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LAST SLAVE STANDING
BY
SEAN O’KANE
 

PROLOGUE

 

Conor Brien laughed in sheer exhilarated delight as the chariot accelerated down the home straight. Beside him the driver shouted and swung his whip high above his head to bring it slicing down across the sweating backs of the two pony slaves directly in front. Beyond them were four more slaves running alongside each other, tethered to a wide crossbar and pounding along the floor of the brand new track. Conor swung his long driving whip across their straining backs and rippling buttocks as the whole rig jolted and shook with its own speed across the ground. A warm wind played in his face as he turned slightly, hanging on to the handrail for dear life but with adrenalin flooding his veins, to look at the competing rig. The naked thighs of the slaves pulling it flashed up and down as they pounded alongside. He took a slash at them with his whip but their driver was keeping them out of range. Mark Cavanagh, Conor’s number two in command of both his arena and his business empire, and acting as whipman in the second chariot, laughed in his turn and flicked his own whip at the straining front row of slaves, making contact this time. They threw their heads back as the whipcord stung them but surged forwards and Conor turned his attention back to his own team. He threw the whip repeatedly in roundhouse strikes, aiming to go over the slaves’ shoulders and tickle up the tightly strapped breasts. His aim was true and in its turn his rig surged onwards and now the turn at the far end of the newly constructed circus was looming. The four men braced themselves in the two flying chariots; Conor ready to lean out to his right and balance the rig as it skidded round the tight turn. Beside him the driver yelled and jerked at the right hand reins wrapped round his waist. The front four slaves’ heads snapped round and the chariot veered to the right. Now Conor got off two slashes at his opponent’s slaves, around their bits they squealed as the cord bit at their flying legs, the sounds resonating and reverberating around the empty terraces. Mark tried the same tactic and then the chariots were alongside each other. The air was filled with rapid fire smacks and hisses from the whips, the twelve straining slaves squealed and shrieked around their bits as they struggled with their foes and with the whips, their backs shining in the sun and sporting fine networks of welts. Sweat and saliva flew in a fine spray as the battle for space to turn in heated up and the end of the centre boarding came ever closer. All four men were yelling incoherent encouragements to their teams as Conor’s driver dragged on the reins again, trying to force his team round and slam Mark’s into the boarding. The outside two slaves of each of the front ranks had armoured sheaths on their forearms and the closest two were flailing at each other desperately. Then suddenly both chariots cleared the boarding and just as his driver was about to jerk the reins hard right again and try to stop Mark’s team from driving them far too wide one of the front runners lost her footing. She went down in a cloud of dust and with a despairing scream, immediately the slave running beside her was brought down and the front crossbar dug into the sand and spun the rig about its own axis, the driver was dragged forwards over the handrail and the chariot smashed helplessly into Mark’s team and the slaves went down in a tangled and rolling heap. Conor himself was thrown clear over the front handrail but landed safely on soft female flesh which squirmed and wriggled under him as he lay panting and dazed for a moment. Then he pushed himself up to a sitting position, using the delightful cushion of a buttock under one hand and the breast of a groaning slave under the other.
Beside him Mark too was sitting up, grinning happily, one hand playing between the legs of a sprawling slave, stroking the plump labia which were bisected by the thin strap of her harness.
“Good as far as it went, me bucko,” Conor said, standing up and dusting himself off. “But we still need to work on the surfacing. It’s got to be firmer.”
“We could give them spikes to run in,” Mark suggested, reluctantly taking his hand away from the girl and standing up to join his boss.
Both men looked down at the squirming mass of tangled femininity, shackled by their wrists to the crossbars of the chariots, they had had no choice but to collapse into the maelstrom of thrashing limbs as the chariots crashed. The two drivers were gradually sorting through the twisted traces and hauling up each slave as she was freed. There appeared to be no more damage than a few scratches and scrapes to the superbly toned and tanned bodies, naked apart from bridles, bits, tit straps and crotch harnesses.
“Nah,” Conor said eventually. “There’d be too much damage in a collision and you know what it’s like nowadays, the costs of having them laid up are fierce, what with the vet bills and all.”
Mark nodded his agreement and called across to one of the drivers.
“Gerd! Spread some more gravel, roller it in and then run two more teams. Fresh ones. I want to see how it holds up at full speed. You up for another race, Conor?”
“No, I’ve got some calls to make. But if the surface holds good, we’ll have some fun later. I need to call Fitzgerald. It’s time I called in that favour I did him last year.”
“Yeah, you’re right. Snake’s about ready I reckon, so it’s high time we went for the big one,” Mark said and turned back to sorting through the wreckage.
Conor walked back down the length of the circus. With the advent of the six slave chariots and their new design the speeds they were capable of had forced the owners of the modern arenas to begin to adopt the design of the long, narrow circuses the Romans had used to race their chariots in, the arenas being too short for the rigs to achieve their full speed and provide the spectacle they were capable of.
But even as he left the circus and the echoing whip cracks and bit-muffled squeals behind him, his thoughts turned from pleasure to business. Snake, the most dedicated masochist any of the men on Conor’s island estate had ever seen was nearly ready to play her part in the spectacle he had been planning for over a year now……..
She had taken to the arenas with an almost feral ferocity. In some ways, he supposed, it was understandable, before she had been trained for the arenas she had been kept as a partly wild animal on his island. In almost her first appearance in his colours she had seen off the great Ayesha and since then she had gone on to achieve an unbroken run of victories in studded whip duelling, whip duelling, boxing and wrestling that had the world of the arenas once again beating a path to his door, as they had once when he had owned the great Blondie. 
Even now he could scarcely bear to think of how she had been snatched away from him. But the time was approaching when he might be able to do something about that; and Snake was vital to his plans. But then, so were some other people.



Chapter 1

 
From the outside, the house just looked very, very expensive and for the most part that’s what it was, the kind of house a wealthy hotelier would own in a very expensive part of London. However Sir John Fitzgerald had made some interesting additions to the basement. Instead of a vinyl cover for the swimming pool, he had had a special plywood cover made in sections. It was sturdy enough to take the weight of the select gatherings he hosted there, as well as tough enough to withstand the weight of a body falling on it. Currently that was what it was coping with. A roped off ring occupied the centre of the space above the pool and around it an avid audience was watching three naked women wrestling. It was clear that two of the women were trying to operate as a team but the third was far too good for them. She was a tall, black-haired beauty, well proportioned and long legged. Sir John watched her with a sort of predatory intent as he had over five thousand pounds bet on her to beat the other two inside ten minutes. At the moment the big stopwatch on the wall stood at eight minutes.
The large, airy room echoed to the shouts of encouragement from the audience, all of whom had money riding on the outcome. All three women were dishevelled and panting in the heat – Sir John had found it advisable to ensure the heavy, double drapes were drawn across the windows onto the atrium – the two who formed the duo were both scratched on their faces and across their breasts. In the heat of the battle, most of the rules had gone out of the window, to the delight of the onlookers and as many punches and raking of clawed fingers had been traded as proper throws. All in all it was a great night’s entertainment and as long as his slave, Ayesha, won in the next two minutes it would be perfect.
As he watched, his tall, black-haired slave, caught one opponent in a headlock and as her ally approached, she dropkicked her, one foot catching her between the breasts, the other on her chin. She went down and was out cold immediately so Ayesha set about finishing off the other one.
Her two opponents had been good enough amateurs, but she was a product of the Bakhtar arena and was a hardened veteran of their training methods. Sir John knew that and began to relax. Ayesha would watch the clock and provide a good show before finishing her opponent off. As he watched she released the headlock, applied an armlock and then threw the woman against the ropes, the crowd cheered as her large breasts wobbled, but then she was staggering forwards and Ayesha simply bent down, let the other woman half trip over her back and then stood up. With a despairing wail, the woman somersaulted high in the air and then landed heavily, making the floor bounce and causing shock waves to ripple through her amply fleshed body. Sir John looked up and caught her master’s look of fury. The wretch would need all her flesh, he thought, she was going to take a thrashing for having failed him.
 
The whips were beginning to fall across the backs of the vanquished slaves as Sir John collected his winnings, Ayesha kneeling obediently at his feet when his private secretary informed him that there was a call for him. He took it in his study, having clicked his fingers to indicate that Ayesha should crawl after him and serve as a footstool while he talked. As it turned out, she herself was the subject of the call.
“Yes, I’ve got her right here, Conor,” Sir John said, moving one foot so that it could rub the side of one of Ayesha’s full breasts as it hung beneath her chest. “Well today’s Saturday, so if you could give me a fortnight to say my farewells to the slut, I’ll deliver her then and make the other arrangements. You know I’m grateful for the help you gave me in purchasing her, I won’t let you down on my side of the bargain.”
He put the phone down and stared thoughtfully at his slave as she knelt, impassive as always, awaiting his bidding. Suddenly he took his feet off her back and sat forwards, gripping her right breast hard and then squeezing still harder. Ayesha’s eyes clenched shut, she gritted her teeth and her breath hissed from her lips but she made no move to escape.
“You know that Conor Brien helped me buy you when your first owner got bored with you?”
Ayesha nodded, tears oozed from her closed eyes but whether it was from pain at her breast or from mention of her beloved first owner, Sir John neither knew nor cared, but her tears always pleased him and he smiled now as he leaned closer.
“You screwed my wife and planned to ruin me, you bitch! Even though you worked for me! Well it’s been a pleasure having you all to myself but now Conor needs you to be somewhere else. In two weeks’ time I’ll deliver you to where you’re needed my beauty. But if you thought I’d punished you for what you did to me, you ain’t seen nothing yet. You’ve got some real punishment coming your way!”
Back in the main room of the basement the two defeated wrestlers were on their knees before the male members of the gathering. Their masters plainly felt that the thirty or forty lashes they had taken bent over the ropes of the ring weren’t nearly enough to atone for their failings. Each man stood behind his slave with a strap and was bestowing yet more on his already striped property as she sucked on each cock presented to her mouth.
“Hollow your cheeks, bitch! Beg him for his spunk in your worthless gob!”
“Get it into your throat! And don’t you dare spill any when he comes!”
All the while the two men made the slaves’ tasks all the more difficult by the application of a steady rain of loud smacks but still they struggled to obey, hollowing cheeks obediently and swallowing quickly, then moving on to the next man.
“My friends!” Sir John said, leaving Ayesha kneeling beside one wall and striding into the centre of the gathering. “I’m sorry to curtail tonight’s fun but I’m afraid I have some urgent business to attend to and I must ask that we cut the party short.”
There were groans of disappointment from all sides and even the two defeated slaves looked crestfallen as they got to their feet – there was a lot of unsucked cock in the room. But in less than a quarter of an hour the room was empty and Sir John stood over Ayesha. She looked up at him calm and unafraid, her earlier tears now dried on her cheeks. He hated it when she wasn’t afraid of him, she had always seemed to be able to put herself somewhere else when he was punishing her and that robbed him of some of the pleasure he felt was his due.
But he had plenty of time in which to wipe that damned impassive look off the bitch’s beautiful face and he was going to do it.
“Bring the camera to the attic,” he told the secretary. “I want to film every minute of this. We’ll start with the Spike and work from there.”
Under the special sound proofing in the eaves and behind the double, leather padded door, Sir John had built a room dedicated to delivering the most blistering assaults of pain-laden pleasure a submissive woman could dream of. And before he was finished, Ayesha de la Tour was going to experience them all.
The Spike was simply a long pole with a butt plug mounted on the top. It reared up from the floor at a steep angle just in front of a cross beam, set in the wall, with shackles for wrist restraints mounted on it.
Sir John leaned against the padded leather of the inner door after he had closed it and watched Ayesha walk over to where the Spike waited for her. She walked like a model, putting a sway in every step so that her gracefully curved hips and the shapely buttocks atop the long thighs, held the onlooker’s eye and hot wired the male libido. Still she seemed unperturbed by the constant stream of threats he had treated her to as they had made their way up through the house.
“Better get it good and lubricated,” he told her as she stood facing the apparatus, and obediently she dropped to her knees and began to lick and kiss the blunt, pear shaped steel.
“You are despicable,” he told her. “A slut who licks where her own arse has been. The lowest of the low. You don’t even put up a fight.”
She carried on licking until the steel was running with saliva and on the command she stood and faced away from it. Deliberately it had been made too high for a girl to wriggle herself onto, so while Sir John began to select the range of whips he would start work with, the secretary caught her round the hips and lifted her. While he took her weight, she reached down behind her and, as she had been trained to do, guided the plug with one hand while with the other she held her anus as open as she could. Sir John stopped to watch her as her hands fumbled behind her and then she stiffened for a second before gasping as she was lowered slightly and the blunt head of cold steel began its progress into her. She grimaced and her hands fluttered ineffectually around her backside as she was slowly lowered further and then her face relaxed slightly as her sphincters were at last able to close somewhat around the stalk. The two men then took her hands and pulled them apart and behind her to clip her restraints to the rings on the board behind her. That left her bent sharply backwards from the waist and by the time they had spread and shackled her ankles similarly, spread wide and behind her, she was bowed painfully out, away from the wall, mounted immovably on the Spike.
 
Ayesha carefully kept her expression neutral as she was mounted with her limbs spread and shackled behind her, right at the threshold of pain even before the beating began. The butt plug thrust her pelvis forwards and its deep intrusion was uncomfortable in that posture, even to a girl as used to buggery as she was. It also meant that the oncoming breast and cunt whipping would be utterly unavoidable; she would just have to stand and face every lash full on. But it was only right and proper. She had wronged Sir John and knew she deserved everything she received from him. But it was her first master, Peter Lang, the Prince of Bakhtar’s trainer who had revealed to her how wicked she had been and who had allowed her to redeem herself by serving him and it was still him she worshipped. Sir John was merely the instrument of her true master’s will being worked out on her body.
She watched him laying out the whips. A good sturdy flogger to start with, followed by a crop and a small martinet to finish with. Inwardly she nodded her approval, it would hurt and she was under no illusion that Sir John would stop there. However strong her determination to serve her master was, her stomach fluttered and convulsed in nervous excitement as she faced Sir John’s cruelty.
Her position made it hard for her to keep her head up so by the time Sir John had stripped off his shirt, dipped his fingers into her plug-narrowed vagina and finally taken up the first whip, she had let it hang back and was looking at the ceiling when the lashes began. Her breasts rippled and flattened, her nipples sending shards of bright pain deep into her as the heavy leathers thudded home. She had taken five before she could even draw breath and no sooner had she been able to gasp in a couple of lungfuls than Sir John began to whip her stomach. Here she could at least call on her strength to clench against the impact of the lashes but still she couldn’t restrain the hoarse cries which escaped her each time the stinging leathers thumped her.
“Twenty lashes,” Sir John announced, standing back and taking a rest
Ayesha shook some hair out of her eyes and watched as he put down the flogger and took up the crop. She braced herself. The flogger had not been too bad and had served to begin to excite her but by changing to the crop this early in the session, Sir John was deliberately condemning her to feeling most of what was to follow as pain before the pleasure kicked in.
The breath exploded from her and she vainly tried to curl up as the first lash cracked across her stomach, the path of the shaft etching itself across the insides of her eyelids as a scarlet line.
Crack!
This time he landed the lash so that the keeper slapped at her hard. She couldn’t keep the high pitched yelp inside her as it stung her. Five more lashes rained down in quick succession and she writhed on her mounting and gritted her teeth against the screams. But then it stopped and Sir John’s fingers were inside her suddenly, twisting and stretching her vagina as it was compressed from behind by the plug. The pleasure was exquisite as it warred with the hot furnaces in her skin and she moaned helplessly. Every time she was made to dance in the hellish light of pain and pleasure, Ayesha never lost her surprise at how easily her masters could make her move between the two opposites. She opened her eyes and saw Sir John looming over her. He was smiling maliciously and she knew what he was about to do, and knew too that he would want to look into her eyes while he did it. She kept her gaze steady as she felt his cock stroke across her lips and come to rest at her entrance, then it was pushing in and vying with the steel in her rectum for room inside her. The resultant eroticism for a well trained submissive was huge and Ayesha exploded almost instantly into orgasm. Even as the pleasure became too much and she had to close her eyes and let her head fall back, she knew how much pleasure he would take in making her orgasm time and again while he moved from punishment to ravishing pleasure. Deep inside her she felt him thrust and thrust again, sensitising every last centimetre of her vaginal tunnel and then rasping and squeezing it. By the time she felt him begin to spurt hot tides of sperm into her she was almost unconscious from the delirium of successive orgasms.
They gave her time to recover before they started in with the crop on her breasts and by the time the secretary took her while Sir John stood behind her belabouring the backs of her thighs she had completely lost herself in the labyrinth of conflicting sensations and could only orgasm until she couldn’t climax any more.
The following morning as Ayesha lay in her small bed, chained by both wrists to the bed head, conducting a mental survey of her various welts and bruises, she heard Sir John speaking on the phone downstairs. She heard him use the word ‘marathon’ and she sighed. That was the word he used when he summoned friends to make a party up for a hard session. Wherever it was she was going to go afterwards, she would arrive well and truly marked.



Chapter 2

 
“Good morning everyone and welcome to the CSL stable.”
Brian Holden slipped easily into his routine as guide. One day every week for the past few months he had been showing small groups of arena fans round. They paid handsomely for the privilege and funded purely on the revenue they generated, he and his boss, Carlo Suarez were attending an auction in the coming month. Alone amongst the arena stables, the CSL stable didn’t have its own arena, it specialised in hiring out slaves and it occupied land on the estate of The Lodge, England’s premier SM club. Originally it had been housed in the main house’s stableyard, but as it had grown and prospered John Carpenter and Carlo – the joint owners – had been able to add an equestrian stadium for indoor training and six months previously a purpose built and much larger stable block for the arena slaves had been added alongside it. The whole complex now stood in the woods to the west of the house and accommodated ten slaves who were attended to by a head groom and her assistant plus two junior grooms.
It had been John’s idea to capitalise on the immense interest generated by the stable’s success and of course its most famous possession, Blondie. It had been advertised on the net as ‘The Stable of the Stars!’
Carlo had been dead against it, complaining that it would interrupt training schedules but when John held out the promise of being able to buy more slaves, he had caved in but insisted that Brian do the tours. Brian was quite happy with that arrangement, he enjoyed showing off the slaves and watching them being enjoyed by the guests. Each week one slave was selected to be shown off and this week it was Purdy’s turn.
The group of ten tourists stood beside the bus which had driven them in and looked about them. The new yard was concreted and at its centre there was a square hole. Currently it was filled with the upright of a set of breast stocks. Beyond them the bland steel bulk of the training stadium reared up. The other three sides of the yard were formed by the two storey stable block on the north side, the tack rooms formed the eastern perimeter and the offices were housed on the west, either side of the arch through which the guests had been driven.
Brian let the lascivious gazes rest for a second on the stocks before he began the tour proper.
“I’ll have one of the slaves put in the stocks for you in a little while, but if you would follow me, we’ll start with the stalls.” The group, mainly men but with two or three women in attendance, followed him into the brand new and echoing stable block.
Opposite the door and at the back of a broad expanse of screed flooring was a line of fifteen stalls. They were made of wood and had been varnished and polished to a high gloss, each stall was fronted by a half door and on each door was a brass plaque bearing a name.
“Each slave has a stable name, as CSL is small enough to cope with names. The actual arena stables nowadays only assign numbers as squads now commonly number seventy girls with solo fighters on top of that. Please feel free to go and look more closely, you will see that the stalls are really quite comfortable.”
Whispering nervously the group made its way inevitably over to the stall on the far left which bore the name ‘Blondie’, just as inevitably there was a murmur of disappointment when they found it was empty.
“You will get to see Blondie,” he assured them. “She was the foundation of the stable when Mr Suarez escaped with her from the Conor Brien stable. She then went on to win, Jet, Cherry, El Tigre and Ox for us and they formed the main building blocks of the stable’s success. Since then we’ve added Trouble and Purdy – who will be helping me with the tour shortly – and more recently, Blackie, Rose and Legs. Now, let’s step into Blondie’s stall……..”
Eagerly the group filed in behind Brian and looked around. There was a deep pile of straw, covered with a sheet and a duvet, at the back, just above it was a heavy steel ring which had a neatly coiled chain hanging from it. There was a bucket for night soil standing close by. On the high wall which separated the stall from its neighbour was a narrow shelf on which stood some basic items of makeup below a mirror. There was a low stool tucked away under the shelf.
“Mr Holden,” one of the tourists asked, “they surely don’t get made up to go into the arenas do they?”
“No, but they are female despite being slaves first and foremost. So when they are required for sexual use in the dungeons over at the house or here, they give of their best when they know they’ve been well groomed. Please note the soft mat in front of the feeding trough by the door there, for comfortable kneeling at feeding time and the vents for underfloor heating. The bottle above the trough is constantly kept filled with fresh juice or water. The grooms change the straw every two days and the temperature is carefully monitored all year round. One of the reasons for the stable’s success is, we believe, the trouble we take over making sure that our slaves are well cared for.” Brian let them absorb that boast for a few seconds while they looked around and then added. “But they pay for it!” There was general laughter and Brian led the group to Purdy’s stall.
The big-breasted brunette was standing at her stall door as they approached, her wrists were clipped tidily behind her back and as Brian approached she thrust her breasts forwards to have them played with. Brian obliged with some affectionate squeezes and nipple twists, and then invited the tourists to do the same.
“Don’t be gentle with her, she won’t understand that,” he told them.
He let them play with her for a few minutes, proud of her docility and the way she held still, letting out only strained moans now and then.
When everyone had had a good feel, Brian stepped forwards again. “Back up there, girl,” he told her and opened her stall door, the group crowded in behind him and watched as he unlocked her ankle chain from the ring just above her bedding, coiled it up and then returned to lead her out onto the floor by crooking his finger through the ring on her collar. Then once he was in the centre of the floor he had the group arrange themselves in a semi circle in front of him while he stood behind Purdy.
“This is Purdy, she’s been fed and groomed this morning but will have expected to be exercised with the others, so she’s probably a bit out of sorts,” he began. “She was bought at auction about a year ago and has competed in several shows since then. As you will have noticed she is not entirely typical arena stock.” Here Brian reached over her shoulders and hefted the soft and heavy mounds of breastflesh. “She is unusually big titted but that makes her good fun to watch in wrestling matches, she gives excellent value in a boxing corset and if she is strapped up sufficiently they don’t prevent her from running well in traps and chariot races. Despite the size of the tits, she is fairly slender and so doesn’t tend to get used for log pulling or whip duelling. However she does of course get used for all squad events like the general melees, assault course running, mass log pulls and so forth.”
One of the tourists put up a hand tentatively. “I downloaded some clips of a show at the Orange team’s arena and didn’t she win the individual dressage?”
“You’re quite right. And if you look over there, you’ll see a photograph of her with her rosette.” Brian indicated the wall opposite the stalls and a row of large cupboards with photographs stuck on the doors. The group turned to look and Brian suddenly felt Purdy’s fingers cup and gently hold his scrotum as he stood close behind her.
“They pin the rosette directly onto the tit don’t they?” one of the tourists asked.
“Oh yes,” Brian said. “And the slaves are very proud of them.” He felt Purdy’s fingers stroke him furtively. “And talking of tits, I promised you a look at the breast stocks later. But you’re in luck today and I think you’ll be seeing a proper punishment.”
He squeezed a breast hard. “Purdy here’s feeling a bit frisky.”
She arched her neck and shook her thick, gleaming mane of chestnut hair coquettishly but her fingers dropped away from him.
The group turned back to face him as he resumed. “Now as you’ll notice, she’s in training tack at the moment, restraints at wrist and ankle and a collar with rings. Of course prior to entry into an arena all slaves are stripped completely of anything that could offer an opponent a hold.”
“Except log pulling, they wear collars and wrist cuffs for that,” one of the tourists eagerly added.
There was always one, Brian thought. “Exactly,sir. I think we’ll see some log pulling later on. But can I draw your attention to the distinguishing features of the CSL stable’s regime?”
All the tourists craned forwards eagerly, it was always a high spot of the tours. He pressed Purdy’s cheeks between finger and thumb and she knew what he wanted. Obediently she opened her mouth and put out her tongue. There was an involuntary gasp and one of the women couldn’t help squeaking.
“It’s much bigger in real life!” one of the men exclaimed.
“It was initially Mr Suarez’s trademark when he was with the Conor Brien team but its use is becoming very widespread now. After all, with bodies like these beauties have,” he slapped Purdy’s haunch casually, “they don’t need tongues for anything apart from eating, and sucking cock of course. Which Purdy will be doing shortly.”
“Doesn’t having a ring that big through the tongue hurt?” a woman asked.
“They’ve never said so. But then no one’s asked. And besides by the time they’ve been branded it’s probably a stroll in the park,” Brian replied to a ripple of laughter. “No, seriously, we do use anaesthetic if the slave is conscious to ensure a good fit and a clean piercing.”
He took his fingers away and Purdy closed her mouth, the heavy ring making its characteristic clicking sound against her teeth. He turned her slightly and had the group notice the rectangle with the letters CSL burned into her hip.
“Do you use anaesthetic for that?” someone asked.
“No, they wouldn’t be proud to carry it if we did. This one took several weeks to settle down and bond with us. But at the end of that time, I personally put the iron to her.”
Purdy had arrived at the stable hostile and rebellious but after weeks of patient work by Brian had at last submitted and he recalled how she had looked him in the eye, calm and resolute, just a second before the brand was applied.
As he recounted the event to the tourists he felt her fingers once again furtively stroke him. She was definitely feeling frisky and was clearly determined to court serious punishment.
Brian smacked her mons, just at the top of the labial split and moved on quickly.
“Now as a small stable we have had to adapt to cope with an ever increasing number of slaves, all of whom have to be washed, fed and groomed daily. So can I draw your attention to the arrangements outside each stall.”
A porcelain toilet bowl was mounted on the wood to the left of each stall door. Below and at either side of it were two small platforms for feet. Brian led his party to one end of the line of stalls and had them note the line of dials.
“Each morning the slaves are taken out of their stalls. One groom records their weight here as they stand on the platforms. Then they are allowed to sit and pass water and excrete. Patti Campbell, our head groom, then examines the stools to ensure that each girl is in good health. Once she is satisfied and the slaves’ weight has been recorded after defecation, the grooms clean them and the toilets are flushed from this one central point.” Here he pointed to a chrome lever set in the wall. “Only then are the ankle chains released on four of them and they move to the washroom.” He pointed behind the group and they turned to fully notice the long, tiled corridor that stretched from the end of the stalls to the far wall. Shower heads lined each side and at the other end, past some large grilles there was a wide gap allowing access back into the main room.
Brian then had them look up and got the usual gasp of admiration. Slung from the ceiling were two rails and back at the other end of the stable were four motorised winches slung underneath and fitted with small wheels that ran on the rails above them.
Brian moved to a control panel on the wall, a panel with four sets of identical buttons. He pressed one button and with a soft whirring noise and some clanking from the wheels running on the rails, one of the winches moved to roughly above where Purdy had been left standing, several chains swung beneath it as it moved. Brian went back to her and unclipped her wrists, then he raised them and clipped them to two of the chains. Two more chains came off a second drum positioned just ahead of the first and these he clipped to her ankle restraints, ensuring they hung down in front of her, then he returned to the control panel and pressed another button. The winch’s second drum began to revolve and the chains in front of Purdy shortened. She was thrown back against her wrist shackles as her feet were jerked off the floor.
Once Purdy’s body hung parallel to the floor, Brian stopped the chains from shortening any more and instead pressed the ‘forwards’ control. Again with a soft whirring noise the winch moved towards the party with Purdy now swinging under it about three feet above the floor.  Once her helplessly suspended form was directly in front of the group, Brian halted it and touched another control. This time there was the sighing of hydraulics. Looking up, the tourists could see the square frame which held the two drums begin to elongate into a rectangle, each long side formed by a gleaming rod of steel which lengthened as they watched.
“It’s a warehousing system which Mr Suarez and myself bought in and adapted. We can process the whole stable within half an hour. Two batches of four and then the last two,” Brian told them. As they watched, Purdy’s limbs were stretched until her arms and legs were almost in line with her body, her head fell back and her thick mane of dark brown hair almost trailed on the floor. Brian took his finger off the button and there was quiet for a moment as everyone examined the erotic form before them. Purdy’s long, shapely legs were stretched and parted widely enough for them all to see the fleshy slot of her sex, shaved and blatantly aroused with tiny pearls of juice shining among the pink folds. Her breasts were stretched into taut ovals supporting deep red and fully erected nipples at the peaks of swollen areolas. Her head hung back and her tongue ring clicked as she swallowed, her mouth at the perfect height for fellation.
“Normally she would be suspended face down and would be douched, shaved, soaped up and then run through the showers to the driers at the far end.” He pointed to grilles at the end of the corridor. From there the rails on the ceiling curved around and away to the far side of the building where they terminated in front of the tall cupboards.
“In the evenings they are deposited over there where you can see the dildo poles. They are taken down and impaled on them either anally or vaginally for an hour or so. Pressure pads on the sides of the dildo register the amount of pressure each girl is exerting and the grooms encourage them to achieve good results with the whips. The benefits of such constant training you’ll experience for yourselves shortly.”
“Mr Holden?” one of the women in the group queried a little shyly. “Which method do you use to keep them shaven?”
“We use hot wax. An arena slave needs to be constantly acquainted with pain. Incidentally, Patti, our head groom, uses shaving as a disciplinary tool. If any of them gets what she calls ‘crabby’, she’ll have the grooms allow some hair to grow around the anus and then she’ll use single hair extraction to depilate her. Noisy but very effective, I assure you!” There was some laughter and some grimaces from the women.
“But now,” Brian went on. “I’m sure you’ve all waited long enough, so I’ll just ginger this lovely creature up and you can sample the delights of a CSL slave.” From one of the cupboards over at the far wall, he fetched a strap which was one of his favourite implements. From a ribbed leather handle a soft, pliable but fairly heavy strip of leather widened out rapidly and then narrowed along its eighteen inch length. As he returned to the stretched and suspended slave, an excited and expectant hush fell over the group. This was what they had really paid money for.
Brian stood above Purdy and she craned her head up enough to see what was going to be used on her then made a loud clicking as she swallowed and let her head fall back. Brian noted the dilated pupils of her eyes as she succumbed to the submissive’s helpless excitement in the face of her own mistreatment.
“This is isn’t a punishment beating. This is no more than one of these slaves needs to make sure she’s good and juicy for her masters,” Brian told his audience. “It also demonstrates what we try to achieve with them. As you can see, she is smooth and feminine at the moment, all good looking curves and nice bumps.” He took one breast by the nipple, stretched it and then shook it, making it ripple almost like liquid. “But see what happens when she’s beaten.”
With no warning he windmilled the strap down across her stomach, then across her breasts and finally down onto her open crotch. Three strikes in quick succession. Three deafening cracks. One after the other. Purdy’s body heaved and twisted, the stomach fluttering, the pelvis tilting, her thighs vainly trying to rise and clench; her head snapping up and then falling back. There was a collective sigh of pleasure from the onlookers as they watched her heavy breathing make her breasts continue to judder and shake.
“I see what you mean,” one man said, leaning forwards and stroking Purdy’s inner thighs. “You could see the sinews quite clearly and the stomach muscles!”
“An arena slave has to be fit for the bed and the dungeon as well as the arena,” Brian reminded them. “Okay, let’s go again.”
He repeated the dose, but this time extended it to five lashes and fetched strained squeals from between Purdy’s clenched teeth as her legs tried to bicycle in the air to protect her exposed cunt which this time took two lashes full on from the narrow tip of the strap.
“She felt those last two!” one of the men exclaimed as they watched her body swing and twist in mid air, her fingers clenching into fists about the chains. One of the women stood forward and gently stroked her stomach, flat and smooth but now marked vividly by only a few lashes of the strap.
“She is beautiful,” she whispered, her eyes bright as her fingers trailed up to caress the breasts. “Can you do that again?”
“Of course,” Brian agreed happily. “She’s proud to be shown off to paying customers.”
Once again the big room echoed to heavy, fleshy smacks as Brian aimed his lashes for maximum effect. He swung down three across her breasts, making her exert her full strength by arching her back upwards to try and get her vulnerable flesh away from the tormenting lash. He waited until she slumped back and threw three more heavy strikes at her crotch, deliberately running the thin tip of the strap along the slit of her cunt and making the very end bite at her anus. The onlookers applauded her strength in managing, even in full suspension, to thrust her pelvis up to meet the final lash. Brian stood back and coiled the leather.
“If you would like to try her….” he suggested to the man on his right.
The man leaned forwards with a wide grin on his face and plunged his fingers between the trembling thighs. An amused and excited ripple of laughter ran round the group as they all clearly heard the squelching of a well prepared cunt.
“She’s all yours. And when you’ve finished we’ll go and see the others training,” Brian told them and went to lean against the side of the stalls. Purdy was immediately engulfed and disappeared from view. All Brian could see were the chains shaking and swaying.
The usual way this part of the tour went was that the men would form a queue straightaway at the slave’s head, eager to sample the feeling of her ringed tongue licking them – and indeed the queue duly formed so that Brian could see Purdy once more. The women went first to bend and examine the cunt, opening it and discussing it, rubbing the clit and exploring the body right up to – and sometimes into - the anus.
“She knows that if she fails to give complete satisfaction, she can expect punishment, so do make sure you are as demanding as you can be. And, gentlemen, there will be other opportunities to enjoy the slaves, so feel free to ejaculate in whatever passage you want. You can try other ones later.”
There was some relieved chat and laughter as the men were freed of the onerous choice about whether to come in the mouth or whether they should sample the cunt or rectum.
One man immediately went for the cunt, standing between Purdy’s spread thighs, he freed a rampantly erect cock from his trousers and slipped it straight in. Brian watched as Purdy arched slightly in surprise but kept tonguing the cock that was hovering at her lips.
“Hey, you’ve really got to try this!” the man inside her cunt called to his companions. “She is so wet! But she can grip like a vice!”
Brian’s heart swelled with pride and he watched carefully to make sure she gave full throat service to the cock which had now driven in between her lips and was seeking release as deep inside her as it could go. Her mouth was stretched wide around the gleaming shaft, her pink striped breasts were being mauled and squeezed in just the way she loved and between her legs, Brian knew she would be clenching as hard as she could.
CSL turned out a superb product, he thought proudly.
For nearly forty-five minutes the group used Purdy constantly. Two of the women, in their turn, straddled her head and had her lick them out while they faced their men who were buried in her cunt to the hilt and tormented her breasts as cruelly and knowledgeably as only a woman can. The third was clearly much more submissive and was ordered to perform the useful function of licking Purdy clean after each ejaculation. Three times Brian saw the slave arch her back, her limbs shaking with the strain and even around the constant oral penetration and her tongue ring, he heard her scream of release.
But at last the group all stood around the exhausted form hanging in front of them and straightened their clothes, the women wiping marks off their skirts, the men dabbing at damp patches where semen or cunt juice had leaked onto their trousers. Brian stepped forwards and just then the door to the courtyard opened and Raika, the pretty little Indian assistant to Patti Campbell came in.
“Ah, just in time! Clean this one up will you,” Brian called. The girl gave her customary curtsey and came over to the group.
“Raika was purchased at the same auction as Purdy was and is assistant groom. As a groom, she is of course senior to the arena slaves but is still subject to discipline and use by any male. Show the nice people your tits, Raika.”
The CSL grooms all wore the uniform that Patti had designed. It consisted of kitten heeled sandals, a very short pleated skirt and a blouse knotted below the breasts. Raika didn’t hesitate in slipping the knot, letting her blouse fall open and then putting her hands behind her back and thrusting her charming breasts forwards.
“Two of the best tits in the stable,” Brian said as the group ogled the full, firm globes riding high and prominent on the slender chest. “Take it off and go to work, please,” Brian ordered.
Again there was no hesitation, the blouse was discarded and the group laughed in delight as they watched the inviting way the breasts shook and swung as Raika set about her tasks. She went over to the control panels and swung Purdy nearer the showers, then she took a steel high pressure hose nozzle from its rest, tested the spray and then reached between Purdy’s legs, opening the labia skilfully with one hand and jabbing the nozzle in quickly with the other. She pressed the trigger at the base of the nozzle and everyone saw Purdy jerk in shock as she was sprayed inside with cold water, the icy liquid overflowing from her in a froth of bubbles and spray. She struggled as the rod was held inside her until Raika was satisfied she was thoroughly clean, then the nozzle was replaced in its holder and the Indian girl took an ordinary bottle of shower gel from a shelf and squirted some over Purdy, then she took a wooden pole which had an exfoliating sponge attached to the end, she turned on the showers and dampened the sponge before working it over the slave’s body and getting a good lather up, she worked it hard into Purdy’s face and hair where she had acquired quite a coating of dried spunk. Satisfied with her work she returned to the control panel and pressed the ‘forwards’ control once more. Motors whined above and the naked slave was carried slowly along the corridor while showers drenched her from both sides. At the far end, Raika halted the dripping body’s progress and switched on the blowers. Immediately the room was filled with the roar of the machines and the onlookers could see Purdy’s hair tossed and blown in the gale.
“Morning and night they would have their teeth brushed and their nails checked at this point,” Raika called across to the tourists. “But today I’ll just brush her hair once its drier.”
One of the men turned a questioning look at Brian and he smiled his permission back. The man beckoned Raika across and took a handful of her left breast. The small girl took it in her stride and stood quite patiently while several of the men and one of the women helped themselves. One man lifted her skirt from behind and felt underneath it.
“She’ll be available for fucking later on,” Brian told them. “But for now let’s move on to the training ground. Raika, when you’ve got Purdy dried and brushed, put her in the tit stocks for the afternoon. She needs a proper beating.”
Raika gave one of her brilliant smiles and calmly adjusted her skirt then bent to retrieve her blouse before turning back to Purdy.
Brian and his party stopped briefly by the door to examine the dildo poles and see how they could be cranked up and down and they were shown the pressure pads and the dials on the sides. One of the men slid his hand up and down the shaft of one, lasciviously.
“Just think, guys. Some of the most famous cunts in the world have graced this little beauty,” he said.
Lunch was taken two hours later, after the guests had seen Carlo putting some of the girls through their paces at wrestling, boxing and whip duelling. While the slaves were fed in their stalls, the grooms ladling the food into troughs set low down beside the half doors at the fronts, the guests ate at a table set in the middle of the floor. The food was brought over from the main house and the grooms made themselves available during and after the meal. Some of the guests were amused to be allowed to take a spoon and help the slaves clean up the last of their meals while the grooms themselves, Raika, Anne Marie and Helga were variously kneeling under the table sucking cock or lying on top of it with their legs in the air.
In the afternoon they watched Blondie, Jet and Blackie haul logs through the thick mud in one of the meadows. Most arenas were in warmer climates and Carlo made his slaves train in the mud so that hauling logs across the sands of the arena floors would be no more than a pleasant relief. The tourists took it in turns to wield whips and a simple lottery decided who got to whip the famous Blondie. As each slave completed a pass through the mud, Carlo tongue-tethered them to a stake driven into the firm turf above the mudpool. All the men in the party took full advantage of the bent-over stance this forced on the slaves to fuck them, being careful not to get mud from their legs on their trousers.
The tall, legendary blonde, her arms spread wide along the slender metal bar run through the ring at the back of her collar, powered her way easily through the calf deep ooze, dragging her log behind her and hardly seeming to notice the floggings she was subjected to. Jet was nearly as fast but Blackie, the thick mane that gave her name tossing and blowing in the spring air as she was whipped, made heavy weather of it.
“She’s not yet built up enough strength,” Brian explained as she went down onto one knee towards the end of her third pass through the mire. “Mr Suarez got her cheap because he’s convinced that after a few months of our combination of diet and training, she’ll be a very useful all round performer. As you can see she’s got good broad shoulders for taking the whip, a fair length of leg and a deep chest which should mean endurance. The big stables haven’t got the time to develop potential on an individual basis though and that’s where we come in.”
The final treat of the day was to watch as one of the slaves, the tall, slender Legs, on that occasion, was harnessed to a trap in full studded tack. Brian took pride in showing how carefully the crotch strap was fed between the labia so that the lips pouted prettily to either side and how precisely the clitoral rasper had to be positioned. Legs was a particularly docile acquisition and even this early in her training would allow a complete stranger to insert her dildo and butt plug without rearing or kicking. She even held steady for every tourist in turn to have a go at it before having her breasts constricted by being bound into studded straps which buckled tight around them, she did cavil a little at the end of the procedure however but Brian explained that it was because she was impatient to get going and in any case two swipes with the riding crop settled her down.
Once she was between the shafts of a trap, Brian took each guest on a short loop of tarmac track that ran out from the yard then turned back towards the house, then circled the stadium and returned. By the end of her tenth circuit, Legs’ backside and back were covered by a dense network of pink welts and she was foaming and dribbling helplessly around her bit, which ran through her tongue ring, making it impossible for her to close her mouth.
Normally that would have been the end of the tour, apart from a quick demonstration of how a slave could be mounted on whatever instrument of correction happened to be set out in the yard.
However, Purdy was still patiently awaiting punishment for her flirtatiousness earlier. Raika had put her in the breast stocks and she had been there ever since.
“Flirting with a master is strictly forbidden,” Brian explained. “She knew quite well what she was letting herself in for but they just can’t help themselves sometimes. In fact she’s fairly lucky, we have several sets of breast stocks, some with very constricting holes, some lined with studs. This one’s quite straightforward it just holds her steady.”
The group of tourists stood gathered around, looking at Purdy who stood stoically with her wrists clipped to the back of her collar, her tits trapped in the wooden holes of the stocks and held immovable by nipple clamps chained together.
Carlo was bringing the other slaves back at the end of their day and when Brian explained Purdy’s offence he laughed and suggested a few refinements that would crown the tourists’ day.
Anne Marie appeared with Ox and Trouble, they had been absent all day and sported traces of whole body whipping to an extent that had everyone whistling in amazement.
“They are whip fodder, these two. In an arena show they must take three days of this, so sometimes we hang them out from a branch of a tree by the first hole of the golf course and the Lodge members warm up by flogging them. They are tough girls these!”
They were tongue leashed and tied to the wall of the stables along with their companions who had been working out in the stadium under the control of the grooms. They presented a fine array of docile femininity as they stood in a line facing the stable wall, their tongue leads looping to steel rings, their hips tilting prettily from time to time as they shifted their weight from one leg to the other, their backs and buttocks almost all heavily striped.
Brian went into the tack room and returned with fresh nipple clamps, without any preamble he removed the ones that Purdy had been wearing for so long and immediately she began to hop from foot to foot as circulation returned to the tormented nubs. Then he put more strongly sprung, toothed clamps on instead. Purdy let out a throaty groan at this new pain as the first clamp sank into her left nipple, and bent her knees, trying to shrink her tits back through the holes. But Brian ignored her and instead reached into her mouth to get her tongue, then he threaded the second clamp and its chain through the tongue ring, looped it through again and then he pulled it tight. Purdy let out an incoherent wail and bent her head forwards as far as she could to relieve the strain on her sorely stretched nipple, which was inevitably pulled up towards her mouth. Finally he clamped her right nipple with the chain pulled fully taut and invited the guests to inspect his handiwork. Purdy’s breath was rasping in her throat by then as they filed by, fascinated by the way her breasts folded upwards as the nipples dragged them and they compared fond memories of what that long pink tongue could accomplish with its heavy ring.
“That should hold her steady for her beating, she won’t be in a hurry to wriggle too much, that’s for sure!”
Carlo himself agreed to deliver the punishment and the guests were treated to the sight of the legendary trainer disciplining one of his slaves. He chose a heavy length of braided leather, made supple and soft by long use and laid on forty lashes with it. His target remained perfectly still throughout, her back bent and curved to maximise the surface and its vulnerability. As Brian watched his Purdy mark up as the steady rhythm of the strokes continued relentlessly and the meaty smacks reverberated around the yard and her yelps and groans became deeper and more and more impassioned, he decided that he would visit her stall later on.
While the guests said their farewells and thanks, Carlo announced that tonight would be what was known as an “Open stalls night”.
“We are going into a show in two weeks’ time. No sex from now on so it’s traditional that tonight they can go into other stalls and we give them some toys to play with. From then on it’s work until the show at the Salazar arena and I hope you will support us, my friends!” Carlo finished with a show of warmth that was unusual for him on a tour day.
“He’s booking the whole stable?” Brian asked in amazement. The negotiations between Alberto Salazar and John Carpenter had been going on for some time but he had heard nothing for a few days.
“Yes, John rang as I was bringing Rose and Blondie back,” Carlo said, his face nearly splitting from his broad grin. “We’re all going! You, me, Blondie, Jet, Rose, the whole lot of us!”
Brian’s mind reeled at the sums of money that must have been involved and he was still in a bit of a daze as he waved goodbye to the tourist bus and turned to unclip Purdy’s nipples. “Oh don’t make such a fuss,” he scolded her happily as she whimpered.
An hour later, when the evening feed had been completed and the slaves, contrary to normal practice were being set free after their grooming, the phone rang in Patti’s office, just off the main stable. She came to find Brian and Carlo who were already laying plans for the run up to the show.
“Mr Carpenter needs you at the house,” she said.
Carlo checked his watch. “We’ll be there for our supper in a few minutes anyway.”
“He said you needed to come now,” Patti insisted.



Chapter 3

 
The car park at the front of The Lodge was normally a place where anyone would be embarrassed to park anything less than a supercar, so the ancient horsebox looked terribly out of place, even though it was towed by a Range Rover. It was Sir John Fitzgerald’s Range Rover and as always when he saw Sir John, Brian was afflicted by tides of unwelcome memories. In his previous life he had worked for HM Customs and Excise and he had been about to arrest Sir John, using information supplied by Ayesha when she had vanished – only to reappear as a slave in the Bakhtar arena when Brian himself had been there, having abandoned his career and instead been desperate to achieve the position he now occupied. He had known that Sir John was a member of The Lodge but whenever he saw him he recalled how badly Ayesha had treated him, his own involvement with that episode and felt uncomfortable. However, Sir John was one of a group of members that Brian disapproved of; he hung out with Josh Cordell and was under almost constant threat of expulsion for excessive cruelty. Now though, he stood smoking a cigar and chatting happily with John Carpenter, owner of The Lodge and co-owner of CSL.
“Ah! Carlo!” John hailed them as they approached. “Sir John says he’s got something we might want in his horsebox. Something we might want a lot!”
“Open her up and take a look, Carlo,” Sir John said, waving the cigar expansively.
Carlo shrugged and he and Brian went round to the back of the box, knocked off the catches and carefully lowered the back, not at all sure what to expect. At first they thought Sir John was playing a joke of some kind, it looked completely empty but as their eyes accustomed themselves to the gloom at the back of the box, they saw a woman’s buttocks in amongst the straw. Carlo jumped up and walked in then bent over the inert form and Brian saw him reach down and turn her over.
He gave a bark of surprised laughter. “Brian! Get a look at this!” he called.
Brian climbed in and joined his boss, standing over a female form that was more welt than flesh; more bruise than skin and whose ribs stood out far more than was healthy. Her greasy black hair lay thickly over her face but as he reached down, his heart thumping, he already knew who it was.
“Ayesha!” Carlo breathed, squatting beside the woman. She had carved a meteoric path across the arena skies and then disappeared utterly overnight.
 
“The prince of Bakhtar’s trainer won her off him in a bet and then he sold her to me when he got bored with her. I played with her until I’d made her pay in full for what she did to me and now I’m bored with her too, so I thought I’d do a deal with CSL.”
The men were grouped around Ayesha as she stood shakily with her hands tied roughly behind her with coarse rope at the rear of the horsebox, a glass of cold water had been poured over her to revive her. Brian could see she was barely able to keep her feet under her, there were dark shadows under her listless eyes and she was clearly undernourished. The gleaming, thick swathe of glossy black hair that had been her trademark in the arenas now hung lifeless and lank onto her shoulders.
If she recognised him, she made no sign.
“You train her and field her as you think best, we’ll split her winnings fifty-fifty. I still own her and have …..well let’s call them visiting rights, shall we?”
Brian could feel Carlo’s displeasure at what had been done to such a fine specimen as Ayesha. It outraged the pride the Spaniard took in his slaves.
“Sounds good to me,” John Carpenter put in.
“No!” Carlo’s voice was gruff and unnecessarily loud. “Forty per cent to you, sixty to CSL and no one has visiting rights in my stable. You want to play with her? You book her and pay like anyone else.”
“Carlo, this is Ayesha we’re talking about!” John whispered urgently. “For Chrissake, she was almost as good as Blondie!”
Carlo held out a hand to silence him. “You could have got a fortune for her at auction, even in this state. You brought her here because you want to see her fighting out of the CSL stable. Those are my terms.”
Sir John appeared to mull this over. “You’re right. I do want her here, I even had her tattoos from the Bakhtar stable lasered off for your brand to go on. Okay, forty per cent of prize money and I’ll just keep an eye on her like any of the other members who might take a stroll round to watch the sluts training.”
He held out his hand and the two men shook. Then Sir John closed up the horsebox and drove off to park up.
“I’ve seen you sail close to the wind before, Carlo,” John Carpenter sighed, “but I really thought you were going to let her slip through our hands! Do you realise what this means? We’ve got the two top performers on the circuit! Apart from Snake of course,” he corrected himself.
Carlo grinned. “The stable of the stars, eh? Bring her to the yard Brian, we’ve got work to do.”
Brian bent to pick Ayesha up in a fireman’s lift.
“Wha’ you doin’ere?” she managed to whisper in a slur between swollen and cracked lips as he marched away.
“We’ll try and talk later,” he told her, adding mentally that she might as well do her talking while she still could.
 
Sir John Fitzgerald uncoupled the battered horsebox and pushed it to one side of the car park, out of people’s way and then took out his mobile.
“Conor?” he asked once he heard the call accepted. “She’s in place. Suarez wouldn’t give me any rights though, but it doesn’t matter, I can still get to the groom. Yeah, I’ll leave it a week or so. They’ve got their work cut out getting the bitch back into some sort of shape, so they’ll be tied up with that for a bit.”
 
To start with they put her in the CSL horsebox, parked just inside the training stadium’s doors. It was in a different league to the one she had arrived in and was as comfortable as any stall. She was deeply asleep before Brian had finished lowering her onto the straw. She sprawled untidily, her legs wide apart.
“She’s been doing a lot of entertaining by the looks of things,” Carlo said and Brian could also see where her entire groin area was crusted with sperm, her pubes had not been trimmed and they were hard with the stuff, her thighs were caked almost to the knees and Brian unconsciously wiped his shoulder.
“I’m not surprised,” he said and told Carlo of Ayesha’s treacherous past.
“That Peter Lang, he did a good job on her then,” Carlo laughed when he had finished.
They chained her collar to a ring and left her to sleep.
“We’ll sort out a proper diet for her with Patti tomorrow and she can just have gentle exercise for a week or two. No hiring out – whoever wants her. She’ll be well enough to take branding and ringing before we leave for Salazar’s show but she won’t be able to go into training until after that,” Carlo spoke thoughtfully as the two men strolled back towards the stables.
“But why did he want her to come here? She’s worth far more than he’ll get for her with us – however much her share of the hiring fee and the prize money is,” Brian was nagged by that one question.
Carlo shrugged. “Here he can keep an eye on her and dine out on stories about what he did to her before he stabled her with us. All I know for sure is that we’ve got a fine slave to train and I can’t wait to get her started! Think what it’ll be like Brian! Ayesha sparring with Blondie!”
Brian smiled at his enthusiasm – it was quite a thought though.
 
Under the strip lighting and with the heating keeping out the early spring chill, the stables were a warm hive of activity. As they entered, Patti looked up from her desk in her office on the left. She was the only woman in the place with any clothes on and was working on her diet sheets for the following day and had just finished ringing Madame Stalevsky up at the big house to arrange for Housegirls to stand in for those CSL slaves who had been booked into the dungeons. From now until after the show they were strictly off limits.
Carlo went and half sat on the desk, swinging one leg and smiling down at Patti.
The copper-haired head groom stared back up at him, biting her lower lip in excited expectation. He reached down and scooped a handful of pale skinned breast out of her knotted blouse and began kneading it with his strong fingers, fetching little gasps from her at a particularly harsh nipple twist or an especially prolonged squeeze of the meat itself. He began to tell her about Ayesha and Brian’s attention wandered.
Leaving them to it he went over to the stalls and peered in at Blondie’s. The tall blonde was in a sandwich formed by the ‘whip twins’ as he and Carlo called them; the almost inseparable Ox and Trouble.
Ox was on her back and working her tongue hard between Blondie’s spread thighs as she knelt over her face. In her turn she had her head tilted back and was lapping noisily at Trouble’s cunt as the German girl stood with legs straddled. All three had their hands still restrained and were extracting every ounce of pleasure they could from such contact as they were allowed. Helga, the chubby brunette groom was helping by walking around the trio and flicking at them with a small, spiteful little whip, making each slave wince and then gasp in pleasure as it stung them on the breasts or thighs.
In the next stall, Cherry was kneeling with her arse in the air and licking at Jet’s cunt as the graceful black slave reclined on her straw. Next along was El Tigre, standing alone in her stall she was energetically wanking by tugging on a chain one of the grooms had run down from her collar, through her legs and back up to her hands. She had pulled it so deep that the steel had all but disappeared up between the labia. She was approaching her climax and whimpering as it neared while she sawed the chain back and forth against her clitoris. Brian took pity on her and stepped in. Just a finger placed hard on the greasy nub as it swelled out between the links of the steel was enough to propel her into leg trembling ecstasy and she fell against him in the aftermath. He stroked her hair for a second but moved on when Anne Marie came in with a monster of a strap-on.
“Come on Tigre,” the French girl lilted, hooking a finger through Tigre’s tongue ring. “Come and fuck Rose for me while I have you buggered by Blackie. Then I whip all three of you. Good, non?”
Purdy was sitting with her back against the rear wall of her stall. Her legs were spread wide and from between her engorged labia the base of a thick vibrator protruded, a muffled buzzing emanated from inside her. One of the grooms, probably Raika to judge by the fact that Brian could hear her in the next stall encouraging Legs towards orgasm by fucking her with some implement or other, had brought her off and then left her to savour the continuing vibrations until they could come back and bring her off again.
Brian walked over and looked down at her large, dark eyes, still heavy lidded from orgasm. She pulled her shoulders back and offered her breasts to her master, despite the fact that her nipples were still showing signs of their earlier maltreatment. He squatted down in front of her and she squirmed with excited urgency.
“You’ve had a busy day, haven’t you, girl? And you were frisky to start with.”
He reached out towards her breast and watched her breath catch as she waited for further nipple pain. He supplied it by pulling and twisting sharply, making her cry out breathlessly. With his other hand he moved the vibrator inside her and watched her eyes close in ecstasy. For a few more moments he continued to work her, listening to her breathing getting deeper, watching her breasts heave and finally hearing her cunt begin to squelch hungrily again. His erection became uncomfortable but he couldn’t decide which passage he wanted to finish in. Her mouth was superb and after the workout her cunt had had that day, that would be as dripping and as tight as only a girl’s with her training could be. Or there was always the rectum and leave the vibrator in the cunt…….
He let go of the vibrator and pulled her forwards by both nipples, she moved eagerly and once she was clear of the back wall, he pushed her head down and away from him. She knew what he required and buried her head in her straw while she stuck her bottom up into the air. Brian knelt behind her and fumbled his erect cock free of his trousers, the sight of Purdy’s striped buttocks with the vibrator still poking out from the vulva nestling just below them, made him suddenly desperate to feel her soft interior around his shaft. Hurriedly he wiped his fingers over the clitoris and gathered enough of her thick juices to spread over the tight brown crater of her anus. He pointed the broad, shiny dome of his helm at Purdy’s tightest entrance and drove in. For a moment she resisted him and he heard her gasp as she felt him demand admittance but then with well-practised ease her sphincters relaxed and allowed the unnatural intrusion. Brian watched with a pleasure that never lessened, however many times he used the slaves in this fashion, the way the anus stretched around the thick invader as he slowly drove in for the first stroke. He could feel how the vibrator was narrowing her channel and he reached around and down to begin thrusting with that too. Inside her he could feel the waves of tightness travel up and down as he pushed and withdrew the buzzing plastic phallus. Below him Purdy began a strange keening noise as she was rammed towards multiple peaks of sensual overload. From the next stall he dimly registered Legs giving her characteristic moans as Raika finally got her to orgasm. He achieved full penetration and stayed there, just teasing himself by diddling her with the vibrator. She bucked and squirmed under him as she began another climax. He left the vibrator deep inside her and instead withdrew himself until only his helm was still inside. She screamed and threw her head back. Brian grasped her imprisoned wrists and used them to haul her up and to brace himself against, then he reached round again and rubbed mercilessly hard at her clitoris. Only then did he begin to thrust and withdraw with a steadily increasing tempo. Each slam of his pelvis against her bottom was answered by an incoherent cry until finally he reached his release and collapsed forwards and lay on top of her twitching body as she recovered from her multiple orgasm.
He raised his head when he heard the sounds of heels clicking on the floor and throaty female pleas for mercy. Outside, Carlo was dragging Patti towards the door of the dungeon over to his left. The heels of her black suede thigh boots scraped and clicked as she tried to hold back and not let herself be led there.
“No, Carlo please. Not that!” she repeated as he easily overcame her and pulled her inexorably forwards. “I couldn’t walk properly for days after the last time!”
Intrigued by the prospect of seeing their head groom and frequent punisher, herself subjected to an item of the dungeon furniture, the slaves and the other grooms emerged from their stalls. Carlo, his face set in a fierce grin was plainly determined and Brian, intrigued as well clambered back to his feet, zipped up his trousers and left Purdy, still with the vibrator purring inside her, sprawled on her straw.
Inside the dungeon Carlo let go of Patti and pulled out the Terminator from one wall. Patti crossed her hands across her groin and moaned as he positioned it at the foot of one of the leather benches and beckoned her to him. Brian grinned. The Terminator was a fucking machine and had been christened by him and Carlo in reference to the fact that it absolutely would not stop fucking a woman until her masters decided to turn it off. The grooms squealed in delight and behind them, Ox, Trouble, Blondie and the rest smiled quietly.
Patti stripped reluctantly as the room filled up and then lay back on the bench. Brian fastened her wrists to one set of legs and her ankles to the other set, leaving her crotch right on the edge of the bench with her legs bent back under her. Carlo plunged his hand into her cunt and began to stir her up.
“Oh no. Please!” she murmured as she surrendered to her treacherous body and started to swivel her pelvis in response to the stimulation. Once she was adequately juicy, Carlo bent down and grasped the phallus which was mounted on pivots at the end of the Terminator’s piston then he pushed it into her, reached over to the wall socket and switched the machine on.
“Give my slaves a good show Patti. We see if you want any more after an hour or so, eh?”
“No! Oh god! Not that long!” Patti wailed in despair as the motor began to turn, mounted in its shiny chrome frame, and the flywheel revolved, thrusting and withdrawing the eccentrically mounted piston into and out of Patti’s helpless body.
Almost immediately the prospect of being fucked into oblivion had her shuddering and moaning, her head was supported by a narrow flap hinged onto the top of the bench and Brian began to organise the slaves around it. He started with Blondie, positioning her so that she straddled her head groom’s upturned face, facing down the length of the pale body. Straightaway Patti began to lap eagerly between the blonde’s legs while Brian had her bend forwards so that she could nibble at Patti’s clitoris. Both women’s breasts squeezed outwards as the bodies settled into a sixty-nine and the relentless machine continued to fuck Patti.
Anne Marie, still leading Tigre who still sported a huge strap-on which glistened with the secretions from Rose’s cunt, positioned her behind Blondie and while she held her anus wide open, Tigre shuffled forwards until the strap-on was lodged at the entrance. Then Brian landed two hefty swipes with a riding crop to the gypsy’s backside and she rammed herself into Blondie’s back passage. The blonde’s groans joined Patti’s increasingly shrill cries as the dungeon began to resonate to the sounds of debauchery.
Blackie knelt before Raika’s spread legs and licked her out while the groom crotch whipped Legs, who had been thrown casually backwards across another bench. Helga was using a strap-on to fuck an ecstatic Jet who was in turn eating out Trouble. For once even Trouble’s normally jealous nature wasn’t causing any problems and beside her Ox had formed an impromptu sixty-nine with Rose. Carlo was taking Cherry doggy style and thrashing her with a strap as he rode her. Brian bent Tigre forwards and coated his cock in the juices that were pouring from the threesome in front of him before extracting screams and cries from all the participants as he thrust up into Tigre’s rectum and made her hammer all the harder at Blondie’s back passage so that she in turn chewed harder on Patti’s clitoris.
One by one the different groups achieved their orgasms and cocks and strap-ons were removed. Exhausted participants gathered around Patti and watched as the Terminator drained the last of her strength and she was propelled to one last screaming climax, her body thrashing about on the bench, her teeth clenching in a rictus of agonised bliss and her raw throat subsiding into mere hoarse groans. Carlo turned the machine off and freed her shackles then the stable’s complement watched in amusement as she fell sideways, making no attempt to cushion her fall, just landing in a heap and groaning softly, then slowly her bottom lifted into the air enough to allow her hands to make their way down under her sweating body and cup her burning sex.
“Come on, let’s get these lovely bitches back in their stalls!” Carlo called, as though Patti’s collapse had signalled the end of the celebrations.
The slaves were shackled and bedded down as they were, cleaning and grooming could wait till the morning. But Brian discovered that in all the excitement Purdy had been left, still with the vibrator inside her. She was writhing and whimpering on her straw, desperate for someone to fuck her and finish her off. He obliged and then took Raika up to his rooms. It was late but he was sure that after such a good session at some time in the night he would need the Indian girl’s exquisite and ardent mouth. Carlo slung the semi-conscious Patti over his shoulder and took her to his rooms. Brian vaguely heard her demented cries as he was drifting off to sleep and knew that Carlo was forcing one final orgasm from her ecstasy-tormented body.



Chapter 4

 
“Am I going to be tongue ringed?” Ayesha asked softly.
“And branded, yes. Tomorrow,” Brian answered, whispering as well while he chained her collar in her stall in the horse box. Nearly two weeks after her arrival, Patti’s diet, the Lodge’s kitchen and Raika taking her for gentle trots around the parklands between the shafts of one of the traps had worked their magic. Her figure had filled back out to its sensual best, her skin had healed well, although some yellowing bruises and a few scabs remained. Her hair shone once more and her big eyes were bright and intelligent again. But talking was a problem for Brian; he just wasn’t used to an arena slave who wasn’t purely a physical creature. He was looking forward to her being silenced.
She seemed to savour the news and eventually gave him a sultry smile.
“Does a ringed tongue feel good on your cock?”
“Yes. And you call me ‘Master’”
Ayesha tilted her head and her smile became flirtatious. “But I knew you as Brian once,” she said.
“That was before I flogged you outside the Bakhtar arena. Those days are gone,” he told her sternly.
Again she was silent for a second and her smile faded. “I’m glad the ring will improve my cock sucking, Master. I will serve the stable with all my strength. And I will gladly suffer whatever you want me to.”
Brian could detect nothing but sincerity in her voice and her eyes remained demurely downcast.
“Kneel up,” he told her gruffly and she obeyed, scrabbling in her straw with her feet until she knelt directly in front of him, her hands clipped behind her back, her eyes fixed on his groin. She clearly knew what had to be done. Brian reached down and freed his rapidly hardening shaft then held it for her while she took delicate licks at the helm, letting him enjoy the hors d’oeuvres before she settled down to giving him the main course. They both knew that in their meetings long ago when she was going to testify against Sir John, Brian had been desperate to have her where she was now and she had prick teased him mercilessly. It was a fitting farewell to their old relationship and Brian made no allowances when it came to spending into her. He held her tight against him and thrust as each spurt of sperm erupted exquisitely from his cock and he was impressed by the calmness and efficiency of her swallowing, she hardly choked at all and certainly didn’t spill a drop. He let her lick him clean afterwards and as he was tucking himself away she looked up at him for one last time.
“I always did love sucking cock, Brian,” she said, deliberately.
“I’ll flog you for that when we come home, and by then you’ll have been branded and tongue ringed. You’ll like that, won’t you?”
“Yes, Master,” she whispered contentedly.
 
It had been decided that Raika would stay behind and continue to tend Ayesha. She was considered responsible and experienced enough to be able to monitor her recuperation and continue her progress towards full arena fitness. Madame Stalevsky up at the big house was always available if necessary but Brian and Carlo both knew that for part of the time she would be busy helping a newly appointed doctor for the Housegirls settle in and therefore leaving a good groom to tend Ayesha would cause fewer problems in the long run. Once the stable returned from the Salazar arena, the new doctor would act as vet for the slaves. Amelia, Brian’s own submissive who served as a Housegirl whenever she could get away from her work, would accompany them in Raika’s place.
The day after she was branded and ringed, Ayesha was moved into a proper stall as the horsebox would be needed to transport the rest of the stable to the airport. All ten would be crated up for the entire journey.
Work started before dawn on the day of departure, the slaves all hated the crates more than anything and had been badly behaved from the first moment that Brian and Carlo had started fetching them down from the loft storage space the previous night. So no one was in a good mood as the slaves were taken out for toilet usage then washed and given a light feed before, one by one, they were put in a hogtie by Brian while Carlo held them down and then lifted into the wire boxes with hinged fronts that would be their home for the entire journey. Patti clipped a bottle of water to the door of each crate as the men finished with each one and eventually two neat rows of five crates were stacked by the door and Brian could back the horsebox up so they could be loaded.
Then with Patti, Amelia, Anne Marie and Helga in the back, Brian and Carlo set off in much improved spirits now that they were heading back into an arena. A medium sized cargo plane met them at a discreetly distant point of a small airport where John Carpenter’s writ obviously ran because no one bothered them as they transferred the crates with their fractious occupants and then hefted the heavy bags of tack onto the plane as well.
The flight was long enough as it was but it was made even more tedious by the need to keep opening the crates in rotation and exercise the occupiers before allowing them use of a toilet with a groom in attendance. Carlo had Blondie once or twice, putting her head down and her arse upwards in a chair and taking her from behind. Anne Marie was made to kneel and lick her clean afterwards which afforded some light relief. When Brian became bored with the book he had brought to read, he had Purdy kneel in front of him and while he squeezed her big tits together he brought himself off between them.
As was the custom on these flights the crew came back and made a selection from amongst the slaves and the grooms. As it happened all three crew members decided that Jet was what they needed, so the tall black girl spent some considerable time bent over the arm of one of the chairs while she was fucked from behind. Fortunately her crate was on the bottom row so it wasn’t too difficult to return her to storage and get her out again.
 
It felt as though it was early evening when the plane landed and taxied again to a remote part of another airfield. But as the tailgate was lowered, there were some of Salazar’s men to greet them in the strong sun of mid morning and help unload the crates. And once the groaning cargo had been piled in the back, Brian and Carlo squeezed in beside the driver and with the rest of the men following in a car with the four women, they all lurched and roared southwards. Brian had dozed off when at last he was woken by the truck slowing and as he blinked sleepily he saw lights shining down from above massive steel gates and realised they had finally arrived.
He sat up and looked around him as the truck growled its way along the straight and well tarmaced drives of the Salazar estate. He had clear and pleasant memories of the place. It was where he and Carlo had come to buy Trouble, Purdy and Raika.
They skirted the lights of the main house and sped on towards where Brian knew the barracks and the arena itself were.
The next hour or so was a blur of noise and confusion as they unloaded and settled the slaves in before they could themselves relax. They found they were housed in an airy, though reasonably warm open plan stable. The slaves were chained and slept on straw as at home but instead of stalls they were simply chained in a long line on a gently sloping platform. At its lower edge there was a gutter with a series of holes for use as toilets, this could be flushed by means of a hose, coiled up at the far end. Amelia, Patti and the grooms wrinkled their noses in distaste at the arrangements but as Carlo pointed out, “What’s it matter for a week or so?”
Two of Salazar’s house slaves appeared with a steaming urn of food and ladled ample portions into a series of troughs along the wall opposite the sleeping quarters. Patti tasted it and pronounced it good so quite quickly the slaves were knelt and fed, helped to finish off the last remnants and then run through the showers which were in a separate room. They had to be towelled dry though and when they were all finally chained and settled under quilts for the night, Carlo, Brian and the girls were nearly dropping with tiredness. However the host stable was keen to meet them so they all had a long and sociable supper in the mess hall of the barracks before they could yawn their way up to their beds above the slaves’ quarters. At least Brian and Carlo did. Salazar’s guards decided that there was only one way to welcome the CSL grooms and as Brian said his goodnights, he could see Amelia with two up, one at each end, Patti was on her knees, her mouth full of cock and surrounded by admiring gauchos, Helga was bent over the table and taking a real pounding from behind while Anne Marie was forming a sandwich between two hefty guards and was clearly well on her way to the stars.
 
The next morning, once breakfast had been served and basic grooming accomplished, Carlo allowed the slaves a morning’s rest but amused himself by caning the grooms for having been late to bed. Amelia glared at Brian as she bent over and flicked her little skirt up to receive the eight strokes they were all sentenced to.
“Bastards didn’t finish screwing me till dawn! And I don’t like the way their spunk tastes down here either!” she whispered fiercely as he came to stand behind her and admire her pert little behind with its quivering pillows of soft buttock flesh. Beside her Patti was straightening up after Carlo had finished with her, her eyes were watering as she rubbed herself.
“Why do I get the feeling that’s not the last punishment we’ll get before we load up to go home?” she complained.
Carlo just laughed and moved on to cane Helga. Brian grinned behind Amelia’s upturned arse as he slashed in two quick, hard lashes and she fidgeted urgently. However, he knew that Carlo had a serious purpose behind the undeserved punishment. The grooms all needed to know that however strange things would seem over the coming days, there was one thing they could rely on; their masters’ discipline. Rules and procedures would be obeyed at all times by all females. Brian dealt out Amelia’s next six lashes in a steady rhythm, laying them on hard and pitilessly. She understood the reasoning perfectly and thanked him sincerely as she stood up, rubbing hard at her tramlines nonetheless. Alberto Salazar sent a carriage for them just before lunch time. His estate used four wheel, two seater carriages with a driver perched above the front wheels. The rig was pulled by two pony slaves with their arms crossed behind their backs and the crossbar and main shaft of the carriage strapped to thick belts at their waists. It was something of a show of his wealth of slave material that he could afford to use the carriages this close to a show but Carlo and Brian settled themselves into the leather seats and took comfort from the fact that they were there to back up so powerful a stable.
“Senor Salazar say he wants you to have a guided tour before lunch,” their driver told them and then whipped up the ponies into a trot. The carriage lurched a few times and then settled into a steady speed as they pulled out from their block which in daylight they now saw stood about two hundred yards away from the quadrangle which formed the home team’s barracks. A quarter of a mile north of that stood the actual arena, where the visiting team would be housed, and the newly constructed circus stood a further quarter of a mile beyond that.
The carriage took them into the courtyard in the centre of the home team barracks and then stopped. A tall, balding man stepped forwards and smiled broadly.
“Hi, I’m glad to meet you,” he drawled in an unmistakably American accent. “My name’s Hank Manners. I’m Mr Salazar’s trainer and I’m glad to meet you both.”
Hank took them on a quick tour of the barracks. Training hadn’t started yet and the squads were still in their dormitories while they digested their breakfasts. The buildings were simply and effectively designed. On each of the two floors a long corridor ran down the centre. At the far end were toilets and showers, on each side of the corridor were walls formed of iron bars with doors set in them at intervals, behind these were dormitories. Hank took them inside a couple of the long spartan rooms. There were simple rows of beds on which naked girls reclined until they heard the jangle of keys then they scrambled to their feet and stood with legs apart, hands behind backs and eyes cast down, by their beds as Hank entered.
Brian and Carlo inspected the squad slaves minutely, and with Hank’s encouragement.
“Hey, I want you guys to know your slaves are going in with some pretty good stock. We’re gonna win this one!” he said.
After half and hour or so, Carlo was happy to agree. Both he and Brian were impressed with the skin and muscle tone of the slaves and their obvious obedience. Deliberately they tweaked and squeezed nipples and breasts, trying to get a protest from any of the slaves. They rummaged their fingers hard in vagina after vagina but never provoked even the softest moan of pleasure, despite the warm moistness of their enthusiastic response to the explorations of their bodies.
Brian remembered very clearly the main disciplinary tool of the Salazar stable; the dreaded ‘special’ and it had certainly produced a well drilled squad. The ‘special’ consisted of a girl being strapped with her back against a board out on the training ground. She was spread in the X shape and her breasts were bound in wet rawhide straps. Then she was left to wait as the hide dried and tightened around her breasts until they were swollen and shiny with constriction. Only then were they beaten.
There was usually at least one ‘special’ administered every day, just to keep the slaves’ minds focused.
“You wanna see how they take the whip?” Hank asked after Brian and Carlo had wandered through three of the dorms and assessed around forty naked and obedient slaves.
“Sure. Thanks,” Carlo said. It was really the only thing left to reassure themselves about. “You want to check one of ours out?”
Hank grinned disarmingly. “Hey, everyone knows CSL breeds ‘em tough,” he replied. “But, yeah, why not. It’ll encourage the guys to know what backup we’ve got for this show.”
He pointed at a tall black-haired girl with the number 71 stencilled on her hip. “Take that one down and have her flogged till I say stop,” he told one of his guards. The girl padded forwards, eyes down but with her shoulders square and her back straight. Brian was impressed.
The tour continued and they were shown the rooms on the ground floor where the slaves would be played with by those guests who could afford to hire them in the evenings. They even saw the kitchens busily clearing away after breakfast, before Hank led them back to the courtyard. From a short beam projecting horizontally from one wall the girl had been ankle suspended with her arms left free so that her entire length hung in front of the man administering the flogging. He stopped when they appeared and wiped some sweat from his eyes, in front of the men the girl’s body swung gently but she made no noise apart from heavier than usual breathing.
Brian hunkered down to take a closer look at her face and test the hardness of her nipples. Above him he heard the guard tell Carlo that she had taken thirty-three lashes so far, from a stock whip. Beneath his fingers the nipples were as hard as he could have wished and her eyes were clear and untroubled. He stood up and grasped her hips, turning her body to survey the ridged and furrowed back and shoulders.
“That’s really very impressive, Hank,” he admitted.
“Glad you think so! Double her up and let Mr Suarez see how ours take ass whipping,” Hank responded, smiling broadly.
The guard administering the flogging stepped forwards and grasped the girl’s wrists, pulling them up until he could clip them to the same ring her ankles were fixed to. She was neatly parcelled with her already beautifully marked back stretched tight on one side, on the other she displayed the backs of her thighs and her buttocks. Carlo plunged his fingers into the pouting split purse of her vulva, squeezed between the tops of the thighs and pronounced her well lubricated.
“She’s good and supple, you’ll note,” Hank pointed out proudly as the flogging resumed, the heavy leather making the body jump and jerk as the leather curved right around the width of the buttocks and the thighs.
“When we get back to our block,” Carlo said, “we’ll let you choose one of ours to bring here and put to the whip for your boys to see.”
“Sure. That’ll be good! Let’s go see the arena and the circus,” Hank began to lead them away from the bent double body, still twitching under its flogging. “Give her another twenty or so and then please yourself!” he called back to the guard.
“Sure, boss! Thanks,” the man called back.
In two carriages, Hank riding in one beside theirs, they trotted towards the visiting team’s barracks, appended to one side of the arena and Hank called over from his carriage that they would be arriving later that day. The stone built bulk of the arena was by then looming starkly above them and throwing a deep shadow over the endless grasslands to the west. As the whip encouraged the prettily paired slaves, plumes tossing above their heads, across the concrete approaches to the arena, Brian noticed to their left the slave pens. These were where some of the individual contests were held between squad slaves, the stars – the solo fighters had their stage out on the arena floors, but here were the pens for the lowly squad slaves to fight in; mesh cages, six of them with climbing banks of seating around them so that the audience could watch more than one fight at a time. He liked the cage idea, it told the slaves going in that the door would only be opened when just one could walk out.
Then quite suddenly the pony slaves were trotting through the echoing darkness of the tunnel into the arena, the doors of the team dressing rooms on each side. Then they burst back into sunlight and the driver was pulling the sweating team to a halt. Carlo and Brian looked around once they had climbed down. It was a fairly small arena, with terraces rising very steeply from above wooden planking around the sides. That was unusual as most arenas had seats down to the ground with plastic mesh fencing to keep slaves and onlookers apart. It gave the whole thing a rather darker and more menacing air than normal. They exchanged smiles, when the steep terraces were full of baying crowds and the video screens were relaying close ups of the action, it would excite the slaves and drive them on to providing great entertainment. They scuffed at the ground and found it acceptably firm and then they climbed back aboard. The slaves were whipped up once more and the carriages rumbled back through the tunnel and made for the circus. Both Brian and Carlo were looking forward to this part. It would be the first time that they had raced in one. They had one of the new design chariots at home and had run it on some of The Lodge’s roads but they both knew that the real thing would be different. And it was.
As they dismounted again and looked around they could see that the same sideboarding had been kept, which meant that chariots driven into it would be hard put to get their teams up and running again. The speed the new rigs were capable of would be sufficient to damage them and their teams in collision with the unyielding wood.
Hank saw the direction of their looks. “Yeah, we’ve found you’re better off backing up a little if someone pulls off a blocking manoeuvre, then taking them on the straight. Splinters and cuts cause havoc if you let yourself get sideswiped.” Brian and Carlo filed that information away carefully. Brian, with his height, reach and weight had frequently ridden as whipman and hoped to do so again at this show. He could lash the front rank of his own team on effortlessly, and his reach also made it easier for him to try and trip the opposition’s team while his weight meant that he could counterbalance the chariot as it cornered under full speed.
The dressage arena was conventional but the pony racing track was unusual. As the terrain was so flat, Alberto Salazar had decided not to race the individual ponies around the outside of the dressage ground as in most other arenas, instead he had laid out a longer circuit using bales of straw to define the track, at places he had added hairpin bends at others he had constructed chicanes and Carlo laughed as soon as he saw it. He understood that it would be a real test of intelligence on the part of the pony and teamwork between her and her driver. Carlo’s relatively short, compact build made him ideal for driving in individual racing and he and Brian both immediately chalked up points to Blondie and him, probably the most experienced pairing on the circuit.
From there the ponies pulled them for a further half mile until they reached the village that would house the guests. The hotels were low, ranch style buildings and trucks were already being backed up to unload. By the time the show got underway, a fortune in food and drink would have to have been delivered. As the rig rumbled its way along the roads, Brian could see crowds of native labourers digging over flower beds and making repairs to roofs, airing rooms and carrying armfuls of linen. It was as impressive as all the preparations always were to Brian, the sheer scale of the undertaking and the wealth required to fund it, left him in his usual state of excitement. At length they turned for home and Carlo commented on the lack of an assault course as the driver turned the ponies and then crisscrossed their buttocks with a flurry of choice lashes to encourage them homewards.
Hank explained that the landscape didn’t lend itself to that particular attraction but instead the two owners, at the pre-show meeting had decided that the squads would compete over two mass log pulls, instead of the more normal one. To that end Senor Salazar had used his influence to commandeer two telegraph poles and these Hank pointed out, lying beside the road just outside the arena, as the carriages rumbled back towards the scattering of building around the main house.
“That should give the punters plenty of whip play to get their teeth into,” he called across and Brian felt further stirrings of excitement at his groin. Up to then he had been calm and professional but if there was one thing he loved, it was being down among the sweating heaving lines of naked slaves as they toiled under their masters’ whips for the pleasure of the voyeuristic crowds.
 
The pony slaves were beginning to tire as they reached the point where they veered off to the left to carry their passengers up to the big house rather than return them to their barracks. The driver reined them in and they stood, panting and tossing their heads while Carlo gave Hank full authority to take any one of the CSL stable he wanted and have her thrashed to encourage his men by the sight of the quality of slave their boss had hired in.
“Everyone knows Blondie can take it till the cows come home!” Hank called. “I guess I’ll take one of the newer ones!”
“Feel free!” Carlo called back and waved.
Their driver laid the whip on hard and Brian leaned back, eyes closed to savour the sweetness of the sound of pony slaves being whipped up relentlessly. Whether it was because he felt the slaves had not tried their hardest in front of guests or whether it was because he just felt like a fast spin to round the morning off, he didn’t stop thrashing them until they had got up to almost a full gallop and they arrived at the back terrace of the house in fine style with the driver hauling back on the reins and the slaves skidding and clattering in their shoes as their heads were wrenched back.
Alberto Salazar was waiting for them at the top of the steps leading up to the terrace. His open and friendly face was wreathed in smiles and his right hand held the leads of two magnificent slaves kneeling beside him with legs curled neatly under them. They looked as though they were of native origin but with a fair sprinkling of Spanish blood. Carlo was transfixed as soon as he saw them. Although their faces had the pronounced bone structure of the local Indians, these had wide, soft, dark eyes which gave them a much more sensual and soft appearance. The septums of their noses had been pierced with thick gold rings as had the nipples of their fully rounded and thrusting breasts. Thick black hair to match even Ayesha’s for glossiness fell half way down their backs and their master had taken the unusual step of allowing a neatly trimmed fuzz of black pubic hair to remain at their crotches, which formed a pleasing counterpoint. They were clearly identical twins.
“Welcome!” Alberto boomed as Brian and Carlo climbed up to meet him. “I am privileged to have the famous CSL stable fighting alongside my own slaves!”
“The honour is entirely ours, senor!” Carlo countered.
“Nonsense, but I thank you Senor Suarez! Brian, welcome back to you as well!”
Hands were shaken, drinks were ordered and served by household slaves dressed in the same incongruous but alluring uniform that Brian remembered, French maids showing suntanned thighs and breasts with inscrutable Indian faces.
“These are superb creatures, senor!” Carlo said once his drink had been served and he was able to stroke the hair of one of the kneeling twins.
Alberto Salazar was clearly delighted to have none other than Carlo Suarez compliment him on his slaves and his smile became even broader.
“They are a present from a tenant of mine up in the mountains,” he explained. “God knows how he acquired them but they came fully trained to the whip and they are quite inseparable. I will keep them as a matching pair of ponies after I have had my portrait painted with them kneeling beside me. As an Englishman, what do you think to that Mr Holden?”
Brian thought of the huge and ornate fireplace in the main day room at The Lodge. He could just see John Carpenter wanting a portrait of himself with these two beauties kneeling, collared and leashed beside him.
“I think a portrait of a fine figure of a man with such beautiful pets beside him would grace any residence, senor!”
Alberto laughed delightedly. “A wicked flatterer! But so good at it! Come in my friends.”
He turned and walked inside, immediately the two girls followed on all fours and Brian was enchanted to see that not only were their clitorises ringed but each labium as well. Their hindquarters curved out spectacularly from their trim waists and their posture showed that fact off perfectly, but what really delighted him was that each anus was plugged and a short tail hung from it, swaying from thigh to thigh as they crawled beside their master.
“I haven’t named them yet,” Salazar explained. “But really one name would do them both. Do you know they even sound identical under the whip or when they’re coming, or both! There’s not a mole or a skin blemish to distinguish them from each other and if you try and whip or fuck one without whipping or fucking them both, they scream the place down! That’s why I think pony work is best, that way I get peace and quiet and a pretty pair to have whipped up for me, no?”
By that time they had walked along the main corridor of the house and into the huge hall at its centre and here there were more surprises to delight a connoisseur of female submission. The ornate alcoves that Brian remembered, all round the sides behind the marble pillars were all occupied and the vaulted and airy space was filled by the soft tinkling of small bells.
At first as he and Carlo followed Alberto towards the dining room, he couldn’t make out where the sound was coming from but once he got a closer look at how each alcove had been filled, he was deeply impressed. A naked slave’s body bowed gracefully outwards from each and every one in the huge chamber. Each slave’s feet were chained apart at opposite corners of the alcove’s floor. A pole-mounted butt plug impaled her to keep her body bent outwards and her arms had been raised and then shackled behind her head, the result was as graceful as it was cruelly erotic. But there was much more. Alberto Salazar was proud of his display and invited Brian to take a close look. As he approached the nearest girl he could see wires trailing from a transformer box at the back of the alcove, they led up to heavy clips on her labia. Each clip supported delicate silver bells and likewise the steel needles that pierced her nipples supported more bells. Furthermore, a chain ran between the piercing needles and at its centre hung yet another pair of bells.
“At random intervals a current is passed through each girl’s cunt and makes her jerk….ah! There she goes now!” As Salazar was speaking the girl suddenly jerked and her heavy-lidded eyes fluttered as her bells added to the soft tintinnabulations that echoed so prettily around the men.
“The current is always stimulating but never strong enough to drive her over the edge into orgasm. By the time they have been there for the rest of the day, they will be almost crazy for relief and then they will provide good entertainment.”



Chapter 5

 
They had just finished a superb lunch of locally reared beef in the quiet of the dining room and were making the twins catch scraps in their mouths when Salazar, glancing out of the window, called their attention to something.
“I think the opposition has arrived,” he said.
Carlo and Brian looked out of the window to see a convoy of trucks lumbering past the house and heading for the barrack blocks and the arena.
The sight reminded Brian and Carlo of the real reason they were there and they made to rise from their places and take their leave.
“We will gather again this evening and you will meet our opposing owner and trainer,” Alberto assured them. 
Their carriage’s wheels ground and scrubbed the hard earth as the driver wrenched the tired team hard round from the hitching rail and pointed them back along the straight road to their barracks. Then there was the familiar sawing motion of a two in hand carriage as its ponies strained up to speed before settling into a steady rhythm. Once more the driver urged them on and made liberal use of the corded driving whip while his passengers relaxed in the afterglow of a good meal.
Back at their own small barrack block they found the slaves were outside taking it easy in the sunshine while for once the grooms did all the work. A door in the wall on the right of the sleeping platform opened out onto a caged area where the slaves could lounge and relax. Inside, Patti and her crew were busy sorting out piles of tack, so that each slave had her own tailored harness ready for her if she was racing, her own corset if she was boxing and so on. Helga had been set to scrubbing out the showers which Patti felt were not clean enough. Amelia was busily polishing a steel butt plug and the studs on the inside of Jet’s harness, she blew an errant strand of hair out of her eyes as she saw Brian enter and grimaced at him before bending over her work again. Brian grinned back and he and Carlo went out into the caged area to check on the slaves.
The experienced ones were making the most of a rare chance to take things easy. Blondie sat in one corner, her eyes half closed in the warm sun, she opened them briefly when Carlo entered the enclosure, checked his mood was sunny as well and then she returned to her torpor. Jet lay with her head in Blondie’s lap, Cherry sat on Blondie’s other side, her thigh touching the blonde’s. Ox lay with her head in Trouble’s lap. Of the older hands, just one was prowling restlessly; Tigre. Brian could see she was eager to get started, one foot almost pawed at the earth and her nostrils flared as she caught the scent of leather from inside. He went over to her and slapped her flank then tweaked a nipple hard. She sighed in pleasure and leaned against him. Immediately, Purdy who had been leaning against Legs and idly licking one of her breasts, raised her head. Brian ignored her and put three fingers up inside the gypsy girl, stirring and clenching them for a little while until he could feel her juices begin to flow in earnest. Then he withdrew them.
“Won’t be long now, girl,” he told her. “You know you’ll get all you can take in a few days’ time.”
Tigre made a growl of frustration as Brian walked away and held out his hand for Purdy. Obediently her tongue came out and she started licking Tigre’s juices off them. Behind him Carlo was petting Blackie who was prowling nervously from end to end of the enclosure. The provenance she had come with stated that she had competed in three shows previously but neither he nor Brian believed that, however, they still felt that given time, they would have a decent enough all round performer.
“Hank must’ve taken Rose,” he said as he stroked her breasts and patted her backside.
At that moment a truck sped up from the direction of the home team barracks, its load platform was caged and wedged in a corner of the cage was Rose.
Hank jumped down and opened the cage for her to climb down and make her way over to the stable door. As she passed the enclosure everyone could see the devastation wrought on her back and buttocks but she carried herself proudly nevertheless. Hank came to lean against the mesh and talk to them through it.
“I let the guys play with her pretty good and she came through it fine. She’s a credit to you Carlo.”
Just then Anna Marie led her out from the stable into the enclosure and the men could see sperm caked on the insides of her thighs and round her chin. The high colour in her cheeks which gave her her nickname spread all the way down to her breasts, a clear sign she was excited. She held her head up proudly as Blackie came to nuzzle at her and lick her face clean of sperm. Purdy and Legs came forward too and knelt on either side of her so they could lick her thighs.
“Thanks for making such good use of her,” Carlo said. To return an arena slave clean of all traces of usage after punishment would have been insulting, it might suggest that she was not sufficiently attractive or obedient.
Hank waved and said he’d see them up at the house for dinner, then left them.
Late in the afternoon when the sun was beginning to set behind the mountains, Carlo and Brian took their small squad for a gentle run to help them sleep well before training got underway properly. They were allowed to run free and the two trainers followed behind in the jeep they had been given the use of. They kept to the roads as Alberto had warned them that some of the grass was damagingly sharp on naked flesh and also the ground was riddled with the holes of various burrowing animals.
The slaves returned breathless and flushed from the air that was beginning to chill with the onset of evening. Steam was billowing from the shower room and food was hot in the urns. Patti and the grooms were washing the day’s tiredness off as well but soon had their charges scrubbed and kneeling at their troughs.
Brian and Carlo went to change for dinner and when they came down it was to find the Salazar stable vets checking the CSL slaves over for any signs of illness. The severe women with close cropped hair were approaching their task with unbridled enthusiasm and Brian was amused by how much infection they seemed to think the common or garden vagina could contain. Each and every slave was finger fucked to orgasm before they were satisfied but left sample bottles to be filled in the morning.
“Ugh!” Amelia complained. “I hate getting samples!”
Brian patted her bottom and promised her he would see her later and that seemed to improve her mood. Carlo took Patti by the arm and took her to one side.
“Take Ox and Trouble over to the vets’ surgery in the arena later, with my compliments and leave them there for the night. Anything goes except whipping.”
Outside, their carriage was waiting for them and Brian was surprised to see the same two ponies still pulling it. Their welted hindquarters took yet more punishment as they laboured back to the house once more.
Once inside the chandelier-lit magnificence of Alberto’s house, they were taken to the library for pre-dinner drinks and met their opposing owner and trainer. Hank introduced a small dapper man as Gregor Lescoff and a tall, gaunt man as his trainer Oleg Smerskovitch, they hailed from the Ukraine and fought in scarlet and black colours. There was no rancour between the stables, win or lose, both made a fortune and it was only the slaves who were required to fight. Hank and Oleg had each brought one of their senior guards with them and once the eight men had dined and were sampling a fine old brandy and discussing the advantages and drawbacks of various whips for use as punishment and stimulation, Alberto finally revealed his treat for his guests.
The household slaves who had been cruelly kept at simmering point all afternoon were finally taken down from the alcoves and herded naked into the library where the men were taking their ease. There were two slaves for each man and they fought each other, clawing wildly and hair pulling as they tumbled across the thick carpet towards the men and the relief promised by the straining erections.
Brian remembered the evening for a long time afterwards, he had never seen women so sex crazed. The first one to struggle her way across to him, tousle haired and wild eyed, scrabbled at his trousers in pure desperation and plunged his cock into her mouth with more enthusiasm than even he was used to, while she masturbated frantically. Some considerable time later he shot his third load of the night into the back passage of a shapely brunette whose face was buried in the cunt of one of her colleagues who in her turn was splayed out on her back being buggered by the man beneath her while with her mouth she was licking out another girl who was kneeling in front of Carlo and sucking him.
Brian’s balls ached as they were emptied yet again but the orgasm was exquisite and he watched as the girl’s sphincter rippled as he pulled his gleaming shaft clear of her. Her plundered hole pouted sulkily for a moment as he left it before closing again, squeezing out a trail of sperm. Sated, Brian climbed to his feet just as Carlo sighed in pleasure and erupted into his girl’s throat. He looked around at the library strewn with the limp bodies of well-fucked slaves and grinned across at his host who was sitting with a slave kneeling between his legs and licking the last of his sperm off his detumescing cock.
One final brandy was taken as the men disentangled themselves and recovered while the slaves were led away, and then goodnights were said and as Brian and Carlo made their way out they heard Alberto click his fingers. From out of the shadows at the edge of the hall, the two identical slaves crawled and came to heel. Alberto walked off in the direction of the stairs.
“A master’s work is never done, eh?” he called to them with a rueful grin.
Brian yawned as he entered his room above the stable and pulled his shirt off then undressed in the dark before sliding gratefully between the sheets. There was a girl in his bed, he assumed it was Amelia but whichever female it was, her legs were open for him as he rolled over and slid effortlessly into her, bending his head to lick and suckle at her nipples in the warm darkness as he began to thrust himself to yet one more climax. A master’s work he thought sleepily………
 
The following days were spent in training as the slaves grew steadily more impatient for their big day to dawn. They were taken for long runs along the dead-level roads that cut across the featureless plains. The stables took it in turns to use and then vacate the arena and leave it for the opposition to practise pulling the giant logs across the arena floor and to rehearse moves for duelling and formations for melees. For the mass log pulling, Hank and Carlo drilled the squads in a rhythm of pulling from side to side to break the log free at first then on the command to pull straight. At each end of the arena the guards practised unshackling the lines of slaves and then re-attaching them to the other end of the log to pull it back for the second leg.
Brian was delighted to find himself appointed whipman to the Salazar stable’s first chariot and practised with a lean, tanned guard as driver with Jet and Blondie running as ‘outriders’ as they were called. In the event of an injury or a slave going lame, then the second chariot would sacrifice itself by supplying a replacement. The rules were that no other replacements would be allowed.
The design of the chariots was a third generation one. The original ones had simply had four slaves in a line across the crossbar. But then the Bakhtar stable had introduced the six slave design, with three pairs pushing at three crossbars. The increase in speed was welcomed by the crowds as the racing and the crashes became much more spectacular. The drivers however felt that they couldn’t spur the slaves on adequately. The front pair were difficult to flog and even the middle pair didn’t get as much as they needed and so the third generation of chariot had evolved. Keeping the long shaft of the three pair design, it put just one pair halfway along. Their backs and buttocks were perfectly placed for the driver’s whip. Ahead of them the front four were also now perfectly exposed for the whipman to spur on with the long lashed driving whip. At present they seemed to be delivering a satisfactory amount of both speed and spectacle. Cracking the whips mainly in the air above the slaves’ heads, Brian and his driver, Juan, practised charging the rig at full speed down the straights and then skidding it round at the turns. There were a few capsizes before everyone was fully used to the rig’s behaviour but there was no lasting damage to any of the slaves. Apart from Jet and Blondie running as the outside slaves on the front crossbar – the ones who had one hand free to fight the opposing team with – Cherry and Tigre ran on the stable’s second chariot, after various combinations had been tried.
The two complements of guards and trainers maintained friendly relations and it amused them all that occasionally they had to wade in to break up spats between the slaves as one team filed out and the other entered for practices in the circus and the arena.
Legs, Blondie and Purdy were selected for dressage and Carlo had them drilling under floodlights late in the evenings until they and the three selected Salazar slaves were functioning as a perfectly disciplined unit.
So engrossed was everyone that it came as a real shock when Brian, the grooms, Carlo and the Salazar guards led their squad out of the dressing rooms and into the arena for a final log pull practice and saw a speckling of colour on the terraces and realised that the crowd was beginning to assemble. That night the air was loud with the clatter of helicopters and the rumble of trucks and cars. From the CSL barracks everyone could see the sky glowing a little above the village on the far side of the arena. And from the bulk of the arena itself, Amelia and Patti watched the lights burn bright far into the night as Carlo, Brian and Hank put the finishing touches to the schedules of punishment facing the slaves.
Patti slipped an arm around Amelia’s shoulders as they turned away from the window in Patti’s room. From beneath them came the sounds of Anne Marie and Helga finally settling the fractious slaves for the night. The crisp sound of three measured strikes with a crop drifted up and Anne Marie scolding in her native French.
“That’ll be Tigre. She’s always last down on the night before a show,” Patti said, grinning broadly and unknotting her blouse. Amelia stared at the milky pale, broad and deep breasts with their red nipples and tawny areola.
“The men won’t be back for ages, so come to bed with me. They’ll know where we are if they want a fuck,” she added, lounging back on her bed and letting her legs fall apart.
“But if Brian has to come looking for me, he’ll punish me,” Amelia said, unknotting her own blouse as she spoke and sighing in resignation.
“So? He owes you a bit of quality time I reckon.”
Amelia giggled and lay down beside Patti, filling one hand with the soft warmth of her left breast. “Mmm! Well worth the whipping,” she whispered.



Chapter 6

 
Raika finished wiping the sperm off her inner thighs and labia, threw the paper towel into a bin and washed her hands in the sink in Patti’s office then let herself back out into the courtyard, a pleasant warmth still coursing through her from the energetic rogering she’d been given while bent over her boss’s desk. A male groom from the farm over on the eastern edge of the estate – where the real horses and ponies were kept - had dropped by to leave Ayesha’s tailor made, studded tack and dressage tack. He had waited to see the tall slave fully harnessed to make sure everything fitted and then he had taken his payment in kind with Raika before wiping himself clean on her buttock, giving her a resounding smack and wandering on his way, whistling jauntily.
Absentmindedly she rubbed herself as she studied the tethered pony slave, patiently facing the wall, her wrists clipped to the shafts of the trap that she was about to pull. The day was a fine one with only a hint of early spring sharpness in the air, a perfect day to start pushing Ayesha back towards fitness, Raika thought as she approached and stroked a silky smooth thigh. Branding and tongue ringing had done her a power of good in Raika’s opinion. She was much more docile and placid. She had hardly reared at all when Raika had tightened the studded tit straps until the leather had sunk into the soft flesh and the wicked little tines, Raika knew, would keep her mind focused firmly on her slavery and the job in hand. The groom let her hand trail down to where the harness’s crotch strap separated the swells of labial meat and mischievously she pressed her fingers hard against where she knew the clitoral rasper was located. The slave’s eyes closed in delight and then opened wide in disappointment when she stopped and took her hand away.
 Raika laughed happily, slapped the big slave’s thigh and unfastened her leash. Then she took hold of the reins and jerked them downwards sharply. Instantly the pony dropped to one knee and this allowed Raika to step over the shaft of the trap whilst retaining her modesty in her short skirt. 
The irony of the fact that only a few moments ago, that same skirt had been unceremoniously flipped up onto her back while a man whose name she didn’t even know had rammed himself to ejaculation inside her while she bent over a desk, was not lost on her and she was smiling as she settled herself onto the sun-warmed, quilted leather of the seat. She wriggled a little until her bare thighs and her still tingling vulva were comfortable and the skirt was firmly tucked up behind her, then she contemplated the view in front of her and realised that she was going to add to the series of small dark patches on the leather that Mr Carlo and Mr Brian teased all the grooms about. They all leaked helplessly as they sat behind the deliciously quivering pony buttocks and the harnessed nudity of the graceful backs. 
On this particular morning Ayesha’s skin was honey gold and clear of all traces of the abuse she had suffered, the slender black straps up between the buttocks, around the waist and across the upper back – where it was required to keep the tit straps steady, provided a beautiful contrast. Raika was quite sure that Mr Carlo would want to see some evidence of the whip having been laid on in his absence and she had decided that now that Ayesha was in full studded tack once more, it was time to ask some questions of the new acquisition.
She hauled back on the reins, more so with the left and Ayesha backed away from the hitching rail, her blinkered head pulled sharply to her left and making her back the rig to the right. Raika took the driving whip up from its holder and halted the slave with a gentle prod between the shoulders, then she tapped the same spot and kept the left rein tight as the powerful slave leaned into her task and the trap scrunched and rumbled on the concrete of the yard. In no time they were through the arch and out onto the tarmac road. Raika pulled the rig round to the left again and at a gentle walk they headed for the main house and the stableyard there. Raika’s intention was to make Ayesha pull for at least two hours, starting with an easy walk and working up to trotting and then galloping. 
Ayehsa’s oiled hide glistened in the sun and Raika sat back comfortably, knowing that by the end of the day she would be sweat-drenched and shiny, saliva dripping from her face and flying from her shoulders where her bit, passing through her tongue ring, wouldn’t allow her to close her mouth. But she had had a long lay off and a walk up to the main yard would loosen her nicely. Besides, since she had been left in sole charge, Raika hadn’t spoken to anyone else and in the main yard she could gossip for a few minutes with the Housegirls.
They passed the blank steel walls of the training arena and then joined the path up from the ornamental lake, turning sharp left and with two hard taps between the shoulders and the first sweep of the whipcord, Raika urged her pony into a trot as the rig clattered under the ancient archway and then jolted over the cobbles until she reined in.
Immediately there were squeals of delight from inside the stalls as the Housegirls on groom duty broke off tending to their sister Housegirls who were on pony duty and crowded round Raika and Ayesha.
Inquisitive hands began immediately to explore the strapping of the harness and Ayehsa reared and pranced as her breasts were squeezed and her labia pinched and pulled. The Housegirls’ laughter increased as Raika tightened the reins and swept the whip across the buttocks a few times to calm the pony down. They all loved seeing the arena slaves in harness and under discipline, they knew what it was like to pull a trap in harness – but not what the studs felt like. They all felt the whips of their masters often enough – but never as much as the arena slaves felt them, and Raika knew that part of them envied her as the driver and part of them envied the slave.
She dismounted and was embraced by Mary, Zoe and Penny who were on groom duty that day. They all admired the way Raika had scrubbed Ayesha and oiled her, how well she had plaited her hair, how well the brand new harness shone. And they took it in turns to press the clitoral rasper and twist the swollen nipples hard. It was all part of Raika’s plan for the tall slave. She wanted her inflamed with pain and pleasure before she was run under the whip until she was trembling with fatigue and nearly dropping between the shafts. She wanted the butt plug and dildo to wreak havoc with her innards and the studs to torment her while all the time her driver ignored those facts and just drove her mercilessly. It was time Ayehsa was reminded of her reason for existing.
Disengaging herself from her friends, once they had teased and tormented Ayesha into a lather, Raika had the slave ‘walk on’ and waved goodbye as the rig lurched and rattled over the cobbles until it stood on the tarmac of the main lime tree-shaded drive. Then once more Raika pulled left and let Ayesha walk down the incline, leaning back against the trap’s weight. But once at the bottom and back on the level, she clicked her tongue and used the length of whipcord at the end of the driving whip’s shaft to score the buttocks and wrap the pony’s hips. She broke into a trot and Raika almost laughed aloud. She had been certain that this would happen and her feet were resting against a riding crop that she had laid carefully along the footboard against just such a necessity.
She reined in once more, put the whip back in its holder, took up the crop and stepped over the obediently lowered shaft, then, still holding the reins she threw them over the tall slave’s head and stood in front of her with the reins in one hand and the crop in the other. Between her blinkers, Raika could see the pony’s eyes were large with apprehension and tinged with just a little anticipation. She tightened her small fist on the reins and with no warning swung in a hard lash against the fronts of the thighs. She drew her arm full back and put her full strength into the blow as she swung forwards. She had quickly learned at CSL that there was no point whatever in being gentle with an arena slave. A deep tramline blossomed across the flesh instantly and Ayesha reared back, squealing around her bit. Raika held onto the reins grimly and dodged an attempted kick from a steel soled sandal. She swung in another lash, knowing it would be searing agony across the thigh muscles. Again Ayesha twisted and reared furiously. Again Raika hung on to the reins, panting and grinning fiercely with the thrill of the fight. This was where Ayehsa would be broken to the CSL bit. Or not.
Raika got off a third lash that cracked across the slave’s brand at her hip as much as anything, so violent had Ayesha’s twisting become. Behind them the trap’s wheels grated and scraped on the tarmac. Raika struck again, this time she whipped the shaft across Ayesha’s belly, just above her belt. Her breath came out in an agonised wheeze and her eyes opened wide, but her legs stayed steady. Raika deliberately laid the crop across the fronts of both thighs and then lifted it away. This time there was no attempt to dodge the blow but a mad prancing and harness jingling dance of agony followed the crisp, slashing impact.
“Now, then, girl,” Raika said breathlessly when calm had been restored a little. “I think we understand each other, eh?”
Ayesha’s thighs carried rough edged tramlines hewn into the smooth flesh. Here and there the blood speckled darkly just below the skin.
Raika took her seat again, breathing hard but smiling in triumph. She had known the big slave would try it on. All the experienced ones did. Even Blondie had tried it on with her when she first arrived. The new ones, like Rose and Legs were anxious to please and always ‘honest’ as Mr Carlo put it, but the old hands, they never exerted themselves until they had tested a driver’s or trainer’s mettle with the whip.
The first bit of trotting had been slapdash and lazy, the slave had made hardly any effort to lift her knees the way she knew a driver would want. She wouldn’t make that mistake again.
Raika slashed back and forth across the strong back before snapping the lash over one shoulder to scald a strap-tormented breast and Ayesha leaned into her work properly, almost sending her driver sprawling backwards with her sudden eagerness to attain the high stepping trot she knew was required.
Raika took the trap almost the whole way round the perimeter of the estate, sometimes letting the pony slave walk, sometimes lashing her into a headlong gallop. It was late afternoon before the exhausted slave was trotted back up the path from the lake. By then her shoulders and quivering buttocks were a delicate lacework pattern of pink and red lines. Her tightly plaited hair was coming loose and every now and then spittle flew back over a shoulder. Her body ran with sweat and the occasional bit-muffled groan told Raika that it was playing havoc with the weals and under the straps where the studs had driven in, the salt would be reminding her of the depths of sacrifice that were expected of her.
Back in the yard, while the slave stood, ribs heaving and legs shaking, Raika hummed a tune happily and busied herself putting away the trap and then wrenching the harness off Ayesha’s body. It was normal after an extended run for the tack to have embedded itself quite deeply. And it was for that reason that the bridle was the last piece of kit to be removed. The bit and tongue ring kept noise to a minimum. But at last she was able to swing the slave up under a winch and then soap her down before sending her through the showers and driers.
She dropped into a deep sleep almost as soon as she had finished her evening feed and Raika was able to lean on the stall door and reflect on a good day’s work. 
Before her Ayehsa lay sprawled with the careless ease of sleep, her legs were flung apart and Raika could see the little craters in the flesh of the belly where the strap had run down from the belt, the labia were reddened and puffy from having been constricted and Raika knew that just a touch on the cruelly sensitised sexflesh within them would send the slave hurtling into orgasm. But that would have to wait, she had days of hard work and whipping to endure before she would have earned that pleasure. Her breasts rose and fell invitingly as she breathed deeply and their attraction was only increased by the rings of craters and small scabs around their roots. Raika felt a tingle at her groin as she contemplated their size and firmness…….maybe a bit of tit whipping would be good for her in the morning. She fidgeted a little, squeezing her thighs together as she considered whether or not that would be good training or just great fun for her. She knew how much trust had been placed in her and was almost delirious with gratitude and pride. Ayesha had certainly been one of the top performers on the circuit, and now she had been given into her sole charge. She made a mental note to give Mr Carlo and Mr Brian the best blow jobs they had ever had on their return. She felt real pride in herself these days and was absolutely clear in her mind that at CSL she had the first real home she had known in her adult life. The only thing that terrified her was that one day she might be sold again. But on that evening that seemed a remote possibility and she concentrated instead on the growing need between her legs. 
She had just made up her mind to go and sample the dildos and vibrators in the dungeon before going to bed when the stable door opened and Sir John Fitzgerald slipped inside. He closed the door quietly behind him and smiled at her as he approached. For some reason, Raika felt the acid of sick apprehension dissolve her brief contentment.
“Trojan Horse,” he whispered, standing directly in front of her and as Raika’s world fell apart, all she could see was his smile; smug and supremely self-satisfied.
She reeled back and came up short against the half door to the stall. Those words had come back to haunt her at last. She had thought that she had blocked them out months ago; made her memories of her previous owner into merely scenes from a bad dream. But now he had stretched out his hand to claim her.
Through tear misting eyes she saw Sir John, looming above her.
“You know that when he put you out to auction your master told you he wanted you to do a job for him, and if you did it he promised to do something for you, didn’t he?”
She nodded miserably, recalling the huge black man plunging his massive tool into her while the big Irishman stood beside her. She recalled her master leaning down and promising her that if she continued to work for him despite being auctioned off, he would send her home with a rich bridegroom and she would live in honour for the rest of her life. It was her dream, to return to the hill country of northern India and to drive through her village in a powerful limousine, like the ones she was now used to seeing, with a handsome, rich young man beside her, and somehow her previous master had known what her dream had been.
He had described Mr Carlo and Mr Brian to her and she had beguiled them into bidding for her and winning. But then she had been brought to England and had fallen in love with The Lodge, with the slaves in her charge, with the way she was trusted, the way the men used her at will but didn’t insult her. They even returned to their own beds after taking her if they woke her in the night, urgent for her mouth or her vagina. No one had ever been that considerate before. They gave her a smart uniform, she had a room of her own……….
“Your master; your real master, is a man of his word, Raika. Just do a little job for him and he will make sure you are looked after…….” Sir John’s voice was soft and seductive but she couldn’t betray her home; not even for the promise of a return to her birthplace and a life of respectability. Wordlessly she shook her head, bracing herself for the retribution that would surely follow her refusal.
But none came.
Instead she felt his hand on her arm and he was leading her across to the windowless dungeon that occupied the whole of one end of the stable block.
“Let me show you something, Raika,” he said. “There is something that your master wants you to see. He needs you, Raika and to those who help him he is very generous. You think the men who own you now are honourable and kind, don’t you?”
She nodded and he led her inside, flicking on the lights and closing the heavy, padded door behind them.
“Let me show you what they really are. Then you can decide who you truly serve.”
Raika wiped her eyes awkwardly and looked around. There was nothing unusual in the room, only the normal disciplinary equipment. She turned to look at Sir John. He was taking a whip down from one of the racks.
“I….I don’t understand……..”
Sir John’s face hardened suddenly and he uncoiled the length of thick hide. “You, Raika. I’m going to show you to yourself,” he said. “Now strip!”



Chapter 7

 
It was the second day of the show and Brian was finding it the hardest show yet. Even with the help of the grooms, keeping ten slaves fit for nearly every event was wearing. Currently he and Carlo were positioned on either side of the two lines of slaves toiling along their second length of the arena pulling a telegraph pole behind them. On his side Brian was flogging Ox, Trouble and two of Salazar’s slaves. Carlo was taking care of Rose, Legs and two others. Beside them the other guards swung their whips in unison as Hank, standing on top of the log called the time.
“Heave! Heave!” On each call fifteen heavy floggers smacked across the sweating bodies before the men and the column moved steadily onwards. At the moment they had about half a metre lead. The women were leaning so far forwards as to almost be parallel to the ground, their breasts swung to and fro beneath their heaving ribcages, their buttocks hollowed and their thighs strained as they toiled. The rhythm of the call was ponderous but allowed each man to move from one slave to another so that each took one lash in four. Even so, on this second leg there was scarcely an inch of unmarked flesh. Here and there along the double line of thirty slaves a head would throw back as a particularly spiteful lash wrapped a breast and bit at a nipple. 
Apart from the measured, heavy smacks of the whips and the calls of the trainers, the air was thick with the frenzied cries of the crowd. Huge amounts of money were wagered on each event and this was a close contest. And besides the competitive frenzy, watching so many whips at play on so much naked flesh was driving people into an orgiastic frenzy as well. Up above the stands the huge video screens showed loving close ups of rippling buttocks and breasts swinging so wildly that on the bigger titted specimens they were colliding. Brian saw Hank glance across at the opposition and he risked one as well. Their driver was calling a slightly faster rhythm and the slaves were responding. Their lines were almost alongside. 
“Double time!” Hank yelled. This was a ruse they had rehearsed in the run up to the show but never with full whipping. But it was now or never.
Hank doubled the speed of his calls and the men worked their way up and down their allotted parts of the lines smacking in a lash to the back and immediately following it with an uppercut to the breasts. The noise in the arena went from merely deafening to painful in seconds as the slaves squealed and shrieked while the crowd roared its approval but from somewhere the slaves found the strength to accelerate their progress through the heavy ground. It had rained that morning and the floor of the arena was not its usual sandy, firm consistency. After having been wrestled and boxed on, had squads of twenty girls from each stable fighting with whips, staves and nets all at the same time and then had mass log pulling staged, what the slaves were attempting was akin to pulling the huge log through a mud wrestling ring.
But with the application of extra whipping, the Salazar team forged just slightly ahead. 
Brian’s arm ached as the finishing line approached with agonising slowness but he gritted his teeth and stuck to his task, fanning the leather tails out across the slaves’ shoulders and then slicing them up into the soft, swinging vulnerability of the breasts.
The opposition tried the same tactic but their line of struggling slaves was not as durable as the Salazar one and by the time the fronts of both logs had crossed the line, the Salazar stable was declared the winner by three lengths. A close result when the line consisted of fifteen lengths; a length being defined as the length of a slave’s body.
The guards shook hands and congratulated each other on a well-driven pull. Between them the lines of slaves collapsed onto knees and elbows, their wrists still attached to the rope by their restraints. Brian knew he didn’t have much time to enjoy the triumph. The chariot racing would be starting soon and he was needed at the circus to help with harnessing. But now that the stress of the final dash was wearing off, he realised his cock was pushing urgently at the front of his shorts. Before him was a feast of carnal delights, thirty flogged raw slaves knelt in front of him and between their welted buttocks and strong thighs, a fascinating range of whip-aroused cunts was on offer. There were neat, plump ones, long ones, ones with inner lips blossoming up from between the outer ones, ones with liver-coloured inner lips, ones with outer lips that looked as though they had had lipstick applied around the vaginal hole.
Deciding he had time for a quick one, Brian pushed his shorts down and knelt behind one of the Salazar slaves who had an unusually broad expanse of arse and a cunt that was blatantly weeping with arousal. He slid into her easily but she was so far gone as to only be able to groan softly as she felt the penetration. As he set about seeking his release he saw that most of his companions were doing likewise and the cameras were missing none of the action. Beside him one the cameramen was closing right up on one of Salazar’s guards plunging in and out of Ox while grinning and waving to the crowd, before panning towards him. Brian leaned forward and helped himself to two handfuls of soft, malleable breastflesh, swinging beneath the anonymous slave’s chest. The recent beating she had taken there made her rear up nicely for the camera and the man behind it gave him a broad grin and the thumbs up.
The extra dose of pain obviously refreshed the slave and Brian was impressed at how well she gripped him when he spurted his load deep into her and then climbed to his feet, giving her breasts one last squeeze and her nipples a hard twist.
As he left the arena the lines of slaves were tottering wearily to their feet
and were being shepherded back to the tunnel after being freed from the logs. The second pull would be on the following morning and would almost certainly require completely fresh whip fodder. The prospect was pleasing and he was whistling as he headed for the circus, behind him those of the spectators who wanted to watch the racing began to follow him, others made their way to the pens for more boxing and wrestling.
When he arrived at the circus he found that Juan and some of the others were in the finishing stages of harnessing. The butt plugs and dildos were already in and the studded strapping keeping them in was tightened. The tit straps were fastened and Blondie was just having her bridle buckled on as he walked up. He got straight to work and fed her bit through her tongue ring and then screwed in the pin that attached it to the bridle on the far side. Then he clipped on the karabiners that fastened the reins to the bridle at the same place before feeding her right one down and through two loops on the back of her belt then through a further one on the shaft of the chariot, the spare length he left to trail for the moment and went back to her head. Her left rein was a short strap which fastened to the bridle of the slave immediately to her left. The most efficient way of harnessing and steering had turned out to be joining the front four, bridle to bridle and only having long reins at the extreme left and right. These two were fed back along the shaft of the chariot and the driver wrapped them around his waist. He only needed to haul on one rein to swing the front four that way. The two ‘grunts’ who provided power halfway along the shaft didn’t need steering, they just needed to keep pushing. The final advantage offered by this arrangement was that all four backs were kept clear for the whipman to work on; ensuring that the front rank raced and fought as hard as they could. With a practised eye Brian settled the bridle finally, making sure that the big blinkers kept the blonde’s gaze restricted to what was directly in front of her. Her high collar discouraged neck movement and it had been found that by keeping the slaves largely ignorant of what they were being driven into, the performances became much better. Under certain scoring circumstances it was sometimes necessary for a driver to sacrifice his rig in order to maximise the team’s other rig’s score. In those circumstances he might choose to drive deliberately into one of the oppositions’ rigs and with heavy blinkers the slaves had no chance to brake or take avoiding action, thus ensuring a good, entertaining collision was achieved.
Once all the slaves were harnessed and fastened to the chariots, Brian, Juan and the other two Salazar men checked the opposition’s rigs. They checked that the whips were the specified length and weight and that the tip of the long one was of regulation weight and the driver’s flogger had no more than twenty tails. They checked that the clips fastening the slaves to the rig did not contain any failsafe device, allowing the slave to break free of the rig in the event of a crash. The rules were that if any slaves went lame or were injured in any of the races, they could be replaced only from the ranks of the slaves who started. Usually that meant that the second chariot was sacrificed if necessary. 
The circus filled up rapidly and with his heart pounding with excitement, Brian was soon settling his grip on the front rail of the chariot and on his whip, glancing at Juan, bracing his feet, surveying the line of backs and buttocks presented for flogging and then a siren sounded from the compere’s box and they were off. For the first length it was simply a case of delivering a blizzard of lashes and demanding the slaves produced every ounce of pace they were capable of. Brian’s arm windmilled as he yelled and the long length of whipcord smacked back and forth across the straining backs. Naked thighs pumped, buttocks trembled, hair tossed and the chariot shook in every rivet as it charged across the sand. Neck and neck the four rigs approached the first turn. All four drivers held station for the first turn and as the teams sped back towards the starting line they broke lanes for the first time – as permitted in the rules. The Salazar rigs approached the second turn in second and fourth places, Brian and Juan lying in second. Brian eased back on the whipping and allowed Juan to ease round the turn, then on the start of the second lap, Juan let out a wild war whoop and steering out to the left he and Brian flogged their team into a spurt that brought them alongside the scarlet and blacks.
As a result the second turn brought the crowd to its feet. All four rigs battled for position, the slaves at the ends of the front shaft equipped with the armoured gloves and arm guards, flailed madly at their opponents while both whipmen attempted to lash the oppositions’ slaves. Blondie – on the right of the line – was in the thick of the action and Brian laughed in delight as he watched her use all her experience in the arenas. Ignoring the lashes she was being hammered with by the opposing whipman, she reached back with her free arm and slammed it across her opposing slave’s lower back. Brian immediately saw to it that he added to the unfortunate slave’s problems by getting in a cutting strike across her shoulders. She arched and screamed around her bit, allowing Blondie to bring her arm forward again and then slam it back across her strap-imprisoned tits. She almost lost her footing and Brian tried to slice in further lashes to finish the job, but their driver was alert to the danger and once both rigs were back on the straight, he backed off to give the slave time to recover. In the meantime the second scarlet and black chariot raced through on their left and Jet was brought into the fighting as the chariots rattled and thundered towards the next turn. Both drivers held station and still skirmishing the rigs accelerated back up towards turn four and this time all four chariots took it almost level, the two outermost ones losing some ground inevitably but making some up by being able to turn faster as they made a wider arc. It seemed that for this first race it was to be pace alone that would decide it. Neither team seemed inclined to try and run the other off into the side or centre boarding. Brian was loving every second. The line of sweating backs and buttocks in front of him were impossible to miss even though sometimes his vision blurred as the chariot vibrated madly. The race was a pure test of whipcraft and speed. Brian and Juan won by a breast – the closest distance before a photo finish was declared.
The teams were given a ten minute rest while they were checked for lameness and given sips from flasks of carefully prepared liquid. The Salazar stable favoured a mixture of fruit juice and sperm. Brian was always amazed at how greedily the slaves tried to guzzle the foul stuff. 
The drivers and whipmen passed among their teams patting a breast here, squeezing a nipple there, slapping buttocks and thighs. They whispered encouragements, stroked hair and made a fuss of the trussed and harnessed slaves. The object was to make them fiercely frustrated so they would race all the harder in the hope that a master would fuck them afterwards if they did well.
The scarlet and blacks turned out to be tougher than Brian had anticipated. In the next race the Salazar chariots could only manage third and fourth. In the third they made first and last. The fourth turned into a war of attrition and both the second chariots were driven into the sideboarding but again Brian and Juan scraped a victory. In the final race only three chariots competed, the Salazar second string having sustained damage to three of its slaves in the pile ups.
Brian had never worked so hard with a whip as he did in the final race. From the start he had no choice but to keep up a scalding blizzard of full blooded throws, putting his entire weight into each lash and making the slaves hurl themselves towards the finish. Once again they did just enough but as Juan reined in the tottering slaves, Brian knew the final day’s races would be far too close to call and to make it worse, Blondie was due to run solo in only an hour’s time.



Chapter 8

 
It had been a call that he and Carlo had been loath to make but no one had thought the chariot racing would be as tough as it had turned out to be. As the slaves stood trembling and gasping in their traces, he concentrated on the blonde. Her chest was heaving desperately and her back and ribs were crisscrossed by livid welts. Here and there the skin had split on her buttocks. Her breasts had not fared much better and as he stroked them, the soft skin now drum hard after the long constriction in the straps, the nipples straining to almost grotesque proportions, Brian knew he had to work fast. Leaving Juan to cope with the others he set about freeing Blondie and led her back to the dressing rooms. As soon as she was inside she stood with her legs parted and waited obediently for her next bout of pain. He took her bridle off first and then her collar. It hung on the straps that bound her tits and Brian carefully unbuckled those, feeling the slave tense against the moment when blood would flow back into starved tissue and the whip burn on her skin would be eclipsed by the deep hurt in her tits. Even with all her experience she couldn’t help stamping and rearing as Brian first unbuckled and then wrenched the straps off. The studs left little craters and some had made punctures where the boxing corset had also dug into her. Shushing her, Brian laid her on her back on the main massage table and began to ease the lower part of her harness off. Again the studs had left their marks but there was nothing too bad. The dildo almost floated out on the tide of sap she had produced while racing and fighting under the whip and the butt plug was easily expelled too. She bucked and writhed as the various pains grew and diminished, between her strong thighs her open cunt beckoned to Brian and in the end, once he had dabbed disinfectant on her injuries he parted the labia widely and looked inside her, sure enough she was awash with the thick discharge she was famous for producing in orgasm. From between her spread legs he looked up her body, past the slightly softened mounds of her breasts towards her head. He heard a rapid clicking from her tongue ring and decided on his best course of action. He let her cunt close and moved to where her head lolled, partly over the far edge of the table.
“Get a good drink, girl. You’re on again soon,” he told her as he unzipped his shorts and manoeuvred his rigid cock out. Then holding it angled down slightly he fed it into her eagerly waiting mouth. Not having much time, he couldn’t afford to savour the gentle squeezing of her throat, he just needed her to get the taste of a master down her gullet so she would run her heart out again. Having signalled his intentions to her he withdrew so that she could caress his helm with her tongue and its heavy ring until he felt the onrushing approach of ejaculation and rammed himself back into her. Her body stiffened in anticipation of the spurts and as he closed his eyes at the exquisite moment of eruption into the small space of a slave’s mouth, he felt her throat working frantically to get down every last drop of his sperm.
While she sprawled, limp and undone, he ran one shower until it was piping hot, then he stripped and helped her under it, guiding the shower head to between her legs and fetching groans of delight from her. Then with no warning after several minutes of hot soaking, he switched it to cold and watched, grinning, as Blondie squealed and wriggled like a little girl. Then he turned it back to hot and after a few minutes turned it back to cold again. By the time the others were being led back in, Blondie was dried, her hair clean and shining again, her eyes bright and she was tongue leashed, ready for action. 
There was a roped off walkway from the dressing rooms at the circus to the racetrack and Brian had to be rather more curt than he would have liked with the admirers who leaned over the ropes to touch the famous gladiator as she padded meekly behind her trainer on her leash.
Carlo was waiting and was far from pleased at the amount of whip she had taken but accepted that Brian had had no choice.
While Carlo set about harnessing Blondie again, carefully lining up the studs so that they would go precisely where the last ones had and not spread the damage, Brian went over to see Purdy who was standing patiently between the shafts of her trap. Her breasts were exaggeratedly huge in their tight strapping but the other curves of her body helped keep them in some sort of proportion, Brian thought. In fact she looked stunning with her tongue just peeking out between her full lips and her dark eyes wide with arousal as she obviously felt the studs press her clitoris and her dildo and butt plug filled her passages to what must feel like bursting. She saw him coming and tossed her head in greeting before nuzzling the hand he put out to stroke her. Her oiled flesh shone in the early evening light and it felt warm and soft to his touch. She rested her head against his shoulder and champed at her bit as he let his hand stray down across her stomach to the junction of her long thighs. She parted them obediently and he stroked her labia where the crupper strap of her harness divided them. She whined softly in frustrated desire for her master but he shushed her.
“You’ve got to run well tonight, girl. Blondie’s blowing before she starts and your driver will flog hard all the way.”
The qualifying rounds and her bouts in the pens had left her looking desirably well whipped already but Brian knew that by the time she was stabled that night she would have been flogged to the very limits of her training. 
He squeezed a breast and pushed her away as he saw her driver take his seat in the lightweight trap. Purdy arched her neck and pranced a little as she felt the balance of the trap shift and knew that the race was about to start. Brian approached the lithe, sinewy man as he pulled the whip from its rest and shook out the stiff whipcord.
“You’ve seen Blondie?” he asked.
The man nodded.
“No mercy then.” He jerked his head back towards Purdy. “Whip her from start to finish. If she doesn’t win then it won’t matter if she goes down. Even with Carlo behind her, Blondie will be lucky to finish at all.”
The driver nodded tersely again and tightening his grip on the reins, pulled Purdy to the right and tapped her up to ‘walk on’ towards the start and finish line. The final race consisted of six laps of the track between the highest scoring rigs from each team.
From the start it was clear that Purdy’s driver had taken his instructions to heart. He abandoned all tactics and simply thrashed Purdy into a headlong gallop from the start. If Blondie was already exhausted, for the first three laps she gave no sign of it. From where Brian stood at the trackside he could only see the finishing straight, the tiered benches of the stands obscured his view but he could follow his team’s progress on the monitor screen in the tack room. The unmistakable blonde plait and the tall figure in front of the tensely hunched Carlo seemed to be loping easily in second place. The third time the four rigs rumbled along the straight, Brian could see that Purdy was sweating and grimacing around her bit as her driver maintained his punishing rate of whip strikes. As she passed him Brian watched her retreating back and smiled grimly. She would make an amazing fuck later on if the man taking her chose to dig his fingers into her arse while he rode her. Already she was sporting dark red ridges on the lush curves and the race was only half run.
Blondie had lost ground and although her head was still steady and her knee lift was still high, Brian could see some signs of raggedness creeping in. Carlo was looking uncharacteristically tense and only plying the whip sparingly – a sure sign he was worried. Normally Blondie almost demanded that her master flog her without mercy and seemed to thrive on it. The two scarlet and black rigs flashed past close behind, gaining ground with each pace. On the fourth lap their drivers began to open up with the whips in earnest and Blondie was running third as they began the fifth lap. 
She hung onto third place through that lap but the two last traps were losing touch with the leaders. Purdy’s driver had at last begun to ease off the whip and was vocally urging her on while the second placed trap tried to close the gap he had opened up in the earlier stages. Brian suspected that Purdy was only being given a brief respite, the final lap would see her flogged on mercilessly.
The crowd was fully engaged with the struggle for third place however, the sight of the great Blondie struggling for a place was a rare one and as the traps rumbled past to begin the final lap, Brian could see that Blondie’s running action was ragged and Carlo was beginning to slash desperately with the whip, making her toss her head – a sure sign of a slave in the last throes of exhaustion. With a delighted whoop, the scarlet and black’s driver yelled at his slave and began to lash her with hard deliberate strokes and she accelerated until she was running alongside Carlo, who now began to yell at Blondie and aim the whip down over her shoulders so that her breasts took the brunt of the thrashing. Her head began to toss even more, spraying sweat and saliva into the floodlit evening air. The scarlet and black rig accelerated more and began to pull past Carlo.
Brian leaned over the barrier and craned to see the action as the rigs raced away towards the next turn. Suddenly Carlo stopped thrashing Blondie and as if it was some sort of signal between pony and driver, her knee lift came back, her head went down and suddenly the two rigs were matching speeds. Brian laughed aloud as he saw the trap that Carlo had sprung. He had tempted the scarlet and black’s driver into an overtaking manoeuvre as they were approaching a chicane.
The scarlet and black rig could choose to pile straight into the bales that jutted out into the track or fall back and risk not being able to get up to speed again and overtake before the end of the lap. The driver opted for the course of action the crowd howled its approval of, he stood up and began thrashing his pony’s breasts, buttocks and back in a final desperate attempt to overtake. But Blondie had enough left in reserve and held them off, sending her opposing slave careering, helplessly driven by the whip squealing into the straw. Brian joined in the laughter and applause and the defeated driver smiled and acknowledged the cheers for his sporting attempt to go for broke as he bent down and hauled his pony up by her bridle and began to lead her away.
Carlo gave Brian his characteristic grin as he led Blondie around the unharnessing enclosure while the three slaves ‘sweated down’ at an easy walk between the shafts of their traps.
“You don’t race as many times as me and this one have without you learn a few tricks,” he said and slapped a powerful thigh, making the blonde’s buttock ripple. “Tomorrow is going to be very close, but at least we have our noses in front now. Eh girl?” He tousled her hair, unfastened her bit and fetched one of her favourite biscuits from a pocket. The big blonde shook her thick mane of hair and crunched her treat loudly as she stared proudly out from between her blinkers at the admiring onlookers ranged along the rails of the enclosure.
However much thrashing the slaves had taken during the day, they were still booked out for private use in the evenings although on the second nights they didn’t fetch as much money as the sessions were shorter and the trainers less likely to allow heavy whipping.
An hour later, Blondie, showered again and hurriedly groomed by Amelia was hung up on the high mesh fencing surrounding the outdoor exercise area. She was spreadeagled with her feet off the floor and was facing two German men who were taking it in turns to flog her and fuck her. Currently she was being fucked and her pelvis was steadily grinding backwards and forwards against the man, who was holding himself steady inside her while he chatted with his colleague who was waiting to resume the breast whipping. Blondie’s long, heavily ringed tongue lapped at the man’s neck.
Brian thought she looked magnificent in her full battle-scarred nudity, servicing a complete stranger and still capable of responding to the whip. However, since the race he had been assailed by doubts; it had been deeply upsetting to see her struggle.
“How many years has she got left, do you reckon, Carlo?”
“Hmm? Oh, plenty yet. Plenty yet, today is just one day, you know? In a month’s time she will be as good as new.”
Carlo, who was leaning against the wall beside him and watching his favourite perform with an indulgent smile, gave a relaxed summing up but Brian was still troubled as he made his way indoors and through to the dungeon where the other slaves were being used. In the open plan stalls, Blackie and Tigre had been finished with and had been settled down by the grooms. Brian automatically noted and approved of the deep breathing from beneath each slave’s blanket. They were fast asleep. As he entered the dungeon however he was greeted by the cries and moans of slaves who were very definitely awake. It was really only a dungeon in the sense of being a place of restraint, the pillars were of wood instead of stone and were liberally sprinkled with steel rings. It was at ground level and the windows were heavily curtained, nevertheless it was well equipped for its purpose and Brian gazed around critically, assessing whether anyone was getting a bit too enthusiastic with any of the whips. The grooms seemed to be keeping a capable eye on things though and as Brian watched he saw Amelia interrupt a man who was choosing a whip for Legs, whose already slender figure was being exaggerated by her ankle suspension, her back clearly showing the pounding it had taken on the log pull. She suggested he leave the thick, hide thong on the rack and content himself with a flogger. He agreed with good grace and set about getting his money’s worth by beating her until she was swinging like a pendulum. Brian knew however that the marks of a flogger would not be too severe.
Rose was tied face down along a bench, sucking at a man’s cock while the man’s female companion welted her back and backside with a strap and rummaged her fingers in her cunt. As he watched, he saw the man push Rose’s head firmly down onto his cock and the woman took that as the signal to let loose a final flurry of lashes and really stretch the slave’s cunt with her fingers. Rose rode the usage well, managing to swallow smoothly while she bucked and writhed under the woman’s attentions. Once the man had finished with her mouth, the woman took her place and had Rose work at her clitoris with her tongue until she was brought to a shuddering climax. Then they thanked Helga, smacked the exhausted slave on her bottom and left. 
Jet was tied to the pivoted X cross on her back and it had been locked into the horizontal position. Her superb form shone darkly under the harsh lighting as she fellated one man who was idly mauling her breasts as she sucked him, and was fucked by another who was also wielding a flogger over her stomach from time to time. Brian noted with approval that Anne Marie was keeping an eye on her as well as making sure that Cherry’s breast constriction didn’t go on too long. The black girl’s skin didn’t show the whip as clearly as the fair skinned ones did and she could all too easily face the final day’s competition under par if a close eye wasn’t kept on the tally she was taking. 
Over in the far corner, Ox and Trouble were performing an enthusiastic sixty-nine while four men stood over them laughing, masturbating and flogging indiscriminately. Quite rightly the grooms had left those two to look after themselves, they were practically indestructible. Brian’s gaze at last alighted on Purdy, she was hooded and tied down on her back to a plain table. A lean, tall black man was standing with her legs straight up over his shoulders and, like Blondie outside, Brian could see her pelvis tilting and flexing as she pleasured the cock deeply embedded in her cunt. The man’s white companion was squeezing each breast in turn at its root and flogging the nipples with a heavy strap. Beneath the hood, Brian could see Purdy’s full lips pouting and then parting as she responded to the punishment.
All the slaves were performing well, he thought, as Amelia came to stand beside him and he reached round her and delved his hand into her blouse to squeeze her breast. They were as good a squad of slaves as you could get anywhere on the arena circuit and yet he couldn’t shake off the disquieting thought that sooner or later even Blondie would begin to slow down and then Carlo and John would have to consider selling her into the private market.
Purdy heaved and shook in orgasm as the man between her legs ejaculated and his friend wanked over her hooded face and spurted his come over her welted breasts.
Amelia’s hand made its way towards his straining erection as the room reverberated with the cries and roars of the final orgasms of the evening and Brian knew he should be one of the happiest men in creation, with such a wealth of slaveflesh and submissive womanhood on tap but as he smacked Amelia’s bottom and pulled away to tongue leash Purdy and settle her for the night, he couldn’t help but entertain some nagging worries about the future. 
And besides, the final day of the closest contest he had ever been involved in was looming and he was all too aware of what awaited the losing stable.



Chapter 9

 
Raika gritted her teeth and tried to stifle the groan of discomfort that rose in her throat. She hated taking a man in her back passage. It had always seemed to her to be the ultimate shaming of a woman, but long acquaintance with the dominant men who had played such a part in her life had led her to bury that thought and concentrate on the strange but undeniable pleasure there was to be found in being buggered. Still she hated the arrogance of the entry, the way the thick helm of the penis drove so imperiously into the forbidden tracts of her body. Behind her Sir John chuckled.
“You don’t like it up your arse. That’s good.” He gave one more thrust of his hips and then moved back and forth a couple of times to test for comfort and Raika gasped as she always did at the contradictory sensations the movement always set up in her. Still chuckling, he leaned over her and helped himself to two handfuls of her breasts as they hung down either side of the top of the bench she was lying along. Out of habit she raised herself slightly to make sure he had full access to all he wanted. Again he chuckled softly and pinched her nipples between his fingers.
“Aah!” Her cry was breathy and unstoppable, his fingers had sent tingles of arousal lancing through her body, her legs trembled and she felt the unmistakable heating at her belly. Again there was that chuckle.
“They’re good and hard. You’re excited even though you don’t like me in your backside.”
She couldn’t answer as he immediately began to thrust and withdraw in earnest. Her body began to rock backwards and forwards and her innards were in their customary turmoil when a cock was ravishing her bottom. One particularly harsh thrust made her aware that the edge of the bar was available to her clitoris if she went on tip toe just a little more and allowed herself to rock forwards a bit further at the next lunge. She sighed in contentment as she felt her nub pressed against the wood and it sent further little shivers through her.
Sir John reached down and around and she felt his fingers pushing the hood up and away, ensuring a good, harsh contact was made. Then she felt him begin to thrust with real venom. He smacked his pelvis against her buttocks and she began to dissolve as his hands clenched in her breasts, her clitoris was rasped and her rectum was emptied and filled.
“You can come all you like, you little whore,” she heard him say, his voice harsh and menacing. “I’ll make you come anyway. However I choose without even getting my dick in that sweet little cunt of yours!”
She cried out again as he slapped her buttock hard.
“After this I’m going to take the crop to your arse!”
“Yes, Master!” she heard herself yelp as he slapped her again and then she began to torment her clitoris again against the wood as the cock in her arse propelled her helplessly back and forth along the bench until at last she cried out in orgasm and slumped forwards only dimly hearing Sir John laughing as he finished in her tight back passage.
He slumped over her, making her groan as she felt the bar dig into her. His hands remained clenched in her breasts and she winced at the continuing pain. But after only a few minutes he reared up and dragged her up with him by her hair.
“Stand in the middle of the floor and bend over!” he ordered. The thought of disobeying never entered her head.
He picked a whippy crop from a rack and stood beside her, stroking her throat with the keeper.
“Head up my little whore, keep your back arched prettily.”
She did as she was told. 
“You are not restrained in any way, are you?” he asked.
“No Master,” she answered, puzzled by the unexpected question.
“I’m going to slam in ten hard lashes to your arse and you’ll stay down for them because you’re a slut. What are you?”
“A slut Master.” Raika felt tears of shame begin to prick her eyes.
“After I’ve welted your bottom in a way no normal woman would even consider allowing, I’m going to stick my fingers in your cunt. And what will I find, my little whoreslave? Eh?” He leaned down close to her ear and she felt his breath tickle her cheek. She blinked back the tears.
“It’ll be wet for you Master.”
“Of course it will. Because you’re just fuckmeat and whipping trash.”
With no warning the first lash arrived.
“Aaah!” She screamed as the moment of numbed shock passed and the bitter stinging raced through her body and caught at her throat. Tears fell to the floor.
Whack!
Whack!
Whack!
Somehow she held her footing, even though she still had her heeled sandals on. Sir John was delivering one of the hardest beatings she could remember receiving for a long time. And he wasn’t giving her time to absorb the pain of one lash and allow the anaesthetic of excitement to seep in before the next one cracked in.
Whack!
Raika squeezed her eyes shut and desperately thought of how wonderful it would feel if he would allow her to suck him afterwards. She envisaged the vein ridged shaft and how it would tower above her as she knelt before him, buttocks afire.
Whack!
He paused for a moment and Raika nearly fainted with gratitude when she felt him reach under her and caress her breasts.
“You mark very prettily. I might have to give you ten more,” he said.
“Yes Master,” she sighed as his words and his hands worked their magic and she began to spiral upwards.
The next four lashes were delivered higher up the buttocks and by the end, although she was sniffing and weeping, she knew she was wet and open. When the penetration of his fingers came it was as heavenly as the beating had been hellish. She sighed happily.
“I’m going to fuck you with the handle of the crop. You will come because you can’t help it. You’re a feeble excuse for a real woman. You’re just a slut.”
She couldn’t recall anyone having insulted her so thoroughly while using her but in any case her thoughts were swept away by the delight of being filled from behind by the crop. Sir John knew his business and found her G spot immediately. During her climax she lost her footing and fell forwards onto her knees, Sir John following her, thrusting the crop in and out of her until she screamed her release and rolled onto her back. When she opened her eyes, Sir John was naked and standing astride her. His hand was around the thick shaft of his cock and he was smiling down at her.
“Kneel up and be ready to catch every spurt of my come with your tongue.”
Still burning from the orgasm and the beating, Raika scrambled up, joining her hands behind her. She stuck her tongue out and eagerly watched Sir John’s fist as it worked up and down the long, gloriously thick shaft. The dome shone and wept a trickle of pre ejaculate from its slit. She longed to feel the contours with her tongue, to feel her mouth filled with a man seeking his pleasure carelessly in her throat.
Sir John laughed. “You’re gagging like a bitch on heat! Just a bit of beating and you’ll do anything! You’re a worthless lump of trash.”
“Uhhh!” She didn’t want to risk putting her tongue in and missing one precious drop of sperm. He laughed again but she was rewarded by the eye of the cock beginning to spurt. Though desperate to suck it, she obediently kept her mouth open and followed each jerk and spurt of his emission, loving the feel of the hot sticky mess, defiling her face when sometimes she missed a dollop.
Sir John rested back against a whipping trestle and picked up a small mirror and handed it to her.
“Look at yourself,” he said simply.
Raika did so and the scales fell from her eyes. She was wide eyed and panting, her hair was dishevelled, thick shiny trails of a man’s spunk ran and slithered over her chin and cheeks. She realised that he hadn’t been ‘talking dirty’ to her. He was right, she was what she had been made; a whoreslave.
Through her sobbing she heard him continue. “Do you think any respectable man will ever look at you as anything other than a whore? A collection of holes to fuck?”
Weeping bitterly she shook her head, dropping the mirror and burying her face in her hands.
“A whoreslave like you needs to be punished. Stand up, I’m going to whip you.”
Numb with pain she did so and only dimly registered his hands buckling restraints onto her wrists, then tension coming onto them as she was pulled up onto tip toe. This at least was right, she thought eventually. She deserved to be punished for allowing herself to become so depraved. She blinked her eyes clear and saw Sir John uncoiling a stock whip.
It was a harsh beating but no more than she deserved, she spun and screamed as the heavy lash wrapped her chest and bit into her breasts. She hopped and snorted in shocked pain as the lash snapped at her loins and inner thighs. Even her sorely thrashed buttocks were not spared and eventually, breath rasping in her throat, she hung limply by her arms, head bowed. Sir John came to stand in front of her and she saw his hand reach out towards her crotch and with what emotion was left in her pain racked body she cringed with shame. Sure enough she felt him move inside her and withdraw, his fingers sticky and shiny with the traces of the tumultuous orgasm that had swept her away even as she screamed under the whip.
“Hopeless,” Sir John said. “And yet your master; your real master is kind enough to bother himself with your welfare. Remember? He promised to find you a rich young husband and to provide you with a dowry, so you can go home in honour and wealth. You see, he understands Raika.” His voice was suddenly soft and comforting. She didn’t understand what his last words meant and she lifted her eyes to his. They were looking at her with gentle sympathy.
“He understands that this isn’t the real you. This is the whoreslave that Suarez and Carpenter and the rest have made out of you. He knows that really you are decent and respectable, all he wants is a little help from you to show that you appreciate all he is prepared to do for you. Just do a simple little job for him and he’ll make every dream you have treasured in your pretty head while these men have been using you, come true.”
He smiled at her and Raika smiled back. 
Her heart melted with gratitude towards him – and towards the master who still wanted her, valued her – they understood that nothing was her fault. She was what she had been made, and so complete was her self-revulsion, confusion and relief that she forgot that the master Sir John represented was one of the cruellest she had ever suffered under. All she could think of was the fact that only her current masters stood between her and the achieving of all her dreams; respectability and honour among her own people at home.
“What does he want me to do?” she asked.
He reached up to free her wrists. “Get dressed and I’ll show you.”
Out in the stableyard he showed her a small foil packet.
“Once everyone is back from the Salazar show, I will come to visit regularly and check on Ayesha’s progress. Every few days I will give you one of these. Hide it and then sprinkle its contents into the blonde’s feed in the evenings. Make sure you mix it in well, understand? Then in a few weeks’ time you will have fulfilled your part of the bargain and your master will come for you.”
“Please tell him he can rely on me,” she said.
Sir John chucked her under the chin and walked off into the twilight. 
Still burning and stinging from the beatings, the skin on her face feeling stretched in places from where the sperm still crusted, Raika gathered her thoughts and went indoors to bed Ayesha down.
It wasn’t entirely to check whether the slave was getting accustomed to her tongue ring that made her squat for a long time above her face and have herself licked out. But visions of handsome, rich young men, flickered through her mind as the slave performed well, her tongue probing, licking and lashing at the clitoris until Raika sighed and shook gently, before grinding herself hard down onto the soft lips beneath her. She really had no cause to bring one of the winches out and hang Ayesha by her wrists from it while she beat her with a crop but she did anyway and slept the better for it.



Chapter 10

 
Hank, Carlo and Brian were up early on the morning of the final day. Every slave had to be inspected for damage and/or lameness. The grooms led the CSL slaves round the compound on their tongue leads while the two trainers gazed critically at the welted slaveflesh. All things considered they had not fared too badly, none was limping once initial stiffness had been worn off. All their limbs could be manipulated properly and Carlo pronounced himself happy once Brian had put the line of ten naked females through their morning regime of stretching, bending, twisting and then twenty press ups to round off. He passed down the line clipping wrists together while the grooms served the morning feed.
“If the Salazar team loses today, Brian. I will pick three of these beauties at random and they will spend two weeks in solitary confinement when we get home.” He grinned and smacked Ox’s flank hard. No one was sure how many of the slaves understood English, but Brian could see that some of the eyes widened nervously and tongue rings clicked against teeth. It was not to be thought of that a mere fighting slave would ever be talked to directly other than in the way one might talk to any other animal, but they were frequently talked across if a trainer wanted a point driving home especially hard. The solitary confinement cells were no more than grille covered pits that the two men had dug in the woods. All the slaves had spent at least one day down in them, just to let them know what ‘solitary’ meant.
“And that’ll be the least of their problems! When they get an eyeful of the funfair, they’ll be begging for solitary!” Brian played along as he knew Carlo wanted him to, and his boss laughed harshly. This time there was a more pronounced stirring in the line. The slaves, whether or not they understood English, could tell by the voices and Carlo’s laughter that defeat was not an option for them.
The Bakhtar stable, over a year previously, had introduced an innovation which solved the arena owners’ one financial problem: how to cut down on the amount of money that walked out of the estates after the closure of the shows, in the pockets of successful punters. The losing stable displayed its stock and allowed the crowd to play with them as it dispersed – for a price. It had proved extremely popular and profitable and both Brian and Carlo knew that under some tarpaulins behind the arena, Alberto Salazar had something that would test even a fit and fresh slave to her limits, let alone the welted and exhausted wrecks that would emerge the morning after the final day of a three day show.
However, despite all the CSL slaves being fit and Blondie and Jet’s best efforts in the chariot racing finals, by mid morning it looked as though defeat might be on the cards. Brian had to accept on the final race that there was no point in thrashing his crew any more. He and Carlo had called it wrong. They had put their two best runners and fighters in for too many events and the unexpected hardiness of the scarlet and blacks had been too much on the last day.
In the pens, Rose was easily beaten in the wrestling and Legs fought a hard boxing bout but lost after nearly half an hour’s brutal scrapping. The crowd loved it but the Salazar team trailed as the final bouts in the arena got underway. 
In the studded whip duels they did well enough to almost repair the damage done by the chariot racing, fighting with so much resolve that Brian was sure Hank had shown them what was under the tarpaulins. Tigre, Ox and Trouble were fielded in the final duels and swung the heavy leathers with their studded ends to good effect. By the middle of the day the teams were dead level. And they stayed that way until only the finale was left.
Usually the finale was staged for the fun of it, the entire stables were flung at each other and then the men came in to finish off any slaves still standing and then fuck them for the delectation of the crowd, who, aided by the scenes of close up debauchery on the huge video screens, would be in full orgiastic frenzy themselves. Brian loved it. So did all the men, it was a rare chance to indulge in exhibitionism, athleticism – many of the slaves still had plenty of fight in them – flagellation and sex all at the same time. However, this time there would have to be a serious purpose to it before the fun could begin.
During the rest period in the hottest part of the day, Brian and Carlo attended a meeting of the stable owners. A coin was tossed and Alberto called it correctly. His was then the choice of whether to attack or defend. He shrugged and turned to Hank and Carlo
“I am a gambler, gentlemen. And besides I believe we have the better team. We attack!”
 
The die having been cast there followed a heated discussion about the weighting of weaponry for the opposing teams. Eventually it was decided that the attackers would have a third more whips than the defenders, but the defenders would be allowed to wield a half dozen of the studded whips amongst the mixture of whips, nets and staves they would be armed with.
Out on the arena floor, the Salazar guards were pushing prefabricated sections of wooden palisades into position so that they built a wall about ten feet high across the arena. The Salazar team would charge it and using ladders they would attempt to fight their way up and over the wall. Originally it would have merely been an entertaining spectacle as the naked slaves struggled and fought en masse until the men decided to have their fun. But today, everything would depend on whether the defenders could be dislodged or not. Once that had been decided, then the fun could start.
After a short rest, the slaves were gathered in the dressing rooms of the arena, the atmosphere was even more tense than normal prior to a final melee. Brian ran his hands over some of the nervously sweating slaves. Every nipple was standing proudly to attention at the prospect of imminent combat, suffering and sex. Every pair of thighs he delved between harboured a warm and moist little tunnel, just waiting for a master to fill it.
On the monitor screen they could see the defenders taking their positions on the walkway behind the palisade which gave them cover up to their waists.
Then at last the door into the tunnel was opened by one of the scarlet and blacks’ guards.
“Showtime!” he said simply and smiled.
Whips and weighted nets were handed out as the slaves filed out and ten ladders were given out to be carried on shoulders. It was dim in the tunnel and Brian couldn’t see which slave’s breasts he was fondling as his own nervousness made him restless. They could hear the compere’s voice as he whipped up the crowd into a frenzy by sketching out the scenes they would shortly witness. Brian knew from personal experience how the sexual tension would be growing on the terraces. There would be no woman clothed by now, some would be masturbating frantically at the thought of the suffering the slaves would shortly be put through, some would even be scratching and scoring their own breasts. The men would be waiting until the action got underway before they began taking the women; it was common knowledge that they often became uncontrollably excited at the sight of the mass combats and connoisseurs of the arenas swore by the quality of the resulting fucks.
At long last the gates swung open, light flooded into the tunnel and the arena erupted. All the guards began to urge their charges on and unfurl their whips as the naked mass of females pushed forwards, jostling each other in their eagerness to get at the enemy. Whips were plied anyway and as the mass of nearly a hundred slaves began to fan out onto the sand and their eyes accustomed to the bright daylight, they began to jog and then to charge towards the palisade, behind them their trainers snapped whips at their quivering bottoms. Suddenly they were all up to full speed and a stampede of naked furies, screaming incoherent defiance, flung itself towards the wooden wall.
As the owners had agreed, the two squads of guards would hang back and wait to see if the attack was successful or not. Once the outcome was clear, then they would move in. Brian slowed down and furled his whip again as the squad took off and he turned his attention to the giant screens. The heaving breasts and nervous faces of the defenders were being featured but then the cameras began to pick up the breast swinging, screaming horde descending on them. He saw Tigre, her eyes alight with vicious excitement as she swung her whip over her head. Blondie ran with her normal long stride, she carried a weighted net and was beginning to swing that as she singled out a target. Then suddenly the wall was reached the ladders set up and combat proper began. Brian had his usual painfully hard erection and like the other men he pulled down and kicked away his shorts, but not before he’d removed a studded cock ring from the pocket. Around him, men were stripping down for action, some were strapping their cocks with thick leather, some like him had opted for rings. Some had piercings through the shaft, just behind the helm, some had Prince Alberts going into the meatus and exiting on the underside of the shaft. But all were erect and eager to get amongst the throng of struggling bodies the cameras now roved across. Brian frowned as he saw Purdy spin and collapse backwards off the wall as a studded whip raked across her breasts. Jet briefly featured as she reached the top of a ladder and took a thrust with a staff full in her stomach, she went backwards and took several others with her. Cherry got a swinging uppercut between her legs but weathered it and slammed her attacker across her breasts with her own whip. Inevitably one camera sought out Blondie and Brian’s doubts of the previous day evaporated. The tall blonde had wrapped up a defender in her net, got her whip off her, thrown her down off the wall and was now calmly working her way through the enemy. With an economy of movement and a professionalism that was almost breathtaking she was firing lashes between spread legs as slaves fought for balance or purchase and then using her forearm across their faces as they reared back. If they failed to go down then she swung another lash across their breasts and dismissed them with a powerful kick. As the camera watched, she disarmed an opponent and the crowd cheered as she came up holding a studded whip. She took a searing lash from somewhere across her magnificent tits and then went down under two scarlet and black slaves. For a moment the camera lingered on the tangle of legs, breasts and cunts before moving on to more scenes of desperate combat. Brian grinned fiercely as he wrapped his fist proudly round the thick girth of his cock and enjoyed the feeling of release it gave him to flaunt his nakedness before the crowd. He glanced along the arena floor to see that three of the attackers’ ladders had been thrown down but slaves were still struggling up the others, weathering the heavy lashes that rained down on them. Again he marvelled at the female ability to hate her sister-slaves and yet adore her masters and trainers, who whipped her practically every day. Carlo said that they regarded the opposing stable’s slaves as standing between them and their masters’ pride in them. And for the touch of the master’s hand, whip and cock, they would fight till they dropped. Carlo was seldom wrong about slaves.
“They do good!” Brian’s thoughts were interrupted by Juan standing beside him. The lean and muscular little man was just tying the final knot in a fiercesome crisscrossing ladder of straps up his impressively long cock. Brian looked up at the screens. Two of the cameras were behind the wall and recording a rain of bodies dropping onto the sand from the broad walkway. Some were still locked together in combat but most were defeated slaves. For an instant he saw Blondie, her fingers and thumb embedded in another girl’s vagina and anus, hoist and then throw her screaming down to the arena floor. Cherry threw an opponent over her shoulder and then the cameras found Ox and Trouble – back to back the lovers were repelling all attackers with studded whips. Their faces wore grimaces of almost mad excitement as they flogged mercilessly at the naked flesh around them.
Suddenly a klaxon sounded and the compere’s voice boomed out.
“Attackers win! They’ve taken the wall and win the show! So let the fun really begin!”
Like the other men around him, Brian let out a wild whoop of joy, settled his grip on his whip and charged into the melee.
The best sport was to be found in the opposition’s slaves, who would fight harder against ravishment by a trainer from a rival stable. Consequently he and his colleagues scrambled up the ladders and vaulted onto the walkway, only to leap down onto the sand and engage with the defeated slaves. On the way they waded through the scarlet and blacks’ guards enjoying themselves with the victors. Blondie, one arm twisted up behind her back by a man standing behind her was kicking her legs desperately to try and stop another man getting between them. Jet had already gone down and was on all fours being taken from behind, while a Salazar slave was lying across her back being shafted by a huge, bearded guard. She was squealing in either pain or ecstasy – or both, Brian thought – as his massive cock, sporting multiple piercings rammed in and out of her.
He leaped down to land amongst the Ukrainian stable’s slaves and his eye was immediately caught by a thick mane of red hair, belonging to a slave who was just tottering to her feet, her legs fatally spread as she sought balance. Brian flicked out an expert uppercut which scythed up between her thighs and with a screech she folded up and fell to her knees. Brian went straight to his knees as well, just behind her welted buttocks. Her hands were still clutching at her vulva but he swept them away easily, then aimed his cock down a little and thrust straight and hard. She was so wet he hardly knew he was inside her for a second but then his pelvis slammed against the warmth and softness of her bottom and his cock hit her cervix. He felt her grip him with practised strength as she cried out but then he reached forwards and took a handful of hair with one hand and wrenched her head up so the cameras could feast on her expression of helpless delight at her conquest. His other hand sought out her nipple and began to twist and pull roughly at the rubbery tube. For a moment he was content to let her grind herself against him while he held himself at maximum penetration but all around him he could see slaves going down to inevitable defeat and taking cocks in every orifice and he couldn’t waste a second of this heaven. He slammed back and forth in the slave until he felt himself spurt into her and withdrew while he was still ejaculating, sending some thick gobbets of sperm splashing onto her slender back, making the thick ropes of her welts glisten.
Leaving her to whoever wanted her next he joined Juan who was applying the final lashes to a black-haired slave who could hardly summon up the energy to retaliate with her own whip. As Brian approached, Juan swung a last lash in behind her knees and she toppled backwards with a despairing scream. Juan immediately dropped to his knees between her legs but when he saw Brian he flipped her onto her face, hauled her backside up and slammed himself into her that way. She yelled at the violence of the penetration with the result that, as he dropped to his knees in front of her face, Brian was able to push his, still nearly steel hard shaft straight into her mouth. Her protests died into a gurgle as she was taken at either end, but ever mindful of the cameras, Brian lifted her face off him after a few moments and let her lick up and down the shaft while she rocked backwards and forwards under the force of Juan’s thrusts. He was about to ram her mouth back over his helm and see if he could muster another ejaculation when he saw a blonde, pushed down onto her face as the guard who had been taking her pulled free and spurted his remaining load onto her arse and back then ran off to seek out other prey. Bruised, dusty, her pale skin whipped to spreading patches of raw pink and running with sperm, she staggered up, grabbed a wooden staff and looked round for another man to fight, snarling defiance.
Wrenching himself clear of Juan’s fuck, Brian responded to her challenge and leapt up. She saw him coming and swung the staff at his head. He ducked and rolled as he came forwards, taking her round the waist and bringing her down onto her back on top of him. She wriggled and bit and fought like a wildcat, even as Brian had both her breasts in his hands and his fingers were buried deep in the flesh. He loved the way her body moved against his, he knew she was reviving pains in every welt as she struggled but still she persisted until, laughing with wild joy, he threw her onto her back and got his pelvis between her thrashing thighs. For a split second he paused at her vaginal entrance and their eyes met. She stared up at him unafraid and defiant to the last and then he plunged into her and she couldn’t help the inevitable softening of her expression as she felt herself taken by yet another master and was helpless to prevent it. He began to thrust fully into her, slamming the studded ring against her entrance and fetching moans of slavish delight from her as she was thrown headlong back up to the strange regions where whipped and fucked slavegirls shriek their orgasms.
She babbled in French as she came, pushing her breasts up to him so he could bite and suck at her nipples, calling him a bastard one second and then whispering “Oui! Oui!” against his neck the next, as he recklessly plundered her until a second ejaculation ripped through him and left him gasping on top of her. 
After a few seconds he got to his feet and stood over her as she sprawled on the sand, her legs wide flung, her arms likewise and his, and other men’s spunk oozing out of her, her chest heaved in the wake of her orgasm but even as he turned away to look for more fun, she rolled over, climbed to her feet and threw herself onto another man, grabbing him round the neck from behind and trying to drag him away from fucking one of her team mates. The man snarled and reached behind to pull her shrieking over his shoulder and onto the other girl. But even then the blonde rolled over and flew back into the attack. Another of the Salazar guards laughed and swept her up in passing, before slamming her down onto her back again and knocking the wind from her. But even then she managed a few feeble kicks as her latest conqueror settled himself down between her thighs.
Brian made a mental note that if ever she came up for auction, she had the fire that he and Carlo were always looking for. She would need tongue ringing of course, she was far too vocal, but that could easily be arranged.
But for the moment there was a big-titted brunette just climbing back to her feet after taking two up, she was looking around for a whip and Brian threw her his. Instinctively she raised her hands to catch it and Brian threw himself at her as she did. He grabbed her round the waist and she screamed as she went down under him and he found himself laughing with delight as he mounted the soft, squirming body, its breasts squashing under his hands, the shapely thighs parting reluctantly but inevitably. And then he was inside her. His erection hardened up immediately when she squealed as she felt the studded cock ring hit her. He gave her two more thrusts to soften her up then came out and rolled her over, aiming his glistening shaft down at the little crater of her anus, nestling between her plump and well-flogged buttocks. A camera caught her agonised expression as he drove in, her own lubrication making his progress into her narrow channel steady and smooth. Then his cock ring was up against her entrance and he began to swivel his hips as he thrust and thrust again. Up on one of the giant screens he watched her face screw up with pain and then her eyes widen slowly as she succumbed helplessly to pleasure and she began to push back against him, begging him to pile on the pain. He laughed again and smacked her bottom. He knew it would take him a long time to achieve another ejaculation, so he set about enjoying every long leisurely thrust and grind. He would probably finish in her mouth, he thought. But then again he might finish in another slave’s mouth. He had all afternoon.



Chapter 11

 
It had been a long day and the sun had nearly set before the last slave had been played with until she could no longer get up to take another pounding. As usual, Blondie had been one of the last go down and stay down but on this occasion when the intervals between the slaves getting back to their feet had become longer and longer and the tense silence from the crowd more and more noticeable as they waited to see if another one could take any more, it had been Trouble who had risen from the piles of inert, naked girlflesh. She had staggered drunkenly to her feet, and searched for a whip while the Ukrainian guards had decided the order in which they would take her. It was impossible for a man not to be priapic, no matter how often he had come, when faced with such enjoyable carnage. Eventually Trouble had found a studded whip and faced the first guard of the many who were queuing up to take her. She even managed a few clumsy swings as the man approached, but her sweat and sperm-matted hair got in her eyes and exhaustion had drained her. The crowd applauded however and cheered as the man snaked in a lash that wrapped her hips and tore into her already lacerated buttocks. She twisted and screamed but didn’t go down. The applause increased. He lashed her again, this time across the fronts of her thighs, the end of the whip smacking meatily into her lower buttocks. She staggered but made stupid by exhaustion and her inborn stubbornness she refused to go down. She couldn’t even raise her arms to shield herself and took a further lash to her breasts, and where the tip of the whip bit at her ribs, the skin split. She looked down at it and smiled before dropping to her knees. Even then she went no further and the man took his pleasure in her mouth while the applause continued to ring out and then he handed her over to the next man.
Singly and in groups the men used her, never letting her fall. Brian watched approvingly, for a lesbian Trouble could orgasm with impressive ease on the end of a cock, whether it was up her backside, in her cunt or down her throat. On several occasions they were in all three simultaneously. But at last it was over. The last man pulled clear of her by-now sperm-gleaming body as it knelt on all fours in front of him and to a rising chorus of cheers from the crowd, Trouble slowly tipped onto her side and lay still.
 
It was fully dark by the time Carlo and Brian stepped out to climb aboard the carriage that Alberto Salazar had sent for them. The air was still warm and the prospect of a gentle trot in a carriage across to the arena village and a drink or two to wind down, was a pleasant one. Alberto could not have underlined his appreciation of the CSL stable’s help in winning any more than by sending his beloved matching twins to pull their carriage and the two men relaxed to the soft rumbling of the wheels and the rhythmic hiss and snap of the whipcord across the graceful backs as the ponies trotted smoothly. The carriage was immediately besieged by an admiring crowd when it drew to a halt outside one of the more expensive hotels. But the driver managed to part the throng enough to drive through and park up to await their return and the two men made their way to the bar.
There was a ripple of appreciation as they entered and some applause. But the excesses of the day had tired people out and apart from a steady trickle of autograph hunters – mostly men wanting their subs to have Carlo’s name signed on their breasts or buttocks – they were allowed to drink in peace.

 
The slaves were allowed to sleep in the following morning and Brian and Amelia decided to let Patti, Helga and Anne Marie do the donkey work. They were eager to see what Alberto had cooked up to part the punters from their money as they began to make their way home. Once again the immaculately turned out carriage was sent for and Amelia was bouncing with excitement as the driver whipped up the matching pair and the carriage rumbled back towards the arena. It was her first chance to ride in one of the larger ‘two in hand’ carriages that Alberto favoured and she adored the sight of two ponies being flogged simultaneously.
The sound of fairground music drifted across the flat grassland as they approached the bulk of the arena and beside the pens, on the concrete concourse a bizarre fair was taking place.
The brightly coloured awnings over the stands and rides flapped and rippled a little in the light breeze and competed gaudily with garish African and Oriental robes.
Brian had seen some of the ‘rides’ under the tarpaulin but had not really got a true picture of how ingeniously and erotically cruel they were. The first thing that caught their eye was the big wheel.
It wasn’t a full size one but then it didn’t need to be. Only five people rode this one and they were tied to its circumference, face outwards. Each of the naked slaves displayed had her labia and nipples gripped by big clover leaf clamps and from each one hung a chain ending in a ring, in addition each girl had a number scrawled across her stomach.
After queueing for a while, Brian handed over some money and they were allocated Number Five and handed several heavy conical weights with S shaped hooks on the top.
The object of the exercise was extremely simple. When a hooter sounded the wheel began to turn and, by leaning over the low railing which surrounded the contraption, five sets of punters tried to hang as many weights as they could on their allocated slave. 
The wheel made a very entertaining spectacle while people waited their turn. As the slaves descended the part of the rotation which had them feet first whatever weights they carried pulled downwards. As the rotation began to swing them towards the bottom of the circle, the chains hung away from their bodies and this was a good time to add more weights as the loops hung clear. Then while the bodies were carried through the bottom part of the rotation the chains dragged their weights along the ground to add a little extra touch to the discomfort. It hadn’t been thought necessary to gag the slaves and so the blare of music was rivalled by the outraged shrieks and moans. But then they started on the upwards part of the rotation - feet first. The noise was loudest here as the weights again swung outwards. As Amelia observed, the bigger breasted girls got a much closer look at their nipples than they would have wanted during this stage. At the top of the circle, with the slaves stretched on their backs, the weights hung in a variety of directions and did some interesting things to the breasts in particular. 
The competing punters jostled good naturedly at either side of the wheel, where the slaves descended or rose. Between them Brian and Amelia managed to increase Number Five’s torment by a total of seven weights by the time the ride ended, unfortunately for them someone hung eight on Number Three and walked off with a particularly uncomfortable looking butt plug as a prize. To cheer Amelia up they tried the spider.
This was closely based on a familiar fairground ride, except that where the normal ride would have had eight chairs at the ends of the arms there were just long, rectangular platforms on which eight luckless slaves were tied, some face down, some face up. The entrance price bought them the use of a whip and a place to stand inside the enclosure. As the machine came to life and began to spin, its multiple arms making the platforms describe complicated patterns around the circular enclosure, each platform was brought into their reach for a few seconds. Amelia had to be alert to deliver a few good smacks before the platform was whisked away and then she had to look for the next one coming. She had to have three goes on the trot, she was so excited.  
A row of slaves tied down on their backs with tight straps constricting the breasts and making them stand up invitingly, formed a very enjoyable coconut shy. Each nipple was encased in a metal coil and on top of the coil was a cup which held a solid wooden ball. All the punters had to do was shoot, using a paint ball gun, to knock the balls off. The quivering, wobbling breasts were covered in an artist’s palette of different coloured starbursts from the guns, as was the black cloth which surrounded them. The girls’ heads had been chained down by the backs of their collars in order to stop them craning their heads up and getting in the way.
However, that still didn’t make hitting the targets easy, as Brian discovered. The girls were some distance away and insisted on breathing, and not at normal steady rates either. They panted and started at nearby shots and screams, their chests heaved and they strained at their bonds, thus contributing to stray shots. To handicap the shooters further, and, Brian suspected, to lessen the possibility of having to part with any prizes, once they had failed to knock off any balls with four shots, they discovered that at the back of the stall the same slaves were earning their keep with the other end of their bodies. Their legs had been raised, parted and shackled at the ankles, for a very reasonable price they were available to fuck and cunt whip if so desired. It was no wonder they provided such elusive targets at the other end. Brian forked out enough for Amelia to flog one cunt with enticingly well developed inner lips and then he fucked it. Amelia giggled as the slave’s body bucked and writhed under the whip and then the pelvis ground passionately against Brian as he pistoned in and out of its cunt.
“I bet no one’s shot anything off that one’s tits!” she said as he pulled clear and wiped his cock on a welted thigh.
A little further on they found an enclosure where a single slave hung by her wrists from a gibbet, her body revolving slowly in the breeze as her wrists were fastened to a single ring. She was liberally sprinkled with bits of paper held to her flesh by steel pins piercing pinches of skin.
“Come on now, ladies and gentlemen!” the man in charge was shouting. “A genuine test of skill! Each ticket carries a number from one to ten. You have six lashes with a driving whip, try to get as many tickets off the slave as you can, add up your score and win one of these lovely prizes!” He gestured to a table which was displaying a variety of whips, paddles, crops and some very substantial nipple and labia clamps with pronounced serrations to their jaws. Brian knew the minute he saw them that he had to have them. They would make Patti, Raika or any of the stable’s female staff squirm delightfully on the long winter evenings when he and Carlo would sit in the office and work on plans for the next show. He stepped forwards and the man clearly recognized him and began to try to refuse permission for him to partake saying it was intended as entertainment for amateurs only. But unfortunately for him, several of the crowd recognized Brian too and began to cheer him on; eager to witness an expert at work. Eventually the guard shrugged and gave in with good grace.
Brian hefted the whip he was handed, it was one of the long driving whips he was used to wielding in chariot races but this one had a heavier weight to its tip, designed to tear the ticket off the pin. He flicked and snapped it in the air a few times to get a feel for it and fetched some excited squeals from females in the audience. The hanging slave was fully hooded but the cheers from the crowd must have penetrated the padding at the ears and Brian saw her head come up and move around as she tried to guess where the next lash would land. Even above all the havoc wrought in the arena, he could see the tell tale pits and craters where keen amateurs had sought to relieve her of her tickets. 
The clamps required a score of forty five, meaning he had to hit the top scoring tickets with no misses. Quickly he surveyed the body. Ten was the ticket pinned to her clitoral hood, nine was at her navel, eight and seven were cunningly pinned at two points down her buttock crease, nearly hidden by the pillows of flesh. Six was pinned to the side of her left breast and five was pinned to her right nipple. The crowd fell silent as the guard stepped forward and grabbed the slave by her hips.
“Round and round and round she goes!” he called and imparted a spin to the hanging body then stepped back. Brian knew that the knack was to land the weighted tip precisely on target, the lash would wrap her body twice over from where the line in the ground had been marked but only the tip snapping at the paper would dislodge it. Fortunately the guard was not vindictive and had not spun the slave as fast as he might have done, but even so Brian took a few seconds to pick his target; start easy he decided.
He shook out the lash, aimed, waited for the breasts to come around again and snapped out the lash.
The slave’s hooded head snapped back and her legs bicycled in the air, a stopple-muffled shriek escaped her as the lash thudded around her waist, wrapped itself lovingly about her, entwining her back and then the tip sank heavily into her right nipple.
A cheer went up as the white scrap fluttered to earth.
Brian waited a second more and then flicked out again, again he double wrapped her trunk but this time he struck when her body was at more of an angle to him and the left breast flattened as the weight slammed across it and dug into its side.
“Ole!” some wag in the crowd called out as the second ticket fluttered down.
Brian grinned. He was enjoying the challenge. Now it was time to concentrate on the buttocks and he settled himself again, judging the slowing spin and knowing he had to dig the tip right into the crack to dislodge the seven and eight tickets. He waited for the wriggling body to swing almost round to facing him and then drew back a little before letting fly. The lash wrapped the fronts of the spread thighs as they flailed in the air and the tip zipped around her hip and disappeared behind her. Despite the stopple in her mouth, a squeal so loud it made some of the audience jump escaped the slave as the tip bit deep into the crevice of her backside. For a fraction of a second nothing happened but then to wild applause a white scrap fluttered down once more. He repeated the stroke a little lower and again managed to penetrate right to her anus and take the ticket as well. He wiped a bead of sweat away from his brow and was only vaguely aware of the tense silence that surrounded the ring.
The slave’s navel came round twice as he sized it up and then stepped back again before throwing out a curving strike like casting for trout, the body was revolving away from him, now nearly inert, and the lash didn’t make contact until it had encircled her and reached her right hip, then it smacked in beautifully and the tip snapped at her navel just as the breath was forced from her and her stomach contracted as her knees were lifted. If Brian had let the lash touch her even a split second earlier she would have moved enough to spoil his aim. There was delighted applause and then everyone settled down to watch the final strike to her crotch. The delta at the tops of her thighs was scattered with heavy lines and pits where earlier ambitious but inept strikes had scored her. Brian tried to relax. The body was spinning only sluggishly by now, the legs hanging slackly, the ribs heaving. But the crotch was steady. Again he dealt a throw with the whip, deliberately giving her no time to react before the weight slammed into her groin. The ticket flew up into the air and the slave nearly brought her knees up to her chest as she reacted. There was wild applause led by the guard.
“To do it in sequence is superb! Let’s hear it for Brian Holden!” he cried. Brian waved and walked across to the table to claim his prize and was agreeably surprised to find that the clamps were not in any way cheap fairground gee gaws. They were solid and might even be silver, the springs on the jaws were strong and beside him Amelia shuddered as she watched his fingers strain to open them.
Eventually they left with a rather finely embossed leather paddle as well. It was all for fun as the guard pointed out, and it had been a superb display of expertise. As they left, the needles were being replaced and an assistant from the crowd was holding the slave steady and preventing her from kicking as the guard pierced her anew for another, but probably less punishing attempt on her. Getting the tip to snap home cleanly and accurately was a skill that only came from long practice. 
They wandered happily on for a while, past a couple more big wheels, one of which was purely for the girls. Here the slaves were tied with faces in and presented backs and buttocks to the onlooker. As the wheel turned, long suffering submissives were given a chance to flog to their hearts’ content under their masters’ indulgent smiles as a never-ending conveyor belt of backs, buttocks and thighs went past. As the flagellators were only girls themselves armed with floggers, they were unlikely to inflict any further damage on the already scored flesh. Amelia, well used to disciplining slaves was not bothered with that attraction. Her attention had been caught by a Bouncy Castle.
Once they had paid they had to wait in a kind of lobby just inside the tent until the previous occupants’ time was up. The couples stumbled out flushed and happy, one leggy, tanned girl announced in a harsh Australian accent that although she had shagged for three days solid, “That was absolutely the best thing ever!”
Brian, Amelia and four other couples were ushered into a basic changing room where they stripped, then pulled aside a thick curtain.
“Oh my God!” Amelia squeaked and Brian had some sympathy. What met their gaze was stunning. A standard, thick, bouncy castle floor had been inflated and tied across it, arms and legs at full stretch, on their backs was a living carpet of girlflesh, two girls deep in places. Their heads were encased in hoods from the nose upwards to give an attractive anonymity, the mouths were kept wide open by ring gags, their bodies had clearly been oiled and Brian soon found that it was possible to almost sledge naked across the convex, curving mass of bodies, each one tied immovably to mountings set in the floor on which the inflatable castle rested. The walls were padded to prevent anyone from hurting themselves as they slid over the soft flesh. Thoughtfully the slaves’ legs had not been tied together and one could arrest a slide by hooking one’s fingers into a cunt as one skated past. Brian loved it and threw himself joyfully into bouncing up and down on the bodies, palpating the heaving breasts and smacking the beautifully flat stomachs with the crops provided. Pretty soon the girls in the group discovered that by squatting over the slaves’ mouths and alerting them by strikes from the crop and taps on their cheeks, the slaves could be made to understand that their tongues were required. Soon the small area was loud with moans of delight as they squatted over various mouths, seeking out the longest and most prehensile tongues.
But the castle’s main purpose was for fucking. Amelia went into orbit as Brian lay on top of her whilst underneath her a tongue lapped greedily at her anus and perineum. Brian quite enjoyed having his balls licked as well. The time passed all too quickly before ‘time up’ was called and the couples struggled back into clothes, laughing and joking happily.
Brian was beginning to think that maybe they ought to get back and help when Amelia caught sight of a tent which proclaimed itself as ‘Guess-a-gasm’. She pleaded with him to allow her one more sideshow and in the glow of the previous day’s victory he agreed. They had to queue for a while before being ushered into a large tent where eight slaves were displayed in X shaped suspension within tall frames. Each had several colourful needles threaded through pinches of breastflesh. Between their legs several more needles had been stuck into labia and inner thighs. There was even a pair at each anus. Small crocodile clips were attached to the steel shaft of each needle and leads ran to transformers mounted at the bases of the frames. From there the leads ran to several more boxes, standing on low tables in front of each slave with the controls facing the customer who had drawn her number on their ticket. Brian and Amelia had been allocated number fifteen and they made their way round the circle of frames until they found the girl with that number stenciled on her hip. Brian could hardly believe his eyes. The slave’s head was down when they first arrived at their station but she had a very familiar tousled mass of honey blonde hair and the build was familiar too. As couples filed in and took their places a guard walked around the inside of the circle, swatting at each girl’s buttocks with a crop. As he did so the recipient’s head jerked up and she looked round anxiously. The blonde in front of them took a hard swipe and like the others she threw her head back. It was the blonde from the final melee that he had so admired. She didn’t appear to recognize him and just stared balefully at her latest tormentors, her blue eyes heavy lidded but brightly malevolent towards them in the twilight of the tent, sweat shone on her body like oil and Brian reflected that she would have been mounted here for a couple of hours by then.  Amelia commented on the fine shape and size of the breasts and her generally heavy boned but graceful form. She looked tough, she told Brian. 
“Welcome to the little game we call ‘Guess-a-gasm’,” the guard said as the last of the customers filed in and found their allocated slave. “Each of you has a dial above your controls. That is a measure of the electricity you purchased with your ticket money. Now the idea of the game is to be the first to make your slave orgasm before the electricity runs out.  You might think that’ll be easy given the number of pins they’ve got stuck in them and the clips attached to them – each set of which has its own dial in front of you. But here’s where it gets interesting. Each slave has been wiped down from the last round so you’ve got no idea which slave won the last race and will therefore be more difficult to stimulate now. Nor can you tell which one was nearly there and is now desperate to be finished off. The reason I’m giving all of them a good stroke with the crop is to make them all breathe heavily – equally heavily.” He smiled and there was a ripple of laughter from the punters who were beginning to see that this could be quite a challenging contest. The guard made another circuit, cutting his crop deeply into the arses facing him.
“Don’t forget,” he went on, “not every slave reacts the same to electric stimulation so don’t think you can slam everything to maximum and just wait for her to come. You’re really going to have to work her up to it, reading her all the way! When you achieve orgasm, the monitor pad over her heart will light the red light on top of the frame. Now, are you all ready?”
Brian and Amelia stood forward and took two controls each. As far as Brian could tell, he would be in control of one tit and her anus.
“Are you set?” the guard asked. Hands tensed on controls and there came a concerted whispering and whimpering in various languages. The Chinese girl suspended beside theirs began to shake her head and plead for mercy in her own language. On the other side of them a black girl began to beg in a thick Creole dialect. Brian stared at the French girl in front of them, her upper lip – and he couldn’t help noticing how her lips pouted almost to an exaggerated extent – was still swollen and scabbing from a cut. One cheek was discoloured and swollen too. He felt his sorely overworked cock throb back into erection, he loved seeing battle scarred gladiators put to sexual use. Proudly she shook her thick hair back and looked him in the eye. He saw her frame the initial syllable of some insult.
“Go!” the guard cried and Amelia twitched one of her controls. Brian saw the spasm run through the slave’s right pectoral, making the tit itself judder as she jerked, her head threw back, the insult was strangled by a scream and her body jumped in its shackles.
Quickly he tried his controls and saw he’d given her left tit a belt and her pelvis slammed forwards, but that didn’t tell them whether he’d hit her in the cunt or the arse.
“Wait, let me see which ones I’ve got!” Amelia urged and Brian could see the sense of it. Her hands twisted again and the French girl’s body twisted again as her right tit was hit, then her pelvis spasmed again. 
“Do it harder!” he shouted over the mounting chorus of shrieks and wails from the slaves and the excited squeaks of the female punters. Amelia’s hand twisted further and the French girl’s pelvis twitched again, this time Brian bent right down so he could peer between her legs and saw that when Amelia hit her again, her buttocks weren’t clenching.
“You’ve got the cunt!” he yelled. Once they knew who had control of which bits of the body before them, the next problem was how to play it. For a while they joined in with all the other punters who were enjoying the ways in which they could make the tormented flesh in front of them wriggle and twist helplessly. But gradually the screams of protest began to soften into moans of despairing pleasure. In contrast the punters began to crouch more earnestly over their controls, glancing anxiously at some of the slaves who were beginning to thrust and grind their hips as if they had a cock inside them. 
“Come on! Come, you bitch!” Amelia whispered through clenched teeth. Brian gave her a stronger belt in the arse just as Amelia hit her cunt. Suddenly the French girl’s head snapped forwards again and she fixed them both with a stare of pure fury but at last her pelvis began to rock and swivel with a real rhythm.
They both hit her breasts and she grimaced but kept her eyes fixed on them, defying them even as she began to climb towards a forced orgasm. Around them the cries were getting higher pitched. Someone was going to come soon. Amelia thumped the desk in frustration but then looked at the sneering face of the slave and laughed as she watched the lips move. She reached down to the cunt control and twisted it savagely to maximum. The French girl locked rigid, her pelvis twitching, her labia fluttering and a spurt of thick juice oozed from between her lips and began to trickle down her thighs. The red light on top of the frame flashed.
“We have a winner!” the guard announced and immediately all the current to the other slaves’ bodies was cut. Disappointed punters stood back as the slaves’ heads slumped forwards again, awaiting the cut of the crop to herald another trip towards an orgasm they didn’t want.
This time Brian collected a stiff lashed little whip with a phallic handle to it. 
“How did you know?” Brian asked as they made to leave.

“After-lights-out excursions from finishing school taught me the French slang for ‘cunt’ and ‘come’ and I know the word for ‘hard’,” she laughed. “But I wasn’t impressed by the ‘fucking bitch’ bit!”
Brian was impressed however. He turned back to where the slave still hung with her head lolling forwards.
“She’s a tough one!” he called to the guard who was approaching her with a bucket and a long handled brush to scrub her down for the next game.
“Hah! Yeah, she is that! Pain in the arse in barracks though. Wants to fight everything, all the time! Spends more time in solitary than training.” He loaded the brush with cold water and rubbed it briskly between her legs, making sure he didn’t dislodge the needles or clips, then he pushed it roughly into her face to revive her. “Come on you beauty!” he called cheerfully. “Wakey, wakey! Time for another game!” 
The French girl spluttered and she shook her head to clear it of the filthy water as the guard moved on to the next girl. 
 
Back at the stables Brian told Carlo about her.
“And she chucked out a good pint of juice when she came,” he concluded.
Carlo was clearly interested but cautious. “There’s no point in going to her owner. If he knows you want to buy, her price goes through the roof. But if she’s troublesome we’ll keep an eye out at the auctions. It may be we can do something with her, like with Purdy and Trouble. And if she’s a good spurter, then she’ll get top dollar in the dungeons, you know how they like to see them pump it out under the whip.”
It was as he was loading the crates, heavy with their hog tied and groaning cargo onto the truck to take them back to the airport, that the young man approached him. Carlo was up at the main house, finalising details of payment and Brian was temporarily in charge.
“I’d like to work for you and Mr Suarez,” he said as Brian slid Jet’s crate onto the load platform and stopped to wipe his brow.
The lad was in his early twenties, shorter and more lightly built than he was, his hair was dark and thick, worn quite long and framing a thin, intelligent face. Beside him stood a pretty little Eurasian girl in a simple yellow shift dress. Brian’s thoughts went back to how he had approached Carlo at the Bakhtar arena with Amelia standing shyly beside him.
“How do I go about it?” the young man continued.
Refreshing honesty. Just the tactic he had used himself. Daily they were bombarded with e mails from brash young bucks who boasted about how many women they could shag one after the other, their expertise with the whip etc. etc. Carlo always said that the right man for CSL would be the one who really came looking for them.
“You need to get lucky,” he told the young man, who nodded thoughtfully. “And you need to make your own luck,” Brian concluded and reached into a back pocket for a CSL business card. The young man took it and flashed Brian a broad smile. 
“Thanks. I’ll see what I can come up with,” he said and walked off. 
He mentioned the incident to Carlo when he returned.
“We’ll see, eh?” was all the Spaniard would say.



Chapter 12

 
Raika cleaned everything, ready for the others’ return. She was unperturbed by the prospect of having to lead a double life while she carried out the job her real master wanted her to do. Although deception was not in her nature in any way, her session with Sir John had so shocked her that she was now determined that nothing would stand between her and her dream of being respectable and honoured. If it meant a few more weeks of acting the whoreslave, then so be it. As an absolutely honest person, it never entered her head to consider that maybe her master might not keep his word.
In her stall, Ayesha paced about, her chain slithering and clinking on the floor. She knew from all the cleaning, mopping and sweeping that the rest of the stable was returning and that meant she could get back into training after the long lay off she had been forced to endure while Sir John took his revenge on her.
Raika sang happily to herself as she mopped the floor, bars of bright sun shining across the room full of dancing dust motes. Suddenly the door opened and a woman stepped in. Raika stopped work and looked at her curiously. At The Lodge, women came only in different varieties of submissiveness – all except Madame Stalevsky of course. But the tall young woman who now stood looking round her didn’t seem either to be a Housegirl or a potential groom. Her thick, dark brown hair was cut in a simple bob and her face was pretty, her eyes were large and dark, her lips full and made up to a deep red shade which suited her colouring perfectly. She wore a red shirt which Raika noted was tucked into her jeans tightly enough to accentuate quite a pronounced curve at the breast. But it was the jeans that really caught Raika’s attention. She filled them very nicely, her hips well curved and full, her buttocks equally well curved behind and her legs long with well shaped thighs. No, it wasn’t how she wore her jeans; it was just that Raika had never seen a woman wear trousers at The Lodge.
However this woman seemed at ease, her hands in her pockets.
“So this is the CSL stable,” she said at last.
“Er, yes, Mistress,” Raika stuttered, utterly puzzled by this stranger and wondering if she should ring the house for help.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” the woman said, holding out her hand for Raika to shake. “I’m Doctor Sands. Chrissie Sands. And you must be Raika.”
Raika shook her hand, another strange experience for her. The doctor’s hand was firm and strong and Raika felt almost as if she was in the presence of a man, so calm and assured was this woman in a place where other women were mere slaves to a greater or lesser degree.
“And this must be the famous Ayesha.” The doctor’s eye had fallen on the slave who had come to the full reach of her chain and was looking over her stall door. Chrissie Sands walked over to her and Raika noted a very inviting sway to her generous hips as she did so. The jeans might be trousers but what they were covering was all woman.
“She is a beautiful beast isn’t she?” the doctor said, leaning over the stall door and stroking Ayesha’s proudly out-thrust breasts. 
“I’ve just started work up at the house, helping Madame with the Housegirls,” the woman went on. “Just patching up some needle play and some whip cuts. The rest of the time, I’m going to be vet to this lot of beauties.”
Suddenly it all became clear to Raika. There had been talk of a new doctor for the Housegirls and a vet for the stables, so that was who this handsome woman was.
“I haven’t seen the grounds yet,” the doctor went on. “How about you harness this gorgeous creature and take me for a spin.” She slid back the bolt on the door and went into the stall. “I’ll fetch her out, you get the trap and harness. Does she kick or bite?”
Raika was quite breathless but was already hurrying to obey orders. “She hasn’t with me, Mistress!” she called back, and hoped that Ayesha would behave, for her own sake. She suspected that the doctor was quite capable of wielding a crop hard enough to keep any slave ‘honest’.
By the time Raika had pulled the two seater trap out of the shed and collected the studded tack – she had a feeling the doctor wouldn’t settle for anything less – Ayesha was standing in the middle of the stableyard and the doctor was examining her, kneading her thighs and back, digging her hands deep into the large breasts, parting the buttocks and peering at the anus.
“They take quite a lot up the rectum, I hear,” she said. “I’ll need to do internals on all of them make sure they’re all okay. But this one can wait until the others are all back,” the doctor continued in her brisk manner as Raika began to lay out the harness and buckle it on.
The doctor whistled in admiration at the polished studs and how snugly the dildo and butt plug slid home and at how little Ayesha pranced when the crupper strap was pulled hard up between her labia and dug into her buttock crease.
“Doesn’t she look wonderful!” she cooed when at last Ayesha was bridled, the bit through her tongue ring, her high collar making her look even taller than she was and her studded tit straps making her eyes bright in between her embossed blinkers. Raika felt her familiar pride in a well turned out pony and revelled in the further admiring noises the doctor made as she tapped Ayesha up to a walk and then a trot along the lime avenue, her superb buttocks shivering and trembling at each step, her strong back flexing as the whip leisurely carved dusky pink lines across it.
“We’ll go right down to the gates, Mistress and then we’ll come back up the far side of the golf course. That way you get a good view of the house and it’s a pleasant trot through the woods and round the lake.”
“Sounds fine to me,” the doctor said and sat back, luxuriating in the sunlight flickering through the branches of the lime trees. Raika smiled as she felt the woman’s hand on her thigh.
“I like having a pretty little thing like you call me ‘Mistress.’”
Half way along the drive they met one of the members driving one of the Housegirls on pony duty. They waved in greeting as they passed in a pleasing cacophony of clopping steel shod sandals, jingling harness and rumbling wheels.
They followed a smooth but unmade track along the high wall that marked the western boundary of the parklands and which skirted the golf course, pausing to let Ayesha blow for a while when they met a foursome on the fifth tee. They were waiting for the four ball ahead to play on and were passing the time by having one of the Housegirls with them strung up her wrists from a tree branch and flogged. She looked very pretty as she hung in just her high heels and her hold up stockings. Her bottom was already thoroughly welted but she was still capable of wriggling nicely. Around her the other men in the group were enjoying the other girls. The flagellator was clearly sporting an iron hard erection but was reluctant to take down a girl clearly good for plenty more lashes. He turned to the doctor.
“Mind if I borrow little Raika there, doctor? Just need a bit of oral relief.”
Raika was perfectly used to being made use of and was about to dismount when the doctor put a hand on her thigh again.
“I’m sorry, General,” she told the man. “I’ve got her booked for the day.”
“My apologies,” the General said. “I’ll just have to take this one down.”
“No, you’re alright, John,” another of the men called out. “I’ve finished with Zoe and she can take another mouthful.”
With Ayesha’s breathing back to a more regular rate, Raika whipped her up again and they left the men with Zoe kneeling in front of the General and the hanging girl duly getting her full ration.
“She’ll be in surgery tomorrow,” the doctor sighed as the trap swung on its way. Raika glanced down at the doctor’s strong hand still resting on her thigh, just below where the short skirt ended.
“Do you want to stop somewhere, Mistress?” Raika asked.
The doctor sat up and looked ahead. “There’s some trees up ahead away from the golf course. Pull in there.”
Raika pulled Ayesha off the track and whipped her straining back as she struggled up a slight incline, the trap wagging behind her as she pushed hard with each leg. But once in the shade of a giant cedar, Raika unhitched her, put a hobble chain round her ankles and tied her reins to a low branch. From the small trunk behind the seat she took a blanket and spread it for them on the dry ground just beneath the outer edge of the spreading branches. From this slight rise they had a perfect view of the gothic splendour of The Lodge itself and of the ornamental lake and parklands away to their left.
“Perfect!” the doctor proclaimed. “Now come and lie here. I want to see if you’re as pretty under that tempting little uniform as you are over it.”
Completely swept away by the woman’s easy self assurance – she had never heard a woman countermand a man’s order – Raika went to her with no compunction.
Immediately she lay down the doctor pulled her to her and embraced her, pushing her onto her back. Raika felt her lips touch and tease her own, then gently press home a kiss so sensitive that she moaned in delight even as she opened her mouth and felt the doctor’s tongue questing inside. Symbolically she let her own tongue rest at the bottom of her mouth, allowing the doctor to have full access. It was what she did with the men, telling them that she was ready and willing to be penetrated anywhere they wanted.
The doctor clearly got the message and passed her hand inside Raika’s blouse, gently massaging the breast and pulling and twisting at the nipple just enough to have Raika reach up and dare to embrace the doctor in her turn. She parted her thighs and felt the roughness of the doctor’s jeans against her skin as the woman rolled further onto her, ducking her head to lick and kiss Raika’s neck. Doctor Sands was every bit as accomplished a lesbian lover as Patti was and Raika arched her back, begging her to feel her other breast. The doctor used her other hand, so that her full weight rested on Raika and her breasts were trapped between their bodies as her hands crushed the nipples, suddenly cruel. Raika gasped in pleasure and wrapped her legs around her new lover.
The doctor suddenly rolled off her and Raika felt her hand reach down, fumble briefly with the skirt and then her strong fingers were pushing up into her vagina. They parted and turned and twisted expertly until she was crying out in abandoned pleasure. 
“Hold tight!” the doctor’s voice was suddenly harsh and throaty with excitement. Raika felt the fingers inside her joined by one then two more. She held her breath as she felt the hand shift and the woman’s wrist and thumb grazed the insides of her thighs.
“Oh yes, Mistress!” Suddenly there was overwhelming pressure on her lips, they resisted for a moment and then she felt them surrender and split wide apart as the doctor’s whole hand slid into her and her fist began to twist and rub at what felt like every millimetre of her vagina. After only a few minutes she exploded into a shattering orgasm, bright shards of light exploding around the smiling face of doctor Sands as she knelt over her, propelling her as expertly as any other man or woman had ever done.
Afterwards she was allowed to undress the doctor and kiss the neat, high riding breasts, rolling her tongue around the red-pink hard little tubes of her nipples. The struggle to get the tight jeans off was well worth it though when Raika was at long last able to kneel between the smooth thighs and explore the complex landscape of her lover’s vulva with her tongue, interrupting the expeditions to dart back and lash at the straining nub of the clitoris, poking out from its hood and begging for attention.
At last the two women lay side by side and listened as a real horse trotted past, a Housegirl was riding side saddle behind a man and laughing throatily as she was carried towards an outdoor session somewhere in the grounds. 
Finally the doctor climbed to her feet and stretched her graceful nudity in the sun.
“Do you ever get to play with the slaves?” she asked.
“Oh yes, Mistress!” Raika enthused. “They are very good and do anything you tell them. They have no choice.”
“I feel like beating that big brute over there. Got a crop?”
There was one stored in the little trunk the blanket had been in and Raika watched as the doctor unclipped Ayesha’s wrists from behind her back and refastened them to the ring at the back of her collar. Once she felt the shaft of the crop graze her ribs as she was repositioned the tall slave clearly knew what was coming and settled her feet well apart.
“I’ve had to watch the men do this for three days now! And I’m dying to get my hand back in,” the doctor said, one hand diving between her own spread legs and the other lifting the crop back. She delivered seven blistering stokes across Ayesha’s backside, making even her dance and twist at the end of her reins. Raika found her own hand straying downwards and fumbling into the hot moistness between her legs as the dry reports of the leather on flesh rang out and deep tramlines blossomed across the trembling expanse of buttock flesh.
“Come here!” the doctor ordered and Raika was placed on her knees, the doctor’s cunt rubbing in her face, her clitoris mashing against her nose as she lashed Ayesha until she achieved another orgasm.
Reluctantly they dressed as the afternoon began to wane and the severely welted Ayesha trotted them wearily home.
“I’ll square it with the men if they moan about the damage to her,” the doctor told her as they put the trap away. “And one night I’ll have you in my room, my dear Raika, and I’ll thrash that gorgeous bottom of yours to the blood.”
In a dreamy haze, Raika stabled Ayesha for the night and went to her bed thinking that when her master sent for her, she would ask if he would take Doctor Sands too.



Chapter 13

 
Conor Brien watched the figures in the ring that had been set up out on the arena floor carefully. He saw the man pick the slave up with one hand at her crotch and one hand gripping her breast, lift her high over his head and then slam her down. Beside him, Gerd his trainer winced as the man made great play of backing off and then throwing himself face down across the inert form. From outside the ring another guard counted slowly to three without any discernible movement from the woman. The victorious male wrestler stood up and unceremoniously dragged the slave to her feet, pushed her roughly through the ropes and then stepped through after her. 
Conor checked his stop watch.
“I make it she held out for five minutes so he’s got five more to play with her.”
Gerd shook his head. “She won’t get up after this one, boss.”
“How many has she taken so far?” Conor asked.
“Eight.”
“Good, that’s already two more than this time last week. And never underestimate Snake,” Conor told him as the female figure, her outrageous tattoo obscured by the dust and dirt that coated her and which had been made into a kind of glue from mixing with the sheer amount of sweat and sperm that covered her body, was pushed down onto the sand in a sitting position under a rectangular whipping frame. The man busied himself buckling thick suspension cuffs onto her ankles. Her chest heaving from the long afternoon’s contests and defeats, Snake propped herself up with her arms slightly behind her and watched the man disinterestedly. When he was done he enlisted the help of the referee and they hauled her up to hang with her legs splayed wide apart, her head at the level of the man’s groin. Her arms dangled limply as she swung back and forth while the man made his choice of whip; a sturdy flogger.
Beside Conor, Gerd shook his head.
“That’s her second cunt whipping. She’ll not take it,” he said gloomily. “Blondie will be too strong for her.”
Conor smiled at him as the sounds of firm, wet impacts from between the slave’s spread legs drifted up from the arena floor. 
“I’ll worry about Blondie. You just keep Snake working to her limit and in three, four months’ time we’ll have ourselves a lulu of a show. Trust me on this!”
They watched for a few more minutes as Snake’s crotch and inner thighs were belaboured zealously. Both men noted that she made no attempt to protect herself by trying to bring her arms up even though her shrill yelps and moans were clearly audible above the smack of the leathers. Eventually, with one eye on the clock, the man threw down his whip, opened the fly of his shorts and thrust a rampantly hard length of cock into her mouth with urgent disregard for her ability, or otherwise, to cope with him. Immediately Snake’s arms came up to grasp the man’s hips, her hands caressed his buttocks and cupped his scrotum as he plundered her mouth. He even turned the handle of the whip downwards and pumped it straight down into her flogged vagina. For the first time she reacted and Conor smiled broadly as his favourite slave began to buck and grind her way to yet another orgasm at the hands of yet another conqueror.
He waited until the man had clearly delivered the last of his load deep inside her throat and stood back, the slave was lowered and unshackled and another count began, then he checked his watch again, careful not to let his anxiety show.
The count reached ten and still Snake lay on the sand, gasping for breath, arms and legs spread limply out.
“Come on, come on!” he muttered.
“She’ll never make it,” Gerd insisted.
By twelve she stirred and rolled over onto her side. By fourteen she was on all fours. At sixteen she tried to stand and fell back. At nineteen she staggered upright. Conor punched the air.
“Y’see, Gerd! Keep her at it! Don’t let her slack! Now I’ve got work to attend to.”
He turned and made his way along the terraces. ‘Last Slave Standing’ was going to be a huge hit in the arenas and Snake was going to be the star. Her insatiable appetite for suffering made her ideal for this event that was entirely his brainchild. Any arena fan would pay through the nose to watch two owners pit two of their best slaves against each other to see how many men they could take on, the contest only finishing when one couldn’t rise after a count of twenty – they had tried a count of ten but had found that the contests ended too quickly. The extra ten seconds’ grace meant several more exciting rounds of desperate defence from the naked slaves as they fought to prevent the men having too much time in which to play with them.  The rules stated that every time a man stepped into the ring with a competing slave, he had ten minutes in which to subdue her, therefore the less time he spent getting a pinfall, the more time he would have to play with her on the various items of equipment the owners would agree on prior to the event. For the slave the logic was neatly reversed and the whole made for good sport. 
Of course as he had invented the game, his stable would have an advantage to start with. However, sooner or later the ultimate duel would have to be held. The Queen of the arenas would have to meet the young pretender to her crown. Snake and Blondie would meet in a final decider and Conor knew that the whole of the arena world would be watching and betting on the outcome.
In only a couple of weeks Snake would be going into a show defending an unbroken run of victories with the studded whip that only Blondie herself could surpass. She had already overtaken Ayesha’s record.
He would unveil his plans to the other owners in a few weeks’ time and then – well then they would see what happened. Snake was not as tall or as naturally athletic as Blondie but she was tough, strong and had that almost insanely strong masochistic streak. 
He laughed with delight as he glanced behind him and saw Snake crawl stubbornly back through the ropes and totter to her feet to face another male wrestler. This one came in mercilessly fast and threw her before she had even stopped staggering. She had her legs straddled drunkenly for balance and he plunged his hand between them, Conor knew he would be applying the crotch hold – an invaluable weapon against a naked female opponent. His thumb would be deep in her vagina, two fingers would be up her anus and she would be unable to stop him doing anything he wanted with her. On this occasion the man was content to just toss her into the air so that she landed against the ropes and was catapulted back towards him, where she ran into the immovable object of his shoulder between her breasts. A cheer went up from the other men, seated in the shade at the edge of the arena, as, for a moment, Snake seemed frozen to the spot and then slowly she sank to her knees and then toppled forwards. The man put his foot on the back of her neck as the referee counted her out and she was hauled out of the ring for another bout of punishment. She had succumbed almost immediately so she could look forward to nearly a full ten minutes’ worth of flogging or whatever her conqueror wanted to put her through.
Even Conor doubted she would come back from that. But ten men taken on consecutively was a good total. By the time she met Blondie in the biggest showdown in modern arena history, she would routinely be able to take fifteen or sixteen. Blondie herself would have trouble coping with that – even if she were fully fit. Conor Brien smiled to himself as he considered the careful plans he had laid to ensure that that wouldn’t be the case. He had total confidence in Snake but with that Blonde, it didn’t do to take chances.
He was whistling happily as he left the arena, the pistol-like cracks of a stock whip echoing around the empty stadium. She would be well worth the shagging later on, he thought.
 
“And finally, let’s all raise our glasses to the magnificent efforts of Carlo, Brian and the grooms in bringing back such a significant victory and keeping their unbeaten record intact.” John Carpenter was in his element and Carlo fidgeted uncomfortably, he was aware that other things were going on apart from this reception and they were more important to the future smooth running of the stable than this, admittedly pleasant formality. But he accepted that it had to be done and tried to concentrate.
“No CSL slave has ever competed on a losing side. So the next time you hire one out for an evening in the dungeons, just remember you’re getting ‘em cheap!”
There were good natured jeers and laughter but then John proposed the toast to CSL’s continuing success and he and Brian acknowledged the acclaim.
It was two days after their triumphant return and a buffet lunch was laid out in the Long Gallery, the Housegirls were allowed, for once, to dispense with their long dresses and served the members wearing only beautifully tailored and boned basques with exquisite embroidery on them, thongs, hold up stockings and elegantly heeled court shoes. The tall windows of the gallery looked out over the parkland, golf course and lake, and in mid afternoon it was flooded with light. Along the inner wall, which formed one wall of the Common Room on its other side was a row of alcoves with statues of mythical figures in each one. Between these stood tables laden with every hors d’oeuvre and snack the cooks’ encyclopaedic knowledge could come up with. 
Against the opposite wall, one in between each of the windows, the ten CSL gladiators were hooded and tongue tethered.  
Almost as soon as the toast had been drunk, there came the unmistakable sounds of hands landing hard on the quivering, satin smooth buttocks of the Housegirls and answering female giggles and yelps.
Carlo sipped some superbly light and refreshing Sancerre and gazed about him, trying to put what might be happening down at the stable block to the back of his mind. He was not normally given to complacency, but even he had to admit that the victory at Salazar’s arena would have gone a long way to enhance CSL’s already sky-high reputation. And their share of the prize money along with the agreed hiking in price would mean that very soon the stable could go up to fifteen slaves – the number at which he and John had said they would stop expanding for a while. 
Indulgently he watched Brian laughing and joking with some of the members as they congratulated him on the success. The welted and recovering slaves themselves stood patiently under the hoods which covered their heads down to their noses, their hair bunched into thick pony tails at the back just above where the hoods were buckled. They reminded him of some falcons he had seen once, hooded to keep them quiet in their mews until their trainer released them to kill.
Carlo put his drink down and went to the nearest slave. It was Blackie who stood with her weight on her right leg, her hips cocked gracefully, her forehead resting against the wall. Occasionally she champed on her tongue chain. Carlo shushed her as he patted her warm, branded hip, still striped and with speckles of blood under the skin now fading and the bruises starting to yellow. He stroked her back and she turned her head to nuzzle blindly at his shoulder as he petted her, her neat little breasts rubbing against him. Smiling he put his hand down and she felt him against her thighs, immediately she parted them and he cupped his fingers down past her clitoris and then up into the hot and viscid vagina.
“We’ll have you back in training and earning your keep in the dungeons before the week’s out, my girl,” he said, withdrawing his hand and drying it on her mons. Although her previous experience had been wildly overstated by her previous owner and everyone was sure that this show had been her first, she had acquitted herself well.
Carlo moved on to where Blondie stood and ran a hand gently down across her breast. She started back at his touch, wrenching her tongue leash and making a grunted gasp of pain.
“Whoa there! You big silly bitch. You’ll get plenty of pain soon enough,” he told her and she immediately quietened at the sound of his voice but she was plainly getting bored with being tethered, felt and admired. She lifted one leg behind her, bent at the knee and stamped it down far enough away from her other foot to make it plain she wanted something between her legs. Carlo watched the toned flesh tremble a little after the stamp and he noted the parted labia at her crotch and the partially retracted clitoral hood. She was on heat again – like all the rest. The memory of the almost constant whipping and innumerable cocks that had sunk into them was fading fast. They needed another dose. And the fact that Blondie herself was so clearly up for it, delighted him.  
Around them The Lodge was slowly building up towards one of its famous nights of unbridled lust and debauchery. The Housegirls looked superb, the basques and stockings were beautiful enough but so many backs, shoulders and delightfully quivering bottoms, carried marks from crops, canes, whips and paddles that Carlo was sure that before the sun set, the dungeons would be in full swing and the girls would be tested to their limits until the early hours. He saw Madame Stalevsky, cool and remote as ever, watch critically as one of her underlings was bent forwards across a table and taken from behind. The man was busily talking to a friend and continued his conversation as he thrust into her. Meanwhile the girl put her knuckles to her mouth to stifle any moans or groans which might interrupt the conversation going on behind her. Madame nodded slightly as the man stopped talking long enough to tense and then pump frienziedly for a few seconds before withdrawing and wiping himself on her buttocks. The girl, her knuckles white with effort, had confined herself to a few shudders as she had orgasmed silently.
 
Madame looked up and caught Carlo’s eye. The two smiled at each other, professionals in the same trade. Carlo turned back to Blondie just as the first crisp strikes of a crop on buttock flesh sounded from further along the gallery. He untethered her and led her across to one of the tables, he pushed some half emptied dishes away and then pressed her back, between her shoulders. Immediately she slid her feet further apart and lowered herself onto the surface, keeping her legs straight and well apart. Carlo took a few seconds to admire his favourite before he had her. The fact that she had struggled for a third place in the pony racing had bothered him far more than he had let on to Brian, but her obvious impatience to get back to being a sex slave had reassured him that it was just a one-off misjudgement on his part that had over committed her. Still there was one way to check whether a slave was being ‘honest’ apart from the thrashing one he taught his assistants. Carlo surveyed the ripely pouting labia nestling in the little hollow at the tops of the long, graceful thighs with the coral pink inner lips unfurled like delicate blooms around the vaginal entrance. Even the rapidly fading indents and scabs left by the studded tack and boxing thong only heightened his appreciation of the resilience of high-quality sexflesh. The broad width of the smooth, toned buttocks was still heavily welted and bruised and yet that too only seemed to beckon a master on to beat them further, or to stroke them, whichever gave him more pleasure. He would do both in due course he thought and returned his attention to business, unzipping his flies, fetching out his almost fully erect cock and sliding it home with impressive ease. From somewhere beneath him there came a soft sigh of pleasure, he smiled down at her whip-striped back as he pushed into full penetration and then held himself there. For a second she too held steady but then he felt her move and he smiled more broadly. This was what he was looking for, a real appetite to be taken by her master, even if she had to do all the work to pleasure him. He felt her sheath grip him as strongly as ever as she began to swivel and buck her hips in that way that females have, where their pelvises seem almost dislocated from their upper backs. From time to time she would hump her back to the extent that if he looked down he could see most of his gleaming shaft emerge from her, but then she would slowly hollow her back and take him back in, inch by inch, gripping him hard and making sure every centimetre of cock he fed her was fully sensitised. Carlo relaxed fully. Any slave who fucked this enthusiastically after a pounding in the arenas had years of productive life left in her.
Beside him John Carpenter appeared with a Housegirl, who cleared some more dishes away and then lay back, her full breasts escaping from the quarter cups of the basque. As John freed himself from his trousers she raised her legs, fumbled her thong off and then kept her legs parted so that he could finger her first and then slide his cock in comfortably with her legs up around his shoulders. Once he too was settled, his fingers kneading the heavy breasts and twisting the nipples while he gently moved in and out of her cunt, he sighed happily and turned to Carlo.
“I sent the doc down as we agreed,” he said.
“How long shall we give her?” Carlo asked as Blondie once again gave his shaft an exquisite massage with her cunt.
“It’s been an hour. She hasn’t come back with her eyes scratched out so I think we can assume that no news is good news.”
All the arenas had agreed to take on vets as part of a scheme to regulate and control the movement of slaves between the arenas. It was in itself part of a larger plan to organise the enterprises more carefully and in a couple of weeks’ time he would be attending the first Owners’ Conference to be held on Conor Brien’s estate. At the end of the conference there would be a big auction as well. He had been all in favour of proper regulation, anxious that slaves should be chipped with full details of shows competed in, points gained, punishments taken etc. Furthermore, very shortly there would be a central database in which all the information would be stored so that a potential buyer at auction could check his purchase was genuine. The only problem had come when CSL’s best qualified applicant - a full MD plus six years’ experience of sports medicine was female.
However Doctor Sands had checked out well and interviewed even better. Madame had been only too glad of extra help with the growing numbers of Housegirls and the only thing that had concerned Carlo and John had been the fact that she would have to work with Patti. An experienced and tough submissive she might be, but she did rule the stables with a rod of the finest Malacca. How she was going to take to another woman in authority was a dangerous unknown – especially as the woman in question was a dominant.
There had been only one solution.
Carlo had ordered her to stay in the stables and update all her records in preparation for the slaves being chipped the following day. As Blondie continued to grind away against him, with slowly increasing urgency, Carlo smiled at the recollection of her look of fury as Helga, Anne Marie and Raika had groomed the slaves till they shone and then groomed each other before they set off for a rare treat, a visit to the big house that would inevitably result in a lot of sex and probably some good, hot pain as well.
Once the coast was clear, Chrissie Sands had been sent down to see if the two of them couldn’t sort out a working relationship.
 



Chapter 14

 
Patti stared moodily into the glass of red wine she had poured herself. She had not felt so resentful since she had been sold to The Lodge. Carlo knew perfectly well that she had contributed as much, if not more than, anyone else to the CSL success story, but for some reason she was being left out of what would almost certainly be a fine afternoon’s shagging and maybe a hard evening in a dungeon as well. She gazed sourly at her monitor screen and jabbed at the keyboard a couple of times, adding an improbable score of two thousand points to Ox’s whip duelling tally. Angrily she deleted the figures.
There was a knock at the door and before she could answer it, it opened and a woman stepped in.
She wore a crisp, white, knee length coat, dark tights or stockings and plain black court shoes with three inch heels.
“Hi,” she said, smiling brightly. “You’re Patti Campbell and I’m Doctor Chrissie Sands. I’m the new vet around here and Carlo and John arranged this time so that we can sort out how we’re going to run this stable in the future.”
She stood four square in front of Patti’s desk and looked her in the eye as she stood up.
“I’d heard about the vet of course. But I’d expected a man,” Patti said, struggling to keep up with the woman’s self assured entrance.
“And if the vet had been a man you would have obeyed him and opened your legs when he told you to and accepted beatings from him, yes?”
Patti could only gape at the effrontery.
“So, let’s pretend I’m a man. I’ll fuck you with a strap-on, I assume you keep a few around, and beat you when it pleases me to.”
Patti came round the desk like a hurricane that had grown claws but the doctor calmly sidestepped, spun her around and slammed her back against the door, pinning her against the wood with her body.
“Patti, I know it’s hard for you to accept a female dominant,” she whispered, “but let me prove I’m worth submitting to.”
Patti brought her knee up sharply but the doctor had moved aside just enough to avoid it and Patti found her leg held up ignominiously, forcing her to hop as the doctor moved back into the room.
“Tell you what. Name your weapons and we’ll go into the training arena and sort this out. If I win, I’ll do what I want with you until the rest come back and you will work under me to help run the stable. If I want to fuck you or beat you – and believe me, I think you’re gorgeous so I do want to do both – I will.  If you win, I’ll pack my bags and go this evening.” She dropped Patti’s leg and held out a hand. “Deal?”
A few minutes later two women were naked and facing each other on the hard earth floor of the echoing steel training arena. The doctor had made a particularly fine striptease out of peeling off her stockings and basque and Patti, despite her anger was feeling hot and moist at her belly. For her part, Chrissie found the superbly lush curves of Patti’s body equally distracting. They had weighted boxing straps wrapped around their fists. Had there been an audience a lot of money would have changed hands. On the one side Chrissie Sands was athletic and slender, with neat breasts; on the other Patti – despite working out several times a week - was full figured, her breasts swinging and shifting even as the two started circling each other. No holds were barred, if either woman went down, she remained fair game. There were to be no let ups or intervals and the loser would be the one who cried off.
Chrissie tried the first blow, a girlishly roundhouse swing towards Patti’s ribs. She avoided it easily and launched a straight jab that rocked Chrissie back as it hit her breastbone.
Patti’s face lit up as she realised the woman had no idea how to punch properly. She charged in, dropping one fist low, aiming to bring it up in an uppercut between her opponent’s legs but Chrissie had gone – ducked back and sideways. Patti took a thunderous blow to the side of the head and then another flattened her right breast sending shards of bright pain to earth in her treacherous cunt. She grunted but spun back out of range of further attack, realising she had been fooled. The doctor had boxed before.
Patti crooked her left elbow and dropped onto the doctor, digging it hard into her midriff. The breath exploded from the woman and she curled up in an agonised ball on her side. Patti staggered to her feet and wiped her mouth, her lower lip was bleeding heavily and her right eye was closing fast. Her breath scorched and rasped in her throat and she knew she had to finish this bitch off quickly before she herself collapsed.
Gathering herself for one more effort she joined her fists and raised them above her head, aiming for the woman’s back and hoping to wind her enough to make her give in. But even as she committed herself to the heavy downward blow, Chrissie Sands rolled again and Patti was helpless to stop herself from slamming herself down onto the bare earth. Immediately her own breath was knocked from her as a weight landed on her back and her face was rubbed in the dirt until she was choking.
“Submit, you stubborn bitch!” the doctor snarled between gritted teeth.
Patti jerked her head upwards suddenly and heard a satisfying Crack! The weight on her back vanished and she leaped up to see the doctor reeling backwards and holding her nose. Yelling an incoherent shout of rage, Patti rushed in for the kill, but the doctor ignored the bloody nose, sidestepped and tripped her. Patti screamed as she skidded over the dirt, her breasts being raked as she careered on helplessly. Then she was pinned again, but this time with one arm twisted agonisingly up behind her back and the doctor’s free arm at her throat.
 
Carlo loosened his tie as he stepped into the fresh air and walked out of the old stableyard, then turned and headed for the training arena. He was almost past its door and heading for the archway into the new yard when he heard the unmistakable sound of a heavy whip being plied. This didn’t fit in with any of his apprehensive scenarios and he opened the door and stepped in to find out what was going on. 
It was what he called the lightweight frame – it was the whipping frame he kept beside the training ring to dole out punishments on the spot for slacking, or simply to administer floggings to remind the slaves that he could.
It was a simple triangle with a horizontal bar across it about halfway up, it was made of light timber and was propped up at the back by legs which folded out, one which was hinged from the point of the triangle and two more, one from each end of the horizontal bar. It tilted the body mounted on it away from the flogger slightly to make working on it easier and currently it was playing host to Patti’s lush form. Her legs were parted and her ankles tied to the feet of the main triangle, her arms were spread straight out from her shoulders along the single horizontal bar. Her thick copper hair was swept up and forward off her shoulders in great tousled heaps. The sides of her breasts were scored and pitted by whip stripes, her back and buttocks looked like an aerial view of tank tracks on a battlefield and she was gazing ahead of her with an expression of desperate concentration. As Carlo approached he noted the cut lip and the closing eye. He also noted the state Chrissie was in. She had chosen one of his favourite whips, a heavy-braided single lash which flattened into a blade two thirds of the way along it and from the end of the blade the leather was in tassels with small weights at the ends, it was a delight to use as it left a symphony of marks on the slave, the width of her back would be striped by the braided portion, the curve of her ribs would have wide and overlapping swathes of deeper red carved into it and farther around and at the sides of her breasts the tassels and weights would leave their calling cards. 
Chrissie was gasping for breath after she slammed in each lash with what remained of her strength. The impacts across Patti’s shoulders were making her buttocks dance and ripple but she didn’t flinch or scream, just remained with her eyes fixed firmly ahead.
Chrissie fired off five lashes as Carlo approached, almost swinging herself off her feet at each one. Her nose had clearly been bleeding as well and her breasts and thighs were scratched and scraped. She saw Carlo coming and stopped, her hands braced on her knees, her breasts swinging under her as she panted.
“Jesus! That’s one stubborn bitch!” she managed after a few seconds.
After a minute or so she was able to give Carlo an account of what had happened. 
“…….All she’s got to do is ask me to fuck her and the beating stops,” Chrissie finished. “That was the deal. If I won, I got to do what I wanted with her till you all came back.”
“And that’s what you want is it? To beat her and fuck her?”
“You bet Carlo! I mean look at her!”
Carlo looked. Patti was still standing at the frame and had not even looked around. She was streaked with dirt and sweat, her legs were still braced firmly and her breathing had calmed. The thing about Patti was that until you saw her naked and flogged, you never actually realised that she was a solidly built woman and just now, Carlo reflected, he could be looking at Ox or Trouble. She looked badly beaten alright but looked set to take plenty more and there was something about the defiant tilt of her chin that made him suspect there was no way she was going to lose this round.
He couldn’t afford to have her laid up with training about to begin again and the conference to attend as well. He walked round to stand in front of her. She refused to look at him and kept her face grim and determined, her eyes fixed on some point slightly above his right shoulder, but he had to agree with Chrissie, Patti was one of those women who simply look their best when in extremis under the whip.
“Oh well! If the bitch wants to play it like that……” Chrissie said and began the beating again.
Carlo studied his head groom as each lash smacked home. There was a jerk, the flesh rippled near the impact but Patti’s gaze never flinched from where it was fixed. The lash that decided him was one that wrapped her middle back, the weighted ends snapping around her ribs and biting deeply into the soft breasflesh. The breast itself almost flattened against her other one before regaining its shape and wobbling for a few seconds. It was a fine strike and spiteful craters in the skin and red tracks from the narrow leather appeared instantly. It was the kind of strike that would have even Ox or Trouble giving throaty gasps of pain and twisting in their bonds. But Patti, blinked, swallowed and remained still.
He went back round to stand beside the doctor.
“I think you’re going to have to settle for a draw, doc,” he told her. “She isn’t going to give ground even if she stays there till she’s damaged, and I can’t afford that. Why don’t you just take her down and fuck her. I don’t think she’ll object after a thrashing like that.”
Chrissie walked forwards and plunged her hand between the spread thighs, immediately the spell was broken and Patti cried out and twisted as she felt the fingers enter her.
Chrissie laughed and withdrew fingers gleaming with her juices.
“You’re a tough one, Patti,” she said and kissed her neck, then bent and kissed a welt, then another, then she sank to her knees and kissed the savagely welted mounds of her buttocks, her hands parting the globes and delving under them. Patti broke at last and sagged in her bonds, whimpering in pain and desire.
Carlo left them to it, satisfied that CSL’s team had just been greatly strengthened.



Chapter 15

 
The next morning, Patti was moving stiffly but was still able to take charge of the medicals and the chipping. By the time Chrissie arrived with her black bag, all the slaves had been cleaned, showered and fed. One of the couches used in the dungeon for needle play had been wheeled in and stood beside the dildo poles, the stirrups were raised and spread in readiness and the slaves were pacing nervously, they were familiar with the strains and stresses a slave could be put through when fastened down onto it and Chrissie’s black bag didn’t help. Up at the big house some of the members were experts in the more extreme forms of sexual torture and they often came equipped with black bags.
“Internals and overall examinations first; then chipping,” Chrissie announced, snapping on surgical gloves. “We’ll start with the stall on the extreme right, Patti.”
The two exchanged secretive smiles as Rose was led out by Raika.
Chrissie took blood and urine samples, manipulated all the joints, palpated the breasts, felt every tendon and flexed the necks before moving to the internals. With each slave’s legs raised and parted, the calves and ankles strapped snugly into the stirrups, Chrissie was able to slip the steel noses of the dilator into the vulva and screw it open with no problem.
“In straights, it can take bloody gallons of lube to open ‘em up,” she commented as Cherry’s vagina gaped pinkly for the onlookers. With the rectal channel, the slaves objected a little more and even Brian winced at how far the doctor insisted on opening them. It didn’t help that the waiting slaves could see what was in store however, even though Chrissie was quite happy with what she found.
“The arses are in remarkably good condition, considering what gets shoved up them. I hear there’s ginger in that stuff you coat their plugs in for racing, Carlo?”
“And some other stuff,” he agreed happily.
“Well, I reckon between Patti’s diet and regular workouts on the poles to keep ‘em tight, they should be okay for some years yet.”
After the third examination, which was Purdy, crying out as her cunt was stretched to a size that amazed everyone, although Chrissie remained perfectly calm. It took Brian and Carlo to carry the victims to the couch and strap them down.
“Stupid sluts!” Brian swore as he kept his weight across Jet’s chest while Carlo shackled her wrists. “It’s a sodding picnic compared to the amount of flogging they get in a log pull!”
It was late morning by the time the whole stable had been done and everyone could take a break before starting the chipping. 
Chrissie put a companionable arm round Patti’s shoulder. “They’re a credit to you. As fit a bunch of beautiful slaves as you could wish to meet,” she said and kissed her full on the lips. The grooms burst into fits of giggles. Patti blushed furiously. Brian and Carlo exchanged amused glances. It was going to be fun to see how she fucked with a man now that she had a lesbian lover with a strap-on.
The chipping was simplicity itself in comparison, the main thing was to ensure that the correct details were entered onto the correct slave’s chip. The actual implantation simply meant the slaves were tied face down on the couch, their hair was lifted high off their necks and the chip was injected at the nape of the neck, then Chrissie checked on her scanner that all was reading well. After each show the data would be updated and after a year or so a new chip would be needed, but no one doubted that before long a chip that could contain a lifetime’s data would be developed.
Brian found it a strangely exciting thought as he passed along the line of stalls when all was finally done, dispensing treats. From now on these gorgeous creatures would not only be treated as valuable livestock, they actually were livestock – existing only as the sum of their achievements at the end of a whip or the ability to take cock in all three holes. A system to dictate that that was all they were, now existed. Their real names had now completely disappeared, all that remained were their stable names – and after CSL went up to fifteen, it was doubtful they would last long. Soon even Blondie would be just CSL\01. But somehow that utter objectification was exciting in itself. He would no longer flog and fuck ‘someone’ when he disciplined the slaves or took his pleasure with them – not that they had been considered as people for a long time, but at least they had had pet names. He imagined a future in which he or Carlo would hand out a ticket to an anonymous guard with ‘CSL\01; 30 lashes. Process, return to stall’ on it – or CSL\02; circuit training; ten lashes for every second of target time missed. Deliver to solitary if more than fifty lashes awarded.’
There was a kind of dark fascination about it – as though that was the logical conclusion to what the arenas were about. But he worried as well. They might only be slaves but he enjoyed knowing their individual quirks and characteristics that no amount of whipping would beat out of them. He comforted himself with the platitude that time would tell. Amelia on the other hand was wildly excited by the idea.
“Imagine just sinking into submissiveness and never having to come out – ever!” she breathed as Ox’s chip was scanned. “You could leave your name, your self. If you didn’t want to exist as a person, you could just stop existing and be a number. A female number…….with three holes to pleasure men with!”
He was about to point out that that might not be so much fun after twenty years of servitude or whatever, when the phone rang. It was the gatekeeper asking for him and Carlo. 
The man didn’t sound as though he felt there were an emergency, he just sounded puzzled. As the day was pleasant and it didn’t sound urgent, Carlo decided they would take Purdy and Blondie for runs in harness. As a result it was almost forty-five minutes later that they arrived at the gates. The ponies trotted eagerly and one could almost believe they enjoyed being back in harness and feeling the cold steel points of the studded tack against their female parts once more as they tossed their heads and lifted their knees proudly into a full trot, the whips snapping hard at their backs.
But the sight that met the men’s eyes as they neared the gate pushed the ponies to the backs of their minds. From the gatehouse, where the gatekeeper lived, a long lime avenue led to The Lodge and the gatekeeper was standing under a tree about forty feet inside the gate, just after the avenue took a sharp turn to hide it from the main road.
Twenty feet above his head a human figure, mummified in what appeared to be brown paper, dangled from a branch. At first both Carlo and Brian panicked but as the gatekeeper pointed out, the rope wasn’t round the figure’s neck, it somehow seemed to be run up its back.
“And you can see they’re breathin’ okay, sir,” he said. “I’m just waitin’ for a ladder from the farm and then we’ll see what’s what. I never noticed it till Sir Mortimer saw it on his way out, that was when I rang you, but how long it’s been up there, God knows.”
A ladder carried on the back of a landrover duly arrived and Carlo was the first to shin up and take a look.
“It’s female!” he called down. “ Brian! Stand on the roof of the cab and take her weight while I untie the rope.”
It took a few minutes manoeuvring to get the car directly under the branch and then, in one of the most bizarre moments of his life, Brian found himself standing on the roof of a landrover cab, holding in his arms the body of a naked woman wrapped in brown paper. He lowered her to the farm hands as Carlo unwound the end of the rope that had suspended her from the branch and climbed down. Slowly they unwrapped the figure and a pretty Eurasian face was revealed. Then as they unwrapped her further they discovered an amazing spider’s web of bondage rope. The girl had been in discomfort alright but had never been in any danger. The rope was knotted and threaded through itself in eye watering complexity, spreading the strain of her suspension across her whole body. Her arms were held to her sides and her legs were fastened together with an almost beautifully complex arrangement. They eventually followed the end of the rope from the branch all the way down to her feet, so in fact her whole body had been taking the strain as that rope had been fastened to every single horizontal rope on its way up her body. Slowly they began to untie the knots, reluctant to take knives to such a strange work of craftsmanship. Once the girl was ungagged she moaned and tried to stretch her cruelly cramped limbs, as, one by one they were freed. The grain of the rope was deeply etched in all four and across her torso. Her breasts would be pretty once they regained their shape. Brian worked as hard as anyone to free her but her face was agonisingly familiar and as they at long last found the opposite end of the rope to the one that had been attached to the branch, he had a fairly shrewd suspicion of what was going on. And he was lost in admiration.
The rope ended in her vagina. They propped her up with her legs apart and Carlo reached in to pull it out. There was a small knot around a crumpled note which Carlo freed and spread out on the grass.
‘Now that I hope I have your attention Mr Suarez, please will you consider me for a job with CSL.’ 
There followed a mobile phone number.
Carlo put his head back and laughed aloud.
“That beats you by a long, long way Brian!” he said at last and Brian had to agree.
It turned out that the young man, who as Brian had suspected was the one who had approached him at the Salazar arena, was waiting a few yards down the road and only a couple of minutes after Carlo rang him he was there with some clothes for the girl.
“I was beginning to think you’d never find her,” he told them.
“But how did you get in and get her up there?” Brian wanted to know.
“Allow me a few secrets, Brian. If I’m taken on, then I’m the one who’s got a lot of secrets to learn.”
In the end the landrover took the newcomers back to the house while Carlo and Brian drove their traps.
John Carpenter was fascinated and the young man, who introduced himself as Tony, demonstrated his bondage skills on some of the Housegirls. The job was his of course after such an audacious stunt and the girl, whose name was Eve was promised a trial period as a groom.
“If this Conference and auction at Brien’s goes well,” Brian said, later that night as they sat over a bottle of whisky in the Common room, “we’re going to need extra personnel. Funny how things work out.”
“And that little Eve! Couldn’t you just cane the hell out of that arse of hers,” Patti put in.
“I’m sure you will, Patti,” Chrissie said, stretching and yawning, then standing up and beckoning Patti to follow her. The men watched them go.
Then Carlo stood up in his turn. “I think I’ll take Raika tonight,” he said.
Back in the stableyard, he walked softly into her room, and stopped to let his eyes accustom to the dim light from the security lights in the stableyard shining through the curtains. Then he moved quietly to her bed and began to undress. He must have made some kind of noise or sudden movement however because she woke and sat bolt upright, her eyes bright with terror even in the gloom.
“Oh! Master! Please, master! I’m so sorry, I don’t know……I didn’t……”
Carlo stared at her in surprise as she stuttered to a halt.
“Oh, Mr Carlo! I’m sorry, it was a dream. A bad dream I think.” Her face held its expression of terror for a few moments and then a soft and more typical smile appeared and she threw back her quilt, baring her breasts and then she was fumbling quickly with her panties. By the time Carlo was undressed, so was she and she lay back embracing him passionately in the dark, opening her legs for him, smothering him with adoring kisses, offering her breasts and any hole he wanted to make use of. She wasn’t normally quite so forward and Carlo was surprised but he settled for a delightful few minutes in her cunt followed by an ecstatic few minutes in her clever little mouth and throat. 
In the dark, he didn’t notice the traces of white powder under her fingernails, all he could feel were her gentle hands, stroking his shaft and urging him respectfully towards his climax. Just like any faithful slave should.



Chapter 16

 
As the small plane banked, Carlo looked out of its window with very mixed emotions. Below its port wing the green and brown relief map of Conor Brien’s island was laid out beneath him, thousands of feet below. On that island he had honed his skills as a trainer and had developed the all-conquering Blue team in the early days of the arenas. Down there he had led Blondie off the training ship and into her future. Then her future had become his and on one traumatic night he had made a decision and thrown his lot in with her, saving her from Conor’s wrath and taking her to The Lodge. 
They had all come a very long way since then and he hoped that at this conference he and Conor could begin to bury hatchets in places other than each other’s back. There was so much more to play for these days.
“You okay Carlo?” John asked from beside him. 
Brian had been left to keep an eye on things and begin to train Tony; Patti would be busy seeing if Eve could learn her trade. So that had left just himself and John on this jaunt. It was just as well that they had Raika to keep an eye on the junior grooms and to keep the routines turning over smoothly.
“Yeah, I’m fine. But I don’t want to get bogged down in old stuff, there’s too much we got to do. I hope Conor feels the same.”
The plane shuddered as the landing gear came down and a few minutes later it was bumping along the runway that Carlo remembered so well. The island’s infrastructure however had improved vastly and they were met by a luxury car that had smooth blacktop roads to run on, in Carlo’s day they had used jeeps and dirt tracks. But to add to his surprise they weren’t taken to the estate. Instead the car turned downhill and took them to what had been a village when Carlo had been there. Now however it was almost a full blown resort standing at the edge of the island’s natural harbour and the hotels were no longer just there to look after arena tourists. Now the squads were so big that platoons of girls could be shipped down on a rotation basis to serve as sex slaves and there was a constant flow of guests to take advantage of them. More revenues accrued to the arenas but Carlo was always aware that the demands on the slaves would inevitably take their toll and he wasn’t looking forward to the day when his beloved Tigre, Cherry, Jet or – and this was the worse – Blondie, his best ever cohort would have to go under the hammer. That just couldn’t happen. But he had to admit that if that wasn’t an option, he couldn’t see what the alternative was. All he could do was try to make CSL as rich as possible to negate the economic necessity of selling off redundant stock and then they could start to think about what to do with such specialised creatures once they were too old to be of use.
His thoughts were interrupted as the car swept down to the dock he remembered so well and he looked with genuine interest to see where they had been billeted. It was at a hotel that was quite new to him, and even he had to admit that it was stunning. 
In a vast, marble-tiled lobby naked arena slaves were exhibited in glass cages. Variously coloured lights played on the figures and changed slowly over a period of a few minutes. Impaled on dildo poles and with their arms raised and shackled to a ring in the top of the glass cage, with hoods and ring gags rendering them suitably mute and anonymous they were an addition that he approved of absolutely. In fact he and John spent nearly an hour before they got as far as checking in, pressing the button on each case that released pulses of electricity to the clips fastened to breasts and labia and watching the muscle tone as each slave writhed and jerked under the enforced stimulation. 
He was impressed. Gerd had done a good job as his successor. The slaves’ bodies were curved and feminine but they were also well sinewed and tough under the curves. And that was what he had always thought was the slave trainer’s target. One of them at least.
 
The first full conference of The Arena Owners’ Federation began after lunch. The delegates made their way through the lobby with its illuminated glass cases and their occupants into an airy conference room where each delegate had a comfortable chair and a desk. In front of them was a stage with drawn curtains hiding the rear of it. As they entered they were treated to an unusual form of entertainment. A sound track played the noise of an arena crowd in full voice, cheering on their fancies. But over and above it were the sounds of a whip combat. There were the sounds of feet shuffling and scuffing in the sand, grunts and gasps of effort, the hiss and thud of the lashes, the screams and cries of fury. Carlo was spellbound – and as he looked around him he realised his companions were too. Each of them was visualising two of the lithe female forms they specialised in producing, welted, sweating, desperate and naked; struggling for their owner’s honour. But in an age of visual technology it was a refreshing change to have just sound and to let the mind draw its own vivid pictures.
Before long though the soundtrack faded and was applauded warmly. Then the curtains drew back and the applause redoubled. A raised dais was revealed with two lecterns standing on it. The dais was supported at each corner by a naked woman down on one knee, her arms up, hands beside her head, holding the platform. Only after a few seconds did the audience realise that they were sculpted. The lecterns were also sculpted in the form of  naked women, these however were standing with their legs apart, facing the auditorium, their backs were bowed, their hands braced on their knees and on their backs they were supporting the simple wooden boards on which delegates’ speeches could be placed.
Before the applause died Conor Brien and Mark Cavanagh walked out form the wings and took their places at the lecterns. Only once the applause had died down did Mark reach around his lectern and squeeze its breast. Laughter rang out around the auditorium as the guests all saw his fingers sink deeply into the flesh and then squeeze and pull a nipple, setting up the inimitable quivers and ripples of a maltreated, but very real  breast.
“Body paint,” Mark said. “We tried using real ones to support the dais but the selfish little sluts kept wanting to breathe and shift about after an hour or two. Conor and I got seasick.”
“So we compromised and got those sculpted and just painted these two. Mind you, I would ask for your sympathy, if you think of how she’s positioned, think where my cock is now…..”
There was more laughter as the audience realised that the slaves’ cunts would be pushing back against the speakers’ cocks as they stood against them.
“We had to stuff dildos up Conor’s one stop him giving her a rogering in mid-speech,” Mark told them.
Conor stood back and looked down at the girl in front of him, then looked up with a big grin. “Saints be praised. I must have yours then, Mark!”
 With the ice broken, Conor settled down to business.
“It’s a great honour to welcome you all to our stable and estate. In the years that have passed since myself and a few friends dared to dream that we could create the arenas, we have seen our wildest dreams surpassed by reality. No one could have foreseen how they have taken off and prospered. But now, before the movement grows too big and untidy to be regulated, I think we need to stop and examine how we can all move forward. That is the reason for this conference and over the rest of today there will be speeches from those who have registered a desire to speak. Tomorrow will be devoted to speeches from the floor and some rather intriguing ideas for new events. The day after that will be given over to one of the biggest auctions ever seen. And it will be held under some very new conditions which I believe will benefit all of us………”
Conor kept his introductory remarks short and then left it to Mark to introduce the next speaker.
By the time business was concluded it was early evening and Carlo and John strolled down to the seafront while Carlo pointed out where the training ship used to dock and where he had brought Blondie, Cherry and Jet ashore, then they made their way back for dinner.
It had been a worthwhile day; a committee had been constituted, its members nominated and voted for to oversee the work of the vets and to co-ordinate events so that they were spaced out to encourage greater spending by the public and also to begin to construct stricter rules such as the precise length and weight of driving whips, the number of lashes a flogger should have for use in whip duelling – and their weight and length. 
All this was to be funded by contributions from the owners, but as Mark Cavanagh had said, it was all part of bringing the whole arena enterprise slowly in from the outlaw fringes. The chairwoman of the vets addressed them – it was the big woman that Carlo and John had seen in the steam room. She took her place at the lectern to a reserved silence, the arenas had always been exclusively a male domain. However she won her audience around by taking a pencil from behind her ear and inserting into the lectern’s arse, making it wobble dangerously for a few seconds. But she got enthusiastic applause and, by the end of her speech, acceptance that they would all have to submit their fighters to testing at random intervals as well as at shows. If the punters were to continue to bet as heavily as they did at present, they had to be able to know the sport was clean. 
Carlo sat up suddenly and looked around the auditorium for Gregor and Oleg of the Scarlet and Black team; an idea about the unexpected form of their chariot teams had suddenly occurred to him. He located them on the far side of the room, their faces betrayed nothing however and there was nothing that could be done in any case at this late stage. 
The dining room was arranged around a mud wrestling ring and the guests’ attendants were matched against each other while the meal was served. Carlo’s girl won five straight fights before she was pinned down. Conor Brien came round the tables with Mark and Carlo had warily shaken hands with both. A few platitudes were exchanged but neither he nor John were especially welcome, but at least the conversation was polite.
 
On the morning of the second day, they were addressed by a fairly recent addition to the arena circuit. His arena was in a small African republic whose name was a byword for corruption and chaos. However, as he related, having finally got fed up with political wrangling, chicanery and incompetence he had given the top military men tickets to his owners’ box and suggested that the president should be removed and democracy restored. In a matter of weeks that was done and he gave the new MPs free tickets. As a businessman he ‘advised’ them on economic matters and the country began to prosper, any corruption meant instant banishment from the arena and soon the country’s newspapers were hailing him as the saviour of his people. He admitted with a big smile that the editors of those newspapers also had free tickets. But the point was there; politics and politicians needed to please the people, the arenas pleased people. Bring them together and nothing was impossible.
In the afternoon the whole conference was moved by air conditioned bus up to the actual estate and the arena. Carlo’s heart was pounding as the bus crested the hill above the village, and he could look out over his old home as it lay in a bowl before the foothills of the mountains that formed the backbone of the island. Much had changed. There were more barrack blocks around the arena, the new circus now stood on the field where he had drilled his dressage teams. But a lot was still the same. As they entered the training ground in the shadow of the arena, a wrist-suspended slave was being disciplined. The guard, clad only in shorts was delivering the lashes in a relentless rhythm, ignoring any cries or wrigglings from his victim. He looked over briefly and nodded at the guests and then returned to his task without missing a beat.
“What’s she being punished for?” a woman’s voice asked. The woman in question was the one the men were having real trouble adjusting to. The vet – Madeline Smith-Brookes, a bluff ‘county’ Englishwoman who took no nonsense from anyone – had established a place for herself but the other woman was different. She was quiet and as far as anyone could tell was Scandinavian, but what really made her so different was that she was the first female arena owner. No one quite knew how that would work. Could a woman be as relentlessly dominant as she would have to be? Could she control her male staff?
“She’s getting fifty lashes,” Gerd, Carlo’s replacement as the Blues’ trainer told her. “No particular reason, but Mick there had been laid up with a sprained wrist and needed a workout to loosen it up.”
Everyone looked at the woman to see how she would react. She watched the struggling and swinging figure of the slave as she was whipped.
“Good. There does not need to be a reason for whipping a slave,” she shrugged. “That is what they are for and should be reminded of it every day. They are at my arena, or I will be asking my men why.”
There was a sudden relaxation in the crowd. She might be female but she clearly ran a tight ship along all the right lines. The first female Owner had arrived and been accepted.
Taking a seat in the arena was another emotional moment for Carlo but he was soon too engrossed in the spectacles laid before him to get sentimental. Each prospective new event was discussed and argued about heatedly after it had been demonstrated and a show of hands decided if it should be considered further by the new committee.
Owners who thought they had a good idea had travelled with some slaves for demonstration purposes. Boxing with the studs on the gloves and the slaves naked was entertaining enough in its way but would be very expensive in slaves. Even in the demonstration, one slave had to be dragged out by her feet. Typically it was a Middle Eastern potentate who had suggested it – their populations almost insisted they had slaves and gave them to them, so they therefore never really understood how valuable they were to the other owners. 
An obstacle race between two teams of slaves who were flogged over and under ramps and beams, carrying heavy timbers and had then to assemble them into large rectangular whipping frames at the end of each run was next. The losing team of course got to try out the frames which could take five slaves in a row. That part was fine, everyone enjoyed the finale of the spectacle but the actual race was considered rather too cumbersome and slow.
Only as dusk began to darken the sky in the west did two new events attract universal applause.
The first was presented by the Orange team which fought out of Asia and was where Trouble had come from. They had a reputation as a very hard school and it was all the more surprising that they came up with a new form of studded whip duelling which depended for its success on offering the slaves more protection.
The studded whips were too popular to be dropped but it was a continuing problem for the owners to work out how to get the best from them without it costing a fortune in replacement slaves. The current solution was to attach one of each combatant’s feet to her opponent’s with a steel bar so neither could take a backward step – which they were distressingly prone to doing, given an opportunity. Keeping them toe to toe made for good entertainment as the whips couldn’t miss and the widened ends to the lashes with their cargo of studs obtained instant results, but the contests were short lived affairs.
Standing down in the arena, the owner of the Orange team explained his thinking.
“We realised that the balance was wrong. It may sound strange but the slaves needed more protection.” There was a frisson of interest from the ranks of the owners; this was original thinking. “At first we gave it to them but it didn’t have the right effect. And then we made it harder for them by putting them in a ring and we think we’ve got it right now. Judge for yourselves.”
A simple wrestling ring was set up out on the arena floor and a slave was marched in. Carlo was fascinated to see that she carried a shield and wore a helmet. The owner demonstrated that they were both of lightweight plastic. “As you all know, the only slave that a slave hates is one from another stable, so Conor very kindly lent me probably the best slave on the circuit right now at studded whip fighting.”
Carlo and everyone else sat up as Snake was led out on her tongue leash. She was barely a week out of her last show and still bore livid traces across practically every inch of her skin.
“What the hell’s Conor doing?” John whispered. “You don’t put a slave of that quality up for a demonstration in that condition!”
Carlo didn’t answer, he had a feeling that Conor Brien wasn’t motivated by generosity, but what was it then?
The two slaves were given their whips and ducked through the ropes into the ring. 
Half an hour later, everyone knew that the studded whip problem had been solved and the arenas had a new event. Giving the slaves shields had the advantage of making them much braver. They were inclined to take much greater risks with their hides if they felt they had a chance of protecting themselves and the resulting action was fast and furious, with full force overarm throws being traded, sometimes they were thrillingly dodged at the last second, sometimes they were blocked by the shields and sometimes they had to be taken full on. And there the spectacle was at its best, when the frantic ducking and feinting wasn’t enough and the heavy studs thudded home onto the tanned skin of backs and hips and thighs. But the helmets and shields meant that neither girl was in any hurry to go down to defeat. The ring meant that retreat was limited and so increased the need for craft and skill, all the trainers could see that and appreciate it.
And the final advantage was that when at last the Orange slave did go down, she was well blooded but quite able to walk off. Snake turned to her audience in triumph and showed off her trademark tattoo of a nest of vipers boiling up out of her crotch, one of which stretched as far as her breast where its head was tattooed, encompassing the whole breast, nipple and all. A few trickles of blood only enhanced its savage beauty and she got a standing ovation for the way she had taken her opponent’s hardest lashes across her already marked back, buttocks and shoulders. Carlo looked along to Conor and saw the big Irishman applauding and beaming in delight.
As the applause died he turned to his audience of colleagues and rival owners.
“Now, I would like to present you with my stable’s humble offering. And I must thank my old friend, His Highness Prince Hassan of Bakhtar for loaning me one of his slaves for this demonstration. It’s a game we’ve developed called ‘Last Slave Standing’. Bring them on Gerd!”
Another ring was set up as two slaves were led out and what looked like the whole complement of the stable’s guards, who sat themselves around the rings in a gleefully anticipatory manner as a range of whipping frames and trestles were carried out together with racks of disciplinary items. The two slaves were of course naked and nervously paced their rings while preparations were made and Conor continued to address his audience.
“For some time I’ve reckoned that something we’re missing is more competition between the females and the males. Girl on girl is great fun, but a girl seein’ how long she can keep from being lambasted by  a man….well we thought that might be fun too. And then we thought, why not see how many they can take. We all know that one of life’s greatest pleasures lies in seein’ how many lashes a pretty lass can take. So why not combine the two and this is what we’ve come up with.
Carlo had to admit to a sneaking admiration for the brutal simplicity of the rules as Conor expounded them. Two girls fought a man simultaneously in their own separate rings and tried to stave off defeat for ten minutes. A girl could wrestle, punch, kick and defend herself any way she could. But her opponent was likewise free to use whatever means he could to pin her down. The sooner he could get her down for a count of three he longer he could play with her on the equipment outside the ring. After she was taken down from that, she had twenty seconds to get back in the ring to face the next opponent. And so it went on until one or other couldn’t make it back. Every fifth round the two girls would fight each other and attempt to weaken their opponent. Conor waved to the men in the arena and two ducked into the rings. The slaves immediately adopted defensive stances and began to circle warily. On the terraces, the owners and trainers settled down to watch carefully. 
 
After the fourth round the floodlights clicked on but Carlo hardly noticed. He was rooting for the prince’s girl. She had held out for seven minutes against her last opponent and all he had time for was a quick caning over a trestle and a wank over her back. The Blues’ girl had drawn a crafty, sinewy man who had posted her twice, then thrown her and got her into a folded press – legs bent up over her body, doubling her over on the ground. As she was naked, he was able to hold her down by sticking his fingers into both her passages and leaning on them. She had then had to take six minutes of hard beating and a fuck on an X cross. 
The girl-on-girl round started out by being a massacre. The prince’s girl was able to throw her opponent and post her and toy with her for most of the ten minutes but then she had got careless and the Blues’ girl had come back at her, delivering some hard forearm smashes and throwing her twice with the dreaded crotch hold.
As the exhausted slaves staggered back to their corners, covered in dust, semen and sweat and prepared to take yet another pounding, Carlo looked around him. Not one of the owners had moved. They were hooked. Last Slave Standing seemed to sum up the philosophy of the modern arenas; see just how far a well trained slave can be pushed. But most of all it depended on her coming back for more, completely of her own volition. More sex, more punishment, more pain - all for the good name of her owner’s stable and all for the entertainment of the crowd.
But what Carlo was really most keenly aware of was that whoever owned the champion at this event would be the idol of the arena crowds.



Chapter 17

 
It made a pleasant change to attend an outdoor auction. The weather on Conor’s island being generally benevolent, he had staged it out on the training ground. The merchandise had been housed in the visitors’ barracks and now, on the morning of the third day of the conference, vendors were hurrying about, making sure their goods were displayed to their best advantage as John and Carlo studied the lots and waited for the inspection to begin.
The previous night had been a long one. Somehow the two slaves engaged in the Last Slave Standing demonstration had staggered back into the rings twelve times before finally the Blues’ girl had stayed down for the count of twenty. In between being thrown about like rag dolls in the rings, they had endured pegging and clamping as well as flogging with everything from paddles to stock whips and they had taken those on breasts, cunts, backs and buttocks. They had been suspended by wrists and ankles and had been penetrated in every orifice possible so that when they fought each other in the tenth round, they were so slicked with sperm that their desperate but largely ineffective efforts to throw each other had provided excellent light relief. They had been reduced to clawing, scratching, punching, kicking and hair pulling.
Conor had taken a standing ovation at the end as both slaves were carried off. 
“And of course the owners can negotiate the individual contests, that’s the beauty of it,” he told the enthusiastic crowd over drinks back at the hotel. “We’ve experimented with having the ten opening rounds at fifteen minutes which means you can have your slaves take more punishment outside the ring; it makes for shorter bouts but is a crowd pleaser. On the other hand if you want a serious betting prospect and want the action centred on the ring itself – shorten the rounds. And if you know you’ve got two slaves who’ve got a real grudge against each other – let ‘em loose on each other every three rounds and make every other round fifteen minutes if the contest goes on too long. And there’s the punishment equipment, you can put whatever the two of you want out there for the bitches.”
Carlo sat and ran it all through his mind again. It was really very good. It would undoubtedly be adopted by the owners’ new committee but how could a small stable like CSL train its slaves for the repeated exposure to male opponents in a ring, one after the other. A big stable had the staff.
“I reckon your policy of trying to pick up good, solid all rounders is the one we should stick with,” John was saying. “The events are getting tougher, like you said they would. And every now and then we’ll get lucky and pick up a specialist runner or whip fighter as we go.”
Carlo shook himself free of his anxieties, a way had always presented itself in the past.
They got up from where they were sitting in a long colonnade just the other side of the estate’s big house from where the hotel bus had dropped them and followed the slow tide of other owners who weren’t selling but who were looking to buy, down across the lawns between the guest wings of Conor’s house and then past the barracks – much extended now – and filled today with restive slaves anxious for exercise. Out on the training ground a treat awaited anyone interested in purchasing naked and trained slaves.
For an auction house the problem was always how to allow the maximum display of the goods with the minimum of movement from the goods in question. The auction house contracted in for this sale had come up with a simple and effective answer; basic gibbet type hangings for an ingenious variation on the theme ‘cage’. 
Hundreds of simple steel poles, dug firmly into the ground, dotted the training ground and each pole had a gibbet arm protruding from it about seven feet up and hung from each was a cage – but that wasn’t quite the word for it, Carlo thought as he stared at them.
If you took the woman out of them, then what you’d have, he realised, was a sort of child’s drawing of a stick person. Each slave’s head was encased at the forehead by a thin steel band which could be drawn as tight as was needed to immobilise it. Down the neck and back ran another thin steel rod. At the slave’s arse it sprouted a thin butt plug, just to take her body weight. From there it bifurcated and two slender rods at an angle of about thirty degrees to each other ran down the backs of the legs. Plastic straps at thigh and calf kept the legs anchored to them. A simple horizontal pole kept the arms stretched and immobilised, again by use of plastic straps at bicep, forearm and wrist. With no support for her feet, there was little the merchandise could do about whatever examination was made of her. And any objections she may have made were muted into incoherent moans by ring gags.
A pinch of skin above each navel had been pierced with a safety pin – so as not to risk an owner or trainer pricking their finger while they were inspecting the goods - and a laminated card hung from it, summarising the slave’s experience, her disciplinary record, her achievements and her overall points tally.
At this auction, for the first time it would be possible to check the accuracy of the information by scanning her chip. That meant that pricing would be more realistic and with accuracy would come the confidence to trade more frequently. A much more fluid feel to the arenas was being forecast among the owners, with the added benefit of stables being willing to try out more combinations of slaves in different events so that form would be more difficult to judge but betting would be more exciting – and with the advent of vets, more honest too.
Carlo and John wandered happily from gibbet to gibbet, turning and spinning the exhibits to examine them, the clever mountings making it possible to assess the tone of thighs and arms, the tightness and elasticity of the vagina, the curve and firmness of the buttocks, the absence or presence of scar tissue on the backs. They were in heaven, imagining this one, with the spectacular backside, being whipped up in a chariot, or that one with the amazingly big areolas being in demand for needle play in the dungeons. They hauled back lips to check on teeth being genuine and in good condition, they parted buttocks to check the anus was tight around the plug and that no slackness had set in.
Eventually, after an hour or so they began to take stock and cross off those who definitely wouldn’t do. Then they went back to the start and made their way along the lines again, this time focussing down on good thighs, reasonable depth of chest, backs still in good condition and a reasonable amount of breast and buttock meat. The last requirement wasn’t strictly for the arenas, although it did help in absorbing punishment, but it was always a popular attribute for paying customers, either at The Lodge or at shows.
On the information cards they were looking for a good spread of experience and a reasonable points tally. Attitude to discipline and the amount of it the slave required were areas where other buyers might be frightened off but CSL had gone into with some success in the past. 
They found a black girl from Ghana who looked promising. Her large brown eyes were eloquent in their distress as she was spun round, fondled, squeezed, molested and talked over. Carlo liked that, the one quality he didn’t rate –although he knew plenty of others who did – was passive acceptance. He liked spirit and defiance to a degree and even an abiding sense of shame and anger at her treatment could bespeak a strength of character he could use. He checked her card and found she’d been enslaved for two years and had been in four shows, her points tally was not brilliant but not too bad either. Her stable history was interesting though, she had been flogged at the post for indiscipline no fewer than four times between each show, and each time it had been for impudence. Carlo shook his head and tutted. “If they tongue ringed them they wouldn’t have that trouble,” he told John. He took hold of the girl’s chin and looked into her mouth; the teeth were excellent, the tongue and gums healthy. He wondered if maybe the path to impudent backchat were cut off she might settle down and accept her lot. Her thighs were well proportioned and her calves clearly strong, her back was the right mixture of grace and muscle – with no scarring despite the floggings. Her buttocks were the classic black girl’s and her breasts high and medium in size, nicely rounded and with good sized nipples.
He marked his card against Lot no. 231.
“Hey Carlo!” John called. “We missed this one first time round! Look at that for a discipline record, they should be paying to get rid of her!”
Carlo gave the girl’s vagina, the last point of call on his reassessment of the girl – and it was not a bad one at all, he thought, - a final stroke, rubbed the clitoris just for luck and went to see what John had found.
He took the laminated card from him and looked at it. The first thing that struck him was that the place of origin was thought to be France, she had been bought at an auction there by her previous owner who thought she must have been a semi feral street child in somewhere like Marseilles. She had resisted his efforts to train her and the stable that was now selling her had tried their best and given up. She had appeared in five shows and had done fairly well but had fought anyone who tried to get her out of the arena once she was in it. She fought her own guards and trainer, the opposition’s staff, her own stablemates. She didn’t seem to care. The cold statistic under ‘Discipline’ read ‘Is used to being taken to the blood. It has some effect, sometimes.’
Carlo looked again at the girl and reached for his satellite phone. He was looking at her thick honey blonde hair and her strong build. It had to be the one Brian had talked about. They conferred, Brian’s voice sleep blurred from the other side of the world at first but becoming animated very quickly at the news of their discovery. Carlo grinned as he heard Patti’s voice grumbling in the background. While they talked Carlo tried fingering the girl’s cunt for a long time, it was certainly capable of producing a good flow of juice although even as it was beginning to squelch and suck at his fingers, the muscles in her neck were cording with the effort of trying to move and her tongue was desperately trying to frame insults. Her blue eyes’ pupils were contracted in rage. There was no way she was going to give in to her body’s demands. That was a good quality for a gladiator to have.
“I don’t fancy trying to tame that, Carlo,” John said when he put the phone away. “She’ll bite, she’ll kick, she’ll scratch. She’s a bloody nutcase!”
“She’ll do all that okay. But the question is why does she do all that. Her discipline record says she is used to being taken to the blood and it has an effect for some time. Suppose she is such a ‘bloody nutcase’ that that’s what she likes.”
John whistled softly. “You mean a really heavy duty maso slut?” He smiled. “All of a sudden I’m willing to take a chance!”
“It shouldn’t cost too much to find out if we’re right, unless someone else reckons along those lines,” Carlo told him and they moved on.
It should not have been possible for a girl with her mouth wrenched wide open, her arms outstretched and her legs tied open to look haughty, but somehow, tucked away at the back of the training ground, almost up against the wall of the arena itself, a girl who looked to be of Polynesian origin did manage it. John was fascinated by how she contrived, just by using her unblinking and calm gaze to appear as though what was being done to her was being done to someone else entirely and she wasn’t really there. Carlo was fascinated by her body. She had the depth of chest he looked for and her breasts rode high and big on the ribs with umber areolas and nipples that could be coaxed into deep red erection by flicking with the pen he was using to mark his card. John had hunkered down in front of her and was using his pen to lift back the clitoral hood.
“She’s got a peach of a slot, Carlo. Nice thick lips for clamping and piercing and one hell of a lump in here too!”
Carlo joined his partner and saw that he was right, she was beautifully equipped and her cleft came unusually high up her mons, making it a striking sight.
In growing excitement he felt down her thighs, kneading the flesh and feeling the sinews beneath; she was a powerful beast alright but not overly so. He turned the frame so he could view her from the side. No, she wasn’t overly big, just well built.
“Put that in with Ox and Trouble and you’d have one hell of a team for a stable to build a melee squad around. I bet you could wear yourself out thrashing that one and she wouldn’t notice!”
Carlo turned the frame a bit further and hunkered down again. This time he parted the buttocks and peered at the stretched open, brown mouth of the anus, it seemed to be gripping the plug quite adequately and the firmness of the buttocks themselves was outstanding, he slapped one as he stood up and watched approvingly as the hemisphere shook nicely but didn’t ripple too much, betokening good tone and not too much fat. John was right, he thought, she had all the hallmarks of first class whipping flesh. He spun the frame back and looked at her face, the large, dark eyes were clear and impassive – but not apathetic; hostile if anything – the bone structure was fine. She was really a handsome animal. John tipped her card up and began to study it.
“Origins unknown,” he said. “Currently she’s out of a North American stable, the Red and Whites in Oregon. Scored well in assault course running, won fifteen out of twenty-three wrestling bouts, thirty out of forty-two whip duels and twenty of her boxing wins have been by knock out. Pursuit running not so good, she’s only been run twice and was brought down on the second lap both times.”
Carlo nodded thoughtfully. “So she’s tough but not too fast. Discipline?”
“Seems okay. Been flogged at the post twice in the last year, but it doesn’t say why. Doesn’t really matter I suppose, twice in a year’s nothing,” John thought aloud and then went back to her docket. “Earns good money in dungeon lettings; outstanding endurance and skin colour helps. Hah! Yeah, I bet it does!”
Just like Jet at home, her skin colour would hide the traces of all but the most serious thrashing.
“Hmm. I wonder how she fucks though?” Carlo pondered. “Does she just soak it up or does she react well?”
John’s hand was inside the slave before he’d finished speaking. 
“It’s a bit dry…..ah! Now she’s lubricating, she’s juicing up a treat. You try her.”
Carlo did and found a comfortably capacious vagina which promised good elasticity but closed back on his fingers well when he contracted them. So why would anyone want to sell her? There could be any number of reasons. Carlo sighed as he stood back, she had to be worth the gamble but it would be an expensive one this time.
“That,” he said, marking his card and jabbing the pen towards the impassive slave, “will not come cheap.”
“That’s the thrill of it,” John said happily and they went back to the house for a drink before the auction proper got underway.
Finally it came down to three. The French girl, the African one – ‘Bambi’ as John had christened her already because of her big eyes and the big Polynesian girl – ‘Fiji’ as John had scribbled on his programme next to Lot no. 97.



Chapter 18

 
It was the time of day Patti liked best. Outside her open office door she could hear the stable going through the evening feed routine. The ever-efficient Raika was shouting instructions to Eve, Helga and Anne Marie while she attended to Blondie’s feed personally. All the day’s paperwork was done, the reports on how training had gone were filled in, the slaves’ weights had been recorded, temperatures had been taken rectally, pulses checked and Doctor Sands was well pleased.
Blondie was out of sorts with Carlo absent and had been put down for punishment once he returned – the next load of tourists were in for a treat, she thought, they’d get to see Carlo whipping Blondie at the post – at present it was Jet who was tied to the T shaped post and through the open front door of the stable block, on the warm evening air she could hear Brian schooling Tony in the skills of using the long four-in-hand driving whip. As she listened she heard the familiar whistle and then thump of a good strike. Jet grunted in acknowledgement of the impact and Patti felt a shiver run through her. It was a long time since she’d been put to that particular whip. Too long in her humble opinion.
“That’s better, Tony!” Brian called. “You’ve got to get a sweep and then a flick at the end to make the tip bite in. Otherwise all you get is a sweep that might leave a pretty mark but it won’t make a chariot go any faster! Now let’s try again…..”
Tony had proved to be surprisingly naïve in his whipcraft, although his mastery of bondage was fast becoming a legend in The Lodge itself and hardly a night went by without one or two of the Housegirls finding themselves agonisingly, hung, bent, splayed out or contorted and on display in the corridors of the big house.
Patti smiled in recollection of some of the incredible contortions he achieved but then she jumped as her phone rang.
“Patti?” The voice was clipped and self-assured as ever. Patti felt her stomach, melt, tingle and lurch all at the same time. Chrissie Sands was the most seductive woman she had ever met and the night after their fight in the arena remained in her mind as one of the best she had ever spent. But her next words poured cold water over the rising tides of lust.
“If that lovely little thing Raika has finished for the night, send her up to Dungeon Three will you? I’ll return her later on.” The phone was put down before Patti had had a chance to reply. But there was no need for the woman to wait; she knew Patti would obey any order she gave her.
Disconsolately she walked out into the stable block and called for Raika.
The pretty Indian girl’s head flew up from inside Blondie’s stall, her eyes wide with what Patti could only assume was surprise.
“Get your lovely little arse up to Dungeon Three, Doctor Sands wants you, you lucky girl!”
Raika bit her lip nervously but emerged and made her usual little curtsy, however she fidgeted from foot to foot until Patti took pity on her. Of course she was aware that the doc had had Raika while they were all away and she was also aware that Raika knew all about Patti and the doc.
“Go on,” she told her deputy. “It’s alright, she’s a mistress and she can have who she likes. But look in on me when you get back. Understand?” Patti smiled fondly at the girl and patted her cheek, then watched as the pert bottom scampered out of the door. She would have a few choice welts to explore later on, Patti thought.
 
Raika opened the heavy oak door and tiptoed in. Dungeon Three was one of the largest at The Lodge. Huge, round pillars, dating from long before the rest of the house, supported the low, vaulted ceiling. The stone flagged floor, worn uneven by use over the centuries made the cavernous interior, lit by dimmed lights fashioned to imitate antique sconces, echo as she entered.
Over to her left one of the Housegirls, stripped to just her stockings and high-heeled shoes was providing the entertainment for the doctor and one of the members. The girl’s feet were shackled to ancient iron rings in the floor and her arms were raised and spread, and shackled to a spreader bar. Her body was bowed into curve by the rings at her labia having been attached to chains and wrenched forwards as the chains were wrapped tightly around a pillar before having been tied off to a hook. Doctor Sands was belabouring the sweating girl’s heaving breasts as Raika entered. The crop slapped home on the shuddering mounds, making the ringed nipples wobble and shake, the metal of the rings piercing them glinting and winking as they did so.
“Four, five, six!” Doctor Sands finished the flogging and immediately buried her hand between the stretched lips and the thighs which were trembling under the stress of the girl’s restraint. “Aah, yes!” she cried gleefully. “I’ll have this one once we’ve finished with Raika. She’s good for more punishment yet and still flooding with juice! She’ll enjoy being made to wait. Come over here Raika.”
Raika followed the doctor, resplendent in her black basque, hold ups and high heels, her bottom quivering exquisitely with each step and keeping Raika’s gaze riveted on it, only the skimpiest V of satin hiding part of the buttocks.
The two dominants had been playing a game as old as cruelty itself; the Dice Game. Each player rolled the dice twice, the first total decided what implement would be employed, the second how many blows would be delivered.
The man was naked and sitting in a wooden armchair. One leg was thrown over a chair arm and his hand was lazily stroking his erect cock which strained up vertically between his hairy, muscular thighs.
“Good,” he drawled. “The other whore was becoming boring.” He lifted dark eyes to Raika and she felt herself being weighed like meat on a butcher’s counter.
“Raika,” the doctor said. “I want you to suck this gentleman’s cock. Can you do that, do you think?” 
Raika surveyed the thick length of veined cock. 
“Oh yes, Mistress,” she whispered.
“I’m not so sure that you’d do it justice straight away. I think a little encouragement might be necessary to ensure my friend here is pleasured sufficiently.”
Her belly afire with the sight of the doctor’s barely covered body and the man’s rigid erection, Raika stripped, bent forwards with her back hollowed and held onto the arms of the chair. She parted her legs obediently and looked around to check that the doctor was happy with the view of her plump little cunt nestling between and just beneath her well rounded buttocks. Then she returned her gaze to where it was required to be; the hard cock still being gently stroked by the master.
Crack!
Raika jerked at the blaze of pain the crop inflicted and then felt the shaft laid against her skin again. The heat of the pain spread slowly into her depths and she felt herself begin to moisten. She gently swayed her hips against the shaft of braided leather, keeping her eyes fixed on the cock in front of her. Behind her the doctor gave a throaty little laugh.
“Didn’t I tell you? She is a little gem!”
Crack!
Raika closed her eyes for a second to savour the initial blaze and then the sting that grew inside her until it peaked and left her belly flooding with arousal and pride. 
Crack!
Crack!
Suddenly the doctor seemed to want to stop playing and to settle down to serious beating instead. Raika didn’t care. The doctor could do no wrong. She had never had such a dominant woman before and her presence lent a whole new level of eroticism to her sexual use. She could hardly wait to savour the taste and texture of the cock before her. She would welcome its eruption into her small mouth.
Crack!
“Now suck, my little whore!” the doctor commanded and Raika bent her arms, lowering her face towards the cock. The master shifted himself forward somewhat and with her head tilted to one side she was able to take the helm into her mouth cleanly and as she nodded up and down, the crop resumed its work on her backside while the master held his cock for her with the finger and thumb of one hand. His other hand reached under her and squeezed and mauled her breasts, roving from one to the other. She sighed with strained pleasure and pain around the thick shaft in her mouth and heard the answering sigh of delight as her breath caressed him. The mistreatment intensified and Raika reacted as she felt the master’s pleasure increase. He stopped hurting her breast and instead put his hand on the back of her head. She knew what that presaged and ducked her head down as far as she could and held it there, sucking as hard as she could and encouraging him to spend by rasping his helm with her tongue. His climax was as long and thick as his cock and somehow she managed to drink it all down and elicited a good fingering from the doctor while she licked the man clean.
Then all three went to work on the Housegirl. Raika knelt in front of her and delved with her tongue between the distended labia and found a sweetly hot and flooding tunnel, inviting any abuse anyone wished to heap on it. The two dominants stood behind the girl and whipped her back and buttocks simultaneously until she came, spurting fragrant juices over Raika’s face. Then she knelt on all fours and was penetrated at her arse by the doctor using a painfully big strap-on while again she sucked the master.
It was a long evening’s work and all the time Raika concentrated on being obedient to the doctor and eventually she was rewarded by being allowed to lick and suck at the elegant little nub of her clitoris and lap at the pungent juices that seeped from her as they both listened to the Housegirl being fucked by the master.
She wandered back to the stables in a euphoric, post-orgasmic daze and tiptoed across in front of the stalls and up the stairs. A light shone under Patti’s door and Raika crept in. Patti was sitting up in bed, naked. As Raika began to undress again she dimmed the lights and swept the quilt aside. Her legs were spread wide apart and Raika stared at her cunt and upper thighs. The pale skin had been flogged hard enough to produce a lattice work of pink stripes that stretched right up the thighs and across the vulva itself. 
“A girl’s got to do something to pass the time,” she said, grinning at Raika lasciviously. “And besides you know how much the new guy needs the practice.” She glanced down at her crotch as Raika crept towards the bed.
“There’s still some of him up there if you want it,” she said as Raika slipped into bed and pulled the quilt back over them.



Chapter 19

 
The French girl made such a fuss in the parade ring that she had to be yoked and dragged round by two attendants, as a result she was practically given away. ‘Bambi’ on the other hand was bid for by three buyers and Carlo dropped out when the price looked as though it might affect their ability to buy the Polynesian girl. ‘Fiji’ was fought over fiercely but John gave Carlo his full backing and at a price that made her the most expensive slave CSL had ever invested in at auction, she was theirs.
Two weeks later both had been branded and tongue ringed. Fiji had proved to be compliant and obedient in the stables and all three of the men found her a responsive and eager fuck. She appeared to be well capable of repaying the investment they had made in her as well. She was a natural performer with the whip and once the samples of the new shields for studded whip duelling arrived, Carlo needed one morning’s workout to label her as outstanding potential. She was hardy and impassive under the lash when she had to take it but fast and agile on the attack. With Ox and Trouble – as John had foreseen – she formed a powerful core for any stable to build a melee squad around. As with any new slave, she had been flogged by all the men for their pleasure after the day’s training was complete and here too she was gifted. Her skin marked only gradually, even under the most severe lash and none of them had yet found her limits. She was still capable of orgasming smoothly and with impassioned groans when the men gave in to their desires and moved in to sample the well-trained sheath of her vagina which always seemed to be hot, wet and accommodating. She seemed to be very sensitive around the breasts and her cries, together with their size and her ability to orgasm repeatedly meant she was earning her keep in the dungeons within a few days of having been branded.
The French girl had been christened simply as ‘The Beast’ she had arrived spitting and snarling and had been put immediately into solitary confinement. 
Carlo had been anxious to get the stable as a whole back into its routine so had delegated to Brian the task of breaking her in. Tony had been left to help Carlo and to continue to practise his whipcraft on whichever of the slaves came to hand. 
Every day Brian harnessed up Purdy and drove her into the woods where the solitary confinement pits had been dug. Once there he had removed the grille that covered Beast’s pit and had hauled her out, fed her, cleaned her up and then taken her for a beating.
Carlo’s course of treatment was simple. Keep the bitch flogged until even she couldn’t ask for more. Brian had fed her leash from her tethered hands behind her, between her legs and then had kept it up over his shoulder as he drove Purdy. With the leather pressing up at her crotch the French girl was forced into a reluctant trot behind the trap. Until she quietened down, Carlo didn’t want her disrupting the other slaves and so Brian took her out into the grounds for her beatings. As the prescription was for full body whipping, a tree branch was as good a place as any and she could twist and yell and swear to her heart’s content at the end of a rope.
For a whole wearisome day Brian flogged her until the girl was more welt than skin but still she snarled and swore and kicked if he tried to get his hand between her legs. She spun and writhed under the whip but refused to give in. It was just as well for Brian that Purdy found the sight and sound of such continual and severe whipping so much to her taste and so provided much needed relaxation for him. Every so often he would throw down whichever whip he was using and stride across to where Purdy was hobbled.  On her knees and with her ringed tongue teasing and adoring her trainer’s cock, she provided the perfect antidote to Beast’s refusal to submit.
On the second day it rained and Brian always maintained that it was partly due to that that he was finally able to tame the beast. He huddled under his cap and pulled his waxed jacket tightly around him as Purdy, her skin gleaming in the rain and her thick hair plastering to her head and occasionally tangling in the whip cord as he encouraged her to keep her trotting speed up, pulled the soaking Beast after them. He had put a tarpaulin over her pit the previous night but even so she must have been cold and vulnerable that morning. Nevertheless she kept up her usual invective as Brian worked over her body, carefully re-igniting the fires in old welts and in the wet weather working especially hard on her breasts and nipples with a heavy flogger. The rain flew off her in sprays as the leathers smacked down and after half an hour or so Brian at last saw a change. She began to lessen her contortions and await the next lash with more composure. For the first time Brian began to take some pleasure in his work as he was able to pick his targets and best of all she eventually parted her legs. Slowly he approached her and getting a handful of hair he pulled her head back to look into her face. Her eyes were heavy lidded and calm, the pupils dilated and her mouth with its almost over-full lips hung open and relaxed. He stepped back and plied the flogger in a series of upper cuts between the thighs. Her head went back and she moaned but she made no attempt to close her legs and eventually she gave a convulsive shudder and slumped until her arms took her full weight. Brian took a short break and availed himself of Purdy again before he carried out Carlo’s final instruction. He waited until Beast was alert again and then carried on flogging her. This time he flicked in lashes with a braided lash and carried on until he drew blood.
That night she was stabled in the horsebox and as soon as she had healed, he did it again. Carlo maintained that she needed to know that the severe floggings she thrived on could be inflicted as often as even she could wish – and it seemed to work. After the second thrashing she became biddable and took her branding and ringing with perfect behaviour. Unsurprisingly there was a waiting list for her services in the dungeons up at the big house.



Chapter 20

 
Blondie, Ayesha, Jet and Cherry were booked for a show at an arena in Southern Africa and Carlo felt confident enough that all was adequately under control for him to leave Brian in charge and take just Helga with him. 
“They want a Last Slave Standing challenge on the final day,” he told Brian. “And they want to hire Blondie in for it, apart from fielding her in the dressage, pursuit running and chariot racing with the other three.”
Brian was running Beast on the lunging rein, her arms were held out sideways by a thin steel yoke through the ring at the back of her collar. Every so often he flicked his whip out at the backs of her thighs to keep her high stepping prettily as she ran. He surveyed the lift of her thighs critically and the heft and sway of her breasts as she trotted.
“You going to let her go in for it?” he asked eventually.
“Don’t see why not. No one’s had a chance to practise much for it so we’re all beginners. Anyway she’ll enjoy something new.”
 
The journey was long and hard, after the plane trip the crates had to be transferred to a covered truck for a long drive up country. At first it was not so bad as tarmac roads prevailed but after two hours they turned off and followed a track. The dust became thick and choking and Carlo demanded they stop every half an hour to give water to the slaves who were suffering terribly in the back. Eventually they rolled the canvas sides of the truck up, took the slaves out of storage and shackled them instead to the framework that supported the canvas. There was no one around to remark on the four naked women being transported in any case. The arena itself was not one Carlo had been to, it was fairly small but well appointed. As part of the visiting team they were housed in low wooden barracks with stables out at the back. The house vet checked the slaves out as soon as they had been fed and put into their stalls. He scanned their chips and checked them out internally and externally, took samples for testing and left them to rest up before the show got underway. They had been hired in to bolster a stable owned by a Swede but which operated out of East Asia. Carlo approved of the way both stables were run, there was none of Alberto Salazar’s stylish showmanship, there was only a calm dedication to fielding a winning team. Of course the slaves were still available for hire and his four were no exception but when the first day of the show dawned, Carlo was confident it would be a good event and CSL would acquit itself as well as ever.
The chariot racing was hard and made for excellent sport for the crowd. There were no fewer than three major crashes in the opening races and the video screens had great fun replaying the collisions with helpless, naked bodies being upended and tossed into the air as their rigs came together. Carlo was a little concerned about Ayesha but on the morning of the second day she didn’t seem to be limping too badly and after being walked round on the lead rein for a while she seemed to loosen up alright. The log pulling and whip fights which took up most of the second day in the arena itself, while the slave pens provided close up thrills for those who wanted them, were well contested but by the end of the day, the Asian team was pulling clear. Its cause had been helped by Blondie and Jet amassing a total of twenty lengths between them before they were brought down in the pursuit running. Cherry had won two boxing contests and Ayesha had been put in for solo log pulling at the last minute and had won twice.
Apart from the usual welts and bruises, the slaves faced the final day in perfect condition and the finale was its usual blend of furious slave-on-slave action followed by the guards having the run of the exhausted females. Only Blondie was held back for the Last Slave Standing. Once the debris of the finale had been cleared, two rings were constructed and the agreed items for the slaves’ punishment were carried out. Carlo had been involved in the negotiations and was happy that a good show was being provided without risking his slaves sustaining any lasting harm. Beside each ring a tall rectangular whipping frame was erected and at its sides hung exactly the same number and types of clamps and pegs. Each ring had a simple trestle beside it and each ring had a frame containing an X cross with a pivot at its centre so that the slave could be whipped standing up, laid horizontal or tipped upside down, and the man working on her could decide whether she would face out or in.  
Carlo himself led Blondie out when all was ready and she got her usual rapturous reception. He waved to the crowd as he led her on her tongue ring and as usual she kept as close to him as she could. Once in her ring Carlo took her to a corner and stood beside her shushing her and squeezing her breasts in the way he knew she liked and occasionally stroked her clitoris to build her excitement slowly as the final preparations were made. Blondie’s opponent was a tall African girl who was led in on a tongue ring as well, Carlo had seen her fight on the first day and knew she was tough but with black slaves, at a distance, one could seldom tell how much whip damage they had sustained. Blondie’s hide was scattered from shoulders to knees with thin welts, heavy bruises, blood speckles beneath the skin and some newly scabbing cuts while her opponent looked polished and shining in ebony perfection. 
Once she was in a corner of her ring, her guard began working his hand brutally hard between her widely spread thighs and by the time the two teams of guards entered the arena she was taking his entire fist up her and was groaning with pleasure. Carlo thought it too extreme and tiring for the slave, although to any lesser a competitor than Blondie, it might have been intimidatingly casual. There were twenty men in each line but Carlo reckoned on the last six or seven going away disappointed. The owners had settled on fifteen minute rounds, so a good half of the spectacle would take place on the whipping frames. Every third round would be girl-on-girl for five minutes.
 
Sweat was beginning to run down between Blondie’s breasts even as the compere outlined the rules for the crowd. Then Carlo and his opposite number ducked out of the rings, the referee came to take up his station between the rings and a bell signalled the start. Carlo ran up to the owner’s box and settled himself to watch closely.
The first two men into the rings vaulted over the tops of the ropes and plunged straight in.
Blondie was fast enough to get out of the way of the initial charge and spent several minutes back pedalling around the ring, winding down the clock. In the other ring, the black girl wasn’t fast enough and in only five minutes she was pinned under her male opponent who had one arm twisted up her back and one nipple in a vice-like grip. Blondie, on the other hand, even managed a throw against her man. She sent him sprawling in the dust and reaped the reward as he came up snarling. In less than a minute she was held high above his head, one hand at her crotch, the other behind her shoulders, then she was thrown down onto the top rope face first. The rope bit into her stomach before catapulting her back up and sending her sprawling onto her back. She lay there winded for a second and blinded by the bright sun. So she never saw the man climb up the ropes in one corner and launch himself onto her prone form. It nearly knocked her senseless and her vision still hadn’t cleared by the time she found herself mounted on the X cross with the referee announcing to the crowd that she would spend seven minutes there before facing round two. Across at the other ring the black girl had been knelt with her back against the top of the trestle and her arms were tied along it. Her opponent was busily thrashing her tits. He gripped each breast hard at its root and then pounded it with a heavy strap. As Blondie glanced across she saw him pause to slip off his shorts and plunge his rampant cock into her mouth for a moment or two before resuming his tit whipping. She made a mental note to work on her tits herself in round three.
But then her attention was taken up with a fast thrashing from a coarsely braided whip that she could feel leaving some heavy bruising. She only just had time to begin to savour the pain when it stopped and the cross was tilted forwards into a horizontal plane and he sank his cock into her and used a short strap to belabour her shoulders while he fucked her. She was only just able to orgasm before the bell sounded and with a shocking suddenness he was gone, her shackles were undone and she fell onto the sand of the arena floor. Immediately the compere began to count over the PA system and the crowd joined in. She knew she only had until the count reached twenty to get back into the ring. Pushing herself up onto her shaky legs she tottered back and slipped between the ropes, ignoring the cooling semen seeping down her thighs. There was going to be a lot more where that had come from. She got a ten second respite while the black girl crawled back and then the next men were in.
 
Carlo watched the contest with growing pleasure. Blondie had lost none of her toughness and durability, nor was her fitness in decline. Her problems at the Salazar stable really did seem to have been a one-off. He wished Brian was here to see it too but he could download it later.
Round two saw both girls thrown clean out of the rings and put to the whips after only four minutes. This time both were fully extended inside the rectangular frames, their feet well clear of the ground, and both were subjected to clamping at labia and clitoris. The referee kept the clock stopped until each girl had taken five clamps and each was weighted. The cameras had closed in so the crowd had been able to see the toothed jaws held open and then slowly allowed to close on the engorged sexflesh. The compere had led the crowd in steadily rising whoops of delight as the steel had remorselessly sunk in. 
The whips had been plied on the sweating bodies with all the energy at the men’s command as the clock ran down and they barely had time to plunge their cocks up into each vagina and spill their loads before the bell rang. 
Both girls’ thighs were glistening with semen as they staggered back into one ring. But once they were there, there was only ever going to be one winner. Carlo sat back and enjoyed the sight as Blondie set about weakening her foe. The crotch hold was applied from front and rear on three occasions and on one particular occasion the unfortunate black slave came down astride the top rope. 
Round four was brief for her but Blondie held out for eight minutes before being given a hard posting and then being held down easily by her frustrated opponent, as a result he barely had time to do more than give her a few choice cuts with a crop as she was bent over the trestle and wank hurriedly over her back.
Round five was similar. Carlo laughed delightedly as Blondie managed to get a body scissors on her opponent – a young man who was obviously still learning his trade – as a result she made the full fifteen minutes and was a spectator, able to get her breath back while the black girl was laid on the X frame on her back, fucked and given another tit whipping simultaneously. Round six was no more than an exhibition bout as Blondie used all her experience to continue to weaken her opponent and entertain the crowd at the same time. She used a step-over arm lock for the combined purposes of weakening the arm and using it to rub her cunt on as she straddled it. She wrapped the girl’s arms in the ropes and pulled and twisted her nipples, then wrenched her legs out, standing between them and ground her heel into her clitoris. The crowd loved it and round seven saw Blondie subdued by a much more experienced guard. But by then the black girl had already been put back on the X frame, face up on it in its horizontal position and was being mouth-fucked. She was barely able to buck her hips in response to the flogger slapping down between her spread legs and when she was released she collapsed into a heap. By the count of twenty she was only on her hands and knees. Blondie was back in her ring, hands braced on her knees.
Carlo sat forward and stared at her closely. She wiped sweat from her face and ran a hand down between her breasts – where her last opponent had shot his sperm. She was breathing hard but was clear eyed and alert. She clearly still had plenty left to give.
As the losing slave was carried off the compere’s voice boomed out over the arena and to his surprise, he was addressing him.
“Mr Suarez! How about you let us admire the one and only Blondie a bit longer? There are plenty of men still left who want to play with her! How about you let her see how much more she can take?”
The two owners in the box turned to him. It was a freebie, the games were over, the scores all tallied. It would be purely for the fun of seeing how far the great Blondie could go.
He turned to face the arena and the figure of his slave awaiting his verdict. He held out his fist and waited for silence before he stuck out his thumb and turned it down. The cheers were thunderous.
It was dusk before he finally walked out onto the sand of the arena floor, acknowledging the congratulations of the crowd. Blondie lay in a crumpled heap beside the X frame she had been tied upside down onto for her final cunt whipping. He bent down and unclipped the nipple clamps. She stirred and groaned, then he took her arm, hauled her up a little, bent again and slung her over his shoulder. Her magnificent body was coated in sperm, sweat and sand. The skin was erotically welted, bruised and lashed but she was still the undisputed Queen of the Arenas.
 
A day later Conor Brien pushed his chair back from his monitor and grinned up at Mark Cavanagh. Together they had been watching how the challenge had gone and how the big blonde had fared.
“Perfect! The odds will be fabulous now. Tell John to get the groom to step up the dosage and I’ll issue the challenge to Carpenter.”
 



Chapter 21

 
CSL’s e-mail had always taken an hour or two each day to wade through but with Blondie having won the first of the Last Slave Standing challenges, it now went ballistic.
Brian was reduced to deleting most of it in despair.
“Still,” Carlo said cheerfully as they surveyed the battered and welted blonde in her stall, “at least we know she’s not getting past it. She’s still got what it takes.” 
As a reward for her victory, Carlo had instructed Anne Marie to give Blondie a seeing-to with the biggest dildo the stable possessed once a day for five straight days. Currently the gladiator was approaching orgasm with her legs spread carelessly wide apart and with her groom kneeling between them, ramming the dildo home with one hand and grinding her clitoris with the other. 
“Yeah, but no slave can take more than two or three of those a year on top of normal arena stuff. I mean it took twelve men before she gave in.”
Carlo agreed. The image of Blondie trying to heave herself up off the arena floor for one more bout of pain and then toppling over sideways, was one that would give any trainer pause for thought.
“We’ll take our pick of challenges as they come along. And anyway, we’ve got Beast now. She’s perfect material. Anne Marie, once Blondie’s finished creaming, bring her into the dungeon and I’ll put her on the Terminator for a while.”
Brian was impressed, it was a reward indeed for the slaves to be put on the machine for a length of time that was short enough to be pleasurable rather than stressful.
It was fairly late in the evening and for himself he chose Legs. Some clamp and needle play with her lavishly convoluted labia between those long, long thighs rather appealed. There was nothing that required his attention until Raika brought Beast back from the Common Room up at the big house.  
 
Raika glanced down at the hands that were gripped tightly in her breasts, making her smooth, coffee coloured skin bulge and overflow between the fingers. Her nipples were being squeezed and flattened mercilessly under them as they rubbed and ground the soft mounds against her ribs. The misuse was sending bright shafts of pain and pleasure into her groin which was already stuffed full of the man’s cock. She was bent forwards over a small table at the back of the enormous Common Room and like many other girls in the room, was being made use of after dinner by the members. The centre of attraction was Beast; who was being baited.
Her wrists had been raised and shackled to a chain which hung from the elaborately corniced ceiling about half way along the room and the members were indulging in what was the latest sport to sweep The Lodge. Once they realised that Beast needed whipping – or any sort of pain and submission – to the fullest extent she could endure every few days, they delighted in not doing it to her. At least not at the rate she required to get off on. She whirled and spun at the end of her chain, uttering incoherent yells and kicking in frustration at the circle of men around her. From time to time, one or two of them would lean forwards and deliver a telling strike that would make her sigh with pleasure, even as her flesh blossomed with a dark bruise. But then they stopped and Beast went mad again. Sometimes she would stop and part her legs with her back hollowed, giving the men behind her a fine view of a splendid cunt but with howls of laughter, they would refuse the invitation to flog it and in a rage of humiliation and frustration she would go back to trying to frame insults in French around her tongue ring and kick her tormentors. But even as Raika watched, the man inside her driving her thighs painfully hard against the table’s edge as he spurted into her, the men couldn’t hold out any longer against the temptation that such finely built whipping flesh offered. All of a sudden Beast began to get what she really wanted and her writhing became slowly more sensual as she soaked up the barrage of lashes that smacked into her from all sides. As Raika stood up and absent mindedly used her blouse to wipe between her legs before shrugging it on, she saw Beast deliberately hold still and thrust her chest out, inviting some hard slashes at the tempting targets her large breasts made with their iron hard, deep red nipples standing out rigidly at their tips. She made no attempt to move, even though lashes were simultaneously raining down on her back, until the fourth lash with a spiteful martinet sliced across both nipples. 
Suddenly Raika felt another male hand on her bottom and turning quickly found herself looking up into Sir John’s face. He smiled down at her and ran his hand up under her skirt, stroking her thigh and squeezing her buttock.
“You’re playing your part very well my dear,” he told her. “But we must keep up appearances so I’ll have to fuck you while we talk.”
His hand suddenly came round to the front of her thighs and his finger rasped her clitoris and then slid down between her still-slicked labia.
“Lie back on the table,” he told her as his fingers pierced her and began to manipulate her insides. She did as she was told and unknotted her blouse to offer him her breasts. He began to knead one as his other hand worked inside her so insistently that she couldn’t help giving a little moan. He smiled again.
“On second thoughts, it would be more in character if you were buggered, so turn over please.”
She did so, anxious to hear what he had to say, even at the price of her backside being plundered. She looked around nervously as she felt him scoop some juice out of her cunt and smear it around her anus. No one was paying them any attention, all eyes were firmly fastened on the dancing figure of Beast who was showing no signs of tiring, even under the welter of lashes she was taking. 
Raika gasped and tried to relax as she felt his massive helm press against her back entrance. She reached behind her and groped between her buttocks, pulling them open to help him in. She heard him laugh as her sphincters reluctantly gave way and he was able to slowly gain access to her innards. As always it felt to Raika as if someone had shoved a telegraph pole up her but she did her best to relax and allow him entry.
“I’ll have to be able to move easily, Raika. We want it to look authentic don’t we?” Sir John hissed, leaning down over her and pinching her right nipple hard.
She tried not to cry out at the pain and concentrated solely on allowing the huge invader deeper inside her. At last he reached full penetration and withdrew partially before thrusting in again and then he withdrew right to the entrance itself before sliding easily back in to the hilt.
“There, that’s better,” he whispered, his breath tickling the back of her neck. “Your master wants me to tell you that he is pleased with you so far. But from now on you must deliver one sachet into the blonde’s food every other day. It will just be for a few weeks and then it will all be over.”
“And then he will take me away from here?” she whispered back, her voice strained by the way he was knocking her against the table at each thrust.
“Yes, yes, of course! Oh, that’s so tight and good!” he grunted and sighed as he speared her with an especially hard lunge.
She felt him begin to rock and swivel his pelvis to better experience the feeling of her body around his cock in her tight, unnatural passage.
“Only, only. Please can you ask him if he can take someone else as well?” It took every ounce of her courage to ask and it was only the obvious pleasure he was taking in buggering her that enabled her.
She felt him freeze inside her. “What? Who for Chrissake?” His voice was harsh and her spirits sank, but she had burnt her bridges and plunged onwards.
“Doctor Sands.”
Out in the room the whips had fallen silent and instead the men were making a ‘Beast Butty’ as they called it. With her still hung from the chain, one took her from in front and the other had her in the arse. There was occasional applause as one or other of the men would finish and would break off, his place being immediately taken by another. Housegirls knelt in front of several men, making sure they were good and hard when their turn came round. Beast’s thick hair could be seen tossing every now and then and her voice would drift out over the crowd as she climaxed time after time.
“Well, well,” Sir John’s voice was quiet and amused.
Raika craned her head around and saw the doctor over by one of the great bay windows, she was fully dressed and was in conversation with Madame Stalevsky and John Carpenter. But even fully dressed she triggered Raika’s desires and she pushed back hard against Sir John, wiggling her bottom as she did so.
“I don’t think that’ll be a problem. Now I’ve left the sachets under the laurel bush to the right of the archway at the back of the old stableyard, just like normal, but you must give one to her every other day. Understand? And I will tell your master that you need a…….friend taking with you.”
“Oh thank you!” Raika breathed, and moaned appreciatively as she felt Sir John begin to ram in and out of her as he prepared to spill himself inside her. She kept her eyes on Doctor Sands for every second of the time she was used.
Half an hour later with deep red bruises, welts and tramlines adorning her and with her legs, stomach and back glistening with sperm, Beast was led on her tongue leash by Raika back to the CSL stable. Docile and sleepy-eyed now that her savage appetites had been satiated, she padded after the groom down the wide staircase to the main hall, then through the below stairs corridors until they emerged in the old stableyard. Raika led her through the archway at its back and then stopped her while she felt under the unkempt laurel that stood just to the right at the start of the woods. She found the two foil packets, stowed them down the front of her blouse and then clicked her tongue and jerked the lead to urge the slave onwards. She was humming happily to herself as she gave Beast a quick towelling down for the night and then shackled her and settled her. A dim light shone from under the dungeon door and she peered in before going upstairs. Mister Brian was bending over the leather padded bench. A slave’s legs were raised and parted widely, the calves strapped into stirrups. From the length of them she realised it was Legs. As she approached she saw that he was putting the finishing touches to a complicated arrangement of heavy duty clamps and needles. Legs’ stomach was heaving as she panted, coping with the rising tides of pain and excitement as the second needle was going through the clitoral hood. The labia had been dragged well open and held there by the clamps so Raika could see the pink tunnel of the vagina oozing its thick foam as Legs responded. A deep groan came from the slave’s mouth and Raika could see the vagina flutter as a small climax tingled through the body.
Mister Brian looked up and grinned at Raika.
“Fancy having her eat you out while I give her a last tit whipping?”
She nodded happily and went to the other end of the couch where she lowered the flap that was supporting Legs’ head. Then she bunched her skirt up, straddled her legs and settled herself over the slave’s face. Obediently the tongue began to range around her whole groin area as Legs harvested copious amounts of second hand sperm from around Raika’s anus, cunt and upper thighs. Only once she was clean did Legs roll her tongue and begin to lap up into the vagina. As Brian slapped down the leathers of the flogger onto the trembling humps of the breasts and the nipples trembled backwards and forwards under the flogging, Raika felt her first orgasm of the night approach. She carefully cupped Legs’ breasts up at the sides to offer them to the whip better and she came as she looked down between the raised thighs at the clamped and pierced labia. 
As the flutters and spasms subsided, she realised that she didn’t hate Mister Brian for having made her into a slut. Soon she wouldn’t be one any more, her kind master would come for her and Doctor Sands and it wouldn’t matter any more.
She backed off the slave’s face and told him that Beast was safely stabled. 
“Good. Go up to my room and slip into my bed, there’s a good girl. I’ll be up in a minute when I’ve finished with this one,” he said and she went quite happily, it was the part she had to play just for a few weeks more and the reward would make everything worthwhile. Mister Brian smiled at her and patted Legs’ stomach, holding up one further needle for her to see. Legs groaned and her fingers clenched into fists but as Raika left she saw Mister Brian bend back to work at the clitoris and Legs’ cunt was flooding its thick juice even more copiously as she readied herself for the final piece of the jigsaw that would send her over the top. Mister Brian’s knowing fingers rubbed quickly at the slick nub of the clitoris and then he brought the needle to where its point just touched it. Legs’ stomach clenched and as Raika tip-toed out of the room she heard her give a long, soft cry and as she looked back her hips were trying furiously to buck as Brian drove the needle home. 
In bed a few days previously the doctor had said she wanted to do something similar to Raika and as she walked quietly up to Mister Brian’s room, she knew she couldn’t wait until she too was strapped down and at her Mistress’ mercy. She called in at her own room en route to Mister Brian’s however, and hid the sachets carefully under her mattress.
 
“Three weeks’ time is when he wants it and already the whole internet’s buzzing.”
John Carpenter sat behind his desk and blew out a thoughtful cloud of cigar smoke. Carlo, Brian, Tony, Patti and Chrissie Sands were seated in front of him and he passed over the printout of the email.
Carlo took the first look and passed it on.
“Conor wants to put Snake up against Blondie in a Last Slave Standing challenge? Hah! Snake’s good but Blondie’ll kill her,” he said dismissively.
“Yeah!” Brian added enthusiastically. “Are we going for it then?”
“The prize money’s good. Mind you it has to be, you won’t get many betting against Blondie,” John said. “And anyway it’s public now so I don’t think we can refuse with the way Blondie performed the other day.”
“I’ll sort out a tougher training routine for her,” Doctor Sands put in.
“And we’ll all spar with her in the evenings so she’ll be used to taking on men and she’ll be as fit as we can get her,” Brian said.
“All agreed?” John looked around and there were no dissenters. “I’ll accept then but stipulate a neutral ground.”
By the end of the day an arena in North Africa which was holding a show at that time agreed to tack the special challenge on to the end of the proceedings and it had been formally agreed that Blondie would go head to head with Snake over as many rounds as it took to see one of them knocked out, the rounds were to be fifteen minutes each. If the contest was still on after ten rounds then every other round – of five minutes – would be slave against slave. The items of equipment on which punishment would be administered had also been decided.
The following morning Blondie was roused early and taken straight up to the stadium where Doctor Sands put her on the treadmill and attached monitors to her to record her heart as she was progressively pushed to her limits. Straight after breakfast she was taken out into the fields and put to log pulling for three hours and then in the afternoon she was run in harness around the park before going back onto the gym equipment. For two hours in the evening she wrestled and boxed against Carlo, Brian and Tony with only twenty second breaks every ten minutes.
Chrissie Sands kept meticulous recordings of her pulse and her rate of recovery. At the end of a week the stable was cock-a-hoop, the training regime was paying dividends and Blondie was, if anything, responding and flourishing under the relentless discipline.
So when the storm broke it came out of a clear blue sky.
 



Chapter 22

 
Brian stood back and zipped up his trousers, feeling relaxed and warm in the wake of his orgasm. Blondie knelt in the mud before him, licking her lips and swallowing the last trails of his hot, sticky jism – the day was overcast and damp so a good mouthful of hot sperm had probably been welcome. He pulled her to her feet, checked the log was still clipped securely to the chains at the ends of her yoke and whipped her across her buttocks with the thin leather strands of the flogger he held. 
“Come on, girl! Get your carcase moving! There’s some more lovely mud for you to wade through. Come on!” He sang out his usual encouragement as he smacked the tails of the whip across her back and she leant into her work, the powerful thighs straining as she trudged heavily downhill and into the deep ooze that he and Carlo cultivated to develop strength and endurance – and no one was going to need it more than Blondie was in less than a week’s time. Her legs sank halfway to the knees and Brian could feel the cold ooze pressing in on his boots as he waded alongside her. The heavy log she was pulling squelched and wallowed sluggishly through the mud behind her and Brian began applying the whip to her breasts as they swung beneath her when she leaned further forwards. But suddenly one foot went from under her and she was down on one knee, mud spraying up her body.
Brian wasn’t perturbed at first, a slip was not unusual, and as normal he let her have four or five heavy swipes across her shoulders. Usually it would have had her snorting and groaning with effort as she surged back up to her feet. But on this occasion she just carried on kneeling in front of him. He yanked on the leash running from her collar and lashed her again. Slowly she staggered back to her feet and resumed her work but Brian could see an odd look of apathy in her eyes and what really alarmed him were the grimaces of pain she gave when he whipped her. Blondie was normally calm and remote but when she was doing anything that she knew was Carlo’s work, she concentrated fiercely and relished the hot sting of the whip. But on this particular afternoon once she had pulled clear of the mire, she simply stood in a kind of dumb daze.
“The lights are on but there’s no one home,” he told Carlo when he led her back to the stadium where Tigre and Blackie were sparring in boxing kit, making the steel structure echo with the thuds of the punches and the strained grunts and cries in response. Carlo frowned and took her pulse then freed her hands and stood back, adopting a fighting pose and shaking out his whip. Normally it was an invitation she would have leapt at but instead she lumbered sluggishly into a crouch and yelled in pained surprise when Carlo’s whip lashed across her stomach. All activity in the stadium ceased at the sound of her cry. Blondie was legendary for her silent determination in any sort of combat – especially when it was against her beloved master.
“Get the doctor!” Carlo snapped. “And get those other bitches out of here!” he yelled at Helga.
 
The first that Raika knew of anything being amiss was Patti rushing out of her office and summoning her.
“There’s some problem with Blondie and Carlo wants us up at the stadium now!”
She put down the brush she was using to groom Ox’s hair and scurried off after her boss. 
In the stadium the air was crackling with tension. The inert and apathetic figure of Blondie was tethered to the boarding surrounding the floor of the stadium and beside her stood Carlo who was plainly in a fury; almost chin to chin with him was Chrissie Sands with Brian and John Carpenter keeping nervously to the sides of the confrontation. 
“All I know,” Carlo was shouting, “is I don’t got fancy letters after my name but for the first time I got a sick slave on my hands! And now the doctor with all the fancy letters can’t tell me what’s wrong!”
Chrissie Sands was red faced as she retorted. “Her pulse is normal her temperature is normal - rectally and orally! Her eyes are clear, there’s no breakage or strain anywhere! Her urine’s clear, her bowels are fine! No, I can’t tell you what’s wrong!”
“Have you tried blood?” John Carpenter put in. 
Chrissie shook her head. “I suppose I could courier a sample to a friend and get a result sometime tomorrow,” she said. With a final glare at Carlo she picked up her bag and went over to Blondie.
As Raika approached she heard Carlo’s aside to John Carpenter and her stomach lurched even as her heart raced.
“I told you we didn’t need anyone with all her qualifications,” Carlo was saying angrily to John. “When the shit’s hit the fan she’s a waste of space and money!”
“Easy, Carlo,” John replied. “We went all through this, we needed to comply with all the other stables and you have to admit she looked the business. But, okay, I take your point. If she can’t get Blondie back on track, we might have to let her go…….”
Raika was horrified at the prospect of losing her mistress when she had so nearly completed her task and her kind master would come for her and the doctor……..Her task. Never for a second had she given a thought to what it actually was, or what its consequences might be. Now she looked over at the tall blonde apathetically looking down as the doctor pulled a syringe full of blood from a punctured vein in her arm. 
Just as when Sir John had beaten her while the others were all away and it seemed as if scales had fallen from her eyes and she saw what she truly had become, or more probably what he wanted her to believe she had become. Now it happened all over again and this time she saw what a stupid, selfish idiot she had been. She had no guarantee that anyone would come to rescue her, of course she didn’t. And no one would. All Sir John had wanted was Blondie turned into a pale imitation of her normal athletic, sexually supercharged self. The only thing guaranteed was that the slave they were all so proud of was going to be humiliated and Doctor Sands would be sacked. She had been used by Sir John and her previous master far more brutally than by any of the men here. She had been a fool and had nearly ruined CSL. It had to stop before it got any worse.
Raika stepped forwards, her heart was pounding but above all else she was certain at last that she didn’t want bad things to happen to CSL. It was, after all, the nearest thing to a home she had. 
She reached into her blouse and produced the last three sachets of powder that Sir John had left under the bush just that morning.
“No, you mustn’t sack Doctor Sands,” she said as firmly as she could. The two men turned to stare at her and she quailed in the face of Mister Carlo’s anger. “I….I’m sorry, but I think it might be these.” She held out the sachets and was aware that a complete silence had fallen.
Mister Carpenter picked one of the sachets up from her outstretched palm. 
“Raika,” he said. “What have you done?”
 
An hour later the stable’s senior staff were convened in John’s office in The Lodge itself. Chrissie Sands was on her mobile. Raika was locked in one of the punishment cells down beside the dungeons. John put down his desk phone and sighed.
“Sir John Fitzgerald checked out this afternoon. He must’ve got cold feet at the last minute.”
Chrissie signed off from her call. “They’re going as fast as they can but so far nothing’s showing in the blood sample,” she said.
“It won’t,” Carlo said. “Conor’s no fool. He was in the forefront of the move to dope test, so he’ll be damn sure he doesn’t use anything that will give him away.”
Chrissie rubbed her eyes tiredly. “It’s only a guess but I reckon it’s some kind of depressant. It’s slowing her right down so she doesn’t give a damn about anything and I’ll bet it’s affecting her endorphin and adrenalin production, so she won’t get any sexual hit out of being whipped – or any other sort of pain. The only thing that saved us was a slight miscalculation in the dosage. If it had been a little less we wouldn’t have known a thing about it until far too late.”
“So what do we do? Now we do know?” Brian asked.
“Get the wretched stuff out of her system,” Chrissie said.
“And we make pretty damn sure no one knows that we know. Let Conor and whoever planned this go on thinking we’re going to field Blondie so spaced out she’ll fall asleep in the ring,” Carlo put in.
John brightened up. “That’s true, we’ve got that in our favour. All we’ve got to do is feed her some emetics, pour some enemas into her and clean her out!”
“I could pump her stomach,” Chrissie suggested.
“No!” Carlo stood up, suddenly decisive. “That’ll only weaken her and we’ve only got a few days to work in. First, we stick to our workout plans and hope that with no more doses it’ll start to wear off quickly. Secondly, there’s someone I need to talk to.” He strode towards the door.
“Who?” John asked.
“Blondie,” Carlo said and left the room.
 
They had thought it best to stable her in the horsebox rather than back in her stall and Carlo stood for a moment to let his eyes adjust to the gloom. Ahead of him and just to his right he eventually saw the pale form of his thoroughbred slave as she sprawled on her bed of straw.  
He stepped across quietly and quickly shrugged off his clothes before kneeling between her carelessly wide-spread thighs. Even asleep the sight of her long legs and her gently rising and falling breasts and the thought of all that they could be made to willingly endure, had him stiffening rapidly. He touched her knee and immediately her eyes opened. They fixed on him with no start of surprise or any sign of recognition or pleasure, all of which normally greeted him on the occasions when he would stop by her stall and enjoy her on his way to bed. She just looked at him with complete indifference.
There was only one thing he could do to get through to her.
“Tara,” he said. For a moment there was no reaction and then she sat up, shaking her head as if to try and clear it, an expression of anger at last displacing the horrible blankness.
“Ssh, now!” Carlo whispered and pressed her back down so that he lay on her, feeling the helm of his cock just brush the softness of her labia. Beneath his chest he felt the cushions of her breasts flatten.
“I know you don’t want to hear your real name. But there’s something you need to know……..” He shifted his position slightly and thrust with his pelvis. He felt the gentle suctioning of her lips as they parted and then the humid warmth of her vagina engulfed and caressed him. In the dark her eyes shone with awareness and then softened as he thrust and withdrew, then thrust again. 
“Now that I’ve got your full attention I need to tell you that Conor Brien’s been trying to dope you.........”
Underneath him he felt Blondie buck and twist at the mention of the hated name – the one man who had ever tricked her and who she would never forgive.
“Whoa there!” Carlo grinned down at her and resumed a leisurely rhythm inside her as she calmed. “Now the next few days aren’t going to be pleasant and I guess you’ve not been feeling too good today. But Conor doesn’t know that we know what he’s been up to……..”



Chapter 23

 
With just the one crate to be transported, Salim Mahmood, the arena owner who was hosting the Last Slave Standing challenge, sent a limousine with discreetly blacked out windows to collect Carlo, John and Patti. The crate, covered with a light blanket was loaded into the boot at the small airfield and the car sped them away from the gleaming white towers beside the azure bay of the Mediterranean and towards a tourist spot of quite a different kind. Two miles out of town and just as the country was becoming barren, the car turned off and followed a small but well tarmaced road towards some low hills. The road wound through them as they became higher and more bleak until it began to descend once more and before them they saw a collection of low, ranch-style buildings clustering around the unmistakable shapes of an arena and a circus, while beyond them stood the towers of the hotels.
As they pulled in at their hotel, the roars of the crowd enjoying the final action of the first day of the show drifted across the hard packed and dusty earth and once Blondie was safely stabled, Carlo took a walk. This arena had followed Conor’s blueprint for its slave pens and built them up so that spectators could walk around above them, shaded from the sun, while down on the sand the brutal struggles took place for their entertainment. Carlo was impressed by some of the boxing he saw, satisfyingly hard punches swung in against leather corsets with studs set on the insides. The delighted laughter of the onlookers mingled with the grunts of pain and effort rising from the pens, and to Carlo it was familiar and well-loved. Fortunately no one seemed to recognise him and he was able to lean on one parapet and watch several wrestling bouts, appreciating the way the trainers had hammered into their slaves the need for showmanship as well as skill. All the participants understood the importance of breast holds to an audience. Around him female voices rose shrilly as the more spectacular holds and throws were made. Beside him a man pulled his cock out of a woman he had had bent forwards over the concrete above a hard fought whip duel.
“You want?” he asked generously, gesturing towards the woman who was busy yelling encouragement to one contestant who had disarmed her opponent and was delivering a thrashing that would inevitably bring victory for her and a visit to the whipping post for further punishment for the loser. She was so carried away by the sight of the naked women delivering and taking the whipping that she never noticed Carlo slip into her and had made no move to put her skirt back down when the first man pulled out. Carlo didn’t mind. It was all part of the arenas and the woman fucked quite energetically without ever looking round to see who was enjoying her. When her master did turn up at the end of the bout and the loser was dragged out to take a further thirty lashes, nobody cared that he was a completely different man to the one who had offered her to Carlo.
Back at the hotel later in the evening, it was decided that the following day should be spent giving Blondie very light exercise and that none of them should appear at any social function. They wanted to project the image of a stable concentrating solely on the upcoming challenge and with no knowledge of anything untoward.
However, on the third day, Carlo and John had to accept invitations to sit in the owners’ box. Somehow they managed to maintain civil relations with Conor until it was time for the final melee and then at last Carlo was able to make his excuses and go below to see to Blondie.
Although the bright sun and the colour and noise of the arena terraces, orgiastic and eager for any fresh cruelty was intoxicating in its own right, in the cool depths of the arenas was where he felt at home. He descended the stairs that led off the back of the box and was soon down in the corridors lined with the ancient stones of the original arena that had stood there in Roman times. A few turns to left and right and he was in the modern corridors that had the smells of sweat and body oil, of female musk and leather almost oozing out of the stones. Patti was standing guard outside one of the holding cells where slaves about to be led into the arena were kept once they were kitted out for their event. As he entered one end of the passage, many of the cell doors were being thrown open and the cells emptied for the finale. There was a brief spell of noise and shouts and whip cracks and then there was only him and Patti and at the other end of the passage, Gerd standing outside Snake’s cell.
Carlo and Patti peered into the cell through the small grille set in the thick wooden door. Blondie was lying quietly on her straw, champing on her tongue ring from time to time.
They let themselves in and Patti knelt to fix her tongue leash in place then pulled her up so that she could brush out her hair and oil her body ready for the crowd. She took her time but even so there was half an hour or so left over when all they could do was walk her round on her leash. In the last days of training Blondie seemed to have recovered some of her vitality and as she padded around the small room after Patti, her eyes held a look of patient anticipation and awareness that was very different to the drug-induced apathy of six days before. Carlo now felt quietly confident that the strenuous workouts and the mention of Conor Brien had cleared her system and her mind.
When the call came he patted her haunch as he led her out and shushed her as her nostrils flared and she reared back slightly. Conor Brien was leading Snake out. The big Irishman grinned over at Carlo and it was all he could do not to make a lunge for him this time but Patti put a restraining hand on his arm. However there was plenty of distance kept between the two parties as they headed for the tunnel into the arena. They passed the home team’s battered squad who were sat, laid out and in some places heaped along one wall, recovering from the final melee. The guards were beginning to go up and down the line sluicing cold water everywhere but they stood aside respectfully as Snake and Blondie passed by. 
While they waited at the very threshold of the arena, Carlo kept Blondie’s tongue ring held tightly so that her head was down at his shoulder as they stood in the twilight of the tunnel. Outside they could hear the compere’s voice whipping up the crowd by recapping Snake’s recent and meteoric rise and then going back over Blondie’s career, starting with the punishment flogging that Carlo had meted out at Conor’s arena. The roar that greeted extracts from the two gladiators’ exploits being shown on the arena monitors seemed to shake the ancient stones on occasions and Carlo kneaded Blondie’s left breast and nipple to keep her calm.
But at long last the doors were swung open and the two groups entered the arena blinking in the light.
The noise was a physical force. Even Snake and Blondie reared back on their leads as it broke about them. Somewhere on the PA a fanfare was playing but it was submerged by the chants and cheers. Up on the monitors Carlo noted some footage of Snake taking another girl down with a studded whip. On another one Blondie was rolling under the pursuing horse in one of her pursuit runs, then leaping up and making another length. But gradually they were replaced by close ups of the slaves as they approached the rings, already set up. The last pieces of punishment equipment were being assembled and the referee and timekeepers were waiting. 
Carlo ducked through the ropes with Blondie behind him and the roars became even louder as Snake did the same in her ring and he and Conor set about removing collars and restraints. 
While the compere ran through the rules, Carlo inspected the punishment equipment. Beside each ring there was a standard trestle, a rectangular whipping frame, a pivoted X cross in a frame and a rack with fully adjustable limbs for the arms and legs of its occupant to be spread out as well as stretched. The sides of each item were hung with identical sets of
clamps, pegs and whips. At the time the arrangements were made he had been quite happy with the studs set into the X frames and the racks. It was only when they uncovered the doping plot that he realised that Conor had meant to demoralise Blondie by increasing the levels of pain at a time when she couldn’t respond in her normal way. Now, however, he could allow himself a quiet smile as he smacked Blondie’s delectable buttocks – restored to their proper smoothness and unblemished perfection temporarily – and ducked out of her ring. He and Conor waved to the crowds as they made their way back to the owners’ box.
 
Blondie tested the ropes for tension and roughness – she was certain that at some point at least one of the men would ensure she came down astride the top one. It was something she intended to do to Snake after all. They were made from the coarsest hemp imaginable and she felt the familiar stir in her stomach at the thought of the coming combats. Screwing her eyes up against the glare she looked around at the terraces and felt her usual pride in her body that could inspire such excitement. She knew from past experiences at the edges of the arena floors that the terraces would be one mass orgy as the afternoon wore on and she let her hands trail down across her breasts, proudly stroking the nipples into full erection. The noise redoubled. She looked over at Snake and for the first time took in the true savage beauty of the tattoo. She was parading around her ring, proudly holding up her left breast, which was entirely covered by a snake’s head tattoo and occasionally she would pause and part her legs to let the cameras get close ups of the way the snakes boiled out from her sex, even the labia having been tattooed.
During that divine night when her master, her lord, had deigned to sleep with her in her stall, Blondie had learned about Snake and she had found out why she had felt such a growing blank apathy for the previous few days. The last part of training had been hard and the whip had hurt much more than usual but now she felt back at her best. She looked up to the owners’ box, searching it for the familiar black hair and finding it at last. She hardly noticed the two lines of men march out and begin to limber up, or that Patti had taken up station beside her ring with a bucket and sponge. All that concerned her was that the strutting freak in the next ring was the only thing that stood between her and making her master more proud of her than he had ever been before. He had whispered it to her in the dark of the stall as he took her again and again.
Blondie relaxed and waited for it to begin.
Hardly had the bell stopped ringing before the first man vaulted over the top rope and came straight for her. He was lithe and muscular, dressed only in shorts and Blondie’s pulse raced as she took in the spare frame and plates of muscle. But she dropped her shoulder and evaded his initial charge, spinning away and bouncing on her toes in a way she knew the crowd loved as it made her breasts jolt and swing invitingly. The man lunged again, and again she dodged. He stalked in more carefully, backing her against the ropes. She feinted left and right and dodged away again. But this time he got a hand in her hair and pulled her back but she turned away as she was pulled and jabbed an elbow hard into his stomach. There was a roar from the crowd as he went down. She glanced across at Snake’s ring and saw that she was already in trouble and being held in a headlock. But she shouldn’t have risked looking away, the man came up at her off the ground before she was fully aware and suddenly she was squirming under him on the ground, his hard body was hot against hers and she felt the long rod of his erection against her lower stomach as they struggled, she got a forearm across his throat and tried to push his head back to make him roll off. He dug a punch into her midriff and as she gasped for breath he settled across her, holding her shoulders down. The bell rang as the referee counted three and rang again almost straight away for Snake. As Blondie was hauled up she was aware that she faced over ten minutes’ punishment, but the upside was that Snake hadn’t fared any better.
They were both put on the X crosses but were at least given time to settle their breasts as comfortably as they could against the studs.
Blondie was aware of the camera on her left zooming in on her attempts to lift and settle her nipples against any piece of wood she could find that wasn’t sporting a wicked little tine. There wasn’t one. With a rueful grin and a proud toss of her hair she made the best of it and raised her hands to the shackles at the top of the X. Sharp little spears of exciting pain stabbed into her as she did so and she realised that her love of being tested by her master had returned in full. And that meant that Snake was going to suffer and Conor Brien was going to lose. Her thoughts were broken into by the cross being tilted forwards until it was horizontal. The hot spears at her breasts intensified as more of her weight bore down on them. The crowd clapped and cheered and looking up at the monitors, she could see why. Her soft breastflesh was squeezed out sideways and the bright points of steel beneath them could just be seen.
The timekeepers started the clocks and the beatings began. Blondie’s victor chose a heavy strap and she could well appreciate why. With her thighs laid down on the unyielding wood of the cross, her buttocks were high and prominent and would provide a fine sight as they helplessly swayed and rippled under the heavy lash. One quick look up at a screen between lashes confirmed her judgement. With only limited time at their disposal the man delivered an almost metronomic beating; no variation in rhythm or force, just as much good spectator sport as he could get inscribed onto her flesh in the time he had. And when he did eventually stop, the tide of pain went on rising for some seconds so that she had to grit her teeth even harder against the cries she was determined not to emit just yet. When she opened her eyes she saw the man’s shorts hit the floor in front of her and then her head was dragged up by the hair so that she could see a cock of considerable girth rearing up arrogantly in front of her face, the heavy and tightly crinkled sac of the scrotum invitingly just inches from her mouth. Still holding her hair the man eased himself forwards until he was crushing the base of his cock against her face. She stuck out her tongue and began to lick – the sight of her heavy ring caressing the scrotum and delving as deep as it could go between the strong thighs brought a fresh cheer from the crowds. Then he began to wield the strap across her shoulders, the weight of the leather and the force of its impact driving her breasts against the steel beneath them. She soaked up the pain and hoped her master could see how she kept to her task. He would know that it meant Conor’s drug had worn off completely. After a few crowded and hectic minutes of her trying to lick and cry out at the same time, the man stood back, and with one hand aimed his massively broad helm at her mouth and moved back in. She barely had time to make her mouth open to its limits before he was in her, ramming her tongue down and slamming against the back of her throat. Only long experience enabled her, in her uncomfortable position of trying to fellate with her head up, to relax her throat and quell the gagging reflex so that he could thrust and withdraw smoothly as he resumed the beating. This time she felt him put his real strength into each lash and readied herself for the climax which was surely coming. When it did, he stopped the beating and instead she felt both hands dig themselves into her hair and press her face down into his pubes as he swelled in her mouth and then began to pump. It was all she could do to contain his thick ropes of sperm and inevitably some of the stuff erupted from her nose as she spluttered. It was what he had been aiming for and he stepped back to acknowledge the applause, waving with one hand, wiping his triumphant cock on her face with the other. 
The timekeepers blew their whistles simultaneously.
With her head hanging and her breath rasping in her throat, Blondie felt her shackles being unfastened and heard the crowd begin to count towards twenty. 
Slowly she began to lever herself up and the count almost submerged under the cheers when her breasts swung free beneath her and the cameras caught the craters in the normally smooth and silky skin. Only staggering slightly she regained her feet and managed to head back to her ring. Patti put a bottle of water to her lips as the count went past fourteen, then she ducked through the ropes and Patti wrung a sponge out over her back.
“Stay out of reach you big dumb ox!” she heard Patti yell as the count hit twenty. She looked at the other ring and saw Snake caressing her own breasts fondly as she waited for the next bout. Blondie shook her head to clear it and settled herself too. This was not going to be a walk over.
 
Carlo eased himself back in his chair and steepled his fingers under his chin. Out of the corner of his eye he watched Conor Brien urgently conferring with Mark Cavanagh. 
Out on the floor of the arena the two slaves were staving off defeat at the hands of their seventh opponents. Both were much slower than they had been but were still putting up some spirited resistance. Both were heavily marked from six visits to the punishment equipment but as he watched, Carlo saw Blondie neatly sidestep an attempted hold and trip her man up as he lurched forwards off balance. The frown on Conor Brien’s face was eloquent testimony to the fact that he realised his attempt to dope her had failed and that that meant Snake was probably doomed to defeat. Presumably he had bet heavily on her, thinking that Blondie would collapse after only a couple of rounds. Carlo smiled and beckoned one of the household slaves over, unzipping his trousers and fumbling his semi-tumescent cock out before shifting his pelvis farther forwards in his seat. The girl, a pretty young black one wearing only a gauzy white tabard, knelt obediently between his spread knees and went to work with her tongue. He felt he could afford to relax now and was quite unperturbed to see Blondie, having taken a hard posting and a pinfall, led across to the rack and put on it face down. She was clearly back on form and could soak up a lot more punishment yet. Snake was being ankle suspended and when both slaves were mounted to their respective victors’ satisfaction, the clocks were started and the beatings began.
By the end of round ten, Snake was regularly being held down some three or four minutes before Blondie and paying for it by having to spend longer under the lash. Each successive man was now able to take his time a bit more and clamps and pegs began to come into play. The crowd was delighted with the spectacle of the two slaves, dripping with sweat and sperm, tottering back towards their rings while desperately trying to wrench pegs off their nipples and breasts or clamps from their labia and inner thighs. The first round of direct slave-versus-slave combat went to Blondie who hoisted Snake by crotch holds twice and threw her down onto the ropes after the second one. The crowd roared its approval as Snake’s body bounced off the top rope and landed heavily outside the ring. Blondie ducked out through them and carried on regardless, putting her opponent in a headlock and using her free hand to claw at her breasts. The referee stepped in and separated them and once they were back in the ring Snake came back at Blondie in a snarling rage and landed several punches which had the taller girl reeling back into the ropes before she was able to dodge the onslaught, reach between her legs again, upend her foe and slam her down on her back. She knelt astride her face and tugged mercilessly at Snake’s nipples until the referee declared the round over.
Snake took a count of seventeen after having been put on the X cross facing outwards, so that her shoulders benefited from the studs while her breasts took the whip, before she was back on her feet in her ring and ready to face another man. 
The writing was on the wall and it was in the nature of the contest that once one slave weakened, everything conspired to hasten her downfall. The next man into her ring simply grabbed Snake’s arm and swung her into a post, then placed a foot on the back of her head when she collapsed. She went into full X shaped suspension for fourteen minutes with heavy weights slung from chains that were attached to clamps at her labia while Blondie managed to hold out for nearly four minutes before she was held down and so only had eleven minutes to endure.
Everyone could see how the contest would end; it was the delight of seeing how long it could be spun out that kept the crowd riveted.  



Chapter 24

 
Blondie raised her head and tried to shake the rats’ tails of sweat-matted hair from her eyes. She tried to calm her breathing because deep breaths increased the sharp pricking of the tines under her breasts. Her limbs ached from the tension they had been placed under as the man had turned the rachets on the rack again and again. He had milked it for all it was worth, asking the crowd to give the thumbs up if they thought she had been stretched enough, or the thumbs down if they felt he ought to try another turn. A side effect had been to crush her breasts more cruelly beneath her.  
Between her spread legs she vaguely felt the man’s fingers twist and clench inside her but she was so wet and had taken so much spunk inside her that she was becoming desensitised, what was occupying her attention far more was that one of the timekeepers was sauntering over, unzipping his flies and heading for where her head hung down between the spread arms of the rack. She licked her lips and swallowed in preparation just as he arrived with his polished helm shining in the sun and a pearl of pre ejaculate at the slit. It slid smoothly between her lips and came to rest, filling her mouth completely just as the man behind her introduced something a lot bigger than just his fingers and she felt his pelvis slam against her buttocks as he began pistoning in and out of her. Then the strap began to fall across her already stinging shoulders as the two men used her holes to pleasure themselves in and the crowd watched on gleefully as the combination of cock and whip drove her hurtling once more into an abyss of exhausted orgasm. 
She just managed to hold onto consciousness as both men ejaculated almost simultaneously and she spluttered helplessly as she tried to swallow the spurts of thick jism splashing against the back of her throat as the whip sliced down relentlessly even as she felt another load of sperm fountaining out into her flooding vagina.
Once more she was released and had to lever herself up off the tines, clamber down onto the sand and stagger back to the ring. This time her feet didn’t seem to go where she wanted them to and she fell twice before she was near enough to the ring for Patti to squeeze tepid water from the sponge over her face.
It revived her enough to allow her to climb into the ring on the count of nineteen. She didn’t have a chance to see how Snake was faring because her next opponent was already in the ring. What with the timekeeper joining in the fun and her next opponent already waiting to flatten her, Blondie realised that the arena was playing with its helpless captives. All that mattered now was beating the count to twenty whenever she was finished with. There was no pretence of any structure other than that. 
She let herself go and meekly went wherever this next man wanted her. All her energies now had to be husbanded carefully, Snake was much tougher than she looked and Blondie let herself be slung against the ropes and then thrown clear over the man’s back as she rebounded. She had just enough concentration left to get her feet and arms down to cushion herself but even so she skidded out under the bottom rope, grazing her abraided back and bottom as she went. Groaning she rolled onto her front and felt her backside being lifted up so she could get her knees under her and looking round she saw the referee was kneeling behind her with his hand round his thickly engorged cock. He grinned at her and thrust for her back entrance. Blondie got her head down and rounded her back to help him in from that angle and so caked and slippery was her whole genital area that he was able in one thrust to gain entry. It took a couple more before he could move freely but then she felt the sharp, hard sting of a stock whip across her back and she threw her head back in shock more than pain. By then she was flying on the wings of the sexual frenzy that always gripped her when the arenas were at their cruellest. In front of her some man she had never seen before was wanking in preparation to spurting all over her face and head, over on her right Snake was being treated in exactly the same way but she couldn’t help noticing that despite the whip being plied on her back, her head stayed down.
 
“Would either of you gentlemen care to throw in the towel?” Salim Mahmood asked. “It would appear that the rules have gone out of the window – as I believe the saying is.”
Carlo grinned and shook his head. He knew that Blondie would be savouring every second of suffering out there and he doubted if there was a slave anywhere who could live with her combination of masochism and strength. Snake might come close but even she would go down first.
“No,” Conor Brien said gruffly without looking at him. “Let the bitches play it out to the end.”
 
In the record books it went down as a win in the eighteenth round but in truth there had been no rounds after the fourteenth. The shadows of late afternoon had begun to fall across the arena and the crowd watched in rapt fascination as the two stubborn competitors time and time again endured their conquerors’ pleasure and tottered upright for more of the same. But eventually there came a time when Blondie and Snake were thrown out of their respective rings at the same time and met in a final clinch on the arena floor. Kneeling up they clawed, scratched and pummelled each other while two whips tormented them and the first blood was spilt. They were pulled apart but the crowd bayed for them to be allowed to finish. So instead of being put back in the rings they were pulled to their feet and given straps and left to dodge in and out of the whipping frames and racks; Blondie always on the front foot, Snake desperately fending her off. The end came when Blondie got in a series of uppercuts between Snake’s legs as she staggered back from a punch. But she didn’t go down straight away and to many people who watched the film later it looked as though an expression of bliss crossed her face as the thick leather carved up into her slit and in slow motion a spray of sweat and sperm arced away from her body. In any case she stayed weaving drunkenly but upright, her legs spread, making no move to prevent Blondie delivering, two, three, four, five more heavy lashes, before her legs buckled and she knelt on the sand in front of Blondie and then she collapsed to lie on her face in front of her.
Blondie looked up at the owners’ box. Her breath rasped and scorched in her throat, her legs would barely support her, she could taste blood from a split lip and she could feel more trickling down across her buttocks. Her breasts pounded and ached, her joints protested from several sessions on the rack and her nipples were stinging from the scraping they had had on the hard earth and the studs. But she felt thrillingly alive. And up there, right at the limits of her exhausted vision, she finally found what she was looking for; a stocky dark-haired figure looking down at her and smiling. Blondie let the dark close over her.



Chapter 25

 
A week later she examined her reflection in the mirror as Patti carefully brushed out her hair. She was sitting on the low stool in her stall, naked and with her hands clipped behind her as ever. One eye was still slightly closed, her lips were still fatter than normal, her chest and breasts carried the scabs from the punctures sustained on the cross and the rack but all in all she was well on the road to recovery. That morning had seen her trot gingerly on the lunge rein and her joints had felt worryingly stiff but the new vet had declared that a few severe sessions on a rack would do that to even the fittest slave and that she would be fine in a few weeks’ time.
Behind her Patti was whistling softly as she worked and Blondie felt supremely relaxed and happy. Her master had told everyone how proud he was of her and she could want for nothing more. He fed her her favourite biscuits every day and Patti took her into the horsebox each afternoon for a long session with a strap-on where the others couldn’t see and get jealous.
Suddenly Patti finished with her hair and leaned over her to replace the brush, Blondie felt her breasts soft against her shoulder.
“Now then,” she said soflty, “let’s get you looking halfway decent, Blondie. You’re on show tonight!”
Blondie watched as the Scotswoman picked up her lipstick, the pale coral colour that suited her complexion so well, and began to apply it. She pouted obediently and tried not to show any disappointment that she was only on show that night. Hair brushed till it was shining and make up usually meant she was in for a night of prolonged sex torment and use in a dungeon. But if her master wanted to display her, then so be it. 
Patti skilfully thickened her eyelashes and added just a touch of liner, applied lip gloss and a light dusting of blusher to her cheeks before clipping her tongue leash on and urging her to her feet. Then she tapped her left leg and Blondie obediently raised it behind her to have a high-heeled, steel-shod sandal fitted and buckled on as Patti bent down from beside her. Then the other foot was shod and Patti led her out and across the floor to her own cupboard and opened the door fully so that Blondie could see her whole reflection in the mirror on the inside of it. And while Patti fussed and fiddled with some things inside, Blondie took advantage of the uncommon opportunity to examine her whole body. It bore its recent scars well, she thought, and she longed for Carlo to lie with her and dig his fingers into her welts and scars as he fucked her to the stars and back. She tossed her head as the thought sent tingles of hot excitement spearing through her and stamped one foot. 
Patti shushed her and pulled her tongue leash hard so that she was forced to look at what she had been doing. There was a range of rosettes laid out for her to wear and at the end of the line she recognised the medal that had been pinned onto her breast once she had come round after winning the Last Slave Standing challenge. Patti looped her leash round a hook and took up an inch long steel needle in one hand and a rosette in the other.
Half an hour later Blondie took another look at her reflection when her leash was unfastened. In a line stretching from between her breasts down to just above her labial split she wore a multi-coloured cascade of colour from where Patti had taken pinch after pinch of skin and carefully pierced it before tucking the point of each pin back into the rosette. On her right breast she proudly carried four more rosettes. They ranged from ‘Best in Show’ for grooming and presentation at the start of shows to wins in dressage team and individual events and chariot racing.
Patti stood back and admired her handiwork.
“Okay,” she said approvingly. “And now for the piece de resistance!”
She bent her head and Blondie sighed in delight as she felt her tongue lick and stroke the nipple into even harder erection. She knew what was coming and let her thoughts dwell on the shiny needle to harden the nipple up even more. Patti lifted her head and laughed throatily, then held the temptingly fat, red tube between thumb and forefinger, stretching it out away from her body and Blondie watched with calm pleasure as the bright steel, with one end already passed through the ribbon, pressed hard and then harder and she winced slightly at the sharp pain that burned into her as the needle broke through. There were the seconds of strangeness as the metal was slowly eased through her flesh – she knew that nothing should be hurried; a slave should experience and appreciate fully everything that is done to her in her master’s name – then there came the second lance and the sight of the flesh straining and finally yielding as the needle emerged. Patti tucked it back into the ribbon and there it was. The gold medal for the first LSS – as it was already becoming known. Blondie looked at herself in purest delight as Patti took a tissue and wiped a few specks of blood off her. The medal dangled and swung and flashed with every movement, the figure embossed on it, a slave tethered to a post and looking with nervous anticipation over her shoulder, summed up for her the arena slave’s condition.
Patti led her around for a few turns of the stable, just to let her get used to the tugs of the needles and the weight of the medal and then led her out and up to the big house.
There were lights and crowds, smells of rich drinks, richer food and expensive cigars. There were beautiful Housegirls in their long evening dresses and Lodge members in dinner jackets but as usual she let it all drift past her. The intrigued hands lifting and examining her rosettes and ribbons, weighing her medal and laughing as the pin pulled and distorted the nipple and breast, all meant nothing to her. Blondie only had eyes for her master and eventually he came to her and took the leash from Patti’s hand. Proudly he led her through the crowd and she came behind equally proud and docile, her whole attention focussed on every nuance of his expressions until at last he led her out of the house and back towards the stables. However he didn’t take her there, instead he took her into the horsebox parked inside the training stadium. Once there he had her lie on her back in one of the stalls and she watched him in the dim light as he stepped out of his clothes and then knelt to free her hands. She felt his strong thighs press against the insides of hers and she lifted her legs to open herself for him as he leaned forwards and slowly settled his weight on her torso, she moaned in pleasure at the discomfort he caused her and heard him sigh in delight as he penetrated her and crushed her piercings down onto her. He began to move backwards and forwards, slowly savouring her body and rasping her breasts up and down as he did so. Her arms encircled her master and she clasped him to her, ecstatic at the casual way he took his pleasure in her passionately-offered pain.
 
“She should go to auction. We can’t trust the silly little bitch any more!” Carlo paced up and down behind his desk. In front of it and ranged to either side sat Brian, Patti, Chrissie Sands and John Carpenter.
What to do with Raika was exercising everyone. Carlo was dead set on getting rid of her and John was inclined that way as well, The Lodge itself had had security problems over the years. Only Patti and Chrissie sided with the little Indian groom, still languishing in the cells a fortnight after the Last Slave Standing challenge. Brian just couldn’t make up his mind, although Amelia was threatening dire consequences if she was sold.
“Carlo, you know that up until Sir John got his claws into the poor thing, she was as good a groom as money could buy,” Patti protested.
“But can we ever trust anyone who is so stupid as to actually believe anything that man said?” John wanted to know.
“Yes, I think you can,” Chrissie said. “I’ve spent time talking to her and she’s told me pretty well her entire life story. I know why the bastards were able to manipulate her and she knows now she’s been a fool. If it helps, I’ll stand guarantor for her future good behaviour. But don’t sell her, please.”
All eyes were on Carlo. John might be a partner but when it came to the day to day running of the stable, it was Carlo’s baby.
“Brian? What to you reckon?” he asked.
There was a further long silence.
“We’d have to look a long way to find anyone better with the stock, and probably have to pay through the nose when we found her. If Chrissie’ll stand guarantor, I say we give her a chance.”
“Very well,” Carlo stopped pacing and resumed his seat. “But she needs to understand that she belongs here and nowhere else, so after her sentence is carried out, I will see to it that if her brand doesn’t remind her where her loyalties lie, she carries something that will. And if you, Doctor, want to stand as guarantee that she will behave, you must carry out the punishment.”
Everyone turned to Chrissie who swallowed nervously but squared her shoulders defiantly. “Alright. I’ll do it.”
 
Sentence was carried out on a rainy day a week later. In the old stableyard, partly enclosed by The Lodge itself a gibbet was set up and the shivering slave was manacled beneath its beam with her hands raised and fastened to one ring so that she could twist and twirl to her heart’s content and the spectators’ pleasure but not escape one iota of her due punishment.
Her sentence was to spend an afternoon undergoing a full body whipping in three separate stages. First she was to take a flogger with heavy suede tails, second would come a heavy strap and lastly was a wickedly long length of oiled hide. There were no set number of lashes, Chrissie would simply have to administer the flogging with all her strength until Carlo called a halt. After a rest, and most likely some attention from some of the male onlookers, the next stage would commence at Carlo’s discretion. If at any time he felt that Chrissie was going easy on her little lover, he would call a foul stroke and it would be taken again.
Brian had had Chrissie practising on Ox all week to make sure that the punishment was delivered professionally and efficiently.
Raika’s flesh quivered and shone in the light drizzle as she steadied herself, legs apart and back well hollowed to give her audience a good sight of her prettily neat and plump cunt.
“Begin,” Carlo called simply.
Chrissie began by lashing the buttocks and instantly the tails raised a spray of rain. Raika responded immediately and much more emphatically than normal, the wet and the chill making the leathers’ bite more spiteful. She snapped her pelvis forwards and half turned so that the second lash caught her across her hips and the ends of the tails foraged towards her crotch. She spun back and cried out as she met the next lash across her stomach. Doctor Sands took a break for a few seconds to let her victim settle and then began again.
Slowly the time passed and the onlookers came and went as the doctor plied the whip with tight lipped determination, Raika spun and howled and Carlo watched dispassionately. At length, when her normally honey-gold skin was blushing almost all over her and her breasts were quivering as she fought for breath, he called the first section of her punishment over.
At once several Lodge members formed a queue and the gasping, slight figure of the groom was soon being rocked forwards on her feet as she hung on grimly to her chain with her small hands as one after another they sampled her depths and played with her scored breasts as they waited for their pleasure to overcome them.
Chrissie Sands tersely asked if Carlo had any objections to her taking a quick break before the second part began and he said he had none. She walked slowly out of the courtyard as the sounds of Raika’s orgasms began to echo round it, turned right and found Patti waiting beside the path leading to the training stadium. Quickly both women stepped under the shelter of a tree, Patti urgently flung her arms around Chrissie whilst the doctor’s hand went straight up under Patti’s skirt. The Scotswoman sighed as she felt the fingers inside her.
“How’s she doing?” she asked.
“Christ! She looks so fuckable when I’m whipping her! Now get down and tongue me you whore.”
Patti reluctantly dropped to her knees, bidding farewell to the fingers in her cunt. Chrissie unzipped her trousers and pushed them down, she was not wearing any knickers and Patti was able to get her tongue straight at the clitoris as Chrissie peeled back the hood to help her. She tasted tangily of excitement as Patti sucked at the swollen nub, but that was hardly surprising, Raika was a beautiful sight under punishment. Chrissie reached down and crushed her face to her groin. Patti redoubled her efforts and her mouth began to fill with the strong tasting juices as the soft labial flesh parted before her rasping tongue. Above her the doctor sighed, went rigid and slammed her pelvis against Patti’s face again and again as a rush of thick spend filled Patii’s mouth. Then she was pushed away and the doctor pulled her trousers up hurriedly.
“Wait here. I’ll need you again after I’ve finished with the strap,” she snapped and hurried away.
Patti watched her go, then lifted her skirt and began to masturbate.
Raika had recovered a little when Chrissie returned and as soon as she saw her, she resumed her proper stance of hollowed back and spread legs to receive her next tranche. Her inner thighs were shining with more than mere water however, and Carlo decreed that the first ten strokes from the strap should be to her cunt in order to clean it out. Chrissie obeyed and snapped the heavy leather upwards with an ease that Ox had suffered for days on end to achieve. Raika went onto tip toe and yelped at each lash before settling back into her rhythm of twisting and hopping as the lash was applied to her back, shoulders and breasts. She was beginning to tire however and Chrissie had to take fewer pauses for her to settle as her movements became less frantic. 
By the time Carlo pronounced the second section complete, Raika’s hide was still blushing from the flogger but now the strap had overlaid that with wide streaks of red with small craters in places where the tip had bitten in especially hard. These seemed to cluster around her breasts and upper ribs, as though her flagellator had been trying especially hard to make the pretty breasts dance and swing.
Again there were many men who required relief after the prolonged beating and Chrissie again asked to take a break.
“Sure,” Carlo said, smiling. “And tell Patti I want her here for the last part.”
Under a brightening sky and with Patti kneeling before Carlo, holding his erect cock in one hand as she licked it slowly, Raika underwent her final beating. She did little other than register each biting lash from the long, shining length of deceptively soft hide by tossing her head and Chrissie had to shift her position several times in order to keep it a full body whipping. Even lashes to the lacerated breasts produced no more than long groans and throaty growls. Carlo prescribed some uppercuts and for a while they seemed to stimulate her enough for the onlookers to see her achieve an exhausted climax before lapsing back into her torpor. Chrissie was ordered to halt for a moment while Carlo had Patti take him into her mouth properly until he came. Every one waited while he finished thrusting himself at her mouth and then the whipping resumed. But it was only for a few minutes and then she was finally taken down.
Chrissie checked her over as she lay on the cobbles and then she and Patti helped her away.
 
An hour later she was restrained on the couch in the stable’s dungeon, her legs raised and parted but also with her thighs pushed back until they nearly brushed her breasts.
Brian gazed down on the deliciously flogged body with both its nether entrances displayed in total vulnerability.
Carlo’s fingers worked skilfully, teasing the labia out and pushing the gutter bladed piercing tool through each and dragging it back pulling the opened ring. Raika summoned up enough energy to gasp and shake at each insertion but not enough to disturb the procedure and soon she was equipped with two rings in her right labial lip, and two in her left. However the front ring on the left lip had hanging from it a heavy gold tag with the CSL logo engraved on one side and on the other the legend ‘Property of the CSL stable’.
She was helped to her feet once the procedure was complete and the rings were closed. She took a few wide legged steps and Brian, Patti and Chrissie admired the way the tag pulled one lip down noticeably as it swung beneath her. Holding onto the side of a whipping frame with one hand, Raika herself craned her head down to look and to cradle the heavy gold tag she now wore. Then she looked up and smiled.
“I am home now,” she said. “I belong.”



Epilogues

 
“I need to talk to you, sir,” Patti said, peering round Carlo’s office door. He sat back. “What about?”
“There’s trouble among the grooms – and if I’m honest I’m not happy either.”
“Anything a good flogging won’t cure?”
Patti smiled. “That could form part of the answer. But really it’s about Raika again.”
Carlo frowned and stood up. “What’s she been up to now and where’s Doctor Sands?”
Patti held her hands out, palm first in an appeasing gesture. “It’s alright, sir. It’s just that…..well……you know those rings and that heavy tag you put on her…..”
“Yes?”
“Well, sir, we can all see the gold between her legs when she bends down now, and that tag keeps swinging and……..”
Carlo growled at her to get to the point.
“Well, she keeps getting shagged more than anyone else and well, why can’t we all be ringed and tagged too. I mean it’s not fair………”
 
 
Down in the slave pen beneath the two men, two female boxers wearily slugged it out under the late afternoon sun. The heavy leather corsets and thongs, studded on the insides made their movements slow as the contest neared an end as one boxer got two straight jabs in to her opponent’s breasts.
Conor Brien stood up to applaud as the girl went down and the victor held up her hand for a whip with which to punish the loser. Beside Conor, Mark Cavanagh slung one down and the two men walked away at a relaxed stroll.
“Conor, I’ve got to ask; we lost a fortune on that Last Slave Standing but you never batted an eyelid. And I know you well enough to know you don’t like losing.”
Conor laughed. “I didn’t lose anything. Okay I didn’t win either but I covered my losses.”
“How?”
“I bet on Blondie as well.”
He laughed again at the sight of Mark’s shocked expression.
“I had a few people putting money on in lots of places. Not enough to shorten the odds any more, but enough to cover the outlay we put on Snake.”
“But why?”
“Did I ever tell you the full story of how I found that blonde?”
Mark shook his head.
“I spent weeks sizing her up and on the day I made my move I took her out to dinner and we fancied each other something rotten, in the end I challenged her to a shagging competition – to see which of us could last longest. Jeez! I tell you that beauty could fuck the sun down and the moon up. I never thought I’d say it, but she had me on my knees! If she had asked to go one more time, I’d have given in. Me! Give in to a girl! But it was that close. If she had asked for one more fuck, she would have been a free woman now.
“Funny to think of that. Anyway as it was I left her for a couple of the guys to bring in and she’s always hated me.” He shrugged. “Beats me why but I’ve learned not to bet against her too heavily; no matter what.”
He paused and looked around at the barracks, where the windows were beginning to shine out into the dusk, and the deserted arena and the training ground where Blondie had learned her trade. It was funny to think about it now. If she had asked him to fuck her one more time, she would never have been brought here and there would be no Blondie; no Queen of the Arena. He wondered if she ever had any inkling of how close she had come to making him let her walk away free.
Probably not.
And it didn’t matter anyway.
Conor Brien shrugged again and walked on, Mark walked beside him, thoughtful. “I want that dressage team flogged every day till they get the new moves right. Tell Gerd to start in on them tomorrow……..”
The two men moved away into the rapidly deepening dusk. A slight breeze stirred the straps hanging from the whipping posts as they crossed ground that had been packed down by hundreds of girls learning the moves that would entertain the crowds.
Behind them the bulk of the arena loomed against the azure sky. It was dark and silent now, but it seemed to crouch, as if waiting impatiently for its next feed of slaves and for the crowds to assemble for the next three day display of suffering, combat and sex, their appetite for naked slave flesh as inexhaustible as it had ever been. 
 

THE END
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