched back to the clitoris and a hard twist on her other nipple set her to licking and rubbing it with her tongue, her own free hand resting on the girl's hip, until she stiffened and let out cry after wordless cry, her thighs quivering on either side of Tara's head.


But just as soon as they steadied, the grip was back at Tara's nipple and she was hauled towards the wall again on her knees, not allowed time to get up, but shuffling along behind the agony in her chest. And just as soon as the victor's back touched the far wall, Tara keeled over and lay panting at full stretch. Her opponent stood over her and she looked up at the plump-lipped slit she had so slavishly licked. She didn't care about anything now, she was exhausted and confused. She made no move to close her legs even when she saw Carlo standing, looking down at her and holding the cane across his thighs.


"Six?" he asked the guards.


For a second Tara held her breath and then let it out in relief at the upturned thumbs. As she knew he would, Carlo made no allowances for the already battered condition of her buttocks. And with the bar of the trestle digging into her stomach as she bent over it, Tara yelled and struggled her way through six scorching strokes, all the time acutely aware of what she was exhibiting between her widely spread legs. When it was over, she let her head hang down, she was bruised, battered and exhausted. At least she had taken everything Carlo could throw at her she told herself. But she underestimated him again.


He didn't release her, instead she heard his fly zip open and felt the blunt dome of his helm nudge against her vagina. She groaned in despair, surely she couldn't be wet. Through the physical exhaustion and the biting cuts of the cane she just couldn't tell what she was feeling down there. But Carlo could obviously see quite plainly and was about to make a spectacle of her in front of all of them. She felt him thrust and at the same time felt her inner walls spread in total, moist surrender to the invader. He was her true conqueror, the girl who had beaten her was just the agent of his control, and he was claiming his prize, driving deep into her willing depths. She gasped helplessly as she felt him push in to his full extent and then just hold himself there. She whimpered in frustration. If he was going to make an example of how turned on she was by everything she was experiencing, then why couldn't he get on with it? He must know how aroused she was. She groaned again as the truth hit her. He knew perfectly well, and he was waiting for her to admit it to herself and all the watchers. In abject surrender she began to rotate and move her hips as much as she could to bring his cock into contact with as much of her as possible. She was being made to ride him, to milk him. As the stimulation increased, she began to clench her internal muscles around the shaft which stayed so frustratingly still inside her. Grunting with the effort she wriggled and squirmed on the trestle, holding the uprights with her hands to try and push back as best she could. She could feel the rising tide of ecstasy even through the still-burning cuts on her backside. And then he pulled out.


"You're learning, Blondie," he said and patted her back. "Release her and let her eat."

 

Tara sat uncomfortably in her cell and ate her supper. Her body throbbed, stung and burned both inside and out. But her soul was in even greater turmoil. She had never been so humiliated. Never had a man turned her on so devastatingly and then spurned her like that. And never had she lost in any physical challenge she had set herself, but Carlo had set her up to lose to that girl. She was furious with herself for finding this savage life so exciting and behaving just as sluttishly as the other girls. She was furious with Carlo for.......what? Having beaten her so brutally? For having screwed her and then left her short of an orgasm? She just didn't know any more. There were only two thoughts she could really focus on. One was her abiding fury with Conor for betraying her, the second was that she was going to get even with the bitch who had beaten her. She relaxed and nursed her anger, realising that once she stopped trying to think, her body was telling her that it really wanted to finish off what Carlo had begun.


They were allowed to use the toilets and to wash and then they were chained for the night again. The guard who secured Tara was one she vaguely recognised as one of those who had taken her above decks in the morning. Now he had her bend over her bunk, bracing her hands on it and he took her from behind. She didn't even try and fight the pleasure this time. It was pure animal rutting; just a cock stuck in her up to the hilt and she writhing on it, determined to find her own pleasure. While he casually screwed her, he smeared some stinging antiseptic cream on the scratches and cuts on her back. She hardly noticed. Her right hand was under her working furiously at her clitoris until at last she threw her head back and came in blinding waves of ecstasy. Once she had achieved that first climax, it seemed as though a dam had burst inside her. The guard started a vigorous pounding into her, slapping his hips against her sore buttocks, shaking her around so much that he grabbed her hair to steady her. She came in vivid peaks, one climax almost overlapping with the next until she knew she was going to faint, but just in time she heard the man gasp and felt him stiffen as he began to pump himself into her.


She collapsed onto the bunk as soon as he withdrew from her and was asleep almost before he had chained her wrists to the wall.









Chapter 7



 


 

After the traumatic first day, a predictable routine began to appear. It started with visits to the showers and the toilets. After that, each girl was painstakingly weighed and measured and all her details noted meticulously by Carlo on his clipboard. Height, bust size, waist, hips, thighs and inside legs were all noted. In addition, during the early days, those girls who carried a little more weight than Carlo deemed appropriate were subjected to exercise regimes which were discussed amongst the men; how many runs per day would reduce this girl's tits to a firmer consistency, or how many fights would firm up that girl's thighs. Absolutely no attention whatever was paid to the girl in question who just had to stand on the scales with her hands behind her back and her legs apart. She was merely the object of discussion. The rule of silence was absolute.


Tara and five other girls were reckoned to be in good enough shape not to require any extra exercise, but even so they all went through the morning ritual, which of course involved explorations of their sexes, which in turn provoked discussions about the proportions of erect nipples and the condition of their internal muscles.


All the conversations were carried out using the crudest of terms and Tara began to find that even in her mind she was starting to frame words like 'cunt' and 'tits', words which not so long ago would have disgusted her. The constant and total nudity began to have its effect as well. She and all the other girls began to lose their consciousness of it. Their struggles inevitably involved their legs being wide open on many occasions. They stood up straighter and moved more freely; it gradually began to be less demoralising and more natural to open their legs whenever necessary. And of course there was the more or less constant sex itself which wore down their reserve and dispelled the last shreds of their modesty.


Most mornings were spent in training. Carlo had gym mats brought in and they were told how to fall in such a way as to avoid hurting themselves. They were taught various wrestling moves and throws, Tara intensely enjoyed these sessions; it wasn't just that she had always enjoyed physical exertion, it was also that she found she loved the feel of another naked body against hers - even a girl's. She loved the feel of the warm flesh under her hands, the way the muscles played under the skin. And there was the undeniably sexual thrill of sitting astride a girl after she had made a throw, or of being sat on herself when she had had to take one. They all became intimately acquainted with each others' bodies as they learned to apply the various holds and throws. Tara particularly enjoyed applying head scissor holds, with a girl's head held between her thighs, feeling her panting breaths on her labia and her anus as she squeezed with all her strength, until the men made her break the hold. Quite apart from what the men taught them, as girls, they quickly taught themselves ways to add in purely female touches. For example, if a girl was held in a headlock, then a quick delve with one's free hand could result in a pleasingly painful nipple hold as well. Fingers dug deep into breastflesh were also very effective, and Tara herself had to be careful to avoid that, she offered two very tempting targets. But she loved applying it, watching the flesh swell up between her clawed fingers and feeling the girl squirm against her. On the other hand, a girl who was in a headlock could reach under her tormentor from behind and apply the grip which they all learned was the ultimate in naked female wrestling. It consisted of putting a thumb in the rectum and preferably two fingers up into the vagina - and then squeezing the septum which separated the two channels. If the girls were face to face then the thumb would slide into the vagina and the fingers into the rectum. It was almost impossible not to react to the pain.  Tara found it was easy enough to apply for the simple reason that all the girls reacted as she did to struggling with other naked girls in front of a male audience, and therefore fingers and thumbs slipped easily between slick and open labia. It took a while before she could bring herself to force her thumb into another girl's back passage, but the flogging one girl got for similar reluctance soon won her round.


But above all Carlo drilled into them the entertainment factor. If they had a girl by the nipples; they should lead her round by them. Let the audience see what they were doing. If they had the crotch grip on; then they should push   the victim up onto her toes, make her squeal and then use their free hand to slam down onto the one holding the grip and jerk it out with the fingers still clenched. And the victims had their part to play as well, they were to play up the effects of the hold they were in. But in the case of the brutal removal of the crotch grip, there was no need. However, the recipient of the hold was strictly forbidden to try and stop the chopping hand from descending, it was a theatrical gesture for the benefit of the audience and nothing to do with the girl on the receiving end. They all took turns in putting the grip on another girl and then jerking their hands loose and then having it done to them. Tara, along with the rest of them screamed as the fingers were wrenched free, it was a gut-churning combination of curiously intrusive pleasure and pain, and immediately she doubled over with her hands between her legs. A girl in that position was easy meat, either to finish off if the contest had gone on for a reasonable amount of time, or to lead round by the hair and/or nipples for a bit before using an Irish whip or hip throw to get her down.


Curiously enough even the bruises and the pain didn't bother Tara - or any of the others it seemed. If anything they were more than ready to service the men when they required it, which was almost always. So for hours on end the hold would echo to the sounds of bodies being thrown onto the mats, girls grunting and straining as they struggled, the snap of whips as the guards encouraged them and then around the mats, there were the softer noises. Here a girl would have been fingered so long and thoroughly that she was squelching, there one would be on all fours, moaning in pleasure while a guard knelt behind her, and mostly there would be girls on their knees before their guards with thick rods of manhood between their stretched lips. Tara found that she especially enjoyed being ordered to her knees after she had finished a training bout, somehow it seemed fitting to end it like that.


In the afternoons the sessions would get harder. That was when additions were made. Instead of fighting each other with wrists chained just to get to one wall of the hold, they were introduced to whip duels. In these they would face each other with a whip of many flat-bladed strands about eighteen inches long and attempt to flog the other girl into submission.  Tara found that she hadn't the slightest compunction about whipping another girl. They had all become so used to whips by then, due to the evening activities, that it just seemed part and parcel of what they were and how they lived. They were slaves - even Tara had given up trying to deny it - and had obviously been picked for their slavish inclinations and physical abilities. It was pure pleasure to find a whip in her hand and an opponent to overcome. The duels demanded fast reactions, physical stamina and high pain thresholds. Tara had all three and she always won. She could twist away from incoming slashes of the whip, drag her opponent off balance and get her own blow in, in one single graceful move. But she never repeated her first mistake. She tormented her opponents, drawing out the contest, even letting them land a few blows on her just to make it more interesting - and she had to admit more pleasurable; she was beginning to allow herself to enjoy the hot skin-burn of the whip - she lapped up the cheers of the men as she danced infuriatingly in front of her tiring opponent, until finally she would wrap her whip's lashes round the handle of her foe's and wrench it from her hand. From then on she would choose her targets. A beaten girl's first reaction would be to shield her breasts, so she would lash the fronts of the thighs, to make her drop her arm, then swing one in over the girl's shoulder which would make her straighten; and then she had a clear shot and would make the soft swells of the breasts ripple and shake under the lash. Just as the audience liked. But it wasn't just Tara who had learned her lessons, her victims would play their part too. They would react with screams and gasps and twists, and stagger about more than was strictly necessary, but enough to make a good show. 


Eventually they would collapse to their knees and offer her their surrender by letting her spread her legs in front of their faces and then licking her. Tara found that an exquisitely delicate pleasure to balance the rough fucks she got from the men. The delicate, knowing tongues, lapping and swirling around her engorged clitoris were the perfect opposite to the brutal, breathtaking penetrations she got several times a day. She loved both of them equally. But even the losers found their pleasure, as Tara herself had, the one and only time she had lost. 


Climaxes under punishment gradually became commonplace. It seemed that the elements which made up the girls' new lives; physical conflict, domination, discipline and sex were becoming more and more mixed and blurred in their minds. The discipline was administered not only for defeat, but also randomly. Just as a guard would pleasure himself with a girl whenever he felt like it, so he might also put a girl in a whipping frame, chain her to the whipping post or put her in the stocks and administer 'discipline' at any time and only when he had finished with her in that way would he take her. So the whip, both giving and receiving it, and the men's cocks became an integral part of each day until the girls reacted to discipline as they would to sex. And as the days wore on, real punishment took the form of enforced sexual abstinence. This took place in a small cell on the deck below the one on which they were held. It was an airless, plain, steel box and a girl condemned to punishment would be chained in it with nothing more than a bucket. Meagre supplies of food and water were given her twice a day but otherwise all she could do was sit or lie on the hard steel and contemplate all that she was missing.


As a result of all these developments the hold became a furnace of sexual tension fuelled by twelve constantly aroused girls and twelve well set up men who were only too happy to keep them that way, whether they screwed them or beat them. 


But it was in the evenings when things got really hot.


Carlo referred to it as 'playtime'. At that time each day, the girls were schooled in other sorts of contests. These he called 'endurance' events. In these the girls measured their tolerances of pain and pleasure against each others'. They learned what weight lifting really entailed. 


In Tara's first contest she was put up against the girl in the opposite cell to hers, she was dark haired and pretty with good-sized breasts and hips. They were made to squat while the guards attached clips to their labia. These were flat-bladed metal affairs with a locking mechanism and they bit cruelly into the soft flesh, making Tara draw in her breath with a hiss as they were attached, sending pain deep into her core to mingle with the excitement of having a man handle her sex lips. The clips had chains hanging from them and the contest was brutally simple. To start with each girl had a cylindrical weight attached to each chain and on the command they had to stand and fully straighten their legs. Of course the chains supporting the weights were only a couple of inches long so that meant that their labia had to take the full strain. They had to remain quite still for a count of ten before they were allowed to squat again. But that was only to allow for another weight to be added and the process was repeated until one girl gave in.


The first weights weren't as bad as she had feared. But even so they made her feel as though her labia were being stretched down to her knees. Both girls held until the count of ten and then gratefully squatted once more. With two weights swinging from each chain, Tara couldn't help but grimace at the sharp pain which shot through her as she stood. She could feel the metal cylinders swinging against her inner thighs and most disconcertingly actually feel her labia distending downwards. The count seemed much longer that time before she could squat once more and prepare herself to take three weights. This time she glanced over at her opponent while the guard was busily working at her crotch. She was biting her lip and watching her guard closely; nervously. Tara felt the familiar thrill of conquest run through her. She was going to win this. Her guard had finished attaching the third weight to each chain and ran his fingers down her slit and into her molten vagina, making her whimper with pleasure. 


"Carlo says if you don't win, he'll put you in solitary for a week, Blondie," he whispered. "But if you do win, I'll fuck your lights out."


She grinned but didn't dare look at him. She was coming to understand and accept her liking for this blunt openness about fucking. And she knew well enough that his threat was no idle one. These were the sort of men she had visualised in her most secret dreams.


She couldn't help but gasp this time as the weights left the floor and swung freely between her open legs. The pain in her labia was excruciating, but she was in position well before the other girl and heard the slow count to ten begin. She felt a sweat start out on her though at the thought of maybe having to lift four on each lip. Around her Tara heard the shouts of encouragement but the pain in her labia was now engulfing her whole lower belly. She had screwed her eyes tight shut but opened them again to see the other girl gasping and crying even more than she was. It was enough, she clenched her hands into fists by her thighs and watched her opponent give a despairing cry and fall back down to a squat.


The pain of having the clips removed and feeling the blood flow back into the squeezed flesh had both girls writhing on the floor but as soon as she could stand, Tara's guard was as good as his word and led her back to her cell. There, to the background noises of the whip being applied to the loser and the sounds of another weight lifting contest taking place, he made good his promise.

 

As the days wore on they became used to nipple clamps, suspensions and bondage - especially breast bondage. Tara was amazed at the men's skill with rope, and even more amazed at how they could make her breasts stand out in straining, throbbingly tight bulges with their carefully applied loops, cunningly knotted across her chest, or looped behind her to imprison her arms and wrists, then through her crotch to torment that as well.


And always there were the implements like the crop, the cane and the various whips which invariably preceded the masterfully hard penetrations of their sexes.


So constant was her state of arousal as the ship ploughed slowly South, that Tara never gave any thought to anything other than the next training session, contest, or the next 'playtime'.  And that the ship was steadily heading into warmer latitudes was made plain by the men who started wearing just shorts and deck shoes, which cranked up the atmosphere in the hold another few notches. Even when she was strapped down to one of the many benches, or even held spreadeagled against the bars of the door to her cell, Tara watched the sweat-gleaming, muscular male bodies as sometimes two of them worked on her, applying nipple clamps followed by labial clamps, then tying these to her widespread thighs before making full use of her pulled-open vulva. Sometimes they used a crop or cane on her thighs first, making her bite her lip against the pain and then flogged the pinkly vulnerable vulva itself, inner lips a-quiver, with a martinet or scourge. And she would howl in wordless anguish at the blasts of mingled agony and lust, while trying to tilt her hips forward greedily to experience the next bout of pain. If they made her come before they thrust their hard cocks deep inside her, then all they had to do was bite or twist her aching nipples as they rammed into her to send her spiralling into an outer void of delirium which she had never before experienced.


But there was one fly in the ointment as far as Tara was concerned. She continued to be undefeated, except in that one contest in which Carlo had set her up to lose. She burned for revenge.


No longer were numbers pulled at random. Carlo called the girls out for contests after carefully consulting his clipboard. And he no longer called out numbers. All the girls now had nicknames, given them by the guards. The black girl was Jet, the redhead was Carrot, the girl in the cell opposite Tara was Channel - due to the tremendous elasticity of her cunt which could hold seven or eight of the long slender candles the men used for hot waxing them. But it was the girl called Cherry who Tara listened for, the only girl who had ever beaten her; named for the deep red of her nearly constantly erect nipples.


But it wasn't until a couple of days before they made land that Tara got her chance. Carlo obviously had something special planned on the afternoon of that day. When the first girls were called out they were taken above deck. Tara felt her heart pound at the thought of what going up there had meant before. The remaining girls looked fearfully at one another, but two guards remained below and no one spoke. 


It was a long time before the girls came back. They were bathed in sweat and were both scratched and dirty, but one - a girl they called simply Tits - bore the thin, livid traces of a multi-thonged whip on her back, shoulders, buttocks, sides, and even her thighs, the criss-crossing welts wrapping right round into her crotch. It was only then that Carlo told them what was going on.


"We dock soon. So today you are going to show the crew what you have learned. You remember all your lessons well, or.........." He pointed at Tits who was being chained up against the door of her cell as living proof of what to expect if they failed him.


Pair after pair were called out and returned with the losers all showing traces of much worse than usual punishment. Gradually Tara began to hope that this day would at last see her get her revenge as the pairs were called out and still she and Cherry remained. At last she and Cherry were the only two left. When they were called Tara stood up and smiled at the other girl who flicked her head back proudly and returned the smile.


Up on deck Carlo stopped them just as they stepped up into the still bright sunlight.


"I want a really good fight out of you two. You're the main event." He turned to Cherry. "If you lose, you're going get all that Blondie got before she fought you last time. If you lose, Blondie........." He took her face in one hand squeezing her cheeks painfully. "You're going to be strung up out here all night.......and maybe I'll let the crew have playtime with you as well. We've been at sea a long time!"


Both girls shuddered. Carlo had once again stage-managed things with clever, cruel precision. His main event starred two girls who were both desperate to win and who were both scared stiff of what would happen to them if they lost.


As they were led aft, down onto the main deck, Tara saw that a proper ring had been set up with four posts supporting three ropes. Within the square they formed, thin gym mats had been placed over the steel decking. They would cushion some of the impact of a fall, she reckoned but anything higher than a hip throw would be pretty jarring. Around the ring stood the crew, most of them stripped down to shorts, but their physiques were not a match for the guards. Some were short and skinny, some slender, some grossly fat and they all glistened with sweat under the hot sun. But from the looks they turned on the two naked female gladiators being led out to do battle, Tara was sure that it wasn't just the sun which had got them hot.


The girls were led through the throng and Tara felt hands stroking her thighs and buttocks as she went. It was the biggest audience she had had yet for her nakedness and athleticism and she felt herself begin to respond with that tingling heat at her nipples which began to spread down towards her sex. 


Once inside the ring the girls were led to opposite corners and their wrist restraints were removed so that they couldn't be used to bludgeon their opponent. Carlo announced that this was to be a grudge match and the men cheered enthusiastically at the prospect of seeing some real venom between the combatants. There were no rounds of course and the contest would continue until one girl submitted in the usual way. 


As they had rehearsed below decks so often, Carlo stepped out of the way - this time ducking out through the ropes - and the girls threw themselves at one another.


If Cherry had in any way been afraid of taking on Tara, unflogged and fresh, she didn't show it. As they cannoned together, breast to breast and Tara sought for an arm lock, she twisted and ducked, grabbing Tara by her thighs, then straightening. Tara was thrown clear over her shoulder and had to slam her feet down to lessen the breathtaking impact of her landing. For the next few minutes she writhed and squirmed on the end of an agonising wristlock until finally she could trip Cherry up, wrench herself clear and regain her feet. She looked down at the naked girl sprawling at her feet, her legs carelessly spread, her breasts heaving and trembling as she panted and moved. Her nipples were hard, straining bullets of the deep red colour which had given her name. And Tara knew how she felt. They were the focus of male lust which seemed to roll in waves from the audience and there was the added thrill of knowing that one of them was going to get an almighty thrashing from Carlo.


Tara felt intensely alive, even more than she had in the training fights below. Here she had a gallery to play to, a tough opponent and the risk of a serious whipping. Her blood sang in her veins and she grinned savagely while she let Cherry get up, then dived in and threw her, this time she followed the girl down and dug her elbow into her stomach as she landed. Then she rolled clear and again let the girl up. But Cherry came at her fast and low, smashing into her at thigh level and bringing her down. For several minutes they struggled in a blur of scratching and hair pulling, giving the audience a good show as breasts were squeezed and buttocks smacked and raked with clawed fingernails. 


Although it was late afternoon by then, the sun was still blazing and both girls were already sweating freely. Their bodies were slick and gleaming. Their hands slid over each other in a parody of lesbian love. Tara felt every curve of Cherry's body against her own and her hands roved freely, seeking a hold anywhere. Each of them tried to get a thigh between their opponent's legs and jerk it upwards. At the same time they both tried to get their hands on each others' breasts or buttocks, digging their fingers deep into the slippery swells of soft flesh. As they rolled even their sweat-matted hair entangled and frequently they glared into each others' eyes.


But Tara was the stronger. Eventually she forced one hand down between their stomachs and grabbed at Cherry's luxuriant bush of pubic hair. Instantly the hands which had been clawing at Tara's buttocks broke their grip and she yelled as Tara twisted her own grip. With her other hand she got a handful of head hair, rolled clear, got her feet under her and dragged Cherry to her feet. She swung her around and propelled her chest first into a post. There was some padding on them but even so Tara heard the girl's breath explode from her lungs and knew she had got her. As Cherry staggered backwards, her legs spread for balance, Tara reached between them, but spurned the crotch grip. That could come later. For now she just lifted her, enjoying the soft wet feel of the sex lips against her palm. With her other hand she held the girl's shoulder and in one smooth movement lifted her high above her head, so that she was horizontal above her, her weight resting pleasingly on Tara's hand under her buttocks. From that height Cherry didn't dare wriggle too much and Tara took a couple of seconds to settle herself and straighten her arms. Then she flicked her hair clear of her face and looked around. The crowd was loving it and yelling suggestions as to what she should do next. 


Tara smiled and strutted slowly around the ring, ignoring the strain on her arms and the sweat trickling freely down her face, running down her ribs and dripping from her breasts. Above her Cherry tried to reach down and distract her by grabbing at her hair and twisting it, and kicking backwards with her heels at Tara's arm. But she refused to let herself feel anything other than the elation of having this male audience appreciate both her body and her prowess. She wanted to make them wait for her next move. Slowly she backed into a corner, feeling the guards behind her fending off eagerly questing hands, then simply hurled Cherry diagonally across the ring. The girl's training stood her in good stead and she slammed her arms and legs down to break the fall but couldn't stop herself sliding out under the bottom rope and onto the deck. 


Tara never gave it a second thought; she ran across the ring, vaulted easily over the top rope and pursued her victim. The guards had hurriedly cleared a space round the dazed Cherry and Tara was able to carry straight on as the girl staggered to her feet. This time she went for the crotch grip, sliding a thumb up between the slippery cunt lips and pressing hard between the sweat soaked buttocks until her fingers slid up into the rectum. Immediately Cherry was up on tiptoes, her hands fluttering uselessly about her own crotch and Tara's wrist. The girls were face to face and Tara could see the despair and the certainty of defeat in Cherry's eyes behind the tangled mass of hair. Frantically she shook her head, biting her lip to stop herself from begging. But Tara's blood was up and revenge was going to be sweet.


Slowly she tightened her fingers inside the other girl, feeling the rubbery septum dividing her two channels, and then squeezed. A wordless shriek escaped Cherry and her hands clasped Tara's wrist vainly. Tara merely used her free hand to reach for a nipple and squeeze that as well, forcing Cherry's hands to try and clasp this latest hurt. Again she glanced round at the crowd, they were pushing hard at the ring of guards and she could see the thumbs down signals everywhere. Again she smiled and in one move twisted the nipple hard then let go and slammed her hand down on her other wrist, jerking her clenched thumb and fingers clear of vagina and anus.


For a long second Cherry stood as though frozen, her mouth agape, eyes staring, her hands clasping one breast, then she began to totter forwards as the crowd yelled its approval. Tara grabbed her hair and flung her back into the ring then followed relentlessly. She knew it was all over bar the shouting, but she remembered her lessons well and played with Cherry, posting her time and again, then kneeling astride her as she lay sprawled on the mats and reaching between her legs to dig her fingers into her sodden quim and show the glistening moisture to the crowd before licking it off her fingers with relish. Twice more she tormented her with the crotch grip, letting the crowd's cheers rise to a crescendo before jerking her hand free and hearing the cheers transform into a half sympathetic, half salacious, "Ooooh!" as Cherry clenched her thighs together and slowly toppled, only to be dragged up and thrown again. 


Tara was only vaguely aware that she was nearing an orgasmic pitch of excitement herself at the display of naked slavery she was contributing to. But suddenly, as she had Cherry once again with her arms twisted behind her back and was holding her near the ropes so the men could reach out and grope at her breasts and between her legs, she caught Carlo's eye. He nodded gravely and she understood that it was time to finish things. And in truth Cherry was virtually inert by then. Tara let her go, pushed her backwards and tripped her so she fell onto her back and lay spreadeagled, panting and gasping but motionless. Casually she walked round to stand over her fallen foe's head then knelt astride it. She pushed her knees out sideways to lower herself onto the waiting, gasping, mouth, stopping at a height which would make Cherry have to reach up with her tongue so the audience could see everything. She could hear the applause and feel the lust in the air around her and when the gently probing tongue licked hesitantly at her and then found the engorged nub of her clitoris, Tara melted, sweating, panting and crying aloud into the sweetest orgasm she had ever experienced.

 

Both girls were given water while Carlo informed the crew that the tariff of defeat had already been set and they would not be disappointed. He ordered Cherry to be hung by her wrists from a chain hanging from the boom of a derrick, and then he turned his attention to Tara, pulling her upright and then bending her forward over a low air vent. He immediately drove his fingers into her, making her cry out again as he parted her lips roughly and delved into her cunt which began to lubricate again and squelch greedily almost at once.


"Flog that one until this one comes!" he called across to the two guards who stood beside the spectacularly suspended form of Cherry, whose feet were still vainly questing for the deck some four inches below them. Once again Carlo was pulling their strings, she realised. He knew how much Tara wanted to see the girl flogged as hard as she herself had been, but that meant she would have to hold out against her pleasure. However, yet again Carlo had one more trick up his sleeve.


Tara was by now in full flood and despaired of being able to prevent herself from coming even before a single lash had been laid on Cherry, but suddenly Carlo's fingers withdrew and she gasped as she felt their dampness wiped across the puckered crater of her anus and then felt the pressure of one finger, then two against her sphincter. She groaned partly in relief, partly in further despair. 


She had been taken in her back passage several times before, but it wasn't something she enjoyed physically. It caused her considerable discomfort but she had always liked the idea that the muscular, masterful guard - whichever one it was - who was buggering her, was ignoring that and simply seeking his own pleasure inside her.


Now it would take her longer to come, but she would still have to fight the pleasure of being used so casually by Carlo himself.


She felt his fingers withdraw and she spread her legs a bit farther, trying to relax before she was penetrated properly, but even so she gave a strained grunt as she felt Carlo's cock slowly distend and stretch her entrance before achieving a painful entry despite the prior lubrication. He leant over her back, got a fistful of hair and hauled her head up. She realised that now she would be able to watch Cherry get her thrashing while Carlo had a good grip with which to ram himself into her. He really thought of everything she reflected ruefully while she gritted her teeth and prepared to fend off an orgasm as long as she could.


"Okay!" She heard Carlo's voice from above her and even as she watched the first lash smack across Cherry's back, making her head jerk backwards between her straining shoulders and her legs twist and twitch, she felt Carlo thrust into her.


The spectacle was breathtakingly erotic, Tara found. The suspended girl's body was almost silhouetted against the evening sky, twisting under the lash, her hair flying and her voice crying at first and then gradually subsiding into gasps and breathless screams as she was driven deeper and deeper into the dark regions of pain and rending pleasure. And all the time Carlo thrust and withdrew inside her while she fought the rising tides of her own masochistic delight in how basely she was being used while her defeated foe suffered so beautifully. On and on it went, lash after lash, the multiple blades of the whip fanning out as they laced the helpless girl's skin. Tara was whimpering with pleasure herself but determined that Cherry should suffer every last bit as much as she had. But once again Carlo was in charge and Tara found that her endeavours had been in vain, he knew exactly how much Cherry could take and was only giving Tara the illusion that she was in any way controlling anything. He reached down, squeezing his hand between their bodies and she felt him touch her vulva. It was an almost electric shock, so sensitised was she there. All he had to do was part her lips, find her clitoris, press it and she exploded into orgasm instantly and totally helplessly.

 

Two days later, when the girls were woken they could tell that at long last the ship's engines had changed their note, there was scurrying activity up on deck. For a few minutes there was one last pounding from the engines and then all was quiet. There was a faint jolt and they had docked.


The two days which had passed since they had all fought in front of a proper audience for the first time, had not been uneventful, although they had been different. The day after the fights, practice had been the same as ever, but instead of the measured cruelty and pleasure of 'playtime' in the evening, the girls had been lined up, taken on deck and marched right to the stern of the ship where the main accommodation was. There they had been taken into a large mess room where all the crew had obviously been drinking for some time. The guards had then simply left them to the men. 


Tara had been stunned by how complete her conditioning was. Like all the others her hands were free, but like all the others she had stood in the usual position with her legs apart and her hands behind her back while the crew members had wandered amongst them making their choices and discussing the goods on offer. Although she had been aware that the guards were lounging against the bar and keeping a watchful eye on proceedings, she also knew that her training had made her more than a match for some of the men who were now pawing at her, their work-hardened hands with dirt-encrusted fingernails sliding appreciatively over her breasts and stroking down across her stomach to delve between her legs. But she remained quite still and docile, only letting out involuntary, trembling sighs as she felt some of those fingers begin to pry up between her opening labia and sample her warm depths. 


After all, wasn't this how she had always dreamed of being treated? Hadn't she always craved fearless male appreciation of her body?  She heard comments about the size and generous curves of her tits, the way her bum provided good firm handfuls of flesh and how her cunt was thickly lipped and already open and weeping juices onto the fingers which explored her. Suddenly she understood and appreciated Carlo's ruthless enforcement of the silence rule. Being allowed only to utter cries and groans of pain or pleasure concentrated a girl's mind on her only role. That of female toy for use by anyone who required her. Her mind and personality were irrelevant now. She existed only as a body. 


As if to emphasise that point, no sooner had the thought occurred to her, than hard finger pads began to rub at her clitoris and she moaned aloud, abandoning all thought entirely and becoming the purely physical being the men wanted her to be.


The crew outnumbered the girls by about two to one, but they had all night and there was no squabbling as, gradually, the first choices were made. Tara found herself pulled forward by a hand grasping her hair and she followed quite willingly, knowing that at last, every inch of her body, inside and out, which could be used by men was certainly going to be fully employed in the hours that lay ahead. Her first fuck was a simple and direct affair. The fat little man who had claimed her and who looked Greek to Tara, just dragged her over to one of the simple metal tables and pushed her torso down onto it. She managed to get her elbows and forearms down to prop herself up and avoid the sordid ashtray just below her face before looking round over her shoulder and seeing the man unbutton his shorts to reveal a thick, stubby erection jutting up from his black pubic thatch. He gave her rump a resounding smack which made her jump and squeal a little before she felt him lodge himself at her entrance and then slide easily into her. 


She didn't need the guards keeping watch on her to make her start rotating her hips and humping her back as she felt his shaft sliding backwards and forwards inside her, stroking her innermost tissues and making her clench hungrily around him. He put his hands on her hips and began to thrust in earnest, banging the fronts of her thighs uncomfortably against the metal edge of the table. Vaguely, as her own excitement increased, she was aware of the sounds of her fellow females being brought to their peaks in a chorus of moans, grunts and cries. She added her own breathless mewings as she writhed on the thick shaft inside her and suddenly felt different hands grip the heavy breasts which swung beneath her as she rocked to and fro. The Greek came before she had climaxed herself and she whimpered as she felt him grip her harder and then discharge with a loud sigh of satisfaction. But she needn't have worried, the man who had been gripping her breasts immediately went round behind her and rammed himself into the still fluttering and semen-leaking passage which was so open she hardly felt him until he began battering her in his turn. This time she was well on her way to her second climax when he spent himself inside her.


As soon as he was out of her, her hair was grabbed again, she was dragged up, whirled around and pushed down onto her knees. She never saw the man's face, just his still semi-tumescent cock, glistening and wet with his own spend and the juices of the last girl he had taken. Tara was rapidly attaining that state which she had gradually become accustomed to over the previous weeks on occasions when several of the guards had chosen to take her. It was as if the rapid succession of orgasms caused by casual and multiple usings of her body, let off some kind of physical bomb inside her. She lost all sense of herself and simply threw her body from one thrill to the next in a haze of sexual greed. 


Now she almost lunged forward and took the cock deep into her mouth, making muffled groans of delight around it as her tongue swirled and lapped, savouring the pungently animal tastes of male and female secretions on it. And while with one hand she reached out to grasp the base of the rapidly hardening shaft and clasp it tightly, with her other she reached down and began stroking and rubbing urgently at her clitoris. She achieved a body-racking climax and clung to the base of the man's cock as she shook and melted under its force, making half-choked little grunts of ecstasy around the thick rod of flesh which now filled her mouth and began to pulse and pump as it prepared to ejaculate. Tara was still convulsing in the aftershocks of her own orgasm when the hot gushes of thick, salty sperm began to spurt from the jerking cock. But she kept her mouth glued to it and took it all down before collapsing back onto her heels, gasping for breath. 


But there was no respite for her. Once again she was pulled up and this time the anonymous male hand which groped between her legs, used the warm stickiness oozing from her cunt to lubricate her anus. Then she was back over the table while a cock drove into her rectum. Again she managed to get her forearms under her before the devastating attack on her narrower channel got fully underway, but suddenly a crushing weight fell on her back. From the other side of the table, Jet had been pushed down onto her and was being used. Tara managed to get her arms under her again, even as she began to be rammed backwards and forwards and was able to see Jet's cunt just in front of her eyes, the labia were split wide apart by the thick pillar of maleness which invaded her and was thrusting up into her depths. She could feel the girl's hardened nipples rubbing on her back and hear her grunts and cries as she was taken. And under the sweating girl's body, her nose just inches from the pungent fragrances of the sexual congress taking place, and her eyes riveted to the spectacle, Tara desperately grabbed her own nipples and began pinching them herself while she rocked and groaned to the coarse buggering she was receiving.


From then on the evening was a blur. But Tara could nevertheless remember that she wasn't the only girl to have been driven to a frenzy. The next day she had woken with the taste of woman juice thick on her tongue, as well as the aftertaste of sperm, and was able to relive vivid moments from the miasma. She recalled one of the other girls kneeling to lick her clitoris while she herself was taken from behind, standing with her legs wide apart. She could remember the acrid and pungent taste of Carrot's cunt as she licked her out while she herself was being taken from behind again. Carrot had been lying on her back on a table, giving muffled shrieks of ecstasy while she sucked on the cock which was filling her mouth and used one hand to masturbate another man who stood over them. He squirted his come all over both of them when he finally ejaculated. There was a confused image of herself entwined with Jet on the floor, performing a sixty nine while some of the men cheered them on. She had been entranced by how pink the girl's sex flesh had been between her darkly smooth thighs, and how sweet the milky fluids leaking from her had tasted. On the very few occasions she had ever been drunk, this was how the night before had come back to her. But this time she had been drunk on pure lust.


At long last the guards had hauled them out of the sweat soaked atmosphere when every conceivable appetite had been sated. The night was just as warm on deck but at least there was a gentle breeze and she had sunk gratefully down onto a mat when she had been chained to the railings, allowed to sleep in the open for once.


Their last day at sea had started out as a day of rest. They had been showered and fed and then allowed to sleep until lunch. But even then Tara's sex and anus burned and stung almost unbearably. However, Carlo had had one last treat for them.


All of them spent their final afternoon aboard ship fully displayed in broad daylight for any further use the crew or the guards cared to make of them. 


Once again they were led up into the dazzling daylight and saw what awaited them this time. Chains dangled from the boom arms of two derricks. At first Tara had visions of some kind of mass flogging session. And in her present state she would have preferred that to what Carlo really intended. They were made to sit under the boom while their wrists were clipped together behind their backs and then the chains were attached to broad ankle restraints which the guards had next buckled onto them. Tara groaned inwardly, she knew what was coming and sure enough she was flung unceremoniously onto her back when her guard hauled on her set of chains and dragged her legs up into the air. At first she was convinced that it would be a full ankle suspension but instead the pull on her legs stopped when her pelvis was only a couple of inches off the deck and her back was still on it. But she was aware that her legs had been pulled wide open. She craned her head up to see her guard making the chains fast to a ring in the deck some way beyond her spread legs. Then he came to stand in the wide V they formed and smiled down at her in the way she knew presaged some refined cruelty that Carlo had dreamed up. 


He unclipped the scourge at his belt and bent to let it lie with its handle on her stomach, while its cool lashes trailed down along the still sensitive slit of her sex, down between her buttocks and then fanned out on the deck. Tara swallowed nervously and glanced to her left and right. All the other girls had been dealt with similarly and she realised what a perfect display of submissive slaveflesh they made. Twelve naked girls with their legs held up and wide apart, their sexes, still sore from their previous use, were nonetheless completely open to whatever any man wanted to do with them.


It was Carlo's last lesson.


This was the culmination of everything they had learned. And for the rest of the day the men of the crew and the guards drummed the lesson in one last time. In a nearly constant stream they strolled along the line, commenting and assessing. Occasionally there would be the smack of a whip and an answering yelp from away to Tara's left or right. Sometimes there would be a whole series of them, accompanied by the familiar sounds of a slave being driven to that place deep inside herself where pain and pleasure became something else - the pure essence of slavery itself. And Tara was driven there herself many times that day, crying, twisting, arching under the relentless whip on her already pounding sexflesh, then subsiding into gasps and moans as she was swept away and could only offer her open and throbbing sex in gratitude to the man who took her after beating her. 


Her neck grew stiff as she constantly tried to crane it upwards to see who was using her and eventually she gave in. She stared up into the cloudless blue of the sky and accepted each man as an anonymous master of her body, paying him tribute only with her cries of utter abandonment to piercing agony and consuming delight. 


It was no concern of hers what he did to her, or how he did it. Her only business was to cry out for his pleasure and to provide an easy passage to his release as he knelt between her open legs and then eased himself down onto her while his thick erection ploughed her insides into another eruption of molten ecstasy. And all around her Tara could hear her sisters rendering up similar offerings to the whips and the cocks of their masters.

 

And so, when the girls finally trooped off the ship, their necks joined by collars and chains, their hands clipped behind their backs and walking in ungainly open legged fashion as mute testimony to hard usage, they went as complete submissives to face their future.










Chapter 8



 


 

As they descended the gangplank, Tara managed to look about her, squinting against the light which was already harsh. They had arrived at a small port in a sheltered bay. Hills which seemed to be barren apart from low growing scrub and wind-bent trees, stretched around to enclose it. And behind the port the land rose still higher, blocking any further view. A few houses and warehouses straggled along the waterfront, but over on her right there seemed to be some very new looking tower blocks, almost as if a holiday resort had been built. Some lorries were parked on the quay, presumably waiting for some or all of whatever else the ship carried to be unloaded. Men, and even a few women - all quite normally clothed, Tara noted - seemed to be going about their business and were completely ignoring the coffle of naked girls being led down from the ship. As her feet touched firm ground for the first time in what seemed like months, Tara glanced back up at the towering bulk of her erstwhile prison. A strange feeling of loss engulfed her as she looked at it. At least while they had been held there, they had come to know what to expect of Carlo and the guards. But what would happen now? She repressed a shudder at the uncertainties any future might hold for naked and chained girls.


Among the high-sided lorries parked on the quay a smaller one waited and they were led towards this one. It had an open load platform with a single steel rail running horizontally back from the roof of the driver's cab to a vertical support right at the back of the platform. One by one the girls were helped to clamber up onto the platform and were arranged in two rows of six, facing each other on either side of the rail and still connected by the chains to their collars. Once they were all up, the guards went down both lines, unclipping their wrists but then crossing them in front of them and putting them over the bar before joining them, by their restraints' clips to those of the girl opposite.


"Hold on tight my bitches!" Carlo called cheerfully as he climbed into the cab beside the driver. They all closed their fingers around the thick bar and exchanged nervous glances. Tara could see that Jet, the girl opposite her was thinking about whispering something once Carlo was in the cab, but Tara shook her head. The other guards were still about, standing by a minibus behind Jet. In a cloud of diesel smoke the lorry started up and jolted into motion. Carlo's last instruction proved to be very necessary as the roads were badly maintained and the lorry bumped and lurched as it growled through the small town, climbing upwards through a few wide streets bordered by houses built of stone and with cracked rendering, shuttered windows and dusty red roof tiles. As she looked about her, Tara for the first time realised just how far her journey had taken her. Not just emotionally, but physically as well. She was a long way from home in all senses. And again she felt a yawning pit of fear open inside her. 


The town was soon left behind them and the lorry jerked and ground its way up into the hills, all the girls holding tight to the rail, their breasts bouncing and swaying. Tara could see that all their faces were set and strained. They were all afraid. And suddenly it was as if a cloud had fallen from her mind and she could see clearly for the first time in weeks. Out here, away from the confines of the ship, her impassioned and agonised submissions fell away. That had been then; this was now. And now she was a naked captive. What had she been thinking of? How had she been able to welcome, even enjoy such treatment? And if she had, then it was that lying, treacherous bastard Conor's fault. It was he who had put her in such a position that her only recourse had been to the pretence that she enjoyed submission. All her fury returned and she repeated her mantra of the first few days of her captivity. Whatever the other girls were; she was different. She was in no way submissive! It had been merely a camouflage she had adopted for survival. 	


She began to look around her again, this time with the ultimate aim of escape. And revenge.


Where were they, she wondered? The town was now far beneath and behind them and the land seemed to sweep down to the sea on all sides, but up ahead there were low mountains, rocky and bare. What lay beyond them?	


The lorry ground and snarled its way upwards until it reached a peak and began to descend. Then Tara, looking ahead over the cab roof, could see that before them the land fell away into a wide fertile valley which stretched up to the feet of the mountains. And a mile or so ahead of them she saw some kind of ranch. That was the only word she could think of. But it was huge. There was a cluster of main buildings from which spread out seemingly acres of the same red roof tiles she had seen in the town. The whole complex seemed more like a small town than one dwelling. And out from the buildings spread a network of fields where horses and cows were pastured. But on the far side of the giant complex stood one building in particular. It was high walled and yet had a strangely small roof area. It reminded her of something she had seen quite frequently before, but these surroundings were so strange she just couldn't place it. There was something very familiar about its shape, which was nevertheless an odd one, it was almost as if the wall nearest her was curved in some way. She flicked her hair out of her eyes and looked again but was distracted by the shockingly loud and sudden clattering roar of a helicopter coming up from behind them, passing deafeningly low overhead and then, as all the girls watched, it flew on ahead and settled in a cloud of dust beside the ranch they were heading for.


Carlo leaned out of his window, grinning back up at them.


"That's your owner! He wants to meet you!" he called out.

 

Mark Cavanagh whom everyone called simply 'Boss', slipped his jacket off and stretched. Helicopters were useful, though tedious and uncomfortable. But now he was at home. He had put his briefcase in his office and was strolling along the colonnade which fronted the southern aspect of the house. From here the ground sloped down in an immaculately tended lawn, bordered by myrtles and junipers, towards the small river which flowed across the estate and on either side of the lawn, in two long, low wings stood the newly constructed lodges which would house his special guests when the shows in the arena began. Behind him he heard the delicate tapping of a woman's high-heeled shoes on the marble flooring of the colonnade. He turned and saw Patti coming towards him with a tall glass of gin and tonic. She was a Scottish girl who had been with him for some years now; since well before he had become involved with the arena circuit and had bought this remote outpost which nevertheless served his purposes admirably.


Her coppery red hair was loose about her shoulders and her pale skin was startling in this sun-drenched land. But she reacted badly to too much sun and anyway her pallor provided a welcome contrast to the tanned skin of the other women he kept here. Her appearance was made all the more dramatic by the fact that all she wore was a sarong, slung about her hips and as she walked, one satin-skinned leg was revealed almost to the top, only the off-centre way she had fastened the sarong prevented her displaying her delta. He smiled as he realised how she would have sprung up and hastily put it on when she had heard the helicopter come in. Her heavy breasts, lightly dusted with freckles, swung lazily from side to side as she moved towards him, a delicate ripple running through them as her feet touched the floor with each step, the smooth, dusky areolae surmounted by the red nubs of her already erect nipples provided a further alluring touch. Despite the length of time she had been his slave, her breasts were still spectacularly firm, their upper slopes were still smoothly convex - no trace of a downward sag there - and there was still plenty of roundness beneath the nipples with only a slight crease where the underbellies touched her chest. He had already been wealthy and successful when he had met her and revealed her masochistic nature to her, but now, some years on, he was one of the super rich and she was still one of his favourites, despite the increasing numbers of slaves on the ranch. 


"Welcome home, Master," she said in her soft Scottish lowlands accent, handing him his drink and then putting her hands behind her back.


Mark threw his jacket onto one of the benches which stood at the back of the colonnade and then took the cold glass. With his free hand he stroked her side, warm and soft to the touch, letting it fall slowly to the flare of her hip. Alone of all the slaves, she was allowed to look him in the eye, and she did so now as he stared at her. He noted with satisfaction that her beautiful green eyes held their usual expression of self-abandoned worship. He took a long drink and then fished an ice cube out of the glass. He gently wiped it around and over her areolae and nipples until they were even more prominent and inviting and she was giving soft groans of delight. He had been away for some ten days and had been looking forward to taking a whip to this particular slave as soon as he returned. He was about to order her indoors and do just that when someone coughed respectfully behind him. 


"Yes, Ali?" he said without turning, but returned the ice to its glass and put his hand between the girl's legs.


"Gerd needs to see you, Boss. And Carlo too," the deep voice of his Sudanese major domo held a slight note of reproach. There was business to attend to before he could take his pleasure. He gave the slave's soft and engorged cunt lips one last stroke and drew his fingers through her soft pubic hair before he turned to face the tall, reserved figure of Ali.


"Very well, but tell me, has this whore been screwing every man she could get her hands on while I've been away?"


"Not while I've been watching, Boss." Ali gave him a wide grin. "But when I haven't......who can tell with women eh?"


"Oh well, I'll beat the truth out of her later. Mount her on the training ground for me will you. You know how I like her, and you know what whip."


Ali inclined his head and led the woman away. Mark let his eyes feast on her long, pale back and the roll and tremble of the generous buttocks under their thin fabric covering as she walked.


"Oh, and don't forget to weight her cunt lips!" he called after Ali.


"As if, Boss!" the tall Sudanese called back.


Smiling, Mark walked further along the colonnade until he came to the double doors of his day room and entered. It was a large, cool room with a cedarwood floor and Louis XIV chairs and settees arranged around exquisite Persian scatter rugs. The stocky German, Gerd, his site manager and overseer was lounging on one of the chairs smoking a cigar.


"Gerd, you know I won't have smoking in this room," he said quietly.


"I know, Boss. But I don't think she does." He gestured behind him to where a pretty little Philippino household slave stood. "She offered me one."


The household slaves all wore a simple uniform consisting of a very short, white, tunic and white high-heeled shoes. Even those girls who came from Northern countries soon became sun tanned once they had lived on the ranch for a couple of months, and the white contrasted very pleasantly with their bronzed skin. The tunics themselves barely covered the buttocks and the necklines were scooped and loose so that even though the girls' bodies were covered, they could be fondled casually with a minimum of effort. The slave in question now came forward nervously, her eyes wide with apprehension, her heels tapping on the wood floor.


"Honestly, Gerd. Do try and get ones with at least a smattering of English. It would make Elena's life much easier."


Elena was Gerd's wife who ran the house - and the girls - with iron discipline.


Gerd simply smiled and flicked the offending cigar out onto the terrace. "You, ring for Madam Elena," he told the girl.


She gave a frightened curtsey and did as she was told, then stood quietly by the wall awaiting her correction.


"I've been looking over the dockets from this latest consignment, Boss," Gerd went on. "We're way over budget on them. The cost of making settlements on all their accounts, wiping their records, paying bribes.........Even when we sell them we'll never recoup the outlay."


"I know," Mark sighed and leaned back wearily in his chair. "I've seen Conor and we're changing our approach. From now on he's spreading his net wider. But don't forget that once we've got the arena up and running, the income will go through the roof."


"I know, but it's not a figure we can count on yet," the German replied.


Mark smiled, Gerd was a cautious man who liked all his books to balance. 


The door at the back of the room opened and Elena entered, followed by Carlo, still dusty from his journey. The Philippino girl poured him a drink with trembling hands; her eyes flicking nervously to the cane in Elena's hands while Gerd explained her transgression. Elena, a petite woman in her mid forties with short cropped blonde hair, sighed and talked briefly with the girl in her own language while Carlo joined the other men and sipped appreciatively at his cold drink. Mark looked over behind him and watched as the dusky-skinned girl spread her legs, bent over and flicked the back of her tunic up before grasping her ankles. She had a nicely formed little split fig peeping out from between her trim and straight thighs. Elena sent the cane whistling in across her buttocks, making them ripple. The girl kept her silence and as the second stroke was delivered he returned his attention to Carlo. The background noise of the caning was ideal for the subject matter and for a moment all three of them enjoyed the whoosh and smack of the rattan, but then Carlo brought them back to the real business of the day.


"This is a good consignment, Boss. Conor knows his business all right. I reckon they're much better than the first lot. And there's one you've got to see! A big blonde. She's a natural! She's got the real anger in her. When she fights, she fights herself almost, as well as the other girl."


There was real enthusiasm in Carlo's voice and Mark was intrigued.


"Is she tough as well?"


"She's a tigress, Boss! Undefeated on the whole trip - except for one which I made her lose, just to get her going a bit!"


Gerd and Mark exchanged quick glances. Carlo was an experienced hand with slavegirls and they had never heard him so animated before.


"You know, I had her under the whip for an hour once! I've never seen one who can soak it up like she can!"


Gerd deflated him a little by breaking the news that the next consignment probably wouldn't be quite so good. For a moment his face fell but then he shrugged and drained his glass.


"Girls is girls, wherever they come from," he said philosophically and then left to get this consignment ready for inspection and to make sure that the barracks had been run properly in his absence. Gerd too drank up and left, taking Elena with him. The Philippino girl was still bent over, her bottom showing a thorough laddering of cane weals. Elena had kept the punishment up through the whole of the men's conversation and it was doubtful that this girl would make a similar mistake again. He told her to stand up and approach him. She came, hurriedly wiping her eyes and nose with one hand and rubbing her buttocks with the other. But once she was beside him she adopted the proper stance; eyes lowered, legs apart, hands behind her back.


Mark put his hand up beneath the brief pelmet of her tunic and felt her sex. It was warm and moist, the lips peeled apart and ready for his fingers to plunge up inside her. He amused himself for a moment before sending her off to refill his glass. She returned with four ice cubes clinking in the gin and tonic. He liked three. She knew that, but the caning and his handling of her had distracted her. He sighed.


"Three ice cubes," he said slowly and distinctly. "Three, not four."


The girl's face fell and she bit her lower lip. He patted his lap. "Over you go," he told her. Once again she lifted her tunic and then lowered herself to lie across his knees, toes and hands touching the floor, legs straight out behind her. She would get a lot of kudos in the dormitory that night, he knew. Getting a spanking or any kind of beating at the hands of the Boss was counted as an honour.


He ignored the raised lines striping her shapely little hindquarters and gave her a thorough beating with his hand, until even her dusky skin was glowing darkly and his palm stung. Then once again he delved between her legs, enjoying the feel of her inner heat and wetness, and the way her tight little channel clenched around his fingers. He could afford a few more minutes before he joined Carlo he reckoned, and after ten days travelling a man was owed some pleasure.


He let her stand and then guided her over to one of the settees and had her kneel on it, presenting her bottom to him, then he unzipped his trousers and took out his erect cock which had been rubbed into full hardness by the squirming girl's stomach during her latest punishment. She couldn't hold back a strained little cry as he pushed into her. She was well lubricated but even so her vagina had trouble accommodating his girth. It made for a pleasing fuck, with her tight little tunnel gripping every inch of his shaft and his thrusts pushing her forwards against the back of the settee. She would be the envy of the other girls now all right. He didn't begrudge her having her own orgasm as he achieved his, he was in a good mood on the whole. But when he slipped from her he had her stay kneeling while he fetched the surplus ice cube from his drink and pushed it hard against her anus until the muscles gave way and swallowed it up into her rectum.


"Keep it there, and learn from your mistakes," he told her as she straightened up and smoothed down her tunic. Then he left, feeling relaxed and at peace with the world. The girl would probably get further punishment from Elena later on for the state of her semen-leaking cunt and her dribbling anus. But all to the good, he felt. 


Living the life he led, a man could be forgiven for believing that all any woman craved was a firm master and frequent punishment.

 

Tara and her companions were weary of all the jolting, and they breathed sighs of relief as the truck finally came to a halt in a sort of courtyard, surrounded by low stone buildings with small windows set high up in the walls. The guards' minibus pulled in shortly after them and they were taken down to stand in a line, tired and dusty. Carlo gave them one last look over and then left them in the care of a tall, sandy haired English guard who had stood in for him once or twice during their voyage. Surprisingly he led their coffle into one of the buildings on his own, and then set about releasing their chains but left their collars on. As soon as Tara was free the thought of escape popped into her mind but then better counsel prevailed. She was tired and hungry, and anyway where would she go? Instead, like the other girls, she looked round her. They were standing in a bare room with a long, plain refectory table and two benches on each side of it. Beyond the table the walls on either side came out into the room forming a sort of corridor between them. At the far end they could see a tiled room with a row of showers against what was the end wall of the building. The only familiar sights were the chains and steel loops on the walls and floor. Tara was quite certain that discipline was not going to be relaxed that much.


The guard settled himself against the table casually and addressed them.


"This is your accommodation. Your barracks. You will sleep, eat, wash and do what you want in here. You can even talk. And if you want to fuck each other, frig each other, lick each others' pussies out, then go ahead. You'll find there are two bunks to each cell, so you can get quite friendly. But when any man - any man at all - comes in here you stand to attention and don't say a word. Outside that door," and he indicated the heavy wooden door they had entered by, "you are dumb slaves. Understand?"


There was a slow nodding and he stood and left, locking the door behind him.


For a few moments there was silence and stillness, then gradually the girls' stances relaxed and they began to stare around them and at each other. Then Jet broke the silence, her voice sounding hoarse and strained after weeks of enforced muteness.


"Well, it isn't the Holiday Inn, but it beats that frigging ship!"


With that the floodgates were down and the pent up female urge to chatter and gossip with other females was given full rein. Tara immediately noticed that they all called each other by the names the men had given them. Not one of them bothered with the names they had had before. She felt no inclination to join in, she was genuinely shocked that the talk all seemed to centre around which of the guards was the best screw, which ones whipped the hardest and which ones were the best looking. There was much giggling and laughter about the size of some of their cocks and sympathetic noises were made about how much their initial buggerings had hurt. A surprising number of the girls had had prior experience, but expressed sisterly concern for those whose back passages had been virgin.


Tara felt her determination to be different become stronger as she listened to the chatter. They just didn't seem to object to what had been done to them and Tara found that astonishing at first, until she remembered their last morning on board and blushed at the memory of how she really had responded as a complete slavegirl. Confused all over again, she wandered into the corridor and found that it was lined with their cells, three on either side with steel bars fronting the corridor and stone walls between each cell. As the guard had said, they were doubles. Between the beds - and they were real beds at last, although they were the iron, military type with thin mattresses - stood a small cabinet, though what they were supposed to store there Tara couldn't think. At the foot of the beds was a flushing toilet mounted against one wall. It was just inside the bars and afforded no privacy whatever. There was a small window set high up in the wall and over the beds were steel rings set in the stone and from these hung rather longer chains than she had become accustomed to. She moved on and found that where the cells finished was not only a wash area, there had been some slight acknowledgement that even slavegirls needed some facilities. Apart from the showers, at right angles to them and running along the wall on Tara's left was a simple worktop, but above it there was a long mirror and lying on it were hairbrushes, nail clippers and even some electric razors and hairdryers. Best of all there were towels.


When her companions caught up with her, there were squeals of delight at these discoveries and some of the girls immediately started showering off the dust of their journey. The water was hot and eventually even Tara succumbed to the temptation, though she just couldn't believe how the other girls behaved as if they were being treated like royalty. When she emerged from the shower and had towelled herself off she set about choosing a cell. It made no difference to her where she slept but she could see that some liaisons were already being formed. Once again Tara was dismayed. Sure enough she had enjoyed the symbolic submissions in the ring but she had no inclination to extend that to full blown lesbian relationships. Her companions seemed to have no such qualms though and she watched as Jet and Carrot openly embraced before settling down on one of the beds in a cell. There were some ironic cheers and laughter as the black girl opened her legs and Carrot began to squirm her way down towards that sex which Tara remembered so vividly. But then other couples began to form and Tara turned away. She found an empty cell back at the refectory end of the corridor and entered it by the narrow, barred door, set in the frontage and sat down heavily on one of the beds, leaning back against the cool stone wall and closing her eyes. Around her the noise of voices was dying down and was being replaced by busy rustlings and the sounds of bedsprings squeaking, punctuated with the occasional sigh of pleasure.


"Mind if I come in?"


Tara opened her eyes at the sound of the voice. Cherry was standing in the doorway. Tara shook her head and the girl came to sit opposite her, wincing slightly as she leaned back against the opposite stone wall, her back was still heavily marked from her flogging after their fight. When she was settled she drew one leg up and rested her foot on the edge of the bed. Tara could plainly see the dusky lips of her sex nestling in amongst her pubes. 


"It's yours if you want it," she said, seeing Tara's gaze flick downwards. "And these," she added looking down at her breasts. Tara shook her head again. She didn't know how else to respond. Suddenly the girl rose and came to sit beside her, very close, thighs touching. The warm contact sent little shocks running through Tara's body.


"Listen," Cherry went on, "I enjoyed beating you, but I know it was only Carlo's whipping the shit out of you that let me do it. It was much better when you pounded me in the ring. Christ! You really put me through it and Carlo carried on the good work."


Tara stared at her. "You mean you like getting whipped and beaten in the ring?"


"Sure. Don't you? That's why we're all here isn't it? That big Irish guy knows a sub when he sees one. Mind you when he saw me, I was getting thrashed by my boyfriend at an SM party. The bastard must have sold me......." Cherry suddenly noticed the blank look Tara was giving her. "You never had the whip before?"


"No," she said simply.


"Oh, you poor thing. You've been on a real learning curve haven't you?" 


Gently she pushed Tara's shoulder until she slid sideways and lay on the bed. Then Cherry's face was over hers, her thick brown hair falling in a curtain around Tara's.


"I fancied the arse off you the first time I saw you," she whispered, and then she moved down and Tara's breath caught in her throat as she felt a warm tongue begin to lick her nipples and sharp little teeth tease and pull at them. Then suddenly the warm mouth was breathing against her stomach and Cherry's body was forcing her thighs apart. In a sudden surrender to the need for pleasure, Tara reached down urgently and pushed Cherry's head further down. Down until she gasped at the feel of warm breath on her still whip-sensitised sex lips. Then she gripped her hands in the hair and ground herself against the clever little tongue until her hips were bucking and she was grimacing fiercely.


"Fuck me with your fingers, you bitch," she snarled and then cried out as Cherry did just that and bit at her clitoris.


When Tara woke she had no idea of how long she had dozed, but Cherry was lying beside her and both of them luxuriated in the warmth and companionship of their bodies. Gently Tara reached over and felt the girl's breast, for once she could explore its feel and soft warmth without having to maul or hurt it. She almost laughed as the nipple hardened under her fingers. So this was what a woman's body felt like to a lover she thought. This was how she would feel to a man. Always supposing the man didn't want to just beat her and fuck her. Again her confusion returned as images of hard-muscled bodies wielding stinging whips invaded her mind's eye.


But suddenly the main door banged open and the moment was shattered by Carlo's voice.


"All right, out here on the double, my lovely bitches!"


Tousled and bleary eyed the girls stumbled out of their cells and lined up against the refectory wall where Carlo indicated. Automatically they adopted the legs apart stance they had learned. Tara felt nothing but relief that a man was back in command, at least she didn't have time to question all her motives and attitudes; just obey and take whatever was coming.


There were three guards with him, whips in hand and the girls stayed stock still as he passed along the line feeling between their legs and sniffing his fingers.


"They've been busy lads," he told the other men. "Bet there's hardly an unlicked cunt in the room."


 Like all the others, Tara kept her eyes down and made no sound or movement. They were used to being talked about in these crude male terms.


"Now," he continued, "your owner's coming to take a look at what he's paid for, God help him! He'll probably say 'Carlo, you've been too soft. Beat them harder! Work them harder!' And he'll be right. You've had your pleasure cruise and this is where the work starts. You're going to fight and fuck till you drop. Then you're going to get up and do it again! Day after day! And if you thought the thrashings you've had in the past were hard......they were love bites! Here we've got whips like you've never seen, and punishment cells." 


Just as he finished a man came in through the open door from the courtyard. He was tall and slender and dressed in crisp, well-tailored trousers and shirt. He had a long and rather narrow face and his brown hair was thick and unusually long. But most of all he had the air of one who knows exactly what he wants and who will tolerate no obstruction to his desires.


This had to be her owner, Tara thought. The full import of that outlandish thought hit her like a sack of cement. She was owned now. She really and truly was a slave.


Carlo stood back respectfully and the man paced slowly along the line. He stopped now and then to examine a girl more closely. He would reach out and hold a breast, squeezing it until the soft flesh bulged between his fingers, or he would examine the muscle tone of a thigh. He seemed to be particularly interested in Jet and spent some time slapping her thighs thoughtfully before moving up to her breasts and lifting them by the nipples, then letting them fall. Tara watched from the corner of her eye in gathering nervousness as he approached her. And when at last he stood squarely in front of her, Tara could feel her heart pounding, but whether it was fear or excitement at being in the presence of the man who was ultimately responsible for every beating she had ever received, she couldn't tell.


Tensely she waited for him to touch her but instead he simply turned to Carlo, "This one?" he asked.


"That's her."


He reached out and lifted her chin but Tara was careful to keep her eyes down. She felt defiant but Carlo's warnings about this place were fresh in her mind. However he forced her head back until she had no choice but to look at him. He stared fixedly at her, his eyes were a curious flecked grey colour and Tara could read no expression in them at all.


"I'll see her in training tomorrow," he said at last and then moved on, leaving Tara almost panting with relief. 


At last he finished and stood back beside Carlo.


"As usual, you've been far too soft Carlo," he said. "Make them sweat from now on. And double punishment for any slacking." Then he was gone and the men visibly relaxed.

 

Out in the courtyard where the evening was coming on swiftly, Mark stood with Carlo as they watched the evening meal being carried in to the barracks.


"I mean it this time," Mark said. "We've got just over a month before the first show. Work them hard, them and the first squad as well. Conor's going to stay out hunting until he's got the third squad so he'll miss it, but the girls will be here soon after that."


"When'll you and the other owners finalise what events we're staging and with what weapons?"


"We meet in two weeks to deal with that. I want you there. Now, I've got an appointment with another slave. Are you sampling any of the goods in there tonight?" he indicated the barracks behind them.


"No, and I don't want any of the lads to either. They can have the first squad. I want these ones fresh up for it tomorrow."


Mark took his leave and walked across the courtyard, through an archway in one corner and emerged onto the training ground. It was really just a large expanse of well-trodden earth and sand, but on the far side, over against the wall of the pens, as they were called, stood a variety of frames, trestles and benches, as well as, anchored firmly in the ground, three tall whipping posts. In the twilight the pale form of Patti seemed to almost glow. She was hung by her wrists from the top of one of the rectangular frames but was also seated astride a trestle and as he approached her he could see how she was squirming and moaning in pain. Ali had done his usual highly competent job.


The slave's toes could barely touch the ground either side of the trestle which had a narrow top to it, no more than an inch wide. Her lips had been drawn either side of the top beam and weights clipped onto them. Four to each lip, he noted, which had distended them into thin flaps hanging down each side of the beam on which her open vulva rested. Of course she could always try and pull herself up by using her hands to grip the chains which held her wrists. But by the look of her she had passed that point and was now using the last of the strength in her legs, all the sinews of which were standing out in sharp relief as she strained to take some of the pressure off her crotch. Her breasts were pulled taut into smooth mounds rather than their usual prominent hemispheres and he could see that she was running with sweat. Altogether she looked wonderful, he thought, and the fact that she held a whip between her teeth completed the picture perfectly.


He stood beside her and ran his hands over her heaving body before easing the whip out of her mouth, then lifted her slightly by gripping her waist and she groaned in relief as he slid the trestle out from between her legs. With her legs no longer so widely spread she was able to stand a little more easily, though she was still stretched almost to her limit.


"Your slave awaits your pleasure, my Master," she managed to gasp.


"Good. A minimum of sixty lashes I think and then we'll see how you're doing."


Her answering whimper was music to his ears. 


"Everything okay, Boss?" Ali called from over by the archway. 


"Fine!" he called back. "Put out the tit press and some needles in my room will you?"


Patti's sob when she heard how hard her evening was going to be, was even more delightful. And the best of it was, he reflected, that she was desperate for him to take her, but due to the long ride on the trestle, it was going to be agony for her when he did. But of course, that would make it even sweeter for her. Slavegirls were wonderful creatures. 


He began to whip her. Sixty was a good tariff and he had plenty of time so he didn't use his full force at the start. That could come later, she would probably have a couple of whip-induced orgasms on the way to receiving her full ration. So if he swung in the last ten or so at full force he could probably get her to a third peak before he let her down. She usually passed out once she had taken a long beating like this and Ali, with his usual care had put a bucket of water beside the frame. The whip consisted of several long, plain lashes coming off a plaited handle and they left thin, criss-crossing marks which wrapped right round her back. She screamed as they bit into the sides of her tits. The count had reached eight and he shifted his aim to her buttocks, making her twist and yelp as the long lashes wrapped her hips now and snapped at her sex. The hiss and slap of the whipping went on steadily as the light faded. And the slave's answering cries only attained the tone of agonised orgasm when the tally had reached twenty five and her tits were getting it full on. 


The Owner stopped for a minute and wiped his brow. The evening was hot and he stripped off his shirt before he started in again. 


Sometimes slave owning was hard work.










Chapter 9



 


 

The fact that there was another group of girls already at the ranch came as a shock to Tara and the others of her 'squad' - as Carlo had started referring to them. Tara's was Two Squad, these other girls were One Squad. The two lines ot twelve girls stood facing each other on the training ground under the bright morning sun and Tara suddenly saw the reasons behind the apparent relaxation in discipline within the confines of the barracks.


The previous night, when their wrists had been chained to the walls at the heads of their beds, they had all quickly discovered that enough length had been left to allow them to move to the toilet, if necessary, but most importantly they could move to their cellmate's bed. For the first hour or so after they had been chained and left, the darkened cells had been filled with the clink and rattle of chains and little, muffled squeaks of delight as each pair found that they could share a lover's bed. However, making love wasn't easy by any means, with their hands restricted by the steel rings on their restraints being joined by a loop of heavy chain which was padlocked to the ring in the wall. But with some experimenting, Tara and Cherry found that it was quite possible to enjoy each other. Cherry in particular found that having the chains drag across her naked body as she squirmed around in Tara's bed was a pleasure all on its own. 


All this must have been well understood by the men because after about an hour a guard came in and took his whip to the two girls in the cell opposite Tara's. He said not one word while he belaboured the intertwined bodies. Their cries and screams said all that was necessary. It was quite a severe flogging and the message was plain. As soon as he left, all the girls settled down to sleep at once.


The effect of those events was that when Tara's squad faced the original one, there was no fellow feeling. The girls who faced them were lean and fit and regarded the newcomers with hostility. A hostility which Tara's squad returned. By letting lesbian relationships form, Carlo and the owner had turned the girls' loyalties inwards - to their own group. So although they were all naked slaves together, Tara's main concern was to protect Cherry. She looked over quickly to her left where Jet stood and saw her too glance protectively at Carrot.


One Squad obviously felt the same.


They were all equipped with single lash whips about three feet long, and a small round shield was strapped to their other forearm. The shield was constructed of a light, strong plastic and as Carlo pointed out, as he strode between the two lines, it would give them some protection but was too light to do much damage if used as a sort of club. The girls stood about ten feet apart and each one faced an opponent about six feet in front of her. Tara's hand felt sweaty on the handle of her whip, it had been one thing to fight in the hothouse atmosphere of the hold on the ship, and to quickly come to know everyone you fought. But here they were out in the sun, on a sandy surface for all the world as if they were in an arena - like the colosseum. And just like the gladiators of old, they were fighting total strangers. And they were fighting because they were told to by their masters. As extra encouragement, Carlo had reminded them all about his boss's instruction that all punishments were to be doubled, and for the new girls' benefit he had pointed out the frames and posts on the far edge of the training ground.


She tried to banish all thoughts and concentrate on the girl opposite her, who was black haired and almost as tall as Tara herself. And like Tara and all the others she was stark naked. But unlike Tara's squad these girls were all clean-shaven and their bare sexes had given her quite a start when she had first been marched out here. It seemd to double their nakedness somehow as they stood quite unselfconsciously with their legs open and braced for combat. Tara's opponent's face was hard and expressionless, maybe she was looking at her with contempt, she was after all a 'new girl' and these others could have been here for weeks or months. She tried to predict how the girl would come at her once Carlo gave the word. And she was sure these girls would take the option to charge, they were used to these longer whips and the shields. She examined the girl's stance to try and gauge whether she would lead with her left or right leg and that might tell her to which side she was better ducking in order to get her own lash in. Once again her eyes strayed to the girl's inscrutable face while Carlo told them that in training each contest would end when one girl was down or disarmed, but that when it was for real, they would go on until their opponent couldn't continue.


Suddenly Tara's attention was caught by something. Her opponent was staring at her through screwed up eyes. Tara's eyes flicked to the sandy floor and saw that she was casting a long shadow ahead of her where the morning sun was climbing above the building behind her. Carlo had given them something to even up the imbalance in experience, if they had the wit to see it. One Squad would be fighting into the sun and all Tara had to do was not let herself be turned. She grinned and hoped the others had spotted it.


But then Carlo shouted "Fight!" and all thoughts were driven from her mind.


One Squad charged. Tara's opponent came at her screaming and already with her lash swinging. All round her the noise of high-pitched female yells filled the air and the lashes hissed and smacked. Tara ducked low but stood her ground and swept her own whip up and across. She raised her shield and felt the other girl's lash hit it while her own carved across her opponent's midriff, forcing an explosive grunt of pained surprise from her. Tara surged forward, using her shield to push the girl back and getting in an overhead swing that must have landed vertically down her back, making her twist away and leaving her side vulnerable.


All around her Tara could hear grunts and cries and the crash of shields coming together. Someone's whip caught in her hair as it was swung back but she ignored it and swung her own lash for a third time. It connected across the girl's back, but even as she yelled she managed to pivot and bring her own lash down across Tara's left shoulder. The familiar scalding of the leather on her skin was just what Tara needed. The sounds of flesh on flesh, leather on flesh and the noises of straining girls all round her, the whip sting and the sight of her opponent on the back foot sent a shivering thrill running through her. Again she raised her whip high, making the girl look up into the sun to see the strike, but this time she brought her arm down in a long sideways sweep and her whip carved a livid trace across the fronts of her thighs. The girl's shield arm went down and Tara got in two more lashes to her back while she bent and staggered backwards. But it wasn't over yet. From low down the girl curved in a lash across the backs of Tara's calves. But she refused to allow the pain to register. She was going to win and nothing could stop her. She yelled in pure joy as she danced from side to side to confuse her enemy before closing in and laying a stroke down her back, the tip of the whip burying itself between the buttocks. The girl screamed, dropped her whip and grabbed her crotch, turning away hunched over and falling to her knees.


Tara whirled around. Carlo had told them to go to the aid of another squad member if they downed their opponent. She searched quickly for Cherry and found that she had been turned towards the sun by a small brunette who was obviously getting the better of things now. Cherry had her shield up and was trying to wield her own whip but the brunette was dancing on her toes, dodging, and throwing out short, quick-fire lashes which were stinging Cherry's back as she crouched. 


Tara dodged as some girl staggered sideways into her and raced to Cherry's duel, just in time to wrap her whip round the brunette's arm and make her drop her whip. But there was no time to savour the triumph. A long trace of agony blazed right across her backside and she whirled again to see that another girl from One Squad was coming for her. For what seemed like ages the two of them traded lash for lash, standing almost toe to toe. Tara could see that this girl was in the grip of the same savage joy she herself was feeling and they even smiled and laughed defiance at each other between the grunts of effort they put into their swings. But then suddenly a second girl joined in against her from the side and flicked a lash in across the backs of Tara's thighs. She leaped sideways and fended off another lash with her shield while flicking out backhanded at her first opponent. It took her by surprise as it snapped across her breasts and she stopped in her tracks. Then Tara got in a full swing against the second girl, again wrapping the forearm of the whip hand in her own leather and wrenching her to her knees. She was about to turn again and finish the other girl when Carlo's voice called, "Hold!"


Immediately everything went still and Tara realised she was panting and gasping for breath, sweat was pouring from her and she felt as elated and drained as she did after sex. She gazed round her. Girls who had been downed were struggling back to their feet, others were bent over, hands on knees like runners after a race and everywhere Tara looked she saw sweating female flesh carrying fresh traces of the whip. It was a weirdly exciting spectacle. But as her breathing calmed she realised that the majority of the girls who had been downed were from her own squad.


"First contest of the day goes to One Squad!" Carlo called, strolling through the results of the mayhem. "Take a drink and a five minute break. Then we go for round Two!"


He stopped by Tara who straightened up and adopted the correct position.


"Good fight, Blondie," he told her. "But remember, these whips are longer than the ones we used on the ship. And they hurt more, yes?"


Tara nodded, now that the adrenalin had stopped flooding through her system, her skin felt as though it had been really scorched wherever the whips had struck her.


"So don't always use a full swing, use your wrist and flick more, then you can hit faster."


Tara nodded again and Carlo went on. "You saw the edge I gave you. You didn't get turned." He reached out and touched her breast. His hard finger just grazing her nipple. She sucked in her breath at the strength of the sensation that shot through her and glancing down she realised that both nipples were as hard as bullets and on her still heaving chest, her breasts felt tight and swollen.


Carlo passed on and Tara went slowly over to Cherry who threw caution to the wind and kissed her in thanks for her rescue. And as she pressed her body to Tara's she could feel that her nipples too were swollen and erect. They went arm in arm, as most of the girls from both squads did, over to where a steel urn of chilled water had been put on a low table. But once again Tara's emotions were in turmoil. She was immensely proud of Carlo's compliments and her victories, but on just her first day here she was back where she had been on the ship. A slave; and one who gloried in her slavery.

 

Mark awoke slowly. The day before had been a long one and the evening had been energetic too. He stretched and felt the warmth of Patti's body beside him. He rolled over and found that as she was propped up on one elbow, he was looking straight at her breasts. He examined them and relived the delights of the previous night through the traces left on them. Their pale skin had been laced time and again by the whip. As he had thought, she had needed ten hard lashes at the end to propel her to her third climax in the whipping frame and her tits now looked as a good slave's should. The weals were a duskier red than they had been and in between them there were small bruises, some with dots of crimson at the centre, where he had inserted the long thin needles. 


Once she was sure he was awake, Patti dived under the cover and he lay back to allow her to perform her first duty of the day. He felt her hair tickle his stomach as she wriggled her way down quickly. His treatment of her the night before had taken her to so many orgasms as he had built careful levels of pain with cruel patience, that she was desperate to take him into her mouth now. He would remind her later that he liked her to lick her way down, but for now he would let it pass - or let her think he had. He sighed with pleasure as he felt her soft lips close around his rapidly tumescing cock and he flung the quilt back to watch her at work. She lay full length between his wide spread legs, her coppery hair spreading over his belly. But when she felt him push the cover off, she propped herself on her forearms, swept her hair to one side in a beautiful, womanly gesture and used her other hand to grasp the base of his shaft and bend it up till it was vertical. Both actions combined to provide him with a perfect view of her lips caressing him.


She might have been in a hurry to get him into her mouth, but now that she had, she savoured every second of the time he allowed her. She licked down the sides of the shaft, ducking her head to roll his balls gently on her tongue, then returned to the shining helm and held it just inside her lips and let her breath caress it before she took quick licks at it and then sank down onto it until her nose almost touched his pubes, making contented mewing noises as she did so. He reached down to keep her hair clear of her face and so free her hand to pass under him and stroke his anus. Slowly, slowly, she increased the frequency and the pace of her long sucks at him until he could no longer restrain the pressure deep in his balls. He gasped as he let go and she felt the swelling of his shaft inside her mouth. He felt her tense herself in readiness to swallow every spurt and saw her eyes look up and meet his in mute worship and gratitude for the gift he was about to give her. Then he lay back and crushed her face down onto him while he thrust and spurted into her, then stayed still while the last tremors ran through him and her tongue searched out every last trace which might still trickle from his slit.


When she had washed him down in the shower and he was dressed, he considered the rest of the day from out on his balcony where a household slave had laid out breakfast on a wrought iron table. Patti stood, naked and obedient beside him. From over the roofs on the other side of the river came the sounds of combat from the training ground and in his mind's eye he envisaged the savage beauty of the spectacle he was about to stage. His cock twitched and stirred. He looked at Patti, but regretfully decided that she needed a couple of days before he could really let loose on her again. But it wouldn't hurt to leave her in no doubt about what awaited her.


"So how many guards did you screw while I was away?" he asked.


"None, Master. But if you want me to I'll say I screwed every last one I could get up me." Her soft voice and joyful submission made his cock twitch again, more urgently.


"So, once again, how many did you screw, my little whore?"


"Master, I went into their barracks every night and begged them all to fuck me till I screamed for mercy."


"Hmm! And if you didn't, I bet you dreamed of doing it."


"I did do it, Master. And in the afternoons, I lay on my bed and masturbated again and again so that my cunt would be good and ready for them to fill with their......."


He held his hand up. "Very well. Since you're so hungry for punishment, the day after tomorrow I'll have Ali take a stock whip to you out on the lawn before dinner."


"Thank you, Master."


"Now go, and get Madam Elena to send up that lovely little Italian piece Gerd picked up last month. I need another whipping girl."


"Yes, Master."


"You can join me for lunch, but you'll remain naked for today. And by the way, don't think I didn't notice that you failed to lick your way down before you sucked me this morning."


He revelled in the look of genuine contrition that crossed her face. "I'll consider the penalty for that. Now go!"


He watched her gorgeous, whipped backside sway and ripple as she walked back into the room, naked apart from her high heels which emphasised her length of leg so perfectly. He finished his breakfast and then went to fetch a riding crop and await the slave he had sent for.

 

By the time he reached the training ground, the third contest of the morning was underway. He felt thoroughly relaxed and ready to face the demands of running his empire by then. The Italian girl had bent over the table on the balcony so readily and taken the sound cropping and the subsequent fuck with such compliance that no man could have asked for more. He went to stand by Carlo and surveyed the struggling mass of girlflesh out on the dusty expanse. It was clear that they were nearing the point of utter exhaustion. A few guards moved among the sweating pairs encouraging some of them to one last effort with well aimed flicks of their own whips. Most of the girls were unable to raise their arms above shoulder height, some pairs were simply standing and trading lashes with the last of their strength, not even bothering to try and use their shields. Some others, by contrast, were leaning against each other, pushing with the shields and trying to use the whip hafts as clubs. Only one pair were still displaying any energy. Carlo pointed to them. One was the new, tall blonde girl, the other was stockier and black haired. 


But even these were staggering after every lash they managed to get off, but they were still putting some real venom into their work, the blonde's hair was flying as she swung her whip arm and then raised her shield. Her opponent suddenly tried to break the stalemate and ducked under a lash, bringing her shield up into the blonde's stomach and pushing her back. But the blonde twisted sideways, making her stumble forwards under her own impetus, then she followed on, raining lashes down on her back until she went down.


"Hold!" Carlo shouted.


Instantly every girl still standing went down, some onto all fours, some collapsing onto their forearms, leaving their bottoms shamelessly sticking up. Some simply fell onto their backs, their chests heaving.


"That blonde," Carlo said as they walked out, threading their way through the prostrate and panting female forms, most of whom hadn't yet moved. "When I put her squad up against the first one, she still won. Her and the black girl. But the blonde was on her way to taking out two more of One Squad when I stopped it. She took out more in the second combat and the one you saw her finish there was the one I had my eye on for squad captain in the show."


Mark was impressed and gazed down thoughtfully at the girl who lay before him. Sand stuck to the sweat which coated her, and underneath it she was laced with weals. At present she lay on her face and he gently put his shoe under her ribs. She rolled over when she felt the pressure and he studied her. Despite the fact that her thick blonde hair was matted and hung in rats' tails over her face she was undoubtedly a beautiful creature, broad shouldered, big breasted, with a trim waist and good sturdy hips. And yet very graceful and athletic. The previous night, although he hadn't touched her, he had noted the muscle tone in her arms and legs. She had obviously been supremely fit even before she had been taken and he made a mental note to ask Conor how on earth he had found this one.


The girl's breathing was calming and her eyes were open, but he noted that she was very careful to keep them averted from his and Carlo's. He decided to probe a little further and reached out with his foot again. This time he prodded at her right thigh and she obediently opened her legs, though he noted that she closed her eyes. It was a familiar reaction in a new slave, they tried to shut out the shame - both of their exposure and their willingness to open themselves. He bent slightly and examined the sex and its blonde fleece, now darkened and matted with sweat. Although to judge by the turgid state of the nipples, he suspected that there was another, quite different liquid involved. He nudged her thighs wider apart with his shoe again and then squatted between them, letting her know that he was examining her, but not touching her. The sex lips were very fleshy and her cleft went unusually high up her belly. They were slightly open, just enough to reveal hints of the soft inner lips within.


"You fuck her yet?" he asked Carlo, lifting his eyes to the girl's face and noting the faintest wince as she heard herself discussed like this.


"Of course, Boss."


"And?"


Carlo shrugged. "She fucks like she fights. Puts everything into it."


"At the end of this week I've got some people coming. I want to start getting some publicity out for the show. I want a display for them, up at the house. Pick out six of the best ones, and start with this one."


He stood up and walked slowly back through the tangle of female bodies now gradually picking themselves up, aided in some cases by the guards dousing them with water. He had twenty four gladiators now - plus of course there were three solo ones, the very first ones he had had. Together, matched by the same number from the opposing stable, they would provide plenty of entertainment for two days devoted to the joys of watching female combat and competition. And it would be the first time a full arena with a large complement of slaves had been used.


"What's your schedule over the next couple of days?" he asked Carlo.


"Quarterstaffs this afternoon, Boss. Whips again tomorrow morning. Mud wrestling in the afternoon. Then boxing for a full day, that'll keep them busy." He grinned at Mark. The refinements they had made to the boxing contests made it one of the most taxing events. 


"Sounds good. Any punishments tonight?"


"No, Boss. I don't want them whipped to shreds now. They got plenty of that coming their way in any case."


"Okay. But I want the blonde put in one of the pens with two of the best out of One Squad. Give them all whips."


"She'll cope," Carlo said confidently.









Chapter 10



 


 

Tara and the rest of her squad sat under the showers in their barracks. They had limped off the training ground more bruised, exhausted and dazed than they had ever imagined they could be and had simply slumped in a line along the tiled wall and let the blessed hot water pour over them.


For a long time there was silence. Then Channel broke it, "If that was the morning, then what the fuck are they going to do to us this afternoon?"


"And the worst of it is," Jet added as she eased herself forwards and gasped as the water scoured her whip-striped back clean, "whatever they do, we'll go right along with it. We'll do exactly what we're told like the good little slavegirls we are."


"But suppose we all just refused....." Tara suggested.


"Can you begin to imagine what they'd do to us then?" put in someone further down the line.


Beside Tara, Cherry shivered and laughed softly, "Well it'd start with the whip until we bled, I reckon. Then it would be clamps and weights, followed by needles....."


"........and then we'd beg them to screw us and do whatever they told us to anyway," a girl called Pinky finished for her.


There was some rueful laughter before Tits voiced all Tara's own confused thoughts and emotions, "Anyway, I want to see what happens next. They're planning something, I overheard two of the guards talking about some sort of show."


By the time they had climbed painfully to their feet and washed themselves down, the door to their refectory had crashed open and a guard had entered, bringing their lunch with him. As soon as a man was present, all thoughts about anything other than obeying him fled from all the girls and they filed along past their cells to line up silently and await orders.


They were to be waited on by two girls who wore short white tunics and delicate little high-heeled shoes. They laid the table under the guard's watchful eye and then served each girl once they had all been told to sit.


These were the first clothed females the squad had seen in weeks and Tara found herself envying them and scorning them in equal measure. She envied the neat and attractive uniforms which were undeniably feminine and alluring, and which made her feel crude and even more naked than she already was. But on the other hand she knew she was stronger and tougher than these pampered playthings. Strangely she found herself adding that she bet she could fuck better than them too, and would look much better than they did if she was only allowed some clothes.


The food was good and the meal was taken in complete silence, except for the sounds of one of the serving girls performing an enthusiastic fellatio on the guard. Once again the seamless net of combat, submission and sex, engulfed Tara and she watched the girl's mouth avidly as it slid up and down the smooth, gleaming pole of erect maleness until it jerked convulsively between her soft lips and all the girls saw her throat working as she swallowed. Tara felt Cherry's hand on her thigh, under the table and opened her legs enough for it to finger the cleft between her lips.


Once the bowls were empty and the glasses of water drained, the serving girls cleared the table and left.


"Now get some sleep," the guard told them. "Siesta. You've got three hours then it's back on the training ground." 


He locked them in their cells but didn't bother with the chains, and even before he left, the food and the exhaustion were telling on all of them and Cherry fell asleep with her head on Tara's shoulder and with one of Tara's hands clamped tightly between her thighs.

 

Even three hours later the sun was still blistering as they limped stiffly back outside. But Carlo was prepared and they lathered themselves in sunblocker - except Jet who did the same with moisturiser - the result was very erotic, Tara felt as she looked around. Twenty four, fit, naked and gleaming slavegirls waiting for their next orders. 


To start with the afternoon was not as testing as the morning had been. The staves were five feet long polished lengths of some very light wood and Carlo showed them various set moves, like lunges and parries, spins and strikes. Tara found that it was reminiscent of fencing as he set them to choreographed rehearsals of the moves with the girls opposite and she took to it quite easily. They were given leather gloves to protect their fingers but found that a whack on the thighs, stomach or ribs, while painful was not as bad as a whip strike. After an hour or so of rehearsed movements followed by lectures from Carlo, then practising the next move, Tara was getting bored. Her muscles had all loosened up again and she longed for a real challenge.


They had been set to practising a particular set of parries and strikes, culminating in the members of Two Squad changing their grips on their staves so that they held it two handed down at one end and wielded it like a club to strike down on their opponent's stave, which was held across their chests. Tara grinned fiercely as she practised the sequence for the third time. She had spotted an obvious weakness and couldn't resist exploiting it. The girl opposite her was standing with her legs open, feet firmly planted well apart. Tara brought her staff down hard, jarring the other girl's hands, as instructed, but then she flicked her staff aside and then up, striking the girl in the groin, just at the top of one thigh. She gave a high-pitched yelp and whirled away out of line.


Carlo halted the others and came to look. He examined the girl who was rubbing the spot where she had been struck, and then looked at Tara. She gulped when she saw his expression and realised that she had got carried away. If Carlo had wanted her to take the girl out, he would have said so.


"Stand out from your line!" he shouted.


Nervously she did so. Carlo turned to the other girls. "When I want you to try something different, I will tell you! Otherwise you do only what I tell you. And nothing else!" He managed to control the anger in his voice but inwardly he was seething. He had no choice but to punish this stupid bitch, the trouble was that she had no idea of how hard things were going to get. Now his best fighter was going to have to train with a whole new handicap. The trick she had used was one he had been going to show them in a couple of days' time. But by pre-empting him, she had forced him to assert his authority and make an example of her. But then again, he thought, if she could cope with her punishment and still go on winning, he would know he had a real champion on his hands.


"Put your stave behind your legs and hold it!"


Tara did as she was told, her mouth dry and her knees trembling, holding the stave behind her thighs.


"Hold on tight, you silly bitch," Carlo whispered to her through clenched teeth as he came close and swept her hair back off her chest. Tara bit her lip. It was going to be a tit whipping, and with Carlo delivering, it would be no joke.


"Right! If this bitch moves or makes any sound during her punishment, I'll have her over on the whipping post, thrash her to the blood and leave her out here all night! Remember, you do only what you are told!" he shouted to all of them.


Then he turned and faced her, shaking out the thongs of his whip. Tara tried to keep looking down but that meant that she was staring at her poor breasts. Never had they looked so big and proudly curved, gleaming with oil under the bright sun, such a juicily vulnerable target for a whipmaster like Carlo. Her very own demon of aroused terror began to uncoil in her belly as she considered how she must look. A naked female gladiator, muscles and flesh gleaming and firm, standing out from her squad of sisters, awaiting the fury of her master without even the protection of chains and manacles. All that stood between her and the certainty of him carrying out his dire threats was her own courage and ability to endure the contradictory and devastating effects the whip had on a slavegirl's body.


"Stand up straighter! Shoulders back, legs further apart!" he shouted.


She adjusted her posture, pushing her breasts out further to offer them for retribution and then heard the faint hiss as the whip swept in for its first, stinging caress. Her throat worked convulsively as she absorbed the vicious bites across both breasts. She clenched her eyes tight shut and swallowed the yelp that almost burst from her as a second sweep slashed across her right nipple. Forehand and backhand Carlo worked on her. Her breasts swung and bounced, burned and stung. She gripped her bottom lip between her teeth and tried to force the pain there to blot out the atrocious waves of eye-watering agony, while her mind screamed at her to move. To shield herself; save herself. She wasn't tied; she couldn't just stand there and let him do this to her! But as the relentless hiss and crack of the whip carried on, Tara realised that that was exactly what she was going to do. It was just another challenge. And as she seized on that thought the beating paused for a moment and the second part of her ordeal began.


She opened her eyes and saw the scarlet ravages of the whip on her heaving breasts, and glancing up beneath her carefully lowered eyelashes, she saw Carlo wiping his whip hand on his shorts, and she saw the straining ridge of his erection. He was loving his work, as usual. How spectacular her heavy, soft mounds of breastflesh must look as they rippled and wobbled under his assault. And she just stood there naked and proud, making no move to shield herself. A slave under full punishment. 


And as she watched him resume his grip, she knew that the worst was yet to come. She braced her legs again as she realised that now he was going to take her beyond pain and into the bright regions of agonised ecstasy - and that she was forbidden to move or make a sound.


He started in again, still using that steady forehand and backhand rhythm. And as soon as Tara felt the hot lances of pain carve themselves cruelly into the softness of her vulnerable femininity. She put her head back and struggled to control the moans of gathering orgasm which her own endurance and his cruelty were driving her towards.


Her whole universe contracted around the shuddering globes on her heaving chest and the messages of tingling excitement they were sending down into her very core. And down there all she wanted was for Carlo to throw down the whip and take her with his cock as thoroughly as he was taking her with the lash. She had no idea how many strokes she had taken, certainly more than she had ever taken on her breasts before and still it went on, her legs trembled and shook as she felt her sex contract and flutter, she felt empty and desperate. She wanted him sunk to the hilt inside her, she needed him. She couldn't hold out against the waves of pleasure, longing and pain anymore. She opened her mouth to cry out in anguish and heard a voice.


"Stop! Please!"


At first she thought it might have been her own voice. It was a girl's desperate plea right enough. But as her eyes snapped open she saw a guard dragging Cherry forward and she groaned in disbelief.


"It's Blondie's cellmate," the guard explained to Carlo, who cast an almost regretful look at Tara's heaving and whip-laced chest before turning away.


"Bloody hell! And I'm supposed to weld this lot into a fighting unit in four weeks!" he said in disgust. 


Tara unclenched her fingers from around her stave and relaxed as best she could. Storms of conflicting emotions and sensations were racing through her. Her breasts were throbbing hotly, her sex ached for Carlo's attention, while frustration and terror on Cherry's behalf held her mind locked in a kind of paralysis.


"Take the pathetic little bitch away," she heard Carlo rasp. "Tie her to the whipping post and thrash the daylights out of her every half hour from now until we break off, and use the buggy whip!"


Then he turned back to Tara and sent her a look of such contempt that all her excitement wilted immediately. He didn't want her. He was disgusted with all of them. And that thought hurt Tara more than any whipping. She suddenly fumed against Cherry. Who the hell did she think she was? Did she really believe that she, Tara, couldn't take a good beating? And on top of all that she had actually spoken! The girl had let them all down, let her take her punishment.


She didn't even look over to where Cherry had been fastened and was already hopping and twisting under the lash. Carlo had them back at work and Tara ignored the fires at her breasts and between her legs, concentrating fiercely on getting her moves timed to perfection, determined to wipe that look of contempt off Carlo's face. She had to do double duty from then on because Cherry's absence left their squad one member down. So while everyone else rested and took a drink, Tara had to go on with the girl who had been opposite Cherry. For once the girls could keep some track of time, because at regular intervals the whip would start its snapping at Cherry's lividly criss-crossed body, delivering a volley of lashes and then leaving her to hang from her chains and wait for her next dose.


Carlo strode up and down the lines, scowling and all the girls really put their backs into their work as he passed. Tara was parched with thirst and weary to the point of collapse as the sun started to sink behind the mountains in the West and a cool breeze began to blow.  At long last Carlo called a halt.


Tara crawled over to the water table and with shaking hands managed to get some of the beautifully cold liquid down her throat before collapsing onto her back and starting to recover. She was just beginning to breathe more shallowly and was sitting up taking her second drink when she was aware of two men standing over her. She kept her eyes fixed downwards as she heard the whip start in again on the hapless Cherry.


"Is this one capable of going into the pens as I wanted?" It was the boss's voice, calm and dispassionate. He raised one foot and pushed against her shoulder. Tara let herself subside backwards until she was propped up on her elbows. Still she didn't look up, but concentrated instead on her breasts which had flattened and shifted a little to lie either side of her chest. God, they were well marked, she thought, with a stirring of pride within her.


"She'd better be," Carlo said.


"And you say she didn't flinch or make any noise? How many lashes?"


"Dunno. About thirty, maybe forty. No more than she can take, she was just about to come when the other bitch opened her mouth."


To her surprise, the Boss squatted down beside her and reached for her left breast. She took an inward gasp of breath as his fingers spread out, clenched on the tender skin and then dug in until the ravaged flesh bulged out from between them. She screwed her eyes tight shut as he re-awakened the fires within her, both of pain and desire. He held her until she thought she would have to scream and then let her go.


"She's tough alright," he pronounced. "I want to see what she can really do." 


Then both men moved away and left her with a pounding heart. She had no idea of what was planned for her, but there was nothing new in that, she was used to the thrill she found in just being plunged into new experiences. But what really excited her were the compliments they had paid her. She would be sure not to let Carlo down, nor the strange, calm man who owned her. He intrigued her, he seemed able to assess her even more distantly and cruelly than Carlo. With Carlo she knew there was always an undercurrent of lust. But with the Boss there was only a strangely thrilling coldness. She got the impression that he could choose to beat her, screw her or both, with not a flicker of emotion. Just concentration on the job in hand and somehow that was a thought that she found very appealing.


Tara managed to sip at another two drinks before Carlo returned and hauled her to her feet. Without a word he led her over to the wall behind the whipping posts and frames, she scarcely noticed the pale form of Cherry, now moaning under the guard who had administered her last dose and was now awarding himself some pleasure in payment for his labours by taking her from behind. She knew the girl would be loving every minute of it, even while being terrified of her next thrashing. They were all the same. She wondered briefly what had happened to her determination to be different.


But her attention was now being drawn to what faced her. A long, smooth, concrete wall stretched the full length of the training ground; she had been aware of it but had not had time to look at it in any detail. Now she could see that low, wooden doors were set in it at regular intervals and over on her left steep steps ran up to its top where there were railings. She could see that already there were some men standing up there, on what had to be some kind of walkway. She took all this in while Carlo buckled a shield onto her left arm and handed her a whip. She took it but quailed inwardly. She was seriously weakened but was being made to fight all over again. Then she remembered Carlo's contempt earlier and more recently his calm assertion that she could face whatever it was he wanted her to. She squared her shoulders and prepared herself for what lay in store beyond the door which was now being opened before her.

 

Mark looked down from the walkway which ran along the fronts of the pens and branched off to allow people to move down their sides too. The pens themselves were nothing more than concrete walled areas, thirty feet square and there were six of them. The walls were built to a height of ten feet, affording the observers from the walkways a perfect close-up view of the action beneath them.


All the stables had them as an adjunct to their arenas, it had been his own idea and it had been received enthusiastically by the other Owners. It enabled those rich enough to attend the shows in person to choose between watching events in the arena and getting close to individual contests, while those who were flocking to join via the internet could download videos of everything - and would pay handsomely.


He leaned forward on the railing and settled himself. This promised to be interesting. Below him he saw the blonde duck into the pen through the low door and look around her. He saw her hand tighten on her whip handle as she prowled the length and breadth of the area, exploring her fighting ground. If she was aware of her audience above her, she gave no sign.


The door opened again and two members of One Squad were ushered in. The blonde backed up against the far wall, like a stag at bay. The two new girls both had shields and whips, but unlike the blonde's their whips were single bladed ones of fairly thick, plaited leather. And towards their tips they were equipped with cruel knots.


Carlo arrived beside him.


"You're really putting her through it," Mark observed mildly.


Carlo grinned. "She made me angry. And I know how to hurt them, Boss. It wasn't the whip, it was what I said afterwards. Just watch," he replied confidently.


The two dark haired girls advanced, slightly apart, whip arms raised. The blonde watched them come, and then sprang. She launched herself straight at them, then stopped and feinted to left and right so fast that the dark haired pair were drawn into lunging apart. The blonde leapt through the gap and then twisted, lashing her opponents' backs in a lightning-fast, right to left, then left to right action.


They spun round and swung their heavier lashes. The blonde caught one on her shield but was forced to take one across the fronts of her thighs. She cried out as the heavy leather seared her and the knot bit deep, but she didn't falter. She flicked out at her opponents' breasts as their swings left them exposed, then darted through the gap again and was back at the far wall.


Mark whistled softly. The blonde was good!


The more heavily armed pair came forward again, crouched and wary now. The blonde leapt again. This time she went for the one on her right. Carlo noted she had listened to him and was using fast flicks with her whip, tormenting her foe and driving her back under a furious assault. Of course this left her back exposed and she had to accept three heavy lashes from the other girl while she reduced her chosen target to backing up, shield held high. Then with a backward sweep of her own shield she caught her second opponent full in the chest. As she staggered backwards, the blonde charged in and brought her knee up sharply. The onlookers heard the girl's explosive grunt as the knee connected between her legs and then she was down, curled up and out of the contest.


Then the blonde turned her attention back to the lone survivor.


Carlo beamed at his boss. "I didn't have to teach her that. That's why I had to whip her this afternoon, she was way ahead of the others. She's a natural."


Mark looked down at the rout taking place beneath him. The blonde fury was whirling and twisting, lashing the other girl so fast and from so many angles that it was only a matter of time before she went down. He could have called it off, but she had earned the right to finish it in her own way. 


Eventually, in a final flurry of lashes to her back and ribs, the girl did go down and the blonde was left, panting and exhausted but triumphant, her foes sprawled at her feet in the dust.


Mark stood up and looked around him. This girl was going to make the estate an even greater fortune than it was already assured of making.









Chapter 11



 


 

In the barracks that night the atmosphere was subdued. Cherry was shunned, she had brought disgrace on all of them and only Tara had rescued the situation. None of them had witnessed the final contest but they had seen the two girls put in with Tara and had listened in fear to the noises from within the pen and had had to suffer the knowing grins of One Squad.


When the door had been opened and Tara had walked out, swaying with fatigue but still upright, there had been muted cheers and groans from the respective squads, which had only been silenced by the raising of the guards' whips.


Tara herself was too far gone to notice very much that night until it came to the time for them to be chained. The guard on duty saved her cell till last and once he had chained them he pulled his shorts down and climbed on top of her. She cried out in pain as his weight crushed her but opened her legs eagerly. She had hoped it might be Carlo, but she had to admit that any man was welcome after a day of such constant arousal, pain and excitement. Her length of chain allowed her to put her arms round the man's neck and enjoy the feel of his hard muscularity under her hands as he ducked his head and sucked at her sore nipples, drawing groans of mingled pain and delight from her. Down between her wide-open legs she felt his hardness begin to push at her and she arched her back to give him better access to her body. And she let her breath out in a long sigh of contentment as she felt him slide up into the lubricated sheath of her hungry vagina. Once he was fully in he wasted no time and began to ram and withdraw in a fierce rhythm which took no account of her pleasure. She clutched his body to hers and rocked her hips frantically to rub herself against his hard rutting and felt the wave of sensual overload engulf her just as he stiffened and pumped his spend into her. She was still twitching in the aftermath when he levered himself up off her, pulled his shorts up and left. As soon as he had gone Cherry crept over and wordlessly buried her head between Tara's still open legs. She reached down and roughly pressed the tousled hair hard against herself, bucking up with the last of her strength to feel every lick of the tongue which was questing inside her for the residue of male liquid. She fell into a deep sleep the moment her second orgasm had overcome her. But from time to time during the night she half woke at the sounds of men unlocking one or other of the cells and taking their pleasure with the girls inside.

 

The days which followed seemed to Tara to blend into one long sequence of blazing sun and shining bodies, struggling and sweating, fighting and suffering, then finding rending pleasure in the constant visits of the guards. Her body grew harder and stronger by the day, but she noticed that very careful attention was paid to their condition. The daily weighings and measurings resumed and their diets were individually tailored. Those who showed signs of becoming too lean and muscular were given starchy foods to maintain the female reservoirs of fat at breast and buttock. No one wanted to watch, or screw, a female gladiator with a figure like an ironing board, she realised.


On one morning they trooped out of their barracks and found a short blonde German woman waiting for them. She had set up a makeshift table on which they lay, one by one while she shaved them with an old fashioned cut throat razor and they were ordered to keep themselves smooth and hairless from then on. Tara had never shaved herself before and found it an odd sensation to be so totally naked. But the guards seemed to like the effect and whenever the opportunity presented itself, they would finger the newly denuded sexes, never for long enough to bring a girl to climax but just enough to keep her hot.


Wrestling matches resumed and they were taught new holds and kicking manoeuvres. Hoses were played into the pens, turning them into quagmires of reddish mud in which the girls struggled with each other, their hands sliding off slick flesh. Here the result was not important, they soon realised, it was the spectacle of naked women, squirming and intertwining, coated humiliatingly in the mire which mattered. The audience of guards who watched these practices obviously appreciated the shows, because very often, once the girls were hosed down afterwards, they would be pushed onto the ground and taken, or made to kneel and bring relief with their mouths to the thick poles of their sexes. 


They began to learn how to box. Carlo taught them to lose the female inclination to swing their fists widely and wildly. Instead he showed them how to punch straight and hard. Gradually he introduced hints that although they fought naked for the moment, it would not always be the case and these hints were bound up with others about 'a show'. The squad speculated endlessly in the barracks about that. As yet they couldn't fathom the full reason for their presence here. It had obviously cost more than just a fortune to set this whole operation up, so what was the pay-off going to be? But they all agreed that they liked the sound of a show. They all remembered the crew on the ship and how it had felt to fight for their pleasure and how intense the sex had been afterwards. They craved a bigger audience than the guards and Tara realised that they were becoming quite exhibitionist. They were proud of their bodies in a way they had never been before and flirted with the lascivious looks they got from the men. Tara did too, to her shame, but she was so aroused for so much of the time that she found she needed sex with men more than she had ever done before. Apart from the knocks they took in the various events they practised, serious whipping and punishment was quite rare after that first day. And to her amazement and horror she found herself agreeing with those who dared to utter some expressions of regret about that in the barracks. What Carlo had always referred to as 'playtime' also seemed now to be a thing of the past. And the girls had mixed feelings about that as well. The intensity of the experiences was missed by some, but others shuddered at the memory of the pegs, weights, clamps and needles.


Just as on board the ship, Tara sank into the miasma of sex and combat, she stopped reproaching herself for enjoying her new life and threw herself into being the best gladiator she could be and always she looked for the rare touches of approval from Carlo and the Boss. Quite frequently she would notice him standing at the edge of the training ground or watching her in the pens and she could feel his odd, grey eyes fixed on her.


One afternoon, after their siesta, Tara, Jet and Channel were ordered to remain in their cells and were chained up. They passed a long afternoon by dozing and exchanging worried opinions about what they might be in for. Eventually a guard came for them and after clipping their wrists together behind their backs, for the first time since they had arrived, he led them out. They didn't make for the training ground however, instead he turned them to their left and led them around their barracks block in the opposite direction. They were joined by another guard leading three members of One Squad coming from their barracks which stood at right angles to Tara's and her squad's. For a moment the enmity between the girls was submerged in mutual concern and the girls exchanged frightened looks before they were marched off. They crossed the river by the bridge the truck had driven over when they had arrived and then turned off the road, passed through an arch in a long wall and found themselves on a large lawn surrounded by buildings on three sides and the river on the fourth. The grass swept gently uphill to a palatial two storey house whose wings ran along the other two sides of the lawn. It was fronted by a long colonnade which gave it a Roman appearance, and in the centre of the lawn a large ornamental fountain played, with water gushing from a variety of carved stone figures. As the guards led them towards the house and they passed close by the fountain Tara could see that the nude figures in the fountain were carved in overtly sexual positions. The male figures gushing water from erect penises, the females from between lasciviously open legs. More ominously, the male figures were depicted with whips in their hands and were standing over the prostrate females menacingly.


Once they had entered the shade of the colonnade and could feel the cool marble beneath their bare feet, they were halted and the guards went to get some items from the low benches which stood at the rear of the colonnade. As they returned, Tara could see that they held bundles of chains and oddly shaped restraints, which they placed at the girls' feet before freeing their hands.


"Right, get yours off and get these ones on," one of the guards told them and without a second thought they did as they were told, even though there were only two guards and six girls. When Tara had unbuckled her usual wrist restraints she held up the new ones and saw they were of a very different design. They were wider and of softer leather, and on the part which covered the inside of her wrists they had a long tongue which stretched up to the palm of her hand with a D ring sewn into it there. She felt the familiar stirring in her stomach as she realised that these were designed for prolonged wrist suspension. There were ankle restraints too and they had to sit on the cold stone to fasten them on, but that still left a little bundle of chains and weights in front of each girl.


"We'll worry about those," the guards said, "once we've got you up."


They were strung up in a line, each girl in a gap between two of the marble columns, their wrist restraints slung from hooks on the ends of chains which hung from the roof. Then their ankle restraints were clipped together and for some reason Tara couldn't understand at that point, the chains with the weights on were hung from the loops on them. The weight certainly added to the strain on their arms but the wide restraints ensured that they lost no circulation in their hands. However, as soon as the men had left them she began to twist her wrists and grope with her fingers to reach the chains and grip them. With the long tongues on the restraints it wasn't easy and her wriggling made her body swing a little. But when she had achieved her aim and managed to look to either side of her around her straining shoulders she saw the others had done the same and the whole line was swinging gently to and fro. It was a breathtaking display of nude female slaves, and a striking demonstration of the estate's power over its property.


But as yet there was no one to see it. They had not been gagged but none of them felt brave enough to speak and so as the evening wore on they hung in a row while the agony in their shoulders grew worse and worse. Tara tried to distract herself by examining the whole of the complex she could now see before her. On the other side of the river stood the plain buildings with the small windows that she now knew were the barracks. There were four of them so two new squads would presumably be added in due course. That would make forty eight girls. Once again she was awed by the size of the organisation. Beyond the barracks she could see the training ground and the pens. And beyond the pens rose the high wall of the building she had never been able to identify. From the training ground itself, it had just been a high, blank wall looming over it on that side, but from Tara's present, agonised position she could see that it had a narrow roof which seemed to slope downwards on its far side, and then it suddenly came to her where she had seen a similar building. It was circular and the sloping roofs would shade seats. It was a stadium; a small one, but a stadium nonetheless. That must be where this 'show' Carlo kept referring to was going to take place. Beyond the stadium there seemed to be further buildings which she could only get a glimpse of, and beyond them were dry fields. And marked out in the dusty grass of the biggest seemed to be some kind of track, like an athletics track.


Her musings came to an end as a strained moan broke from a girl on her left. And as their endurance began to ebb away the colonnade was soon echoing to cries and moans of distress from all the girls. But these ceased abruptly as they heard a door open and voices and footsteps approach. Chief among the voices was that of the Boss himself. He seemed to have a group of people with him, of both sexes. They were relaxed and laughing as they approached until one of the women in the party must have caught sight of the swaying line of slaves and let out a little shriek.


Tara heard her owner laugh. "Ah! You've noticed my little display. These are the best of the squad slaves," he said. "I had them put up here to demonstrate the sort of endurance you may expect from them. I can assure you they will provide very good value for money. In all respects."


There was male laughter and Tara felt a man's hand stroke her flank. Then her heart leapt as the man himself came round to stand before her. It was the Boss. Quickly she lowered her eyes and grimaced against the agony in her arms; determined not to make a sound. "Please feel free to handle the merchandise, ladies and gentlemen. You will find superb muscle tone, and when you consider that it has been hanging here all the while you have been arriving, freshening up and taking a drink, I'm sure you will agree that you can confidently expect top class entertainment at the show itself."


Tara immediately felt a hand stroke her buttocks and move to her thigh, squeezing and assessing the firmness. Meanwhile a woman, very wealthy looking and in her fifties, Tara guessed came to stand beside the Boss. 


"This is a strong looking one," she observed. "And you say we'll be able to reserve them for bed use as well."


"At an extremely reasonable rate," The Owner agreed. The woman licked her lips and reached out a hand. Instinctively Tara tried to raise her knees and twist away as the hand approached her sex. Then she found out why her ankles had been weighted. After hanging for so long it was unbearable to increase the strain on her arms and all she achieved was a soft rattle and clink as the weights swung, then she had to remain still while the woman let a single finger trace down across her stomach and then continue down along the cleft between her labia. Her legs were open just enough to allow it limited access to the vagina itself and Tara tried not to screw her face up in disgust as she felt it enter her. To sleep with your cellmate and to have sex with your fellow gladiators was one thing, but to be pawed by this pampered old jade was quite another, especially as her owner was calmly proposing to sell her body to her. And to add to her distress, Tara felt the woman's finger slide quite freely between her lips, despite the relatively small gap between her legs.


"Oh!" the woman exclaimed, "she's quite wet!"


"Of course, she's a slave. She's in pain and loving every second of it."


The woman withdrew her finger and she reached up to fondle Tara's breasts with her whole hand. And despite gritting her teeth she felt her treacherous nipples harden under the touch.


"And I'll bet she'll need to take a bit of whipping before she gets into bed with an old hag like me," the woman said and laughed throatily. "Well Charles did say he was going to give me a very special anniversary present." Then she moved away with the Boss to examine Channel who was next in the line. 


Now another man stood before her, he was only in his thirties and was accompanied by a pretty, dark haired woman of the same age. She was staring up at Tara with wide-eyed wonder.


"Touch her," the man told her. "She's not going to bite. Not from where she is now anyway." 


The woman gave an irritating giggle and Tara flinched as she felt her stretched taut breasts fondled again.


"You can see by the nipples how much she likes the pain she's in," the man observed. Tara had to bite her tongue at this second reminder of how she was betraying herself. She wouldn't mind betting this stupid man was one of those who would never have dared approach her before she was enslaved. The woman gave her annoying laugh again and wriggled a finger into Tara's vagina. The trouble was that these contemptible idiots who would probably never be dominant enough to own their own slaves were humiliating her so badly that she knew her sex was gushing its appreciation of her own pain and degradation. She loved and hated her owner with all the tangled emotional intensity of a true slave.


"God, I haven't had a pussy since I was in boarding school," the woman said. "And it's so juicy! Just think, you'll be able to watch her lick me out after you've whipped her."


"That's the idea. After the shows she'll be battered, bruised, hot and horny, and all ours to play with," the man told her.


"I want to see the black one. She looks gorgeous!" And they moved along the line, leaving Tara helplessly in the grip of confused pique that she should be deprived of any more humiliation. Her head hung forward in despair as she realised just how deeply she was a slave.


For what seemed an eternity the hanging girls were pawed and groped, until at last the whole group gathered on the lawn and the Boss chatted happily with them while their pre-dinner drinks were topped up by the household girls. 


At long, long last they moved off down the colonnade and Tara heard male footsteps behind her. An arm encircled her waist and lifted slightly, just enough to free her arms and she cried aloud as she tried to lower them. But then Carlo was laying her carefully down on the marble and massaging her shoulders with every sign of genuine concern. A tall African man in a flowing white robe was attending to the others and between them they soon had all the girls sitting up and rubbing at their own aching limbs. Carlo was plainly furious though.


"I told him not to leave them so long! What kind of show are my girls going to put on with dislocated shoulders eh?"


"Relax, Carlo," the tall black man told him. "They're okay. The Boss knows what he's doing."


Carlo relapsed into mutters as he helped each girl to her feet and set about checking in detail every sorely tested muscle and joint, just to be sure. Tara was perfectly aware that his concern was purely professional and had nothing to do with her personally, but it was good to feel his strong, expert hands on her body again.


Once he and the man he referred to as Ali had clipped their hands together behind their backs again and this time added chains linking their collars, he was a bit more cheerful.


"They're a good looking bunch. Fine material! Now I want them to see something."


"Boss said to take'em downstairs."


"We will, in a minute," Carlo assured him, and with a hard smack on the lead girl's bottom he led the coffle down the colonnade. 


At first it seemed as if they might be going back to their barracks, but Carlo led them past them and the training ground, on past the tall stadium itself and out towards the fields. The low buildings which Tara had caught a glimpse of earlier seemed to be stables, but they were led past these as well and eventually came to a gate. Beyond it the Boss and his guests were standing, still attended by the girls with their neat little tunics and each holding a tray of cool drinks. Carlo led Tara's coffle to a long rail which looked like a hitching rail for horses and he had all six girls stand with their backs to it. Then he and Ali passed along behind them, unclipping their wrists and re-joining them so that each wrist was on a different side of the horizontal rail, tethering them.


The main group seemed to be looking out over the field for something. It sloped up slightly to a crest and as yet nothing was in sight.


"Keep your eyes peeled my bitches," Carlo told them, walking up and down behind them. "You will see my best animals now! My best work!"


And with that he left them to join the main group with Ali in his long robe following.


For a moment nothing happened. But then, faintly at first, but growing louder, there were the unmistakable cracks of whips at work and then things which looked like plumes bobbed into view, and over them Tara could see the blur of whips. But suddenly as the land flattened out the whole spectacle unfolded and Tara couldn't restrain a gasp of total amazement.


Three pony traps came careering over the hill towards the onlookers, running in the lanes Tara had seen earlier. But the ponies pulling them were human ones. And female as well. Tara stared, her throat suddenly dry, never had she imagined such a thing could be done. The girls were running furiously in elaborate harnesses which seeemed to criss cross their bodies, their hands gripped the shafts of the lightweight carts which held a single driver who was wielding the whip. It was clearly a race and each driver was equally determined to win, regardless of the cost to the 'pony'. The whips slashed at shoulders, breasts, thighs and backs. The lashed ponies sometimes threw their heads back and made the plumes on their bridles dance. As the traps came closer, Tara could hear the drivers yelling encouragements as they wove complicated patterns in the air with their whips and scored networks of thin red stripes on their ponies' gleaming flesh. Whether it was oil or sweat Tara didn't know but the superb female figures before her shone with it. The slight rumble of the wheels on the dry ground became louder and louder and eventually even the snorting and gasping of the ponies between the whip cracks could be heard. In a storm of noise and dust the traps reached their audience and then in an obviously rehearsed move the three drivers, now neck and neck, wrenched on their reins. The ponies' heads came sharply round to their right and they wheeled in perfect formation in a tight circle before the applauding onlookers. Tara could see how the girls' mouths were dragged sharply over and realised that they must even have bits in there, just like real ponies. But as they wheeled, the final touch of realism almost brought a cry from her. From between the tightly muscled and scarlet striped buttocks of each girl a real tail wagged and swung.


The drivers stayed in their seats as the ponies stamped and cavilled against the tight reins, the dust settled around the traps and the audience approached, still clapping delightedly. The Boss had stage managed their entrance superbly and Tara was left replaying the moment the ponies had burst over the crest of the hill, their feet pounding, their thighs pumping and the cruel whips playing maddening tattoos on their skin as they raced for the line. She realised that her own heart was doing its fair share of pounding, the girls were the most devastatingly erotic sight she had ever encountered and she stared at them now, straining for a view among the crowd which surrounded them. In the cool of the evening there was even the faint suspicion of sweat steaming from their oiled bodies. They occasionally tossed their heads as hands stroked and groped them. Tara tried to drink in every detail of the harnesses but found that her eyes kept going back to the breast harness. All three girls had the same arrangement, two-inch wide leather straps encircled each breast and buckled tight against the inner curve. From near the top of the strap another one led up to the deep collar which kept their heads held high and proud. The strapping made the breasts stand out high and firm in neat domes of nipple-crowned flesh. And, Tara realised with a jolt deep in her stomach, they kept them steady for the drivers' whips, even as they ran.


She couldn't deny the pangs of envy which she felt as she watched the crowd admire them and heard the enthusiastic commentary the Boss was giving, detailing feeding and exercise regimes and explaining the finer points of the harnesses, which frequently brought squeals of horrified delight from the females in the group. But Carlo returned to stand behind them once more.


"These are the very best!" he crowed. "They don't just race in pony carts either! No, these beauties do pursuit running, as well as log pulling and single combat. They even go up against the men! Of course they lose - but they really know how to lose. Out in the arena, it is a fine sight!" he sighed happily.


Tara continued to gaze at the girls. They were tall, just like she was and powerfully built for girls, but she could imagine how carefully they had been fed to keep the breasts and buttocks full and feminine. Carlo's words washed over her but she pricked up her ears at the word 'arena'. 


In her mind's eye she envisaged an expanse of sand under a bright sun and two naked females struggling and fighting until one was utterly defeated. Or a single female, bloodied but unbowed as she fought and inevitably lost to the power of a well-muscled man who would exact the full price of defeat when she at last went down. And all the time a crowd cheered and yelled as they wallowed in the vicarious excitement of the spectacle being enacted for their pleasure; fixing all their attention on the figures before them.


It was a thrilling image of decadence and savage eroticism.


And at last she had an image for what had always been at the back of her mind in her darkest fantasies. It was a fantasy so extreme that she had never allowed herself to have it - had probably dismissed it as so impossible it was not even to be dreamed of. But here and now it was a reality. The Boss - her owner - was making it a reality. And she knew now what part she wanted to play in it.


She hardly noticed Carlo unclip their wrists and begin to lead them away, but she kept her head turned towards the field as she followed reluctantly, and noticed the way the Boss's hands constantly strayed to pat a flank, or stroke a breast or buttock as he talked tirelessly about his favourites.


Carlo also took one last look and halted their procession.


"Those are the best of the best. They win big money! The Boss likes them so much he gives them their daily beating personally, whenever he is here."


Then he seemed to turn himself back to the job in hand and pulled them along. But Tara's mind was replaying his last words and her heart was thumping.









Chapter 12



 


 

Patti Campbell stood in front of her mirror. From the gym she had come back to her room for a long shower before dressing for dinner and now she was examining herself critically. At thirty years of age, it was an ever-increasing struggle to keep herself as her master wanted her. But on the whole, she thought, she wasn't doing so badly. Her legs were still long and shapely, the thighs firm and smooth. Her stomach was still flat and her waist trim; sure her hips and bottom had filled out a bit but she felt that only added to her mature attractions. There was simply more of her arse for him to thrash, and it was still tight and smooth. Then there were her breasts. She cupped them lovingly and stroked them. They still stood proud on her chest with virtually no sign of a crease beneath them. And God knew they had taken a fair hammering over her years with Mark. He loved them, and whether he wanted to beat them, stroke them or punish them with tit presses, needles or wax; they were always ready for him. She grinned at her reflection, "High, wide and handsome," she whispered in that soft lilt which she knew he also loved. But the Scottish lowland upbringing which had bequeathed her that particular asset had also bequeathed her a level head and a practical approach to life.


She had met Mark Cavanagh five years previously. He was a high flyer, a whizz kid, two years younger than she. In a whirlwind takeover which had had the financial papers gossiping for months, Mark had moved in on the company, whose MD she was then personal assistant to and quite simply taken over. She had arrived for work one day to find her erstwhile boss had gone and Mark sitting behind his desk instead. He hadn’t wasted a second and in a hectic few weeks had broken her in to his way of doing things. It had been an eye opener. In his business dealings he flew close to the wind but seemed to live a charmed life and she soared, breathless, in his wake. A month or so later he had asked her out to dinner and she had ended up in his bed. The sex had been very good; but entirely conventional. 	However, midway through the following morning she had entered his office to find him frowning at a document she had prepared. He had taken her breath away completely by saying that he was fed up with her sloppy presentation and had decided that he was going to take her in hand. She was to raise her skirt and bend over his desk for a spanking.


Whenever she thought of that moment on which her whole subsequent life had turned, she was still excited and aroused by the sheer nerve of the man. He could have had no idea of what her reaction would be. She might have slapped him, resigned on the spot, gone to some tribunal or other. But as she dithered and spluttered he had stood up and added; "Then before I fuck you tomorrow night, you'll bend for the cane. Now lift your skirt."


It must have been the powerfully sexual nature of that final command which cracked her. But whatever it was, she found herself stammering idiotically and even apologetically that it was too tight to raise over her hips.


"Then take it off woman!" he ordered irritably. "Quickly, I've got other work to do."


A moment later she was standing before him in only the shirt she had worn the day before and her knickers and high heels. She had never forgotten the strange thrill of that first spanking. How it had hurt and excited her, and how he had stopped every now and then to answer the phone, then gone back to beating her backside till it was an inferno. But when he had finished he took her right where she was, jerking her backwards and forwards on his desk as he pleasured himself inside her molten loins, and from then on she had never looked back.


Now she had every material possession a woman could want and a sex life that kept her constantly satisfied as well as, perversely, craving more and she was still deliriously in love with her master.


But it was there that her native common sense made her stop and consider. Since Mark had taken up with that mad Irishman, Conor Brien, the arena circuit had come into being and along with other projects had made Mark super-rich. But now he was surrounded by slaves, here at the house he had twenty serving girls, and then there were the fighting ones, the gladiators. Of course a slave couldn't presume to tell her master how and where he was to take his pleasure but eventually, she knew, a younger, fitter slave would take his eye and she would be 'retired'. She was quite sure she would be treated well, she knew Mark liked her, but it was her pride at stake. She had plenty of money put away - wouldn't it be better to sort out her own future rather than wait until she became that saddest of all things - a slave whose master had finished with her?


Only a couple of weeks ago, the very day he had returned from his last trip, she had seen the truck carrying the latest recruits for the arena arrive. She had looked down from a balcony and seen them; tired and dusty, being jolted about as they went. But one had had her head up, a big blonde girl, she recalled, strikingly beautiful and built like an athlete. She had been looking around, alert, unbowed by whatever Carlo had dealt out during the voyage - and she knew Carlo well enough to know that that would have been plenty.


She also knew that Mark liked a challenge; and everything about that girl had shouted at her that she was going to be exactly that.


Still, since then things had gone well enough. She had had Mark's undivided attention for a long night of exquisite pain and pleasure, then Ali had beaten her again, out on the lawn while her master had enjoyed his sundowner before dinner - and watched as she had thanked Ali for his work on her by fellating him.


She told herself to snap out of it and get on with preparing for this evening. But even as she began to sort through her wardrobe she realised that she had come to a decision without really noticing. She would carry on as normal, but would keep a close eye on how things developed and if necessary she would jump before she was pushed.


By the time she was ready, dressed demurely in a simple evening wrap with nothing beneath it, high-heeled sandals on her feet and a discreet slave bracelet around one ankle, she knew the guests would have completed their tour of inspection and dinner would be served shortly. There would be some displays afterwards which would be filmed and distributed over the net because the circuit was expanding. Previously the owners had contented themselves with pitting individual slaves against one another and betting heavily, but then Mark and Conor had experimented with web sites and found a huge interest there. Hence the development of full blown arenas at each owner's headquarters, the barracks, the staff and all the paraphernalia that went with training whole squads of slaves. It amazed her that there seemed to be so many compliant girls.


Girls like her she reminded herself ruefully, as she finished brushing her pride and joy, the thick coppery tresses that fell in shining waves to her bare shoulders.

 

She played the gracious hostess for most of the evening with practised ease and Gerd and Elena played their part as well. The guests were a mixed bunch, some of them were clearly experienced in the SM world, others clearly not so, but all were deeply impressed by what they had seen and were very excited about the prospect of a full show in only a few weeks' time.


Mark had arranged the dinner to reflect the Roman theme of the gathering; the huge dining room with its polished wooden floor had been rearranged. The tables were now set close against one wall with the main table facing the room and two others coming out at right angles from it at each end. Plenty of wine flowed during the meal and plenty of liqueurs followed, Patti keeping up a constant stream of small talk, even while her master's hand found its way to the opening of her wrap and buried itself between her legs. She clenched her thighs on it and carried on, but noticed that several of the other women were looking more flushed than alcohol alone could account for. They were ready for the displays.


As ever Mark timed it perfectly, waiting until one or two of the women were looking very distracted. 


He announced the start and added that the serving girls were of course available and could be enjoyed in any way the guests chose during the fights and subsequent events. If they failed to please adequately, they would form part of the display. Everyone cheered and the first slaves were brought on by Carlo.


It was obvious that the evening was scheduled to build slowly, the first contest was nude wrestling, a staple of the girls' routine but it would whet the guests' appetites for harder contests to follow. Patti had seen the naked girls wrestling a thousand times before but it was a sight which never failed to arouse her and now she shifted in her seat and opened her legs to allow her master's fingers to reach under her and achieve a teasing penetration as, out on the floor the two girls crashed together.


Carlo's training had been as immaculate as ever. The contestants appeared to put real spite into their holds and throws and soon the big room echoed to their cries and yells and the crashes of their bodies landing on the wooden floor. The guests all hammered on the tabletop and added their yells to the noise until the first crotch hold heralded the beginning of the end. When one girl teetered on the impaling fingers of the other and shook her head in mute appeal, waving her own hands impotently, a breathless silence fell. All eyes watched the chopping hand rise and then fall. And the recipient's shriek was drowned by the shrieks of the females in the audience who flinched in excited sympathy. And as the girl tottered around in the wide space between the tables, the soon-to-be-victor stalked her, applying any hold she cared to, tormenting her nipples and breasts, always being careful to display her actions to her audience. Twice more the devastating crotch hold was executed, driving the audience into a frenzy, before the girl went down and the victor squatted over her face to accept her submission.


There was a short interval before the second contest during which glasses were replenished and congratulations given to Mark. Patti noted that the household girls were also being put to the test during this pause, virtually every tunic was being felt around underneath as they served drinks, and one was even called on to fellate a guest who had no compunction about taking his rampant erection out in full view of everyone. There was good-natured applause as the thick rod disappeared between the soft lips of the kneeling girl and the man solemnly raised his glass to Mark. He had withdrawn his fingers from Patti's sex while he talked to his guests but as the second pair of girls was led on he sank them back into her moist depths and she groaned with appreciation because it was boxing next. She herself had been the first slave to wear one of the devilish corsets the slaves were wearing. Carlo and Mark had devised them and both of them had screwed her while she was wearing the first model, propelling her to the vision-blurring heights of multiple orgasms. She tightened her thighs around Mark's questing fingers, the better to enjoy them and recalled the feel of the terrible little studs on the inside of the corset as the men's weight had borne down on her, tied and helpless on her own bed. 


Carlo was busy showing off the design and the two contestants stood patiently while he showed the guests how the nipples and breasts lay snugly on and against the wicked points inside, and he invited them to note how the outside of each corset had long vertical rows of studs stretching from the half cup bodice right down to where it finished on the stomach. And each one meant a little point held against the wearer's skin. But he wasn't finished - and even Patti sat up and took note at the new twist which had been added. Each girl wore a leather thong and as Carlo pulled the small triangle away from the girl's crotch, everyone could see that they too were studded. Finally he had them inspect the boxing gloves. The contestants' knuckles were wrapped in leather strips which had heavy metal reinforcements sewn into them. The corsets were of thick leather and extra weight was needed for the girls' blows to register. Patti thought the black girl looked very sinister, her chocolate skin almost merging with the dark leather, which, on the other girl made a marked contrast with her comparatively pale skin. 


Once he had finished showing off the costumes, Carlo waved the contestants together. This time the guests were much more subdued as the girls circled each other with understandable caution, keeping their bodies turned sideways on to their opponent, to avoid an uppercut. And both girls kept their fists held high to guard their breasts. For several minutes they lunged and dodged and feinted and then the white girl managed to land a punch to the black girl's midriff. Everyone heard her grunt as her corset did its work and she doubled over for a second. The white girl took full advantage and landed a couple of swings to her sides, her blows looking oddly slow with the weighted gloves but every one of the onlookers could feel their impacts. The black girl staggered back, weaving desperately and then swung her own punches. She swung wildly but got lucky, one fist made contact with the white girl's right breast. 


Patti came, writhing on her master's fingers as she saw the ripple run through the meat of the breast and recalled the exquisite bolts of pain the points sent shooting through the body. The white girl yelped and twisted but bravely held her ground and the two girls came together, trading punches to each others' ribs and trying to dig their fists down for a finishing uppercut. It was the white girl who landed the all-important blow and the black girl's thighs clenched, her knees buckled and her guard dropped. As she bent forwards the white girl was presented with a perfect target and she jabbed, left and right, straight and true to her breasts. The black girl collapsed in a heap and Carlo stepped in to count. She staggered up at eight and courageously went back on the attack. But she was weakened and stood squarely in front of her opponent instead of sideways. The white girl was able to pick her off and soon had her down again. 


Patti looked at the expressions of savage delight on the audience's faces, especially the women, as the blows fetched grunts and cries from both girls. And she well knew the thin line they would be treading between agony and ecstasy. In fact as the black girl was counted out, her writhings with her hands clutched between her legs could be interpreted as those of a girl in the throes of intense orgasm. 


Carlo was furious at how short the contest had been and invited the audience to give the thumbs up or down on this occasion. Inevitably they gave the thumbs down and the thumbs stayed down until Carlo's tariff had reached twenty strokes of the cane. Beside Patti, her master was plainly furious as well and doubled the sentence as the girl was bound over a trestle, her ripely jutting buttocks towards the onlookers.


As the sentence was administered and the girl shrieked and writhed her way through it, an orgy of truly Roman proportions was in full swing around the tables and Patti could feel her master relax as he felt the good humour of the crowd being restored. Several of the household girls were bent over the tables and were being taken by male guests while those female guests who weren't already in use egged their men on to stronger and stronger thrusts into the offered passages. It was too much for her. She slid down off her seat and shuffled round to kneel between her master's knees while he continued to hold court above the table. Her hands fumbled urgently with his trousers until his thick cock was free and she held it lovingly between her palms before dropping her grateful lips over the shiny helm and tasting him on her darting tongue.


When she re-emerged and took her place beside him again, wiping her chin demurely and still swallowing the last of his thick ejaculate, she saw that a cane duel was about to get underway. And one of the contestants was the big blonde. She glanced sideways at her master and her heart fell as she saw the intensity with which he was regarding her. The two girls, each equipped with a thin, whippy three foot length of rattan, looked stunning in black basques - conventional this time - stockings and high heels. These defined the permissible strike areas; thighs, buttocks, shoulders and the upper breasts. Patti's eyes followed those of her master and took in the perfect proportions of the blonde; the wide sweeps of firm breast and buttock flesh, the powerfully curving thighs and the broad back and shoulders. All crowned with that thick mane of honey blonde hair and her calm, intelligent face whose dark blue eyes seemed to be staring at something remote and unseen by anyone else in the room. Carlo was turning her and having her spread her legs to show how she wore a sizeable dildo embedded to the hilt in her sex. It was kept in place by two slender chains which ran up from her crotch to the bottom of her basque, in front. At the back there was a single chain and this was clipped to the steel loop on the restraint around her free wrist. This not only kept her hand pinioned behind her back but also, if she moved it at all, would tug on and shift the dildo inside her. Again the girls were being made to walk the line between dazzling pain and excruciating pleasure.


Patti realised as her master continued to gaze at the blonde that she made a mouth watering display of slavish femininity, even if you ignored the added eroticism of knowing that she was about to suffer for others' enjoyment.


Carlo waved the two contestants together and stood back. The girls circled each other at first, each one flicking with her cane and testing the connection between her free hand and the dildo inside her. Suddenly there was a flurry of action, the canes making Thwack! Thwack! noises as they sliced the air and immediately both girls sported thin pink lines on their flanks. Stalking each other like fencers they continued to circle, darting in and delivering a biting strike to thighs or buttocks, then retreating. The guests were cheering on their choice of contestant, punching the air with delight when she delivered a hit and the recipient flinched and grimaced. The excitement grew steadily as each girl's body displayed more and more complex patterns of weals; the firm buttock flesh registering shock waves at each strike, the breasts their customary rapid wobble. At first the girls traded strikes in grim silence but slowly, as the weals crossed each other and the dildos continued their insidious work, they began to give breathless little gasps and sometimes a slight stagger. Their shoulders and breasts began to gleam with sweat, one girl was breathing open mouthed. But the blonde maintained a stern concentration. 


She even allowed herself to take three quick strikes to the fronts and sides of her thighs without stepping back, just to get her opponent where she wanted her, slightly off balance and on her front foot as she delivered the last one. Then she sprang her trap. Stepping a little sideways she dealt the girl a far harder swipe across the buttocks than any yet delivered as she stumbled past her, then followed it with an equally hard lash across the shoulders. The girl arched and twisted and took a perfectly aimed stroke across the tops of both breasts as she half turned. Her free arm jerked on its dildo chain as she instinctively tried to raise it and her mouth opened in a silent O as she teetered on the brink of screaming and coming, both at the same time. She was wide open, held at an agonising peak for a long moment, and the blonde could have finished it. But she waited until the girl tottered sideways a few paces and then gathered herself to return to the fray. 


But now the blonde stepped up a gear. Her footwork became dazzling, she shimmied and feinted to left and right, then spun past her dazed opponent to deliver slicing backhand slashes to her buttocks. Whenever she was threatened with a strike, it seemed as if all she did was sway her hips and maybe gracefully lift one leg. The clumsily delivered blow would either miss altogether or land harmlessly, but the opponent herself would have to take two or three more cutting slices as the blonde picked her target, time and again making her victim twist and arch to receive the devastating breast slice. 


The audience were now wholeheartedly cheering the blonde on as she played cruelly with the other girl, who was by now showing small droplets of crimson on her buttocks where she had repeatedly taken criss-crossing lashes and her breasts looked as though they had been raked by long talons. She was staggering now, sweat pouring from her, her stocking tops ragged from cane strikes which had strayed low. Her own cane arm was held low and her free arm was constantly tugging at the dildo chain as the pain drove her to arouse herself still further, only making her an easier, more distracted, target. 


The blonde spotted it and stepped up yet another gear. She started flicking her cane up between the spread legs. Not hard enough to finish the girl, just hard enough to bring her to peak after peak of agonised excitement, her knees buckling but not quite collapsing. The audience stamped and cheered each time, while the blonde circled like a shark. Waiting till her victim's legs were steady again and then moving in to repeat the thighs, buttocks, shoulders and breast sequence until once again the girl was reeling and the uppercut flick was administered. Twice the girl went down, and twice she heaved herself back up; mindful of the previous punishment for poor performance. At the end she was partly blinded by the sweat-drenched tangle of hair hanging in front of her eyes and could only lunge vaguely in the direction from which she thought her next bout of pain was coming. But the blonde was never there; however the tormenting rhythm of Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! inevitably was. When the girl went down for the third time she rolled onto her back with her legs spread and the audience could see her thigh muscles clench as she yanked hard on the dildo chain again and again, propelling herself to one final, public orgasm. Then the blonde knelt carefully over her face and they saw the red tongue flick up and disappear between the engorged labia. The room erupted.


Even Patti found herself on her feet, cheering. Beside her, her master was shaking his head in disbelief and grudgingly she had to admit she knew why. No one had ever seen such a comprehensive display. The blonde was an instinctive fighting athlete with a high pain threshold and a deep understanding of the importance of 'the show'. 


But even as she applauded, Patti knew that she would have to watch what happened now very carefully indeed.









Chapter 13



 


 

Tara woke from a deep sleep to find herself in unfamiliar surroundings. Her right wrist was chained to a loop in a stone wall and she had been sleeping on a narrow bed jammed into the corner of this new cell. High above her sunlight was streaming in through a small window, and judging by the angle of the beam it was late in the day. For some reason she had been left to sleep - and where was she?


She moved and whimpered a little at the pains which erupted all over her, even on the soles of her feet. She felt sperm crusted and cracking on her inner thighs and realised that her mouth and chin were surrounded by the stuff. She licked her lips and tasted the fragrant residue of female and male bodies. One memory swam up to the surface of her mind; her owner's hands on her, holding her breasts, weighing them, commenting on them and instructing the guests on how best to use her.


Immediately she felt a comforting warmth between her legs and she sat up slowly, turning half sideways and putting one foot cautiously on the floor, resting her sore back against the cool stone. She relished the cool air against her stinging vulva and smiled lasciviously as she began to recall the ways she had been taken the previous night. Suddenly the key turned in her cell door and a guard entered with some food in a bowl and a jug of water. He was exactly what she needed.


She didn't even look at his face, just at the plated abdominal muscles and the broad pectorals of his torso. But most of all she focused on his shorts as he came to stand over her. She reached out a hand to touch them at the place where she could see the bulge of his sleeping sex, and only then looked up at him through the curtain of dishevelled hair over her eyes. She ran her tongue over her lips in silent invitation and supplication.


He smiled down at her. "Greedy slut," he said simply.


He put down his burden and allowed her to undo his flies and reach in for his rapidly swelling cock, she ducked her head forwards and gave a contented moan as her lips touched the still soft side of the shaft and her tongue began to lick him. By the time she was ready to take him into her mouth he was stiff and urgent, he grabbed her hair and pushed her face down, making her relax her throat to let the shaft slide along over her tongue and the bulbous helm lodge right at the back. Slowly she moved up and down, as far as he would let her, then she increased her tempo as he was urging her to, letting him slide in deeper and deeper as her own need grew until at last she felt him swell to jaw cracking dimensions and he began to pump. But he pulled her off him and instead held her face so that she could watch him spurt all over her face. And as each milky gout erupted from him to splash on her cheeks, her nose, below her eyes, she reached for it with her tongue. Like a shameless bitch on heat she told herself happily as he finished.


"You can have that with your breakfast, Blondie," he told her, before he wiped himself in her hair, zipped up his shorts and left her.


She leaned back contentedly. That was exactly what she was going to do. The events of the previous day had returned to her memory completely now. Sperm had lots of protein in it and she needed as much as she could get. She had seen what she wanted her future to be the previous day and had to set about making sure she got what she wanted.


As she wiped her face and licked her fingers carefully she recalled the enthralling sight of the solo gladiators racing as ponies, she recalled the tension in the dressing room before the contests and how Jet had flinched as the studded corset had been laced on and then grinned over at her. And then how she had limped back in, so badly beaten. Then for her there had been the heavenly feel of sheer nylon sliding up her thighs and the feel of a basque around her torso. It was something she had never worn before but the feel of clothing of any sort was so wonderful! To know that she was displaying her body subtly instead of blatantly offering its nudity to whoever wanted it had allowed the huge dildo to slide up into her at the first attempt. And as she had been led out she had seen that her owner sat at the head of the table and was watching her intently. Then there had been the familiar thrill of the fight, the pain and the excitement and finally the intoxication of having power over a defeated opponent but this time it had been concentrated, amplified by the cheers and applause of the crowd of diners to whom they were nothing more than a very decadent floorshow. 


But even as she had knelt over her defeated foe's face, she had sneaked a look at the man who owned her and thrilled to his stare of admiration.


And then they had been taken outside by Carlo.


Their night still had a long way to go.


They were shackled once again and led, out from the room next to the dining room, back onto the colonnade, turned to their left and then turned left again through an arch which led into a kind of passage through the house itself until it emerged into a big atrium, in the centre of which was a swimming pool. They went past it and out through another passage until they emerged onto more grassland which was lit by floodlights mounted on the buildings which ran up either side of it and on the wall along the far side, in which the main gate was set. Laid out on the grass were six curiously shaped trestles, set in three widely spaced groups of two. Immediately she saw them, Tara's stomach tightened and lurched. They were in for a lot more usage before they were going to be allowed to sleep, she realised. Carlo stopped them by the first pair of trestles and released two of their number, ordering them to their knees between the higher crossbar, which ran at waist height when the girls were kneeling in front of it, and the lower one behind them. First he had them bend forwards over the higher beam, released their wrists and re-shackled them to clips set in wooden pegs driven into the turf a few feet in front of each girl. This left them with their arms stretched forwards and apart, their breasts hanging and swaying underneath them like ripe fruit, their hair spilling forwards and down onto the grass. Then he moved behind them and lifted each foot until it rested on the beam behind them, only a foot or so off the ground. He had them shuffle their knees well apart and then used the attached ankle restraints to anchor them there. This left the soles of their feet horribly vulnerable, resting upturned on the sinister, low-level crossbar. 


When Tara herself had been mounted, she found that only her knees and her hands touched the ground, the soles of her feet were up on that wretched little bar behind her, her bottom was nicely displayed, as was the whole expanse of her back. To confirm her worst suspicions two more men arrived, one was Ali, another was one Carlo called Gerd, and these two placed small heaps of disciplinary items in front of each girl. Raising her head and peering forward, Tara made out a cane, two whips; both multi-lashed, but one short bladed the other longer, together with weights, clamps, chains and several dildos and vibrators. With a despairing shudder she realised that the fighting had left her in a state which really didn't need those last items. A few touches with the cane or whip from a man would have her helplessly aroused, but if those items were being provided it meant that this was going to be a long session.


And so it proved.


Presently the diners joined them and Tara heard the whistles and applause as the guests saw and appreciated what was laid out for their pleasure. But her heart soared when she heard the voice of her owner; and even better, he came to stand right in front of her. Tara thrilled to the thought that maybe this time he would do more than simply examine her. 


She heard him address everyone and confirm her suspicions that many present had never had slaves at their disposal before. He told them that as these slaves had been kept barefoot for weeks now, the soles of their feet were very tough and would provide an ideal area for them to practise with the canes.


"Thirty or forty lashes to each foot shouldn't matter," he told them. And then went on to say that Ali and Carlo would provide guidance on how the whips could best be employed, which whips would produce which results on which parts of the bodies displayed before them and so on. He finished by saying that the guests should need no instruction on how to enjoy other aspects of the slaves. This got a laugh and the festivities got underway.


Tara, as usual, was caught between fear and excitement at the punishment to come but the fear evaporated when the Boss himself stayed where he was and began to instruct the guests gathered around her. Above her bowed head she heard him hand the cane to a woman who moved behind her and began to beat the soles of her feet.


"The Spanish used to call this 'bastinado'," he informed his audience. "She's got tough soles, so don't hold back. And anyway, always remember that however much a slave wriggles and screams, the more she experiences at your hands, the more she'll abase herself at your feet."


Tara gritted her teeth and tried not to flinch at each cut to her feet. Although once she got over the unexpectedness of the area selected for punishment she found that the pain was not as intense as she had expected. She felt the impacts alright but the pain itself was a dull burning, like embers being coaxed into life in a hearth, rather than the full-scale blaze such a caning would ignite in her buttocks.


However, as the cane was passed from hand to hand with her owner offering helpful hints on stance and grip and the beating went on and on, she found that eventually the stinging got under the hard skin and sent sharp lances of pain through her which caught at her throat and made her eyes water. At last she began to wriggle her toes desperately and fight her restraints, making little yelping noises as the cane relentlessly rose and fell behind her.


"Should I stop now?" a woman's voice asked.


"Certainly not," her owner retorted. "She's only just begun to react. Give her another twenty and then see how much she's enjoyed it."


The woman went back to work, thwacking the cane down across Tara's curling and clenching feet. Tara dug her fingers into the ground and gritted her teeth as she felt the insidious spread of warmth through her body as she responded to her owner's cruelty. But for the last few strokes she couldn't help putting her head back and crying out loud as the fires at last blazed into full life in her feet. Then, for the second time in that long evening she felt a stranger's fingers enter her and discover the truth about her.


"My God!" the woman exclaimed. "She's flooding!"


Tara heard the amused laughter above her and as her owner led the group around to stand over her head, she felt someone kneel behind her in between her spread legs and then there was the unmistakable feel of a man's sex nudging at her vagina. Someone grabbed her hair and wrenched her head up as the man behind her thrust into her and she gasped in pure delight as pain and pleasure merged into the familiar blur inside her. She was only vaguely aware of the faces grinning down at her as she bucked and moaned her way to a shattering, humiliating, orgasm as the unseen man behind her filled her with his spend.


Her head fell forward as the grip on her hair was released and the group around her seemed content to let her rest for a minute. As her mind cleared, Tara became aware of the sounds around her, from close beside her came the regular smack of a whip and answering moans, while from farther away she could hear the sharper reports of canes and shrill yelps as perhaps one or two of the girls continued to experience the slow burn of the bastinado. Above her she heard the clink of glasses and realised the pause was not for her benefit but for that of the guests.


When they felt adequately refreshed they returned to work and her already caned bottom got a heavy beating from the longer of the whips while her owner again gave hints to the wielders on how far back they should stand so that the blades would fall on the inner curves of the buttocks and 'stimulate' her sex by slapping hard on its lips. It worked, and she was taken to another climax by yet another unseen man before the group's attention turned to her upper body.


She was panting and gasping by then, nearly completely spent when suddenly she was brought fully back to alertness by her owner squatting down beside her and gripping her left breast. The shock of his touch alone was enough to clear her head and she gazed down entranced by the sight of the hand which cupped and weighed the freely swinging orb. His fingers were long and strong and they gripped her hard, making the flesh bulge between them, just as they had before, but this time she was already fully aroused and the feel of her nipple against his palm sent wonderful shocks racing to her core. It didn't matter to her that he was telling the guests how to wield the whip over her back so that it would wrap her ribs and set the breasts swinging beneath her. She didn't care that he clamped her engorged nipple and had them notice how she yelled as the teeth slowly bit into the tightly engorged flesh and how the weights he hung from the clamp distended the nub into a long red tube. All she cared about was that he was taking the time and trouble to work on her himself and she made sure that when he repeated the procedure on her right breast, she gave a truly agonised shriek when the clamp was applied. 


In her mind she was replaying Carlo's words of earlier in the evening. The Boss liked his solo gladiators so much he administered their daily beatings himself. She wanted that. She wanted to be the best gladiator in his stable and like a bird of prey she would rise to any challenge he set her at, and return victorious to him.


After the guests had finished whipping her back and had been well pleased by the way they had set her breasts swinging under her heaving chest, the weights sometimes colliding and clanking dully as the whip bit into the sides of her breasts and set them rippling and swaying, they set about wringing the last bits of pleasure they could out of her exhausted body. Her wrists were freed and she was able to use her hands to caress the rigid cocks which presented themselves before her mouth as she was allowed to kneel up. She also used them to delve into the soaked quims of the women who required her to lick them and bring them to their orgasms. And when she was bent forward again she reached behind her and pulled her own throbbing buttocks apart to invite entry into either of her passages. And there were plenty of takers for both. But all the time she kept her eyes open, looking for her owner, trying to see his expression and convey to him how ready she was to service anyone he wanted her to, wanting nothing for herself but his approval.


At long last it seemed as if every appetite had been sated and everything went quiet. Then for one last time her head was hauled up and blearily she gazed at the Boss himself. Behind him stood a beautiful copper-haired woman who was regarding her with open hostility. But he didn't seem to notice.


"She's quite a find, eh Patti?" he said. The woman said nothing. For a fleeting moment Tara dared hope that he might now at last sample her for himself, but instead he let her head drop and moved away. "If it wasn't for the prospect of having you, I might be tempted to see how she shags myself," she heard him tell the woman as they moved away. The last thing Tara could remember of that night was how much she suddenly hated the copper-haired beauty.

 

For the rest of the day following the entertainment, Tara was allowed to sleep in the strange cell to which she had no recollection of being brought. But it was more than likely, she thought, that she had been carried there and that she had passed out once everyone had finished with her.


In the evening she was woken by a different guard bringing her more food. Again she made her mute appeal but this time it didn't work so well. He only wanted her mouth to lubricate him before he turned her to face the wall and eased himself into her anus. It wasn't what she had intended but she made the best of it and used her free hand to rub at her clitoris to bring herself off as the guard climaxed into her rectum and slid out of her as quickly as was usual with all of them.


She was disconsolate as she ate once he had gone. The damp patch on the bed under her backside was a waste which irritated her.


It was fully dark when the door was opened again and this time her wrist was unchained from the wall and she was led out into a corridor. On either side of her stood the five other girls who had been used in the display, and once again they were linked together by chains to their collars and led away back to their barracks. Once they had been freed and the guard had left, Channel, Jet and Tara were subject to frantic questioning from the others. Jet undertook to give them as much of an account as she could, with Channel describing her wrestling bout and Tara briefly giving an account of her cane duel. It was Jet's account of the boxing and the corset and thong she had worn which attracted most interest and there were feverish examinations of Jet's body as Carrot in particular searched for traces of the studs. Against her dark skin they weren't easy to find but once she opened her legs, then little punctures to her labia became clear and Carrot immediately knelt down and began to kiss them better. 


Jet pushed her away impatiently. "You can kiss my ass later. That's where I need it. I got forty with the cane for going down too soon," she said.


There were horrified gasps and even Tara who had been occupied with her own thoughts looked up as she turned around and displayed her prominent, high buttocks. Even against her skin the dark, raised weals stood out quite plainly.


"You've got to watch those frigging corsets girls," Jet said ruefully.  “The pain is really sharp when you get hit and if you're not ready for it, you can go over the top before you know it. Half the reason I got caned was because my pussy was too busy creaming for me to fight. And when they get you between the legs.......it's fireworks time!"

 

Tara had noted how, as the weeks had gone past and the girls had submitted more and more completely to their masters, a similar structure of dominance and submission had began to assert itself within the barracks. Cherry had appointed herself Tara's personal slave, Carrot belonged to Jet and so on. So that night, before she finally slept, Tara had Cherry give her sex, her back, buttocks and breasts rather more tender treatment than they had received at the hands of the guests. And only when her head had finished bobbing up and down between Tara's wide-flung legs and she lay beside her did Tara tell her everything that had happened. The girl rubbed herself up and down one of her thighs and moaned as Tara described the bastinado, the clamps, weights and the whips which had been used on her. 


She achieved her own orgasm as Tara whispered to her and at last settled down, but not before whispering in her turn, "God! How I would have loved to have been there. I really miss those damn clamps.........that Irish guy really knew what he was doing."


Tara lay awake, staring at the ceiling. Conor! That bastard! She had clean forgotten him and now he returned to sow confusion in her mind. She thought she had seen her destiny in those solo gladiators and in her imagined arena. But now she felt torn between serving her owner and getting her revenge on the man who had tricked her. She harboured no grudge against Carlo or any of the men who so regularly beat her and took her. They were what she now knew she had always wanted. But Conor!


Tiredness came to her rescue and she slept at last. But the whole barracks was disturbed several times in the night as some of the guards came in to take their pleasure. Cherry gave one a blow job and took another on her bed but Tara was left alone; maybe they had seen the video of the display but Carlo had put her off limits for the moment. Whatever the reason, she was grateful for being allowed to drowse while the sounds of sex went on close beside her and Cherry gave enthusiastic service.


Conor had known exactly what he was doing, she thought one last time. The bastard.









Chapter 14



 


 

From then on the training routine got even tougher. The first thing Carlo addressed was boxing. He had the two squads of girls lined up facing each other and strode up and down between them.


"Women have been boxing since seventeen hundred," he told them. "Back then they could gouge, scratch, kick; do anything they liked. So my little refinements are pretty civilised. But the trouble is that you're all such masos that until you get used to them, they're liable to have you coming in buckets instead of fighting!" He paused by Jet and gave one of her nipples a hard twist. She whined a little through gritted teeth but held her position.


His solution was brutally simple. One Squad were well trained in wearing the corsets and thongs, so while Two Squad were fitted with the garments; One Squad were fitted with the weighted gloves. Each squad lined up in front of a trestle table on which their particular equipment was piled and the guards fitted them.


Tara winced as she felt the laces pulled tight at her back, and against her stomach, ribs and breasts she felt the little pins kiss her skin. She was allowed to settle her breasts in their half-cups as comfortably as she could and felt a tingling mixture of fear and excitement as she appreciated how the leather had been sewn into circles and the studs followed these so that her areolae and already erect nipples were resting against a nest of steel points. To an onlooker it might appear as though the corset provided some measure of shielding for her breasts, but to an opponent the circles of leather and metal were targets.


Once they were all laced in securely, their wrists were clipped together behind their backs and they faced the line of girls opposite who were grinning evilly and thumping their gloves together. Over the weeks of combat training the two squads had developed an intense enmity and Tara in particular knew she was being singled out when there was a bit of jostling in the line opposite and a brunette she knew of old stood before her. This was the girl that One Squad looked to as their leader and Tara had beaten her frequently. She was also the girl who had so comprehensively defeated Jet at the display.


Tara felt horribly vulnerable with her arms pinioned behind her, facing the malice of the girl opposite. But there was no more time for fear. 


"Fight!" Carlo's voice gave the familiar command and Tara found herself ducking, weaving, twisting and dancing as though her life depended on it. For a few seconds she managed to fend off the advancing girl, by nimble footwork and twisting her torso so that the heavy gloves slid off her sides. But inevitably it took only the first two-fisted assault; a right to her side to make her twist followed by a left which swung into her stomach, to stop her in her tracks. It was as though she had had needles applied to her in dozens of different places and all at once. The sharp pain made her eyes water and her knees buckled for a second. And that was all it took for the girl to drive in a second right-fisted blow to Tara's left breast. She made an inward gasp of shock as a blizzard of pricks drove into the soft flesh and the nipple itself and she collapsed onto her knees. She now understood what Jet had meant, wearing this kit for boxing was like getting a whole evening's worth of needle and whip play in one dose. Her body stung and throbbed all over and she had only just started, because Carlo was strolling towards her surveying the wreckage. Two Squad were all in various postures of collapse, some flat on their backs, some kneeling like her, but all gasping in the wake of the explosions of erotic pain they had experienced. And the fact that they had to face it unarmed only added to the masochistic pleasure of it all.


"Up you get Two Squad!" Carlo shouted. "Let's go again," he added, confirming Tara's worst fears. The twelve girls struggled to their feet and Carlo went back down the line, from time to time making a girl jerk as he roughly delved up into her sex with his thick fingers. 


"Anyone I even suspect of coming before I call a halt will be caned and sent straight back in! The only way for maso bitches like you lot to cope with this is to get used to it. Fight!"


And once again the grinning rank of One Squad came for them. It lasted maybe a few seconds longer the second time, but when Tara staggered backwards until she tripped and lay on her back; both breasts burning and stinging, the nipples now so engorged that they were pressing against the studs of their own accord, she knew it was going to be a very long day indeed. After the third one-sided battle, Tara knew the blatant unfairness of the contests allied to the sexuality of dodging another naked girl intent on hitting her breasts would have her 'creaming' as Jet had put it.


But so far, if any member of Two Squad had succumbed, they had managed to disguise it and the caning trestle had remained unused. Tara gritted her teeth and struggled up again. She was staggering now and unable to do more than just twist a little, this way and that, until inevitably the fists found her stomach and breasts and then it was just a matter of refusing to go down and at the same time refusing to acknowledge the pain which was now registering as agonisingly delicious. 


She was proud of her squad. They made it through a fourth helping without collapsing too soon or too blatantly exhibiting their masochism.


Then Carlo introduced the thongs.


Tara had forgotten about them, all her attention had been focused on coping with the demands of the corset. Their hands were still pinioned behind their backs so a guard knelt in front of each girl and helped her get her feet into the straps before pulling the thong up her legs and settling it snugly against her crotch. But not before he had sampled the state of her arousal by digging his fingers into her and stirring things up.


Tara clenched her eyes tight shut and tried to blot out the havoc her guard was causing inside her but then she felt the studs nestle against her labia and knew that it wouldn't take much more than a tap there to send her spiralling into orgasm. But there was no time to worry about that, Carlo called the lines together and Two Squad were once again stumbling, weaving and taking every avoiding action they still had the strength for. But in a matter of seconds the cries were coming thick and fast as uppercuts landed and girls collapsed into groaning heaps, twitching and writhing as the spasms of their climaxes ran through them.


Carlo picked three girls at random and had them bent over the trestle, caned then put back into line and so it went on until, as the shadows lengthened over the training ground, he finally called a halt. 


Two Squad hadn't even been allowed to shed their corsets and thongs over siesta so when their wrists were unclipped and they were told they could strip, a chorus of groans and strained grunts followed as they carefully peeled the studded leather off their sweating bodies. Tara found that pulling the thong down off her plumply engorged labia was an especial torment and once the thing was off, like the other girls around her she kept her legs spread and used her fingers to explore herself. They came away with a smear of red on them, but nothing like as much as she had feared. And it must have been that familiar mix of fear and excitement which had magnified in her mind the effect of the studs. She looked down her body and indeed there were a few spots of crimson across her stomach and flanks, but again not as much as her imagination had made out. However she could clearly see where the studs had dug into her even if they hadn't broken the skin, little craters dotted her stomach and breasts in neat lines. But the sight of her body thrilled her; this was how she had seen herself in her mind's eye in the arena. Bloodied but unbowed. Bruised and weary but still standing.


And her heart leapt for joy when Carlo played his last card of the day. One Squad were ordered to don their own boxing kit and had their wrists clipped behind them while Two Squad were fitted with the gloves. Suddenly Tara's battle-stained companions straightened up and for the first time that day they smiled. 


"It's not just payback time," Carlo warned them. "One Squad is going to show you how much you can take once you're used to it." Then he turned and warned the others that twenty strokes of the cane awaited anyone who didn't give a good show of self-control and endurance.


Tara had to admit that her opponent did just that. She dodged, ducked and feinted while Tara swung ineffectually with the weighted gloves. But once she had got the measure of the weights and the girl's movements she was able to land a flurry of punches. And she felt a savage joy as her fists sank into the soft breastflesh and the girl's breath hissed through her teeth. But although she was staggering she was still standing and it took another flurry plus three uppercuts before she finally went down and writhed in helpless convulsions, bucking her hips and moaning as the pain triggered a slavish climax. 


Twice more, One Squad were battered by Tara's vengeful line, but by then they had all realised that they had a lot more to come before they would be able to control themselves as well as their opponents did. Furthermore, Tara knew that after a few more boxing sessions her hatred of One Squad would have been fanned into full flame and she couldn't wait to face them in the arena.

 

Carlo watched the girls limp off the training ground, the two lines keeping well apart. He smiled happily, he had them hating each other now and they would fight like cats for the next two weeks. Then it would be time for them to learn that they would soon be facing two squads from another stable and would have to work as a team. It would be a hard and painful lesson for them and he looked forward to administering it.


Contentedly he made his way off the training ground and walked round the arena itself to the stables where the horses and the solo gladiators were quartered. The Boss himself had been overseeing their workout in the arena during the day and was now supervising their evening routine. As Carlo entered the stables where the gladiators were housed he paused for a moment to pick up, and leaf through, the sheaf of documents which lay on the table just inside the door. They recorded every detail of the girls' physiology; height, weight, measurements, diet, bowel movements, injuries sustained and what treatment they had received. He noted that under today's date the space normally reserved for recording cuts and bruises was still blank. And down at the far end of the long stable block the Boss was conducting his usual examination of his favourite property.


The three girls, who had no names, just numbers, were in full extension and suspension. They were spreadeagled, their wrists pulled up and apart, their legs pulled down and equally wide spread, their feet some two inches clear of the ground. The Boss maintained that it was the best position in which to examine their physical condition and Carlo had to agree. Every sinew stood out on the stretched bodies, from the downward pointing feet which made the calf muscles bunch, to their fingers clutching at the chains which pulled at their wrists making every muscle in their arms clearly visible. The Boss was stroking and admiring them, making soothing 'shush' noises as if to fretful horses as Carlo joined him. He ducked round the girl on the left of the line and stood in front of them. They were obviously fresh from their workout and still had sweat and sand coating most of their bodies. There were some cuts and bruises but nothing serious. Of course there were whip marks but as these girls were beaten every day, they didn't count.


"How did training go?" Mark asked as his hands slid down across the flat stomach of one girl, his fingers pinching small folds of fat from it in places. He examined these, assessing whether or not she was carrying just the right amount, while Carlo gave him an account.


"They hate each other pretty good by now. It's going to be a big shock when they find out they're going to have to fight on the same side," he concluded.


"Don't worry Carlo. What we've got planned will see them through it," Mark replied casually, squatting down to feel the girl's thighs and calves. He tutted as his fingers encountered something. "I think this one's got a strain. Hey, you!" he summoned one of the stablegirls who was standing at a respectful distance.


Carlo smiled as he surveyed the suspended figures. A strain? You bet! He saw how their fingers clutched at their chains and their mouths were drawn into grimaces by the tension. Of course nothing except the occasional moan or grunt ever escaped those mouths though, so what the girl concerned thought about her 'strain' was not an issue. All three had their tongues pierced by thick steel rings which rendered speech pretty well impossible in any case. He could well remember the pride he had seen on their faces when the rings had first been fixed, these were the Boss's most devoted slaves and would fight or run or compete till they dropped, for the honour of his stable. On the wall facing their stalls were pinned various photographs and certificates bearing testimony to victories they had won in the past. 


"You can put some liniment on this one once she's been hosed down and dried off," the Boss was telling the stablegirl and she bobbed a pretty little curtsey, holding out the sides of her shirt, which was all she wore. Like every female on the estate, apart from Elena, the stablegirls were available to any of the men and were hand picked by Gerd for their talents and inclinations in that direction, but they also worked full time caring for the horses and these gladiators. And as the nature of their work frequently left them dirty, they were clothed only in any old cast off shirts the men didn't need. However Carlo found them more attractive than the household girls, he preferred working slaves and as his gaze returned to the three figures before him, he realised his cock was stirring into life. They were exquisite creatures, the thighs long and powerful, the hips and buttocks toned but still shapely and feminine. The stomachs were flat and owing to their current position slightly hollowed which only accentuated the depth of their rib cages which were surmounted by well proportioned breasts which in their turn were surmounted by swollen areolae and turgid nipples. 


But it was between those wide spread and straining thighs that their true natures really betrayed themselves. Carlo could see the shaven lips of their sexes peeled apart and his fingers twitched at the thought of slipping easily between them and up into the moisture and warmth of a slave's belly, responding eagerly to her master's attentions.


As if reading his thoughts, Mark, who had taken down a multi-bladed whip from its hook on the wall and was standing behind the slaves, suggested that once the ritual beating had been given, they should enjoy all three slaves. 


Carlo watched the faces as the whip was applied to backs, buttocks and thighs, each girl getting five or six and then having to wait while her two companions got their strokes before getting her next ration. Apart from eyes closing in pleasure and the occasional jerk as a stroke wrapped and hit a breast or snapped round a thigh to snap at their bare crotches, they made no movement or sound. This was the part of the day they loved most; the Boss taking time to beat them personally. One girl licked her lips to moisten them and clicked the steel ring through her tongue against her white teeth.


Once the swish and smack of the whip had ceased the men took them down and had each one, while she knelt on all fours on the straw in her stall. Then they strolled out into the evening while the stablegirls got on with washing, drying and bedding the slaves down.


"Come up to the house, Carlo," Mark said. "I want to sort out what events we're going to stage, how we're going to timetable everything. We're meeting the opposition in Tokyo next week and I want something to put on the table. Gerd can handle training for a few days."


"Okay, Boss. But when we get back we're going to have to move fast to knock the squads into shape."


"How did that big blonde get on today?"


"Good as you'd expect. Took her knocks well."


"How long before she can go solo, do you reckon?"


"I'd say let her get a couple of shows as squad leader under her belt and then we'll see."


"Ah! But she's still got to make herself leader, Carlo," Mark laughed.


"She'll do it."


The two men walked on in the cool evening. Around them were the sounds of the estate settling down. Horses whinnied in their stalls, and as they passed the barracks, they could hear from the small cell windows the moans and cries of pleasure as one or other of the slaves was taken by a guard. From Two Squad's barracks came the unmistakable sound of a whip being plied for some misdemeanour or other.









Chapter 15



 


 

The two stable owners met on neutral ground. In this case a palatial house in the suburbs of Tokyo. The opposing stable was owned by a suave Arab, dressed in an immaculately tailored suit. He was tall and slender with a thin, cruel mouth and Carlo's boss introduced him as Prince Hassan Bin Mahmoud. He was an owner whose slaves Carlo's had never been put up against, but just by looking at the Prince and his trainer - a big Swede - Carlo knew that they would be well disciplined at the very least.


For three days the talks dragged on. Issues such as what contests the solo gladiators would take part in had to be hammered out, and what contests would take place in the pens and when they would be held. As it was the first show to feature a full size arena with complete squads of slaves taking part in addition to the individual fights, both stables were anxious that the spectators should have something to watch every hour of the day, and of course the videos would be put up on the net, so the more of those the better. The most troublesome issue was devising a routine of inspection so that each trainer could be quite certain that, for example, the opposition's slaves weren't fighting with lead weighted whips or staves. Acceptable levels of 'encouragement' had to be established for the chariot and pony races; should studded thongs and tit straps, with dildos and butt plugs coated with each trainer's favourite recipe for irritating the rectum be the order of the day? Carlo smiled as these discussions took place around him, the squad girls hadn't experienced his own special blend yet. That was going to be a treat for them.


And then finally a climactic event had to take place in the arena itself at the end of the two days' of contests. Carlo had given a lot of thought to this and was pleased with the delighted laughs which greeted his plan. He was proud of it and was quite certain it would make his arena and his slaves famous. The meeting broke up late on the third evening and there were handshakes all round before the men retired to their rooms for the night.


Their anonymous host had left his house well staffed with willing and pretty girls but Carlo never liked being away from work for too long and besides he missed the way a fit and strong fighter could grip her cunt around him as he screwed her. And there was also the pleasure he took in having a girl straight after training or fighting, he liked them still sweat and dirt-streaked, the marks of whips or studs still fresh on their bodies and their cunts already open and practically dripping with their excitement. On that last night, as he rolled off a girl and dismissed her, he found his thoughts turning to his girls at home - and to Blondie in particular. To his surprise he realised that he hadn't had her in weeks and as his eyes closed he determined to put that right as soon as he got back.

 

Tara hardly noticed Carlo's absence. The German worked them harder than even Carlo had. He made them run across country with the guards on horseback in attendance, until even Tara was staggering with thirst and exhaustion. Then the whips came into play and all the girls found they had reserves of strength and endurance that even they hadn't been aware of. He introduced them to the assault course and made them run it until once again they were literally dropping in their tracks. Then on the following day he made the groaning, limping squads run both. Cross-country in the morning; assault course in the afternoon. The day after that it was back to boxing.


Tara was so tired that she could hardly respond to the guards when they took her in the evenings and just had to lie back limply or hurriedly suck at a cock to get it to ejaculate quickly and let her sleep. But nevertheless it came as a pleasant surprise when Carlo himself came into her cell that night. He seemed to be quite urgent and wasted no time in taking her as she lay on her back. Even by the time he had discarded his shorts and climbed onto her bed she was lubricated and open for him, had he whipped her first she would have undoubtedly come under his rapid thrusts and quick ejaculation but as it was he pulled out of her before she had climaxed herself. But he made up for it by allowing her to frig herself while she took him in her mouth and she made sure that when he grabbed her hair and began to pump himself into her, she swallowed every drop of his spend gratefully. 

 

Instead of being lined up on the training ground the next morning, Carlo had the girls of Two Squad led past the pens and towards the looming walls of the arena itself. Tara felt her heart hammering as she realised that he might be taking them there. And sure enough they were led to a side building which, inside, looked for all the world like the locker room in a gym or sports club. There was a plain bench along each of the longest sides of the room and there were showers at the far end. Above the benches were clothes hooks and down the centre of the room were placed several tables. Just before the showers and to the right of them was a plain door, on the other side of this the girls found themselves at one end of a long dark corridor. The only light came from the opening at the far end, and through this Tara could see an expanse of sand, which she realised with a surge of excitement that nearly took her breath away, was the floor of the arena itself. 


"This is where you will enter the arena," Carlo told them proudly and then waved towards another door on the opposite side of the passage. "Your opponents will come in from there."


Tara supposed that he meant One Squad when he said 'opponents' but paid little attention, her eyes were riveted on the brightly sunlit sand which was coming closer as they all walked along the cool stone passage. Once they emerged from the shadows all the girls simply stood and turned round and round absorbing the sight that met them. 


The arena was a long, narrow oval shape with banks of seating rising high along each side. At the far end of the oval was another gate identical to the one in which they now stood and beside both gates were loose boxes for horses, with doors that could be opened instantly by means of ropes pulled from either side. All this Carlo explained to them and Tara could plainly hear the pride in his voice.


"And you will see that unlike the Roman amphitheatres we don't need to use wooden boards for the edge of the arena itself. Plastic wire does just as well and it lets us get the seats right down to ground level," he told them.


Tara could see what he meant. The wide mesh fencing, tough and durable meant that indeed the crowd would be right at ground level, able to see everything. But behind those front seats the terraces rose steeply so that even those at the back would not be far away from the action. And, just like a football stadium, there was a second tier of seats above the first, and above those seats a narrow roof afforded the spectators some shade. But there was no shade down on the sand, down here where they would be fighting, sweating, maybe bleeding; subject to the whims of the people in the stands as to whether they got the thumbs up or down for their efforts - as Carlo informed them cheerfully.


"You will notice that instead of being round, this arena is oval. The shape is good for pursuit running and chariot racing," he paused and favoured them with his grin. "You don't know about those yet. But you will my beauties. You will. And you get to see yourselves on the big screen. Look!" He pointed up to where the roof overhung the top seats and they all saw the screens mounted on the front edge. Carlo explained that there would be cameras all round the arena and pictures from them would be shown, hugely magnified on those screens.


"So no one misses anything that goes on down here," he added.. "Now you see the holes in the ground down the centre?"


Tara looked and saw that in a long row, running down the middle of floor, there were square holes about a foot wide.


"If you get the thumbs down, there will be whipping posts there for you. And just think, my bitches, you will have all the cameras on you while you get your thrashing!"


His words passed straight over Tara's head. She was too busy envisaging the battle weary gladiators standing in the sun and waiting for the fevered crowd to decide whether they had given good value or not. The unfairness and the decadence of it should have appalled her, but instead those very qualities made it seem very erotic. She shifted her stance a little as she felt a tingle run through her from nipples to crotch, and noticed many of her fellows doing the same. 


He gave them some time to walk around and soak up the atmosphere before he ordered them back to the room they had entered the arena from. Some of the guards had been in and the girls found that whips and shields had been left in piles on the tables. But in addition they found some extra items. There were leather guards for their forearms and shins, with metal studs, on the outsides Tara noted gratefully, and a wide leather belt for each girl which protected her kidneys. The reason for this precaution was that the whips were heavier still than the ones they had trained with, these were single bladed ones and towards the end of the blade, the leather had been split and then tied into a knot which left the two strands loose right at the tip. As the lash was some three feet long, Tara immediately saw that these weapons would provide a serious spectacle out on the floor of the arena.


Once the girls had donned all the equipment and taken up their whips, they were led back out onto the sand and Tara's stomach lurched with sheer exhilaration as she scanned the line of One Squad girls who were already kitted up and waiting for them. With their leather and steel accoutrements added to their shields and whips, the girls looked thrillingly authentic as well as erotically naked. But those thoughts were banished from her mind as Carlo gave his familiar cry of "Fight!" and she had to get to grips with the longer heavier whip. She and all the girls discovered that the contests became slower but landing a blow was much more satisfying. The lash made a meaty smack on impact and the recipient's body immediately showed the mark, a long thin weal flaring on the skin, terminating in a dark red spot where the knot had bitten. Everything was clearly geared towards providing the spectators with good value for money.


The empty stadium echoed to the familiar sounds of combat and Carlo's voice, cursing, instructing and encouraging for the rest of the morning but the harsh reports of the whips cracking across flesh and the answering yelps were louder than normal.


Tara found that pitting herself against an opponent with this new weapon, out on the floor of a real arena, was the most exciting moment of her life and her imagination peopled the seats with shouting crowds urging on their favourites. But the best part for her came as she ducked under a swinging shield, landed a solid lash across her foe's back and then danced back out of range. Her eye caught movement and colour up above her and she saw that the screens were in use. Gigantic images of her and the other fighters flickered across them, as the cameras panned in on every detail. She took a hard lash across her chest as her attention was distracted by a close up of Jet's back and superb buttocks, running with sweat and criss-crossed with dark weals. But then she returned to work, thrilled at the thought of her own image being up there. And that thought seemed to give her extra strength as she spun and dodged and struck until her opponent went down and she went to the aid of Channel who was having less luck. She flung herself into the fight so utterly that it came as a shock to her when Carlo called a halt and she looked around. Seven of Two Squad were still standing, while only five of One Squad were on their feet. 


"First fight to Two Squad!" Carlo announced. 


The girls trooped off wearily but Tara's group were exchanging triumphant looks. Their first combat in the arena and they had won against the snotty nosed bitches who had treated them with such disdain when they had first arrived.


In the late afternoon they fought again, and again Two Squad emerged battered but victorious. It seemed as though even the guards were pleased with them, or maybe it was just the more severe whip marks which laced their bodies, but for whatever reason, after they had eaten that evening, no fewer than five men came to the barracks and took their pleasure with nearly all the girls. Tara knelt and received a good mouthful of hot sperm from one of them after he had taken her anally and she was just carefully wiping her mouth and getting to her feet when Carlo entered.


"I'm pleased with you, my bitches," he told them. "Tonight you can go outside until it's time for lights out. I'm too kind to you, I know. But today you all fought well."


He turned on his heel and left, the rest of the guards following, while the girls looked at each other in amazement. It seemed to Tara as though they all looked at her for some kind of lead and eventually she shrugged and then timidly stepped out of the barracks and into the cool evening air. She looked around her carefully but there was no sign of Carlo or any of the guards. 


It seemed as if he had meant it. They were free.


Slowly the other girls joined her, one or two stretching luxuriously in the unexpected freedom afforded by having no chains or guards. It was the first time since they had all woken up on board the ship that they had been given their freedom and they huddled together at first; even Tara experienced a strange unease at finding herself so unrestrained, so suddenly and unexpectedly.


"Well, girls. What do we do?" It was Jet who broke the silence. "Make a run for it?"


Tara shook her head. "It's what they'd expect and they'll be ready."


Channel settled herself on the ground with her back against the still warm stone of the barrack wall. "The guard who just had me on the table said he'd be back for more when he comes to chain us for the night. You girls run for it if you want. I'm staying."


Tara looked around again and her eye was caught by the tall shape of the arena, standing beyond the training ground and the pens. She remembered the day's fights and the echoes of the empty building, and again she recalled the solo gladiators running as ponies and how the Boss had fondled and petted them so proudly. However much she tried to deny it, she was where she wanted to be and she settled herself beside Channel. Cherry sat down beside her and Tara enjoyed the soft warmth of her body alongside hers. Soon all twelve girls were comfortably settled and relaxed conversations about how the fights had gone and which guard was currently reckoned the best screw, started up.


Tara let it wash over her and just sat, enjoying the luxury of having some time to look round. They were in a small courtyard formed by the walls of their barracks and three other similar buildings, at one corner was the archway which led out to the training ground and just to the left of the relaxing girls was a narrow gap which led out to further courtyards and eventually up to the house. Suddenly, through this gap several naked girls appeared. It was One Squad.


Immediately all talk stopped and a watchful silence descended. The newcomers stalked slowly into the courtyard until they stood over Tara's group. There was real menace in their stance and Tara eased herself to her feet.

 

In the house, Carlo and Mark watched proceedings on a monitor screen which was showing them the whole scene. It was receiving pictures from a concealed camera under the eaves of the building which was One Squad's barracks and from which the girls had emerged and were now facing Two Squad.


"Here we go!" Mark said cheerfully. "Isn't it bloody marvellous. We let them have some freedom and they start fighting without us having to lift a finger!"


"Conor knows his business alright," Carlo agreed and sat back to see if events would unfold as he expected them to.

 

A familiar, black-haired girl stepped forward to confront Tara. 


"Right, you slut," she spat at her. "Let's see if you're so tough without Carlo around to stop the fights before you get a good pasting!"


"What?" Tara couldn't believe what she was hearing. "The men let us off our leashes for ten minutes and all you want to do is fight some more?"


"Too right, you bitch. We were here first and if Carlo wasn't so fucking stuck on your lot we'd beat you every time!"


Tara was still trying to frame some response when the girl's fist slammed into her midriff and she went down.


It was a blur from then on. Her training took over completely; she rolled away from her attacker and was only dimly aware that around her a full-scale catfight had broken out. She came up to her feet in one smooth movement and from then on, kicked, punched and clawed her way through the heaving mass of naked girlflesh which seemed to fill the courtyard. Later she was to recall it with pleasure as the best fight to date. It was no holds barred, breast squeezing, crotch grabbing, hair pulling; everything went. At one point she found herself astride the body of the girl who had punched her first and she whooping with joy as she dug her fingers into the soft breasts beneath her and the girl twisted and yelled, trying in vain to prise her hands away. But then someone caught her a stunning blow to the side of the head and she was knocked sideways. Again she got to her feet and dived back into the thick of things; grabbing a girl who was about to jump on Jet's back and holding her arms in a full Nelson while Jet took her revenge.

 

Carlo switched off the monitor. "Let's get the lads, Boss. We don't want anyone hurt......yet." Some minutes later, with all the guards in tow, they entered the barracks courtyard and surveyed the scene. Exhaustion had begun to set in and the mass of struggling bodies had resolved itself into scattered duels, but fists still swung and occasionally a girl would be thrown down and left to scramble up while her opponent went to a friend's aid. But in the middle, dirt-smeared and with several cuts, her mouth bleeding quite freely, stood the tall blonde. She had one girl in a headlock and was fending off another using just one hand. Her face was a rictus of ferocious determination. Carlo smiled. None of the girls had spotted the men as they stood back and watched until really there was only one fighter left on her feet. Blondie.


Then he blew his whistle.

 

Tara's head jerked up at the shrill sound. She still had one girl squealing in a headlock and another on the ground in front of her, but the moment she saw the men, the joy of battle drained from her to be replaced with the cold certainty of punishment. She released her captive and stood quite still, waiting to see what would happen.


Around her, girls struggled to their feet and eventually they all stood, panting and filthy, looking like schoolgirls who had been caught out by a teacher.


Only it wasn't a teacher who now strode forwards angrily, it was the Boss. And he had complete power over them all.


"What did I tell you, Carlo?" he shouted. "You can't be kind to slaves; they don't understand it. The whip is all they respond to!"


"And they'll get plenty of that now, Boss. Don't you worry. Lads! Get 'em back in their cells. Don't matter which ones, just lock 'em up. And tomorrow they'll have a whole day of punishment for this!"


The girls were herded by whips and kicks into the two barracks and chained up in the cells. The men didn't care which barracks they went into and Tara ended up sharing with a girl from One Squad. But that was the least of her troubles. Carlo had plainly been furious, and she trembled at the thought of what he would inflict on them; but the trembling held a certain amount of shivering excitement. Carlo was at his best and most cruelly inventive when he was angry, she thought. And anyway, it had been a good fight, her tongue explored her split lip and she grinned into the darkness.










Chapter 16



 


 

As they lined up on the training ground the next morning, the girls could see some of the guards hard at work over by the pens. They seemed to be putting up new whipping posts as far as Tara could make out. Carlo strode up and down the line, plainly just as furious as he had been the night before and had them marched straight down to the assault course.


The course had been built along the stream which ran through the estate. The whole idea, it seemed to Tara was to reduce the naked girls to squirming, mud-caked figures as they struggled through the mire. There were actually two courses, each obstacle being duplicated, and previously each squad had been assigned to one course, Tara assumed that this was so they could race each other for an audience. But on this punishment day, both squads ran one course and the guards ran it with them - each man equipped with a riding crop. She had always respected the men's obvious fitness but during that long day she learned exactly how fit they really were.


As Tara and her companions struggled up the climbing nets, splashed through the water and mud, squirmed through the half-flooded pipes and swung, panting and gasping, from rope to rope across the deepest mud pit; the men effortlessly outpaced them. As the increasingly exhausted squads finished one phase, there was always a guard waiting to spur them straight on to the next with stinging blows from their crops. And when at last all the girls lay, wet, filthy and totally drained, on the ground at the end of the run, Carlo gave them five minutes' rest and then had them run the whole course again.	


After that torment they were at least allowed some water before they were marched back to the training ground where Carlo told them something special was waiting for them.


The guards who hadn't been on the assault course had been very busy indeed and despite the ground-in obedience to the rule of silence, a groan went up from the dishevelled girls when they saw what their next punishment would consist of. A row of twelve T shaped whipping posts now ran in front of the taller posts that still stood in front of the pens. The crossbar was equipped with leather straps at each end and in the ground under them were mounted iron loops set about three feet apart. But what caught every girl's eye were the wooden phalluses which reared up and out from the upright posts on both sides.


"Mount them up lads!" Carlo shouted. "Two to a post!"


A guard grabbed one of Tara's arms and pulled her over to one of the contraptions, where like all the others girls, she found she had a problem. When they had finished with the assault course, the sight of the men's bodies, gleaming with water and the ease with which they had accomplished what had laid waste to the girls, had had Tara's vagina helplessly moist and aroused despite her exhaustion. But now, after a rest, she realised that it had dried and it was not going to be easy to get it lubricated enough to accommodate the girth of the phallus. In fact the thought of a rod that thick impaling her, made her cringe inside and killed any masochistic excitement she would normally have felt in the face of a beating. 


"Go on, Blondie!" her guard ordered. "Get it up your twat. You can take it!"


Reluctantly, she began the preparations she could see going on all round her. Girls adopting the most blatant of postures; spreading their legs, with their knees slightly bent outwards and reaching with both hands for their vulvas, spreading their lips and frantically rubbing at their clits to try and get lubricated before they eased themselves onto the wooden prongs. Tara winced, as she let her weight slowly down onto the dildo, and saw the girl who was on the opposite side of the post do the same. Feeling her inner flesh slowly part and at last moisten as her tight sheath was penetrated, once she was filled to the hilt, without a second thought she raised and spread her arms so that her wrists could be strapped down to the top of the horizontal bar. Again she noted that the girl who was sharing the post did exactly the same. The thought of struggling hadn't entered either of their heads. The other girl was from One Squad and sported a fine black eye and various scratches from the melee the night before. But now, faced with the wrath of the men, the two girls exchanged looks of sympathy and trepidation. They both winced again as their ankles, having had restraints buckled on, were wrenched apart and fastened to the rings in the ground. It had made them settle still further down onto the wooden rods which speared up into them. Tara found that her face was almost alongside that of the other girl and she could hear and feel her breath on her cheek. 


Again without really thinking, both girls bent their heads forward and shook their hair to flick it over their shoulders and off their backs. It was something they were so used to doing prior to a back lashing that it was second nature now and it meant that the man who stood behind each girl only had to flick a few wet tresses forwards to leave himself with a clear target. Once the men had done this they stepped back, and in the pause that followed, Tara looked to either side of her. Each post now had two girls spread out and mounted on it. And behind each girl stood a guard with one of the familiar multi-lashed whips. They didn't deliver as deep a burn as the ones they were getting used to in the arena, so Tara reckoned that whatever was coming would be long and sustained rather than short and sharp. One other detail caught her eye and puzzled her. Each post held girls from the different squads; she was certain that it had been done for a reason, but what it was she couldn't think.

 

Carlo surveyed the line of posts with deep satisfaction. They made a splendid sight, holding twenty four naked, fit and soon-to-be-very penitent girls. In a couple of hours they would be much sadder, but so much wiser. He noticed Blondie was the only one still looking around her, the rest were simply absorbed in settling themselves to endure whatever their masters had ordained for them. But not that one; she was still looking, still questioning. By the end of this day she would know just how different she was from the others. He grinned and gave his orders.


"Forty lashes each girl! In your own time, lads. Begin!"


Immediately, twenty four whips hissed through the brightly sunlit air and smacked across twenty four female backs. And after only two more strikes the training ground began to reverberate with cries and yelps in between the slashing of the whips. Carlo began to pace up and down the line, slipping between the posts to observe the work being carried out on both sides.


"Come on! Put your backs into it!" he yelled. "I want to see those cunts working!"


And soon he did, as the count mounted slowly towards ten and then climbed remorselessly onwards, he could see the true nature of the slaves reveal itself. Hips and reddened buttocks began to rotate and buck around the wooden shafts. Backs began to bow outwards towards the whips instead of arching away from them, and thighs began to flex as the girls began to thrust themselves up and down in time to the rhythm of the punishment. He paused for a second to watch Blondie again. She was working herself furiously on her plug, her head was bent down, so she could get a glimpse of the rod pumping in and out of her as she bent and straightened her legs and the whip laced her broad back with fans of pink stripes.

 

Tara found that her length of leg made her perform even more blatant antics than her sisters in suffering. She had to bend her legs more obviously to get the whole of the shaft inside her so she could grind her clitoris against the wood of the post. But the sensations that shot through her as she bucked and twisted her hips savagely against the whipping post while the whip itself scored bright swathes of pain over her backside, back and shoulders, were exquisite and she achieved her first climax in a loud, incoherent shout as it exploded in her loins and sent her rigid against her bonds. Her guard took a break after that and she was able, through the matted curtain of her hair to watch the other girl. It was the closest she had ever been to another girl undergoing punishment and she found the sight started her spiralling towards another climax even before her own flogging began again. She loved the way the whip landed with such a heavy smack and made the girl grunt as she was flung against the post. She could see her eyes were glazed and her face had the frowning expression of intense concentration that Tara knew preceded orgasm. Sure enough she suddenly began a series of frantic up and down lunges while the whip fell even harder and then her head tossed back, her hair flew and she screamed in ecstasy before collapsing in her bonds. Then Tara's guard began flogging again and she herself began her second journey into the dark whirlpools of tormented pleasure.


She lost count of how many orgasms she experienced. Her guard gave her no more respites and the climaxes overlapped each other in mind blitzing spasms, until she felt terrified of the next blast of delight being too much for her body to take. And when at last it appeared that she had had her ration, for several minutes she could still feel her vagina clutching and tightening around the shaft which filled it, and her hips still moved lazily up and down the slippery wood. As the world began to swim into focus, she realised that her left cheek was lying on the top of the crossbar and she was literally nose to nose with the girl on the other side of the post, their sweat matted hair was entangled and their panting and ragged breaths blew into each other's eyes. Weakly they smiled, recognising in each other the blazing aftermath of Carlo's correction and Tara began to understand what he had done and why he had been so careful about how the girls were mounted. He had wanted to show them that being in different squads didn't matter - it was irrelevant - what was important was that they were slaves. And equal in their insignificance before their master; their owner.


"Now, we're going to leave you ladies! And we're going to leave you something to think about." Carlo's voice cut into her dazed thoughts and Tara was quite sure that he wasn't finished with them by a long shot. 


The guards stepped forward again and draped slender chains over the tops of the crossbars, a collective whimper went up all along the training ground as the girls recognised the clamps and weights on the ends of them. Smiling and obviously enjoying their work, the men fed two chains through steel hoops on the undersides of the crossbars and then, having tweaked and twisted their nipples back into full erection they released the spring loaded, toothed clamps over the tender flesh. Shrill cries of protest went up from each post at this fresh twist to their never-ending punishment. Tara was no different and she felt the tears start from her eyes at the stinging pain, even as she watched her opposite number have the clips on the other ends of the chains fastened to her own fat little nubs. They were now linked by their breasts and the chain stretched tautly between them, already pulling cruelly, dragging their breasts up and stretching their nipples as it ran up and through the loop, then down to the other girl. 


Tara's guard stood very close beside her, so close she could feel the hard rod of his cock pressing against her thigh.


"You're in for a lovely time, Blondie," he whispered, putting his mouth close to her ear. She moaned an incoherent protest as she felt his fingers close round the right chain and tug downwards, spitefully hard. She put her head back and yelled as the sharp pain shot through her and earthed itself in her still-stuffed vagina. And that was where he now turned his attention; taking big pinches of her plump labia between his finger and thumb, he closed the spring loaded clamps over them, making her breath hiss through her teeth as she absorbed this fresh addition to the dull throb of the whipping which still enveloped her from shoulders to thighs and the pulsing daggers of pain from her engorged nipples. 


She thought that the way he just let the chains, with the weights on the ends, drop to their full extent, was more than was called for and joined her own yelp of agonised surprise to those around her. But as the minutes passed after the men had given them casual smacks on their scarlet bottoms, and left, she realised that they had known exactly what they were doing. She had a raging need to climax again and saw the same look of urgency in the other girl's eyes. In unison they both sank down onto their respective dildos - and screamed as all they achieved was an increase in the agony in their breasts. The two girls looked at each other in mute helplessness - they both knew that their need was too great to be denied and they would just have to put up with the pain until it reached that magical point where it fed their arousal and sent them spinning into orgasm after orgasm. Biting their lips they began to pump themselves on their dildos, stretching their clamped nipples again and again and making the weights on their labia swing and pull even more. They reached their peaks together and at last allowed the screams which had been building in their throats to burst out as they flung their heads back and writhed and squirmed like demented puppets on the wooden prongs which were embedded so deeply inside them.


Times beyond count during that long afternoon, Carlo's lesson was driven home mercilessly. They were as much slaves of their own natures as they were of their masters, and any quibbles between them were ludicrously petty compared to the strength of their commonly held lusts and needs. There were times when Tara heard, as she approached yet another tormented climax, the weights hanging from her throbbing labia thudding against the whipping post, so frantic were her gyrations on the maddening phallus.


It was only when the sun was setting that at last the men returned and a fresh wave of screams and moans erupted as clamps were removed and blood flowed back into cruelly squeezed flesh.


Tara was one of the first to struggle back to her feet once she had been lifted down from her impalement, she couldn't have dismounted herself, her legs simply wouldn't have held her. She looked around at the littered, squirming bodies of her fellow slaves and was convinced that there wasn't one girl there who didn't now fully understand what she was. And as she limped over to get some water from the urn the men had brought, she saw Carlo prowling around with a look of profound satisfaction on his face. Some of the girls needed buckets of cold water throwing over them before they could regain their feet but at last all were watered and able to stand in a humble, dishevelled line to hear what came next.


"Now you've all been well punished," Carlo told them, "I'm looking for the girl who started last night's little brawl. There's always a ringleader and I want her!"


Keeping her eyes lowered Tara glanced along the line. No one moved to either own up or point the girl out. There was a long silence.


"Very well. Loyalty is good, even in slaves. So I'll make my own choice and judge by the way the rest of you react whether I've got the right one." He was walking up and down the line now, so close that Tara could see his deck shoes passing just in front of her. Even though she knew she was not guilty and would never betray the girl who was, for some reason she could feel her blood pounding and her heart hammering. Carlo was up to something and she had a sick certainty that it would involve her in some way.


"Now I reckon that if someone starts a fight, it's someone who's good at fighting and is sure they can win....." Carlo's words set Tara's stomach lurching with terror. He was going to pin it on her!


And sure enough he came to stand directly in front of her, a few feet further away now.


"Come out here, Blondie," he said quietly.


Numb with fear and shaking with the need to scream her innocence at him, she nevertheless took two shaky steps out from the line.


"If I've got the right one," Carlo went on, "then you can all go. If not you can point out the real culprit."


Desperately and through tear-blurred eyes, Tara looked at her companions and to her horror saw them begin to shuffle away. Even Cherry never looked back. But even as she came to terms with the full seriousness of her predicament, Tara knew what was going through their minds; let Carlo get on with it, if he's got the wrong one - tough on her, but I'm not going to grass on another girl, I'm just going to keep my head down. 


But understanding didn't cool her rising fury with the cowed, beaten girls who were abandoning her to her fate. She wouldn't have left the wrong girl to face Carlo alone - she was different from them; she had always told herself so. But now she knew it. And she also knew that she was about to be taken beyond where she believed her limits of endurance lay, and defying the rules she lifted her gaze to meet Carlo's. What she saw surprised her even through the roiling clouds of fury and fear which boiled in her mind. She had expected cruelty, even gloating pleasure, but what she saw was a calm look of appraisal in his dark eyes. And was there just the hint of sympathy?


She derided herself for that piece of self-delusion when she heard his next command.


"Put her on one of the big posts. Tits outwards, twenty lashes to start with and then flog her on the hour, every hour."


Tara was dragged away, biting her lip to stop herself begging for mercy. She wouldn't do that, they could flog her to ribbons but she wouldn't beg and proudly she steeled herself to face yet another bout of punishment as her arms were raised, her wrists fastened and a belt buckled around her waist to stop her from twisting away from the lashes.


One guard called out the strokes while another delivered them and Tara clenched her eyes tight shut to stop the tears from the bitter stinging of the lashes which set her breasts shaking and re-awakened the pounding in her nipples. The last five were applied across her mons and the lashes wrapped around her hips and snapped at the weals from her earlier flogging. She didn't beg but she couldn't hold back the screams. Nor could she hold back the moans of helpless delight as the guard, once he had finished his work, took his pleasure by lifting her legs round his waist and plunging straight into her flooding tunnel.


She lapsed into a kind of doze between the floggings, twice more she was awoken to take the lash across her breasts, stomach and thighs. By then it was fully dark but the floodlights were on and while sentence was carried out the lashes were called loudly by a second guard. Both times she was taken once the flogging was completed. The third time she was woken, she was turned to face the post and the lashes were laid on her previous weals. Again she didn't beg for mercy, but she knew she howled louder than ever before. To her surprise she was taken down after that one, but it was only so that she could kneel and suck at the man's erect cock. She would have welcomed the sustenance that a good mouthful of sperm would have provided, but all he wanted was lubrication so he could turn her round and take her anally before he pulled her back up and chained her again.


The fourth time she was woken, she was so dazed she almost begged. But when she saw it was Carlo, she stopped herself. The night was chilly by then and she shivered with cold as well as fear at what he might do to her. But to her amazement he didn't flog her.


"I know you didn't start it, and I wouldn't have cared if you had," he said quietly.


She stared at him aghast. What had all this been for then?


"I needed to show you what a bunch of scared sheep they are. You're different, always have been, but you needed to see it for yourself. Even that Cherry left you didn't she?"


Alone, exhausted, cold and terrified, Tara began to cry at the memory of that final betrayal. But Carlo went on.


"They need a leader Tara. And you're it."


Her head snapped up at the sound of her name. How long was it since anyone had called her by it?


"Oh yes. I know all your names, they're in your files, but it's the last time you'll hear yours. I want you to lead my squads in the show we've got coming up...."


He told her about how two squads and three solo gladiators would be arriving shortly and then how, over two days there would be competitions and fights held before the crowds in the arena and millions over the net. He told her how he had set up the fight the previous night in order to punish them all and unite them in their suffering so that from now on they would act as a team. And finally he told her he had had the lashes which she had taken called out so that the girls in the barracks could hear.


"They'll be scared shitless of you now. They know they abandoned you, so now you can lead them and together we'll whip them into shape in time for the show. And I do mean whip, Blondie. From now on you have some whipping rights. If a girl fails you, you get to punish her before I do - she gets a double dose. But if too many girls fail, then I punish you after I've finished with them, and you get all of it. Understand?"


Tara nodded. She understood; she would stand between Carlo and the girls. And she would be alone. But her heart was already soaring at the thought that she might now attract more of her owner's attention as the leader of his squads against a whole new army of slaves in the arena. She felt her stomach flutter at the thought of the cheering crowds watching her lead out the naked gladiators.


"You'll get your own quarters," Carlo went on. "And maybe some perks. But now, we'd better put on a good show, the lads have woken the bitches up so they can hear your final punishment and know what they condemned you to," he smiled.


Tara nodded again, and even managed a tight smile back. Everything had changed, Carlo had taken her into his confidence. She was special; and even specially brutal treatment at his hands was being dished out for a purpose. And those bitches listening in their barracks would find out that purpose to their cost. She would whip them into shape alright. And in the meantime she could feel the familiar liquid warmth start in her lower stomach, Carlo was going to deal with her personally and afterwards........


He reached up and freed her wrists. "You've got wonderful tits, Blondie. A bit knocked about just now but still good. Want to hold them up for me?" he asked.


Tara saw the riding crop in his belt and understood. She was working with him, he needed her to scream good and loud, and she would oblige. She licked her lips and smiled again, then reached under her heavy orbs and cupped them in her palms. They could both see her nipples standing out proud and hard to face the crop as Carlo stepped back a pace, took it out and laid the keeper on her left nipple, sending shots of tingling lust running through her whole body. Then he struck.


The earlier floggings had left her breasts hot and tender, so the bite of the crop fetched a long squeal from her and she staggered sideways, lights flashing behind her eyelids, before she could recover herself. She was down on one knee, but her hands still proffered her breasts rather than covered them.


"One!" Carlo called loudly. "Get up you bitch!" He scuffed at the sand hard, as though he were kicking her to her feet. She let her breath come in ragged gasps, as loudly as she could and whimpered as she struggled back to her feet. Carlo laid the keeper on her right nipple this time and they exchanged knowing looks before he cracked it down. Tara gave a yodelling wail as again she staggered under the explosion of dazzling pain.


"Two!"


Again Carlo made it sound like he was kicking her and again she whimpered and whined while she held her breasts out obediently for more punishment.


"Three!"


The scream was even more authentic as her left nipple got its second stroke and Tara wheeled away helplessly, careering into the whipping post and this time cradling her stinging breasts in earnest. She leaned against the wood and waited for the spots to clear from in front of her eyes. But the crop cut up between her legs from behind and sent her arching away from the post and into momentary darkness. But when her head cleared again and she found herself on all fours, she looked up at Carlo with as clear a signal as she could give that she was through the pain barrier and her body was alight with need once again. She got to her feet again, legs spread like a drunkard and cupped her breasts once more.


"Four!"


"Five!"


Somehow she held on and remembered her part in the charade. She stifled the deep animal moans of agonised delight she wanted to give and instead yelled as though she was being branded.


"Six!"


The crop cut up between her legs again and her scream was genuine as she collapsed backwards and lay at full length, unable to do more than writhe. 


"Right then!" Carlo shouted for their audience. "I'll give you the rest where you are!"


And he did, playing the leather on her breasts and in between her squirming legs, while she tried to cover her orgasm with her yells.


"Ten lashes taken!" he called. "Sentence complete!" He pulled Tara up to her knees and to her delight, unzipped his flies.


Shaking her sweaty and dusty hair back, she gently, gratefully kissed the soft skin of the shaft, savouring the iron hardness beneath and cupping the heavy ball sac with one hand before closing her lips over the full roundness of the helm and mewing with pleasure as it slid over her tongue. He let her take her time and lick up and down his shaft before she took him back into her mouth and began to run her lips back and forth, flicking with her tongue now, urging him to enjoy the silky smooth caresses of the tight channel of her throat and spill himself there; taking the fullest advantage of the eager, well-whipped slavegirl who knelt before him. And when he finally did, holding her head against his loins while he thrust for every inch of penetration he could get, his thick seed pulsing out for her to swallow, she nearly fainted with pleasure.










Chapter 17



 


 

It was well into the following day and Tara had woken in her new quarters. Carlo had brought her there in the middle of the previous night and had taken her once again before leaving her. To her delight she now found herself housed at one end of the stable complex, under the shadow of the arena itself. There had been a moment of panic when she had first woken and found that her hands were free, but when she eventually managed to sit up she had found that her ankle was chained, though the chain was plenty long enough to allow her to move around. It had even allowed her to stand by her open door and watch the stables. She had observed the off duty guards weight training, and the stablegirls tending the horses, when they weren't being used by the men. And best of all she had seen the stables where the solo gladiators were housed, even getting glimpses of the grooming going on within. But then she had seen Carlo and the Boss approaching and had retreated to sit nervously on her bed while they strode in and now stood over her.


"Christ, Carlo," Mark said. "You gave her a real seeing-to!"


"Had to, Boss," Carlo replied. "She's tough enough and the others have got to be really scared of her. So I had to make them drop her right in it and leave her to get a pasting. Wait till they see her and I tell them she's got whipping rights. They'll wet themselves!"


"And she took it okay?"


"No problems. Couldn't get enough after I nipple whipped her, and she put on a good show too."


"Give her the rest of the day off and assign one of the stablegirls to her." 


They both turned to leave, but then the Boss stopped. "You go on, I'll catch you up, Carlo," he said.


Carlo grinned knowingly. "Sure thing. You'll find she's got a good mouth." And with that he left them alone. Tara stared at the floor, hardly daring to breathe. Would he now, at last, take her? He was her owner after all, and the erotic import of that thought kicked off its usual turmoil deep inside her. She sat quite still as he approached, her heart thumping loudly in her ears. She heard him take his shirt off and then he stood in front of her, his hand was in her hair, pushing her backwards and obediently she lay back, lifting her legs onto the bed and letting them fall open for him. He stood beside the bed for a moment and once again examined her, kneading the flesh of her thighs, feeling her arms and especially her biceps, but then he began to examine what she hoped he would, and this time he used his fingers, peeling her lips apart and enjoying the sight of her inner ones plumply engorged, her vagina hungrily open for him, her clitoris erect and throbbing under his fingers whose touch made her gasp with desire. Then he was toying with her breasts, watching her flinch as he stroked the still tender nipples and traced the lines of the whips across the wide curves of smooth skin.


Then at last he kicked off his loafers, pulled off his expensive trousers and stood naked beside her narrow bed. He was lean and sinewy in contrast to Carlo's stockier physique and his erect cock was long. Much longer than Carlo's but slenderer, it speared up, curving backwards slightly and Tara's eyes devoured every inch of its veined, hard length. Here at last was what made everything she had been through worthwhile. 


This was the man whose organisation was going to make her most secret desires come true, this man was actually going to stage full-scale games in his own arena and she was going to play a major part in bringing his vision to life. As he knelt on the bed between her spread legs and looked down at his property, Tara felt that her long journey was nearing its end. At long, long last she was in the hands of powerful men. Men who weren't afraid to command her, to take her, to punish her, to mould her to their requirements.


He slowly laid his full weight on her and made her cry out as her scored skin was pressed against the rough bedding, but the discomfort only compounded the intense pleasure of feeling her owner's hard member imperiously pressing against her willing vulva, demanding entrance. She lifted her hips and felt him slide deliciously deep into her and begin to take his pleasure there, moving slowly at first while she clenched and relaxed around him to maximise his enjoyment of his devoted slave. 


Knowing that it would be improper for her to hold him, she put her arms above her head and hung onto the rails of the bedhead as he began to plunge more fiercely into her, taking one nipple which she gladly offered to him between his lips and sucking hard on it, ignoring her hiss of pain. If only it had been he who had delivered the whipping, her delight would have been complete. But even so, despite her efforts to concentrate solely on his pleasure, he pistoned in and out of her so powerfully and for so long that she surrendered to her orgasm before he reached his and rolled off her.


"Now, Blondie, Carlo said you've got a good mouth. Show me," he said, once he had regained his feet. Joyfully she went to her knees before him and proudly savoured the sweetest tasting ejaculation she had ever experienced when at last she made him spend himself a second time.

 

The next morning a stable hand washed and groomed her before letting her eat and then taking her to the training ground. She couldn't wait to be about her master's business, moulding the squads into a team and if any of them thought Carlo had a heavy whip hand, they would soon find out that she could deliver just as harsh a punishment.


She stalked out, through the archway she had grown so accustomed to and onto the training ground just as Carlo was telling the line of girls that they now had a leader who had the right to punish any backsliding or laxness as she thought fit. Her heart leapt as she saw the nervously bitten lips and exchanged glances of fear as she walked down the line, proudly bearing the marks of her beatings.


"Show them who's boss, Blondie," Carlo said and gestured to a trestle table on which lay a selection of the equipment they had all grown so used to.


She picked up two of the staves and disdainfully tossed one to the girl from One Squad who had started the fight two nights ago. 


Nervously and with guilt etched in every line of her face she stepped forwards and the naked girls circled each other warily, making lunges and feints. But suddenly, maybe with the courage of despair, the girl launched a full attack on Tara, whirling her staff and screaming defiance she swung wildly at Tara's head. Tara only needed to sway back to let the staff whistle harmlessly in front of her eyes and then bring her own staff down, cracking across the girl's buttocks, then she used her foot to trip her as she staggered back and jabbed the staff into her stomach. She folded and Tara stood over her, contemptuously flicking the staff out of her hands and looking towards Carlo.


He shrugged and gave the thumbs down. "Pathetic. Give her twenty at the end of the session."


Next she picked out whips, not even bothering to equip herself with a shield but giving Pinkie one. Pinkie had shown promise at this sport during training, but faced with Tara, whose blood was up, she had no chance. The new squad leader simply walked through everything the girl could throw at her, revelling in the growing look of desperation on her face, before she high kicked the whip out of her hand and set about giving her such a thrashing before she went down that Carlo only sentenced her to ten lashes.


She saved the best for last though and took from the table the metal banded boxing gloves and threw one set to Cherry who was nearly in tears before the guard had finished binding them onto her fists. They didn't bother with the corsets and Tara gave an exhibition of calculated cruelty and skill so complete that Carlo had to call a stop to it, to avoid a squad member being damaged this close to the show. 


Tara felt no emotion other than pride in a job well done as she watched Cherry painfully get back to her feet.

 

That evening, the Boss and Carlo took her to the tack room and showed her the chariots which were to be raced inside the arena. The solo ponies would race on the field where Tara had first seen them, but eight squad members would pull two chariots around the arena floor and would be up against two from the opposing camp.


The chariots themselves were much like the ones the Romans might have raced, they were lightweight and carried one man. A single shaft jutted forwards with a wide spar running across it at its front end. Two girls would do the main pulling and two girls outside them - one on each side - would have more of a steering and combat role. They showed her how these girls would wear bits which would be controlled by reins held by the driver, so they would drag the chariot to the right or left as he indicated, and as all the girls would run in blinkers they would need steering. The opposition's chariots would try to nudge them out of the way or into the netting at the edge of the arena and to combat that, the outside girls would have one arm free and a thick, studded leather gauntlet running from knuckles to elbow with which to fight off their opponents.


Tara loved the taste and feel of the leather bit which they let her try out.


"Ideally, Boss, the reins should be fastened to the nipples. That way you get a much more positive reponse. But that means piercing and we can't let fighters wear rings or even have holes where rings usually go. Anything could give an opponent a hold. But if the bit is anchored to a bridle, it should get the message across," Carlo said.


He lifted a complex web of straps over Tara's head and began to arrange them, feeding one strap over the crown of her head and buckling it at her neck to two other straps which ran back from her cheeks and in turn were joined to a chin strap on either side of her mouth. Rings with sliding clips then joined the bridle to the ends of the bit and when the Boss pulled on the reins which also ran from the ends of the bit, Tara's head was jerked sharply to right or left.


She caught a glimpse of herself in a dusty mirror which hung on the wall in amongst countless sets of leather straps and hardly recognised herself, the strap which ran over her head divided at her nose and each end joined the cheek straps, so it looked as though she were muzzled, and her teeth biting on the bit gave her a feral air, she thought. 


She had been aware for some time that the presence of so many restraints and so much leather was making her moist and aroused, but when they showed her the full harness, she could hardly stifle a squeal of delight. 


"We'll have to tie her," Carlo said. "They usually wriggle a bit the first time."


One of the wooden posts which supported the loft was equipped with the inevitable loops and Tara's wrists were quickly raised and shackled, leaving her with her back to the wood and watching the preparations with eager, disbelieving eyes.


This was going to hurt! 


The two men set to work, always talking about her but never to her.


"Let her suck the butt plug for a bit, it'll go in easier," the Boss suggested and Tara found herself eagerly licking the bulbous shape while Carlo put his fingers into her vagina and stirred it up until it was slurping lewdly.


"Now keep her legs open for the next bit, Boss. They're inclined to get skittish at first, so hold her tight." 


Tara looked at what they now held and gritted her teeth. It was a simple leather thong, but mounted on it were a thick, ribbed dildo and the butt plug and wherever the strap would be in contact with her flesh - it was studded, and the light winked off the wickedly shiny little points as they made ready to fit it. To add to her consternation there were plainly far more studs on this thong than on the one she was used to boxing in. She held her silence as the dildo was slipped into her without too much trouble, but she couldn't help grunting with effort as she tried to cope with the butt plug's girth, despite its generous coating of saliva. But at last it was all in and she could feel the two shafts filling her to what felt like bursting point. Then she did turn skittish, in spite of her determination not to. Carlo pressed upwards hard to make sure they were fully in and the Boss had to hold her thighs apart quite firmly as she succumbed to her female instincts and tried to close them.


"Easy girl," Carlo coaxed. "Save it for the next bit."


And as he fed the thong up between her buttocks and reached round her to join the buckles at her hips she couldn't restrain bit-muffled screams and moans as she felt the studs press into every inch of her labia and even her clitoral hood, then even worse, along her perineum and up the cleft of her buttocks. Carlo carried on regardless and tightened the buckles in turn, making for a few moments of struggle as Tara tried to kick and squirm. But at last it was done and the men stood back to observe her panting, moaning form.


"I can guarantee that when that comes off, she'll be hotter than a June day in hell," Carlo told his boss, grinning with delight at the picture Tara knew she made, as she wriggled helplessly, feeling the deliciously sharp pain spreading through her entire lower body. Then they added the tit straps.


Again she grew 'skittish' as Carlo swapped her usual collar for her racing one and let the studded straps hang over her breasts before he looped them round and then tightened them. She squealed into her bit and twisted under her owner's iron grip on her shoulders as she felt her breastflesh pricked at what felt like a thousand places. Then they left her to settle down a bit before releasing her arms and leading her round by her reins with her wrists clipped safely behind her back.


"They calm down pretty soon, but it takes a while to get used to having two shafts moving inside them," Carlo observed while Tara took her first few, wide legged steps. It was the oddest sensation she had ever felt. The studs at her breasts and groin had settled down to an insistent, exciting discomfort but the deep, intrusive way the dildo and butt plug seemed to shift and almost rub together as her body moved around them took more getting used to. Eventually they took her out into the stable yard and she was tethered by her reins to a rail. She looked down wonderingly at her breasts. They were redder than usual from the straps' constriction and stood out much more firmly, proudly and higher than normal. Carlo stood behind her and flicked his long whip over her shoulders to demonstrate how it could be made to snap at her nipples. To start with she flinched and twisted but Carlo stroked her back with the whip and 'shushed' her like a horse until she calmed.


A new male voice joined those of Carlo and the Boss, and Carlo seemed to be instructing him on how she had been 'tacked up' and how she could now be controlled.


"You'll need to get some practice in before I add my special juice on the butt plugs. They'll be a whole lot more lively after that, but we'll aim for a trial race in three days' time. Blondie here will pick the other runners tomorrow and we'll tack them all up tomorrow evening."


The third man came round in front of her and untied her reins, she saw it was one of the smaller guards and assumed he must be one of the drivers. That impression was reinforced when Carlo accompanied them back into the tack room and instructed him on how to unharness her. She got skittish again when the butt plug was wrenched free and Carlo had to use his crop to calm her. 


But that night, when a stable girl chained her ankle for the night, she tutted at how red Tara's sex was and decided she would kiss it better before putting some stinging liniment on it. The girl knew her business and in the post orgasmic glow, Tara reckoned it had been a good day. She might sting a bit here and there, but the girls she had whipped at the posts on the training ground wouldn't quickly forget the humiliation of being whipped by another girl, let alone the pain of being whipped by Carlo straight afterwards. They wouldn't give her any trouble.


The following day she made her selection of the other girls who were to pull the chariots. On her own rig she chose Jet to act as the second 'fighter' and two of the sturdier girls, Pinkie and Chestnut to do the real pulling and take the majority of the whip. The harnessing was done out in the stable yard as there were no fewer than eight girls to deal with. They were tethered to the walls of the stables by their wrists which were held above their heads and attached to iron rings in the masonry. It took two guards to tack up each girl as all of them squirmed and squealed as they experienced first the butt plugs then the dildos and finally the more comprehensively studded thongs being buckled on tightly. The yard echoed to the cries of the girls and the cursing of the men as they held on to wildly thrashing legs.  


Tara discovered that her second experience of the harness wasn't much easier than her first and she did her fair share of writhing and kicking as Carlo once again buckled the thong on. He and his men stood back to admire their handiwork, wiping sweat from their faces and exchanging observations about the line of squirming slaves before them. After a few minutes' rest they returned to their work and fitted the tit straps, one of them holding each girl pinned against the wall by her shoulders while his companion changed her collar, replaced it with the wider one and then buckled the loops onto each breast. Tara's torso twisted and her back arched as the studs pressed against her, a strained sigh escaping the bit which she clenched her teeth onto. All around her she could hear the other girls gasping and moaning around their bits too, and when she was able to glance around her she saw a line of painfully trussed slavegirls writhing erotically against the wall as they came to terms with this new torment and the strange sensations it brought with it. 


The following day the chariot teams spent nearly the whole afternoon in harness and began practising with the chariots themselves. By the evening they were beginning to settle down and concentrate on running and the morning after that they were taken into the arena and spent the whole day running circuits. The drivers concentrated on getting the feel of their teams and didn't risk too much mock combat so close to the actual show. However they made no allowances as far as the whip went and all eight girls were salivating around their bits, their bodies burning and stinging in the aftermath of the lashings when they were finally unhitched and allowed to rest. 


Chariot racing was the final skill the squad had to learn and so from then on Carlo instituted a regime of steady, not-too-strenuous practices and a suppressed excitement spread throughout the stable as the girls realised this meant the two days of savagely erotic combats in the arena and the pens before a full audience was now imminent.


Finally the day came when Tara was woken by the sound of helicopters, one after the other, clattering overhead, hovering and then landing. She knew that the arena at last beckoned in earnest. All the practices were over. Now she and her squad had to perform for real - against unknown foes. And her pulse raced at the thought of that challenge. 


She knew that this day would be spent in last minute preparations but in the evening they would get their first sight of the opposition when they would all be paraded for inspection by the Boss's special guests. Bets would be laid and estimates made about the fitness of the girls, their stamina, their strength. And Tara couldn't wait for the admiring hands and looks she knew that she and her well-trained squad would receive.


But she did have to wait. All through a long day of tedious idleness she lay chained to her bed and listened to the bustle going on out in the stable yard. At last, in the early evening, a stablegirl entered her quarters with several metallic objects and brusquely hauled her to her feet and had her bend over and touch her toes. Something cold but not too thick made contact with her sphincter and even before she had time to shiver, it had been pushed deep inside her and it widened as it went, stretching her until she cried out and got a ringing slap on her bottom.


"Hold still!" the groom scolded and pushed harder so that Tara gritted her teeth as the wretched thing stretched her wider and wider and its coldness radiated out strangely from deep in her entrails. She recognised the shape by its feel now, it was the same as the rubber butt plugs she had got used to wearing for pulling the chariot but it seemed to be made of some kind of metal. The groom gave a final grunt of effort and wrung another cry from Tara as finally the plug went right in and her abused sphincter closed slowly on the flange at the base which would stop it falling out or riding up. But at the same time Tara felt that strange coldness touch the length of her vulva. She glanced up between her legs and saw a curved, triangular tongue of metal which had to be mounted on the base of the butt plug, pushing through between her legs and up towards her lower stomach. She was ordered to stand and was allowed to walk around her stall to settle the plug in. Her body's own heat overcame its metallic coldness quite quickly and she settled down to the by-now familiar discomfort of moving with her rectum stuffed. But when she looked down at her front she loved what she saw. It looked as though she was wearing a metal ‘cache-sexe’, it was some kind of bronze she surmised and had a large ring hanging from the front of it, just about where her clitoris was. It looked harshly sexual, entirely in keeping with her life, Tara thought.


Next she was made to stand with her hands behind her back while her nipples were dealt with. The groom fiddled irritably with them, squeezing and tweaking them into erection while she grumbled to herself.


"If I could whip the bitch, this would be a lot easier. Come on, let's have you, you little buggers, I need you standing out good and hard......" she gave a grunt of exasperation at Tara's nipples' refusal to perform adequately and quickly bent her head to suck and lick them while one hand pressed the metal at her crotch hard against her vulva and clitoris, making the plug shift in Tara's rectum and forcing a groan of delight from her. 


Once the nubs of pink flesh had hardened and darkened their colour, the groom slipped cones of the same metal over them and while Tara looked on with the detached calm that overcame her whenever someone worked on her body with no regard to her at all, one by one the groom took thick rings which were obviously sprung and, struggling to open them she slipped them over the cones and released them when their ends were in line with holes on the sides of the cones. 


Tara took in a deep hissing breath twice as she felt the rings clamp themselves tightly either side of the nipples, crushing the tender flesh and holding the cones firmly on the tips of her breasts. But when she had blinked her eyes clear of the eye-watering pain and looked down, she had to admit the effect was spectacular. Her sex and breasts were emphasised and decorated with metal. The contrast between her softest female parts and the harshness of the metal sent hot tingles running through her and made her nipples swell and throb even more painfully against their constriction. 


Two coiled bracelets of the same metal were slipped up over her biceps and a strip of blue material was bound round her right arm above the bracelet. Blue, it turned out was the colour of Tara's stable, their opponents wore red.


Pleased with her work, the groom clipped a lead onto the ring at Tara's groin and led her onto the training ground where twenty four sinister posts had been erected. In the light of her previous sufferings out here, Tara felt a surge of fearful excitement as she was tied with her back to the first post. Strangely though, her bondage was not severe, her wrist restraints were merely clipped to loops on the sides of the post. From the other barracks the rest of the squads were led out and she got her first glimpse of the opposition. They were generally darker skinned and more darkly tanned than Tara's squad, and they looked every bit as fit. All the girls were fitted with the same metal accoutrements and were all tied to the posts, blues all on one side, reds on the other. After a few minutes the guests began to arrive and for an hour or so the girls were surrounded by eager spectators who made quite free with their inspections of muscle tone and size, firmness of buttock and breastflesh, even teeth were examined and now and then Tara could hear bets being laid. 


She felt calm and strangely detached as she was discussed and fondled. All she could think about was the odd feeling in the pit of her stomach and suddenly she realised that it was the same feeling of excitement she had felt all those long months ago when she had stepped out of a plane and abandoned herself to the void. But now the arena beckoned with the promise of combat and competition against girls equally as tough as she and her squad. The exhilaration of that thought even blotted out the memory of her betrayal and abduction - and of the man who had done it.


Tomorrow she would walk down the dark passage from the dressing room and out onto the bright sunlit floor of the arena, at the head of a line of drilled, disciplined fighting girls to receive the cheers and applause of the crowd. And somewhere in that crowd would be her owner - her master. The man whose vision and wealth had allowed her this supreme test of her physical abilities. And Tara would not fail him.






THE END
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