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Prologue



 







The rain cascaded down, pouring from a leaden English sky to puddle in between the cobblestones of the stableyard of The Lodge - England’s most discreet, expensive and exclusive SM club. It plastered the ponygirl’s hair to her head and made her skin shine in the weak light. Carlo Suarez swung the driving whip across her back one last time, sending a fine spray arcing out from the lash and raising another as it impacted on the wet flesh. Her steel shod sandals clattered and splashed and she slipped a little on the wet stone as she trotted into the yard. Carlo hauled back gently on the reins and brought her to a stop outside one of the stable doors. He climbed down and flicked her across her buttocks with the reins for shaking her head to clear her eyes of rain-soaked hair. Her only duty was to stand motionless as her driver alighted. One of the grooms came running out of the tack room and hurriedly began unhitching the pony. She squealed as he slid his cold, wet hand up the back of her short skirt and helped himself to a handful of warm, soft buttock. But she didn’t stop her work and was able to lead the pony into the comparative warmth of a stall and tether her, clipping her wrists together tidily behind her back, before rushing back out and dragging the trap over to a shelter. Then she scuttled back to the stall where Carlo was busily drying his hair while the pony dripped rain into the growing pool around her feet. 


The only good thing you could say about the English climate was that it was nice to get out of it, he thought sourly. A pleasant training run with a new girl in The Lodge’s magnificent parklands had turned into a wet dash for home with no warning at all. 


The groom began to towel the pony briskly, making her delightful breasts jiggle as they were dried.


“Make sure you put a blanket on her before you put her away,” he told the groom.


“Of course, Sir. How did she run?”


Carlo realised that the pony’s weren’t the only breasts that the activity was showing off to good effect. The grooms at The Lodge all wore thin blouses knotted below the breasts and very short skirts. It was a uniform designed by the head groom herself to give maximum freedom of movement for the girl in order for her to perform her duties, coupled with maximum availability, should any of the guests or male staff require it. 


“Not bad for a new girl. She needs more wind though, had to use a lot of whip coming back up from the lake.” The groom was drying the striped buttocks as he talked. Suddenly he felt he needed warming up too.


“Bend her forwards,” he ordered. The groom smiled at him, unhitched the reins and pulled them down, forcing the bridled pony to bend forwards. Her shoes clattered again as she spread her legs. Carlo glanced down at the soft purse of the revealed sex which promised much needed relief and warmth. New girl she might be, but it wasn’t rain causing the dampness there. He unzipped his trousers, freed his erect cock and positioned himself before sinking smoothly into the pony’s hot and viscid depths, her vaginal walls stroking him softly along his full length. The groom went back to drying her, kneeling down to rub at the legs and thighs, she glanced up at Carlo and he nodded. She reached between the pony’s legs, delved into Carlo’s trousers and began to cup and fondle his scrotum. The pony began to swing and swivel her hips and Carlo sighed in pleasure as he made no attempt to fight the pressure which built at the base of his cock. He pumped hard while the groom milked him skilfully. The pony gave a soft whimper of disappointment as she felt him spend long before her own pleasure had built. Carlo frowned as he pulled out of her and tucked himself away.


“Put her down for a beating tomorrow morning,” he told the groom, jerking his head at the blackboard mounted on the end wall, it was a grid with the names of the ponies currently stabled down one side and, running across the board notes on diet, exercise and punishment. The girl might be newly purchased but she had to learn that any pleasure she might take from the use made of her was entirely beside the point. The pleasure of the Master was paramount.


Hurried footsteps sounded outside in the yard and another groom appeared, Carlo noticed the rain had slackened off to a half-hearted drizzle as he approached the door.


“There’s someone at the gatehouse for you, Sir,” the girl told him.


He glanced at his watch; ten a.m. right on the nose. Good, the lad was punctual. 


He shrugged off his shirt as he headed for his office and a change of clothes. “Get Jet harnessed up for me,” he called back.










Chapter 1



 


 

Brian Holden waited nervously, pacing from one side of the drive to the other. He was aware of the gatekeeper giving him amused glances from the living room of the small gatehouse but he couldn’t have cared less. Today was probably the most important day of his life. In the year since he had discovered the delights of SM it had come to dominate his every moment and the culmination had come when he had resigned from his job, spent nearly his last penny on a trip to the tiny principality of Bakhtar to witness a show at the arena there and try to meet the legendary trainer Carlo Suarez to ask for a post as his apprentice. Today was his chance to secure the position. 


He had been told to wait a little way up the drive after his cab had dropped him outside the imposing gates, just where it took a sharp left hand bend and became hidden from the road. Tall lime trees, dripping from the recent downpour, marched along on either side of the tarmac which took a sharp right hand bend about a hundred yards further on. Beyond, on one side were open fields, on the other a golf course. He wheeled around from his contemplation of the view when he heard a soft ‘clip clop’ noise and a gentle rumbling coming from somewhere along the drive. He smiled in delight as he saw, rounding the next bend a ponygirl pulling a trap and heading towards him. Carlo Suarez himself was at the reins. The pony was a tall and athletic looking black girl, running with an easy trot, her legs lifting gracefully, her full breasts trembling and swaying.


Brian picked up his overnight bag as the rig approached, watching as occasionally the cord of the driving whip almost lazily curved in the air over her back and hissed across her. Nothing more than a gentle reminder. Carlo hauled back on the reins and the girl clattered to a halt beside him. Her driver climbed down and Brian got a chance to examine the ponyslave at really close quarters.


She was a tall girl, about five foot eight or nine, he guessed, although her sandals did have heels a little higher than kitten ones. She was naked apart from those and her bridle, collar and restraints at ankle and wrist; these last being clipped to the shafts of the trap. The flesh and blood reality of the harnessed femininity hit Brian like a sledgehammer. Her bridle was fascinating, a complex web of buckles and straps encircling her head and supporting the bit which ran through her heavy tongue ring and provided the mountings for the reins. At the arena he had seen the legendary Blondie, amongst other slaves, run in full dressage harness but there was something about the workaday harness rather than the decorative dressage outfit and the sheer casual ‘everydayness’ of standing in the English countryside at ten o’clock on a Tuesday morning, fondling an exquisitely naked and harnessed girl which he found profoundly erotic. He reached out and cupped a breast, the day was by no means warm and whether for that reason or for others, the nipple was rubbery and firm under his fingers. Between her blinkers he could see the girl’s eyes remained fixed on the tarmac. He ran his hand down across the stomach towards the shaved crotch where the top of her slit crested the prominent pubic mound at the junction of the long, shapely thighs. The girl could quite easily have been a model in some previous life, her eyes were wide-set, large and a rich chestnut colour; her mouth, slightly open around her bit and tongue ring was also wide and the lips were invitingly soft and pronounced. Brian’s hand rested for a moment at the gateway to her sex and with a soft scraping noise she shuffled her feet a few inches apart to allow him access.


Carlo made a sudden noise of disgust and flicked the pony hard across her buttocks twice using the length of rein he had in his hand. She hurriedly drew her feet together again and there was a rattle as she champed on her bit and swallowed, making the ring click against her teeth.


“It’s because I’ve been away,” Carlo explained. “She’s horny. She knows a pony doesn’t move unless her driver tells her. I’ll see to her later on.” He reached out and patted her flank affectionately. “She’s not normally badly behaved. Her name’s Jet by the way.”


“Hi there, Jet,” Brian said softly, dropping unconsciously into the soft tones one might use with a horse where the tone is more important than any particular words. He ran his hand back up the satin-smooth, chocolate flesh of the stomach and then he too patted the flank.


The two men shook hands, Brian stowed his bag on the footboard and they climbed in. At once Brian could see the pony’s shoulders work as the trap shifted under their combined weight but once they were settled, she quickly adjusted to the slight extra downward pressure on the shafts.


“You drive, might as well get started,” Carlo said and handed him the reins before passing across the whip. Brian took a second to study it, a long whippy shaft topped by a foot long, stiff length of whipcord, tasselled at its end. 


“Hold back on the reins hard, so she knows not to move,” Carlo said. Brian did so and saw Jet’s head come up. “Now, give her a few strokes, just so you get the feel of it.”


Keeping a firm hold on the reins, Brian lifted them a little and flicked the whip across the firm and prominent buttocks. The whip hissed softly as he swung it back and forth, the cord hardly seemed to make contact but the pony lifted each leg in turn and stamped.


“That’s about the right strength to get from ‘walk’ to ‘trot’. Give her two more a bit harder.”


Brian did as he was told, this time the buttocks rippled and a strained gasp escaped from behind the bit.


“There’s a slight rise on the way back to the house and you’ll need to whip her up it. Now tap her between the shoulder blades and keep the right rein tight.”


Jet immediately leaned into her work and turned the trap to face back up the drive. She literally had to lean and it took a couple of firm flicks from Brian once she was pulling in a straight line to have her moving the rig smoothly forwards at a walk, although it still wagged from side to side slightly as she strained with one leg then the other. At a nod from Carlo, Brian worked the whip backwards and forwards across the delectable buttocks in a rapid tattoo of six lashes. It had the desired effect. Tossing her head and grunting with effort, Jet began to pump her legs and lift her knees into a trot. The motion of the trap smoothed out and settled into a comfortable, leather-creaking, harness-jangling progress beneath the damp trees, the pony’s shod feet clopping rhythmically.


“Bring her more onto the left, Brian. There’s cars come down here too,” Carlo told him. He steered her over as they approached the bend he had first seen them come round and sure enough a BMW four by four was cruising slowly towards them as they swung round. The driver waved in salute and Brian returned the gesture before he realised that it was a chat show host whose programme he had watched on TV only the previous evening.


Carlo laughed at his surprise. “Get used to it. There’s more millionaires and celebrities at The Lodge than fleas on a dog… …….Steer Brian!”


His attention distracted, Brian had left the pony to her own devices. The drive made a gentle right and then left swerve at this point and Jet, having received no signal from the reins was keeping straight on and was about to trot onto the wet grass pulling the trap after her. 


Brian reacted fast, he pulled hard on the right rein and Jet, grimacing and rearing as her head was wrenched, just managed to spin the trap, her steel shod sandals slipping and rasping on the tarmac, without the left wheel slipping off and becoming bogged down on the wet grass. A couple of adjustments had them back on the right line and a repeat of the back and forth sweeps with the whip had them back up to a smooth trot before Brian relaxed again.


“Couldn’t the stupid bitch see where we were going?” he asked, his voice shrill with angry embarrassment.


“Never forget what I told you at the arena!” Carlo responded sharply. “With that little sub you showed me back there, you have negotiated ‘scenes’, yes? She has a safeword, no?” Brian nodded. 


“These don’t have none of that! They depend on us for everything and they give us everything. They even give up thinking! If you don’t steer right or left; she assumes you want her to go straight on. If there had been a tree or a thorn bush there, she would have trotted straight into it because you wanted her to. Maybe you wanted to have fun seeing how bad she got scratched. It’s none of her business what you do with her. She just has it done. That is a true slave. That is our responsibility.”


Carlo sat back and Brian absorbed his words while he watched the pony’s back flex and her delightful buttocks wobble at each high-stepping stride. He tried to comprehend someone so submissive that they would abandon themselves absolutely.


“I’m sorry,” he said at last, shaking his head. “I’ve got a lot more to learn than I thought.”


The tanned, burly little slave trainer gave him a brilliant smile. “Then you have already learned a lot,” he said.


The mood lightened again as Jet settled back to a steady trot. The sun came out and Brian, careful not to let his attention wander too far looked around at the acres of parkland. Real horses grazed over on their right; on their left a foursome teeing off on the golf course, waved. They seemed to be accompanied by some females in oddly long dresses. But then Carlo was speaking again.


“For an arena slave, her trainer and any other men put in authority over her are gods,” he said softly. “They see only what we want them to see. They feel only what we allow them to feel. They touch, taste, hear… …all what we want them to. Nothing more. And you know what reward they want for giving us their bodies?”


Brian shook his head.


“We don’t stop. All they want is that we will never stop controlling them.”


Brian looked at Carlo in surprise and then back at the straining pony. He might be in England on a cold spring morning but he felt a long way from home. He sat up suddenly, ahead of them the tarmac rose and at the top the avenue of trees came to an end. 


“Now you will need to apply some whip,” Carlo told him.


Brian was amazed at how quickly the trap slowed down as the gradient kicked in. He increased the force of his lashes and was rewarded by renewed effort from the pony. He saw her fingers clench tighter round the shafts and the sinews at the backs of her thighs stand out. He gave her some verbal encouragement and tried snapping the whip round her hips, hoping the whipcord biting at her belly might spur her on. She did indeed pick up speed and crested the hill sweating but still keeping a respectable pace. 


Carlo told him to rein in once they were back on the level. Jet stood before them, her ribs heaving under her gleaming skin, rivulets of sweat running down her back, her breath clouding a little in the cool air.


“Well done, Brian. That hill was your first test, if you had failed it, I would drive you back to the gates now. But you didn’t. I watched you lashing Jet up there and okay, I know having a pretty girl in harness and a whip in your hand is about as good as it gets, but you weren’t being vicious. I could see you were trying to work out how far there was to go, how hard you were lashing her, how much she had left in reserve. That’s why I picked Jet; so you couldn’t judge by any marks what you were doing to her. You just had to get a feel for whipping up a ponyslave.”


Carlo smiled again and extended his hand. Brian shook it again, then joyfully flicked Jet back to ‘walk on’ and the trap came out from under the trees, onto the main frontage of The Lodge.










Chapter 2



 


 

The house was a huge Victorian gothic edifice with a tower just to the right of the enormous front doors. As the trap emerged from the avenue, Brian could see that it overlooked the land falling away gently in front of it down to an ornamental lake. The car park immediately to their left looked like the stock of an entire motorshow. Every marque of any distinction was represented but he wasn’t given time to rubberneck for long, their destination lay off to the right. On Carlo’s directions, Brian pulled the trap down the side of the house and into the stableyard. The spacious yard was surrounded by, on one side, a wing of the main house itself, on another by part of the back of the house and on the other two sides were two storey buildings with stables built into the ground floors. At the far end of the yard an archway led out into the park again.


Brian halted Jet by an open stall door and the two men dismounted. Carlo disappeared inside while Brian went round to the front of the rig and patted Jet as she snorted and panted around her bit, tossing her head and preening nonetheless under his hands. He stroked down her flanks with both hands and his right one encountered the ridges of her CSL brand. Her skin colour had made the insignia almost invisible but it was there all right. The initials stood for Carlo Suarez Lodge; she and her four companions formed the small independent gladiator stable which operated from here. Unlike the other stables which had sprung up so quickly around the world, the CSL stable rented its slaves out to other stables to strengthen their squads. When Brian had first met Carlo, the trainer had been in Bakhtar with Blondie, Ox and Cherry who had been fighting for the home stable.


Carlo reappeared with some chocolate and unbuckled a cheek strap of the bridle, then unscrewed the rein from one end of the bit to allow it to be slid out from the tongue ring, then he held his hand out, palm upwards with the piece of chocolate on it.


For a second the slave licked her lips and swallowed saliva then she bent her head and daintily picked the chocolate from Carlo’s hand with her lips and teeth. Before she set about eating it though, she licked his palm a couple of times, the chocolate lodged in her cheek. Carlo patted her and told her she was a good pony while she ate and then he handed Brian a piece. He copied Carlo and held his hand out flat - in exactly the way he would if were feeding a horse. Delighted, he watched the handsome head dip down and take the offering, her teeth just tickling his palm, and as with Carlo she licked his palm a couple of times before getting down to eating her treat.


“Why does she do that, lick like that afterwards?” Brian asked.


“A real slave like this one only talks with her body and licking like that is Jet’s way of saying ‘thank you’ for having driven her and she hopes you’ll use her some more later. Also she’s getting the taste and the scent of you. They get fucked by pretty well every male in the place and often they’re blindfolded, so taste and scent are important to them. They all have their little ways, Blondie loves shortbread by the way. When you feed her she kisses your hand and licks all at the same time. Cherry, she’ll sell her soul for peanut butter and sucks your fingers. El Tigre- hah! Show her a liqueur chocolate and she’ll break it between her teeth then lap the liquor off your hand. Ox will eat anything anyone gives her, she’s got a tongue longer than I’ve ever seen and she sticks it out to beg for treats… ……The members reckon she’s the best cocksucker in the place.”


Brian shuddered with a sudden surge of lust. Carlo laughed.


“If you’re feeling in need, you can screw El Tigre for me. Like this one, she’s horny and jealous of the others for having been taken out for that last show. She’s in the end stall….oh and you’ll need to beat her first.”


Brian stared at him for a second as he unhitched Jet and set about removing her harness. He was completely absorbed and ignored him. Brian suspected that this might be the next test so there was really only one thing to do… ….


Inside the stable there was a long line of stalls opposite him. Each had a low door at the front and was divided from its neighbour by a high wooden partition. Over on his right, in a corner, was a pile of fresh straw, away on the left was what looked like a washing and toilet area. On the wall immediately behind him as he walked in were a series of pinboards and hooks. Each collection had a brass nameplate above it. To the right of the door as he turned to face it were Blondie, Cherry and Ox; to the left were Jet and El Tigre. He began to make his way towards El Tigre’s stall still examining his surroundings. Below each name, on the pinboard were rosettes and photographs of each slave in dressage or pony racing gear. Blondie’s board was almost completely obscured. On the hooks hung complicated pieces of harness - although he could clearly see their dressage tails hanging from their butt plugs and straps - and a variety of leashes, alongside them the crops and driving whips used on each slave. He noted that each one had the individual’s name on it. He wondered wryly whether Cherry, for example, would be seriously upset if she was being beaten with Ox’s whip. He smiled but then caught himself, these were slaves unlike any he had ever encountered and maybe they did appreciate their own whips being used, who was he to say? His eye moved further down the wall and below each board and its surrounding hooks he saw a wide shelf. With a stirring in his already twitching loins he realised it held each slave’s butt plug and dildo, attached to their strap - these were worn for chariot and pony racing, rather than dressage. Beside them lay the metallic ornaments he had seen them wear in the pre-show display at Bakhtar and on some he saw the pins which would pass through their flesh to mount them. Piercing was a skill he desperately wanted to learn. 


Obviously Jet’s stall was empty but beyond it he could hear someone stirring in the next one.


Suddenly his self-confidence deserted him. He was supposed to walk into a horse’s stall that just happened to contain a naked and chained woman he had never met before and then he was supposed to beat her and fuck her. Without exchanging a word. 


He needed something to reassure himself. Something at least vaguely familiar. He turned and walked back to Blondie’s stall, the last time he had seen her she had been hog tied in a wire crate ready to be flown home. 


Now the legendary gladiator was dozing on her bed. It was no more than a sheet spread over a pile of straw but she sprawled on it with all the abandoned ease of the sleeping. Her breasts rose and fell with her regular, deep breathing, between her spread legs the plump-lipped slot of her cunt beckoned. Her hands were clipped together behind her back and one ankle restraint was chained to a ring in the wall behind her. She looked so completely helpless that his cock twitched back towards erection. Her body bore the traces of the battering it had taken in the arena at Bakhtar. Her breasts were still ringed at their bases by little scabs where the studs on her tit straps had dug in. Her torso was sprinkled with similar scars from where the studded whip and the boxing corsets had inflicted similar wounds. And over these were the long, thin welts of conventional whips and the heavier flares left by floggers.


Cherry, in the next stall, was also fast asleep. Only Ox, a sturdy blonde, was awake but she too was resting. She sat, one leg drawn up the other laid flat, her cunt carelessly displayed, her breasts likewise carelessly on show, her eyes were fixed on something only she could see. She made no reaction when he came to the door. On an impulse he reached over, slid the bolt back and entered. Immediately he noted that despite everything there was one concession to the slaves’ essential femininity. On the right hand wall was a mirror over a shelf. On the shelf were body oils, hairbrushes and combs. There was even some make up. Ox was sitting with her back against the stall’s back wall and above her was another shelf on which were piled her boxing corset and thong, plus the whips that she herself would wield in the arena. She still made no move as he approached and squatted down beside her.


Like the others she bore traces of the arena and she seemed so docile that he reached out and stroked her chest where the skin carried livid traces of the whips. Brian knew that whip contests were her forte and, though she had been spared the studs of boxing gear and harness, she had taken a pounding nonetheless. Her skin was warm and smoother than he had expected, given its state. The girl merely closed her eyes as he touched her and made no move as he caressed a nipple into erection and hefted the weight of her breast. Abruptly he moved his hand down to the warmth between her legs and felt the softness of her labia. Already they were opened and his fingers slipped easily inside her. She made a slight noise as she was penetrated and Brian pulled himself together. He had a job to do; he had just needed some assurance that he was dealing with the same sort of submissiveness he was used to - albeit on a more extreme level.


“Sorry, old girl,” he said, withdrawing from her. “I’ll come back and finish you another time.”


He stood up and strode out of the stall, bolting the door behind him, Ox returning almost immediately to her trance-like state. Brian made straight for El Tigre’s stall but before he even looked inside he paused at the array of equipment and selected her riding crop - in a stall he felt a whip might be too clumsy. Then he turned and faced the total stranger he was about to beat and then fuck.


She was slenderer and shorter than the other slaves but she was fierce. She stood squarely in the middle of the stall, her legs spread. Like the others, one ankle was chained to the wall and her hands were pinned behind her back but from beneath her tousled black hair she glared at him with green-eyed defiance nevertheless. Her lips were slightly drawn back from her teeth and her nostrils were flared. She had obviously watched him make his choice of implement to use on her and now she was challenging him to try it. 


Grinning, he slid the bolt on her door and entered her stall.

 

He approached her and she watched him as though she was the predator and not the prey. When he was about four feet away from her she charged. With her hands bound she used her head instead, aiming for his stomach. He hadn’t seen it coming but was fast enough to sidestep and grab a fistful of hair as she passed. He swung in the crop and made satisfying contact with the slave’s buttocks. She reared up and pulled against his grip but he held her and pulled her close to him, so he could feel her breasts against his chest. Then he smiled down at her and she smiled back - a fierce, proud smile. He released her and then slashed her again as she stumbled back. Carlo was right, this one needed beating before a fuck. Everything about her was geared to fighting and a man needed to conquer her before she would submit. 


While her chain rattled and slithered over the stone floor as she tried to dodge and kick or charge, he lashed at her relentlessly, scoring her thighs and stomach as much as her backside, until at last she leaned, panting against the partition with Jet’s stall and appeared to accept defeat. Brian approached carefully, he held the crop out in front of him and ran the keeper across her rigid nipples. She made no move. He flicked at them, making the breasts dance and ripple. She did no more than catch her breath. He came closer, keeping slightly sideways on in case she tried kicking again. She smiled when she saw the precaution but made no further move of defiance. It was clearly up to him to see if he could finish taming her. 


He caught her hair again and thrust her head down, swinging her out into the centre of the stall where he could get a decent backlift. She straddled her legs and he heard her tongue ring click as she swallowed and settled herself for the forthcoming thrashing. Despite her wiry build, the buttocks were decently proportioned. Above them her imprisoned fingers flexed and tensed. He struck.


Prior to that day he had only ever administered beatings to two women. One had been a thorough masochist who had taken it almost as hard as he could give it to her. The second was still exploring her limits. But, he reasoned, any girl who fought like this one did, had to know that they were earning themselves a serious thrashing. Consequently he lifted the crop well back and delivered a full blooded lash rather than the more customary flick. The noise ricocheted around the stall. The buttock flesh flattened and then sprang back, sending shock waves through the whole area of her body. She bucked furiously under his hand, her fingers splaying out and a strangled shriek escaped her. He lashed her again, taking care to avoid the site of the first stroke. She bucked again and twisted desperately, managing to turn her buttocks away from him. He yanked her forwards and swung in a third lash as he pulled her past him. Again she reared and this time he stepped behind her, swinging the crop quickly down from over her shoulder, down across her stomach, making the keeper bite at her cunt. From that angle it didn’t have his full strength, but it didn’t need to. She gave a hoarse gasp of shocked pain and bent over. He slashed another blow in to her buttocks and she tottered forwards. He followed, adding to the ladder of livid stripes and the clusters of dark spots under the skin caused by the keeper. She no longer made any attempt to shield herself, just staggered drunkenly over to her bed and collapsed onto it, head first, bottom in the air.


Brian stood back and slipped his shirt off. Now he could take his time and make her suffer properly. Something he was sure she needed to do. The cunt nestling in its hollow just beneath the flogged buttocks started to peel open as he picked his targets, cutting into her below the crown of the arse, making the shaft of the crop nearly slam across the labia. The girl breathed out in hoarse, rasping breaths at each lash, her fingers splayed and clenched behind her. But Brian concentrated solely on the cunt. He continued her beating until he could see she was fully open and the lips were shiny with discharge, then he prodded her hip with one foot and she collapsed onto her side and then onto her back. He unzipped his trousers and lowered himself to lie between her obediently spread legs. For a second, just before he penetrated her, she looked him in the eye. She was still panting from the fight and the beating but her eyes still held a ‘screw you’ defiance. He rammed into her and she arched under him, her mouth opening wide, her eyes closing and then he set about using his cock to batter her insides as thoroughly as the crop had seared her hide. He slammed himself against her pelvis, going for every single centimetre of penetration he could get and after only twenty or thirty thrusts he got his reward. Her eyes flew open and as he stared into their green depths he saw her face soften and her eyes glaze as she gave in to the demands of her womanhood and surrendered to her conqueror. From then on she gave him one of the best rides he had ever had. Bracing her feet on the floor she lifted him right up and achieved her perfect angle for penetration from the front, roaring in delight as she came and came again. Her tongue ring clattered on her teeth as her mouth opened wide in abandonment. Brian collapsed into a second’s contentment when his own orgasm had subsided, his face buried in her surprisingly fragrant hair. He had subdued and fucked his first real slave. He rolled off her onto his side and without being told she began to wriggle awkwardly down his body until she could lick him clean. He sighed in surprised delight as he felt himself drawn into a tongue-ringed mouth.


“She was overdue that.” 


Brian opened his eyes and saw a woman leaning on the half door of the stall. She was maybe thirty he guessed, handsome and with a spectacular head of deep red hair. Her voice was gentle and had a Scottish burr to it.


“You judged her right,” the woman went on. “She needs the first beating as hard as you can make it. After that she’s a pussycat - as long as she gets it regularly. With Carlo away she’s got really crabby. The wee minx bit me at morning feed today.”


Brian propped himself up and moved El Tigre away with his foot, before zipping himself up and standing. Apart from when he had been in the audience at the arena and had joined in with the orgies that inevitably accompanied the shows, he had never fucked before an audience. But he was flushed with success and fairly confident that any woman at The Lodge was almost bound to be submissive, so he sauntered towards her as confidently as he could, shrugging his shirt back on.


“And you are?” he asked.


“Patti Campbell,” she said, unbolting the door and standing back for him. “I’m head groom.”


Brian looked at her admiringly as he walked past. She wore a skirt so short it was little more than a pelmet and her large breasts were restrained only by a blouse knotted beneath them. She also wore high-heeled thigh boots in black suede, which showed off the white smoothness of her upper thighs perfectly.


“You must be Mr. Holden,” she said, smiling at him despite his overt inspection of her. “The other grooms work here in two week spells but I’m permanent.” She grasped the sides of her skirt and bobbed him a curtsy. “At your service, of course,” she added.


Brian put El Tigre’s crop back on its hook. “Now that is a thought,” he said.


The woman laughed throatily and then said, “If you think she’s earned a treat, her chocolates are there.” She pointed to the shelf where the box stood, looking incongruous beside the shiny steel butt plug and the ribbed dildo.


Brian took a sweet and turned back to lean on the stall door.


“Here girl,” he said.


El Tigre scrambled to her feet before padding across eagerly. Brian held his hand out as before and sure enough she took the treat in her neat white teeth, cracked the chocolate shell and let the thick liquor ooze onto his palm. Then she set about licking up every last trace of it and clearly thoroughly appreciated it.









Chapter 3



 


 

Back in the courtyard it was clear that Jet had had the same sort of attention that he had just given El Tigre. She was tied against the stable wall, resting her forehead on her forearms, her chest still heaving, her back was hollowed and her prominent buttocks were still invitingly presented. Carlo was replacing the driving whip on its stand in the trap.


“You sort El Tigre out for me?” he asked as Brian emerged.


“Sure, like you said, she needed thrashing first.”


He moved over to Jet and looked at her closely. Her face betrayed only deep contentment although her back and bottom were striped in dark, thin traces which wrapped her rib cage, the sides of her breasts and her hips. As he stepped back he saw the glistening trails down the insides of her thighs. 


With the immediate problem of the neglected slaves solved, Brian was taken on a guided tour. The arena slaves were stabled in the first half of the block on the right as one entered the stableyard. Beyond them there were stalls for new Housegirls, still being trained in the skills required by a ponygirl and also offering stabling for any of the members who might want their property kept for use as a pony during their stay. There were four girls currently stabled and Carlo proudly showed off The Lodge’s very own mother and daughter team of Housegirls. The Oakley-Dean twosome were stabled in neighbouring stalls, the mother was a tall, handsome woman in her forties, trim, tanned and firm breasted, her body liberally striped and welted. She came to the door of her stall as soon as the men entered and Carlo stroked her absentmindedly as he explained that both women had been summoned to the Common Room the previous night. That was the area of the main house where all the girls were held in common and could be used by any member in any way. Whenever the two women’s masters were in residence together, they were frequently subjected to severe flagellation sessions and often dungeon sessions as well. The rarity of mother and daughter submissives awoke the curiosity of the members and their masters were quite happy to let them play.


Brian noticed that although the woman was stabled like the arena slaves she was much more alert and was clearly listening to every word said about her. She obviously felt Brian’s eyes on her because she sidled along and pushed her breasts forwards to be stroked. He obliged and the woman closed her eyes in delight as his fingers explored the welts which covered the large orbs in dusty red lattices, the nipples swelling thick and hard under his hand.


“Back up, Penelope!” Carlo ordered and opened the stall door so they could enter. She stood obediently still, her legs parted, her hands fastened behind her back and accepted Brian being given a guided tour of her body, which included the shaven cunt. The two hunkered down so more detail could be made out. Brian immediately saw why her master made her keep it shaved, the plump outer labia were beautifully, although unusually, red and well defined. It was as if she had had lipstick applied. 


“She’s well worth seeing when she’s been cunt whipped,” Carlo said. “She gets a real blush on then!”


Brian ran his hand along the soft slit as he stood up and felt the lips part almost immediately. Although she must still have been sore from the beating she made no protest as he pushed up into her and found a youthfully tight and welcoming channel inside her. 


“Come on and I’ll show you the daughter,” Carlo said and reluctantly Brian withdrew his fingers but made a resolution to explore Penelope further at the first opportunity. Once out of the stall, Carlo clicked his fingers to one of the grooms and told her to finish the woman off. 


In the next stall they found a pony of a very different ilk. Where the dam was tall and striking, the filly - Amber, Carlo called her - was petite and dainty. Also she was sullen and resentful, curled up on her straw she made no move to rise as the men entered and approached her.


“She’s sulking because she knows her master is in the house and enjoying himself in a dungeon probably. She’s never got the hang of her master being free to do as he wants,” Carlo said.


The girl glared up through a fringe of sleek black hair, her eyes a disconcerting shade of violet.


Suddenly Carlo reached down, grabbed a handful of black hair and wrenched the girl up. She shrieked and scrabbled with her feet desperately but Carlo held her, head pushed back, her eyes staring into his. And suddenly Brian realised that her expression had changed, gone was the tight lipped sulk, now her mouth hung slightly open and she gazed up at Carlo as a woman might who was expecting a kiss. What she got was a slap. She licked her lips provocatively as soon as she turned her face back to Carlo. He slapped her breasts hard and she sighed in pleasure as the heavy, for so slight a frame, tits swung back and forth.


“You’ll need to watch the guests with this one when you’re patrolling the dungeons at night. She doesn’t know when to stop and she’ll keep urging them on. Any time she isn’t being flogged, fucked or both is time wasted as far as she’s concerned.” He let her fall back onto her straw and as they left the stall, Brian saw her give him a ‘come on’ smile.


He found the grooms - all dressed like Patti, except for heeled sandals rather than thigh boots - extremely distracting until Carlo confirmed that they were fair game as well and from then on the conversation was conducted while Brian explored beneath the skirts and inside the blouses of any of them who came within range.


Carlo also confirmed that Patti herself was available and explained that the grooms worked in two week spells and could easily find themselves back in the stables the following week as a pony - if a member (if she was a bought Housegirl) or her master (if she was a privately owned Housegirl) desired it. That meant the ponies received the best treatment possible as roles could very easily be reversed. The grooms had a dormitory above the office which was in the building which formed the rear wall of the yard. In the office Carlo kept all his records, a full range of whips, his mysterious substances for healing bruises and cuts and different ones for coating butt plugs in to stir up the slaves for races. Behind the crowded desk was a full anatomical poster, displaying the female body and indicating pressure points for massage and acupuncture. There was a shelf full of books on anatomy and the theory and practice of female discipline. On another shelf was a spirit stove and bowl for brewing up the spices for the butt plugs. Behind this room was the tack room where a groom was busy polishing a bridle. On the other side of the arch which allowed for a tarmac path to exit directly onto the parkland was Patti’s office. Here she kept precise records of the arena slaves’ diets and their individual training regimes as well as notes about any preferences any member might have for the way a pony was to be tacked up. In contrast to Carlo’s office it was pristine and neat. Carlo pointed out that that was so that there was always room to bend a girl over the desk or to hang her by her wrists from the hook in the centre of the ceiling. Patti blushed but gestured to an old hatstand in one corner where she had hung as good a range of whips and crops as she had been able to garner from around the place.


“My bedroom’s up here,” Patti told him, starting to mount the stairs before he could make any reply. Carlo winked and went back out into the courtyard. Brian turned and looked up the steep steps. It never failed to amaze him how a woman - never mind how short her skirt - could contrive to keep an area of darkness at the tops of her thighs. Although he was perfectly certain that she was naked beneath the skirt, even as he set his foot on the bottom stair and looked up, he was unable to see her cunt. Somehow she managed to get just enough twist into her posture to shield herself from his gaze. As he climbed however, he kept his eyes fastened to the long, booted thighs and the lower slopes of naked buttock which at least were on full view. If her aim had been to have Brian arrive in her quarters sporting an iron hard erection so soon after giving El Tigre her seeing-to; she achieved it.


Brian found himself in a small but pleasantly airy room with dormer windows set near the room’s floor overlooking the stableyard. Her bed occupied one wall and at its foot was a door that led through into a lounge. Between the two windows was a dressing table and he couldn’t help but notice, in amongst all the usual moisturisers, blushers, eye-liners and foundation creams, without which no woman can be expected to face the day, a steel dish containing needles still in their sterilised wrappers. He raised his eyes and Patti, who had clearly been watching him, lowered hers hurriedly. 


Brian clicked his fingers and made a beckoning motion with them. Obediently she came closer and he reached into the warmth of her blouse, scooping up a heavy handful of breastflesh and lifting it. She immediately unknotted the blouse and let it fall away. Now he looked closely he could see the remains of yellowing bruises scattered over the pale flesh, the tell tale signs of having been pierced.


“As head groom,” Patti spoke, her voice a little uncertain as Brian’s fingers teased her nipples into full erection. “I am responsible for seeing that… … all the ponies and slaves give… …. the best service. And… …..and… ….. El Tigre didn’t finish cleaning you - I’d like to do that now, Sir.”


Brian hesitated for a fraction of a second, he could see Carlo waiting in the yard beneath the window.


“Oh very well. But be quick about it.”


Patti grasped his hips and sank to her knees, then with practised ease she undid his zip and pulled the engorged shaft free. The shining dome of the helm seemed to dwarf her face but she moaned in appreciation of what she now held gently between her dainty fingers.


She flicked her tongue at the side of the shaft. “If I cause you any inconvenience by taking too long, Sir, I am of course available for punishment at any time of your choosing.” The fact that as she spoke those words her breath was caressing the head of his cock nearly took the top of Brian’s head off, and as she finished she ducked her head and took him into the soft cave of her mouth with its clever tongue,. 


Patti gave a contented sigh and then surfaced for a moment. “Mmmm! I love the taste of El Tigre,” she said, licking her lips. “Blondie’s surprisingly gentle on the tongue, Jet and Cherry are okay, Ox is like licking battery acid - I sometimes punish slackers by making them tongue her - but Tigre’s just nicely animal without being too strong.” Brian was about to tell her to get on with it and cut the chatter when he saw her adopt the frowning, eyes closed, mouth open expression of all girls who are about to take a sizeable length of cock as far down their gullets as they can. As soon as he was in, he felt her tongue flick urgently and rasp against the sensitive underside of the helm, her fingers stroked gently and then began to grip him harder, her hand pumping as she relaxed her throat and he felt the pressure grow as he slid gently in and out, deeper and deeper into her throat at each thrust. He made no attempt to hold back his pleasure and threw himself into the delight of pumping his sperm into her with all his strength, while he held her head hard against him, making her swallow as fast as she could to keep up.


Carlo turned and looked up, tapping his watch. Brian gave him the thumbs up and wrenched Patti’s head back; she had been busily encouraging the last drops out of him and he spilled some of himself onto her face and hair as he came free from her lips and his shaft sprang upwards. Patti laughed in delight but Brian was already zipping himself up and heading for the stairs.


“If none of the guests want me, I’ll be here this evening!” she called after him.


Brian made a mental note but was more concerned to keep his boss happy. Carlo merely smiled knowingly and then took him through the arch and along the tarmac path a little way before branching off on another one to the right. Thick bushes crowded this path and trees overhung it but after a few yards they came to a clearing and here a large grey steel building stood. It was purely functional and with no decoration at all but it stretched for maybe a hundred feet left and right of them. Straight ahead there were tall double doors and Carlo led him towards these.


He pushed them open and Brian’s immediate impression was that of echoes. Voices reverberated so much that it was impossible to hear what they were saying. There were other noises too, grunts and shuffling sounds. He looked up as he entered and saw the place was strongly lit by fluorescent lights, then as he looked down again he realised that what he was in was an equestrian sports centre. Ahead of him, between descending banks of benches was a way into the central arena and whatever was happening, it was happening out there. Parked just to one side of the gangway was a large, motorhome-type vehicle with the initials CSL painted in gold italic script on its green sides. On the back it simply said ‘Ponies’. Brian laughed as he realised he was looking at how the arena slaves and ponygirls were transported if need be. 


“Sometimes we enter some ponies in gymkhanas. Sometimes we take the arena slaves up to Scotland, where several members have estates and they can get some tough cross country fitness training,” Carlo explained as he unhooked two heavy metal catches at either side of the rear of the truck and the whole back swung slowly down to form a ramp. Brian walked up it, fascinated. Inside were a total of eight human pony-sized stalls. Each was spread with clean straw, there was a water bottle in each and rings for harnesses or chains to be fixed to. There were two comfortable seats and a small table for the grooms up at the front and even a toilet. 


“There’s a place in Brittany a bit like The Lodge,” Carlo was saying. “Sometimes we hold races and this way we can get the girls there and back in good order.”


Brian pondered that for a moment. Previously he had worked for Customs and Excise and he wondered how they managed to avoid inspections. But then he remembered how he had first stumbled across The Lodge while researching some very powerful and influential people and was suddenly quite certain that this little beauty would happily criss cross the channel thousands of times and no official would come near it. 


He gave Carlo a hand lifting the tailgate and refastening it before they went out into the sand floored arena itself.


Two of the grooms were working with Jet and El Tigre. The gladiators had their hands free now and were shoulder charging padded shields held by the grooms in front of their bodies. 


“It’s part of their warm-up,” Carlo explained. “They’ll have run circuits a few times and gone through the routine of exercises I set them. They’ll do a few more minutes of this and then you and I’ll take over.”

 

An hour later they broke for lunch and Brian was amazed at how tired he was despite his fitness. Boxing had been the first event of the day and Carlo and he had strapped small, padded shields onto their fists whilst Jet and El Tigre had had the weighted straps velcroed across their knuckles. He had been impressed by the slaves’ agility and the power behind their punches. Even with the weights slowing their movements they had still kept him on his toes and made him work to keep his guard up. He also began to fully appreciate the fact that in the arena they wore leather corsets with steel studs on the insides. He tried to imagine what taking a full blooded punch - the strength of which he was now aware of - would be like. Shouting out encouragements, they made the slaves work until sweat was spraying from them as they pummelled the shields and then tried to swing punches into the men’s bodies. Jet did manage to connect once or twice and Brian managed not to wince, although he was fairly sure he would carry the bruises for a while.


For the last ten minutes before lunch, they warmed down by running the assault course. Brian and Carlo armed themselves with nicely whippy riding crops and shepherded the naked slaves outside. Back in the park it was raining again and a cold wind had sprung up, instantly the slaves’ skins began to goosebump, their already turgid nipples sprang even farther to attention and Carlo shouted everyone into a fast trot. They followed a path round the outside of the stadium and then further into the woods. Brian enjoyed the run. Beside him trotted the graceful nudity of Jet, their thighs occasionally touching. He was able to admire the depth and firmness of the breast meat, the smoothness of the stomach, although he now knew how well sinewed the body was, just below the soft feminine epidermis.


She ran with her eyes fixed on the ground ahead and with a look of total concentration on her face. Whatever this girl did she would do to the limit of her ability. And she was always ready to be told that the limits could be extended. Brian recalled how she would have calmly run straight into a tree or a thorn bush, if she hadn’t been told differently. That was what a slave did and she was one of the best.


Carlo took charge of El Tigre and Brian stayed with Jet, it was going to be a race to see which man could chivvy his slave round the fastest. The only stipulation was that both men had to run the course as well.


“We’ll get a shower back at the stables,” Carlo explained and then allowed Brian to set them off. As soon as he shouted “Go!” both men swung their crops at the rapidly retreating buttocks and then set off in pursuit, yelling encouragement to the grimly silent slaves they chased. They swarmed up nets, swung out over mud pits on ropes, scrambled up covered in freezing ooze, and always they were followed by the stinging crops as the men landed close behind them. Brian found he hardly felt the cold as he ran and stumbled and squirmed after Jet. The sight of her firmly toned flesh quivering in exertion and under the crop spurred him on. They squirmed through half flooded concrete pipes then dived into the deep water to swim under a culvert. Then in a final chaos of spraying water all four of them charged along the stream, up the bank and crossed the finish line. Carlo and Tigre won by a head, the men grinned at the state they were both in as the slaves bent, hands on knees, chests heaving and breasts shaking, clouds of steam rising into the cool air.


Carlo swatted Tigre across the buttocks with the crop and the quartet headed back for lunch. For the slaves it was the mid-day feed.

 

In the stable all was bustle as Patti supervised the doling out of the thick stew which had been brought over from the kitchen and the refilling with fruit juice of the water bottles in the stalls. Blondie and Cherry had woken up and Brian found his eyes going straight to the graceful figure of the blonde prowling her stall. Jet and Tigre were led away for showering and Carlo dragged him away to get his bag and show him his quarters where he could shower and change before going to the house for lunch. His quarters turned out to be much like Patti’s, and Carlo’s rooms were just the other side of his lounge wall. Before leaving him, Carlo pointed out an electric bell beside the bed. 


“If you need anything in the night, that rings in the grooms’ dormitory. One of them’ll be along just as soon as she can!” he said, grinning broadly.


Brian luxuriated under the hot water and wondered if he’d died and gone to heaven. In the space of one morning he had whipped up his first ponygirl, flogged and fucked a gladiator, groped any girlflesh that came his way, been given a blowjob by the drop-dead gorgeous Patti and then sparred with two more naked fighting slaves. 


Changed and refreshed, Brian sauntered back down to the stables to see the gladiators kneeling before the troughs in their stalls and finishing their mid day feeds. Carlo was checking Patti’s diet sheets and while the grooms cleaned the food off their charges’ faces, settled them down for a rest, the order of exercises and sparring bouts for the afternoon was rechecked against the recovery rate of the recently returned slaves.


Once the afternoon’s programme was confirmed, Carlo led him across the courtyard and into the main house via the kitchens.


“The two cooks are some of the very few women who are off limits,” Carlo explained.


The women in question were big, red faced and equipped with arms like thighs in any case. They looked up smiling cheerfully as the men came in and entered into some banter with Carlo, mainly concerning the fact that the Housegirls could use a new cock in the hen run. Brian could hardly believe his eyes as he got his first glimpse of a Housegirl on duty. After a morning spent with nude and nearly nude women, here were more, but dressed only to make a man long to undress them. They wore low cut bodices, some so low that the tops of their areolas showed, and they were cut so tight that the breasts mounded up deliciously, shaking and rippling as each girl moved. The full skirts were floor length and flared, the girls’ high-heeled shoes just peeking out now and then. Carlo clicked his fingers and one of the girls, a brunette sporting spectacular hills of breastflesh came across and bobbed a curtsy to both men.


“This is Yolande,” Carlo told him. “She’s pretty typical of the bought Housegirls - comes from Lithuania, got into some trouble and fell in with some nasty men. John bought her at auction in some Godforsaken hellhole. She speaks five languages fluently, can discuss economics and politics over dinner with ambassadors and then comes like a rabid mink under the whip.”


Carlo was smiling as he talked and his brown hand stroked over the unmarked, milky pale swells of her breasts. The girl blushed prettily and kept her eyes lowered but Brian could see a proud little grin on her lips. Carlo then had her turn around and demonstrated that the skirts were split at the back and that this allowed the girls to be groped quite easily between their stocking-clad thighs. Yolande’s backside was beautifully marked by a cane and she shivered as both men ran their fingers along the tramlines carved into the smooth flesh.


“As a member of staff you’ll be responsible for fining any member you find doing this while she’s on domestic duty,” Carlo told him as Brian watched his hand delve deep between the thighs. Yolande gasped and her feet shuffled apart a little further. Carlo chuckled.


“So you’d better get a feel of what you’re guarding,” he said, withdrawing his hand and beckoning another girl over to lick his fingers clean. 


Brian pushed his hand into the dark warmth just beneath the caned buttocks and felt his way into yet another cunt. This one was equipped with very well developed labia minora and repaid the exploring fingers by providing a tantalising landscape of soft, complicated folds around the vaginal hole, which itself was invitingly moist and hot to the touch.


“Come on,” Carlo said. “Let’s get some lunch. There’s plenty more cunt where that came from.”










Chapter 4



 


 

The slave known only as Snake watched the headlights move up the hill towards her, a jeep’s engine growling as it jolted over the rough ground. Male voices called and laughed in the darkness, they rang with the careless arrogance that set the blood racing in her veins. It was the tone of voice they would use when they lifted her sweat-sodden hair and face away from the whipping post - her body a blaze of fire from an eternity under the lash. They would stare impassively into her pain - glazed face and then make her quim jerk into full flood by the cheerful judgement that she could ‘take another twenty before she’s turned round’.


Now she could hear them as they came for her again.


“Close up on the left there! She could sneak through the line!”


“No chance, Boss. I’d smell her pussy a mile off!”


The men laughed and Snake smiled as well. After the amount of time she had been living rough, they probably would, even if she wasn’t already tingling and moistening at the thought of what they would do to her when they inevitably caught her. They had all been through this ritual many times since she had been brought here by Conor Brien after he purchased her for a penny from the Prince of Bakhtar who had originally enslaved her. The harder she made them work for their sport, the more sport they would have with her. Hugging her rags to her and reluctantly leaving the scraps of food she had scavenged earlier from the only village on the island, she crept away into the dark, aiming to go wide and circle around behind the men. There was a stream half a mile away to her left. If she could make it that far then maybe she could swim past her pursuers and make the hunt last all night. That would make them angry and that was how Snake liked her masters.


However, they were waiting for her with nets when she emerged, soaking and gasping from her swim downstream. Struggling and squirming she was thrown into the back of another jeep and taken back to the estate.

 

Conor Brien strolled over to the bedraggled form, clothed in rags, hooded and tied hand and foot lying on the otherwise spotless parquet floor of the dining room. 


“How long did we leave her this time?” he enquired of Gerd his slave trainer.


“Three weeks,” the German said, leafing through his notes.


“And all she’s been able to scavenge is that pathetic excuse for a blouse and what looks like a dishcloth for a skirt. Jeez, she stinks!” He put his immaculately shod foot out and rolled the slave onto her back. He used his foot again to push back a fold of filthy cloth and reveal the spectacular snake tattoo that gave her her name.


“What d’you reckon, Mark?” Conor asked his second in command, Mark Cavanagh.


“We’ve got an ‘away’ show next month and then one here two months after that. I reckon we give her one more good session now, let her go until we get back and then we’ll get her into training and introduce her at the arena here.”


“Gerd?”


“Yes, I think she should be ready.”


Conor thought for a moment. “No,” he said. “We’re being too soft on her.”


The other two men glanced at the limp form of the slave and then stared at Conor in disbelief.


Coner Brien clicked his fingers and two of the household slaves scurried forwards.


“Take this away and clean it. Then let the guards have it tomorrow night.”


The white-clad slaves bent and hauled Snake out by her armpits. He watched as the trussed body was dragged away.


Mark Cavanagh eased his chair back from the table and waved a petite Chinese looking girl across to him. Like all the household slaves on Conor’s and his island estate, she was dressed in a simple white tunic with kitten heeled sandals, her golden tanned skin contrasting prettily with the material. She immediately went to her knees between his spread thighs and began to free his cock from his trousers, licking her lips in anticipation.


“You reckon she’ll be up to what you’ve got planned, Conor?” he asked.


“’Course she will by the time I’ve finished with her. You ever see such a glutton for punishment?”


Both Gerd and Mark smiled and shook their heads. When the arenas had first started, their stable had been the most successful. Under Carlo’s tutelage and with the phenomenon of Blondie, the Blues had swept all before them. But Blondie had nurtured her hatred of Conor until she had deliberately thrown a fight. Carlo had made off with her to save her from Conor’s wrath and then John Carpenter, the owner of The Lodge, where Carlo and Blondie had sheltered, had challenged them to a series of contests, just as a diversion between arena events. It turned out that he had only one slave - Blondie - and she had defeated four of the Blues’ remaining best, winning them for the CSL stable. The Blues were still recovering and Conor had, as a further part of the lost wager, to take John Carpenter to any slave sales he attended so that The Lodge could be kept supplied with fresh blood. But now they had Snake and there was a feeling that the Blues had turned the corner. Snake was the most dedicated masochist any of them had ever come across and she had been so spectacularly decorated by the tattooists in Bakhtar that she would provide a figurehead for the other arena slaves to unite behind. Conor had decided that her unique talents required a uniquely harsh regime in which to flourish fully.


To that end, once she had been brought to the island she had been left to live rough, scrounging and scavenging for food and clothing. There was no way off the island and the climate was not given to extremes so she was safe; just permanently hungry and dirty. Every now and then she was hunted and caught, cleaned, given to the guards, played with and returned to the wild. But now she was nearly ready.

 

Snake wedged herself into a corner of her cell. Sunlight from the tiny window set high up in the wall, was falling just there and she basked in its warmth. Her belly was full, she had slept well and she had been hosed down and now felt clean. She reckoned she had about six hours to enjoy the feeling and then those conditions would no longer pertain. She smiled to herself, secure in the knowledge that there was nothing a man could do to her that she wouldn’t take some pleasure in. Idly her fingers stroked over the savage images on her stomach and breast. A nest of venomous snakes boiled out of her vulva, even her inner labia had been tattooed, and spread out across her pubic mound. Two snakes reared higher than the others and the shorter of these reached as far as her navel. The taller one’s head decorated her left breast. Even her nipple had been tattooed black as part of the snake’s throat.


Eyes closed, Snake recalled with crotch-tingling pleasure, the pain of the procedure. That was a clear memory, but what was fast becoming much more remote was the memory of her previous life as Karen Fitzgerald - wife of Sir John no less. Her erstwhile lover, Ayesha, had blabbed to the Prince of Bakhtar about their little scheme to rob Sir John and she had been kidnapped, enslaved and tattooed as a punishment. But instead of that having the effect she thought the Prince wanted, it had had the opposite. It had hardened her submissiveness into a sort of blue steel core. Any time she wasn’t spending being tested by a man, she was merely waiting for the next time. All marks, welts, scalds, bruises and cuts were marks of pride, she was aware that that much she shared with all other submissives, but what set her apart was her sheer eagerness to experience absolutely everything the minds of dominant men could devise for her.


She speculated pleasantly about the night ahead. Would they play ‘what-can-Snake-get-up- her-cunt’ before they began the real playtime - or afterwards? Would she be given ‘The Grand Tour’ as the men called it? She hoped so. Her hands delved between her legs and in the wake of the small orgasm she brought herself to, she fell asleep.


It was dusk when she was led out and to her delight it appeared that she was to be given The Grand Tour. The adapted jeep stood waiting, four or five of the guards lounged around, grinning.


“Hi, boys!” she called. “I hope you’ve got what I need!”


“Good to see you again, Snake,” one of them replied, standing up and stretching. “We’ve got everything you want all right. But I don’t think you’re going to get it tonight.”


Snake stopped in her tracks.


“Oh no! You couldn’t do that to me! Not again!” The men standing on either side of her grabbed her upper arms and propelled her forwards as she began to struggle and beg.


“Sorry, Snake it’s orders,” the guard who had spoken earlier said. “Get her mounted lads, we’ve got a long night ahead of us!”


A rectangular frame of crudely welded tubular steel had been mounted on the back of the jeep, leaning backwards at a forty-five degree angle. From each corner hung a restraint already chained to the steel. To start with the men mounted Karen facing away from the jeep and upright, but she knew that she could be hung upside down, facing in or out or left swinging by her ankles or wrists. It was probable that by the end of the evening she would experience all of them. She was in for a night of repeated beatings and every humiliation the men could devise for her, and she would love every minute of it. But she was terribly afraid that Conor Brien had ordered the cruellest of all torments for her, one she had only experienced once before.


Still begging for mercy, she was driven away and the tour began. Every jolt of the jeep as it traversed the rough tracks jarred her stretched form and soon her appeals became incoherent and periodic yelps. Fairly quickly they reached the first stop however. The jeep drove round the outside of the main house’s grounds and then through an archway on the far side. The driver turned the vehicle right round in the courtyard and Karen was able to see what she had expected. She now hung over the side of a swimming pool, in its floodlit waters were Conor Brien and Mark Cavanagh, attended by the household slaves. All were naked and the men’s erect cocks were being gently massaged by the women as they stood in the shallow water just beneath her. Conor Brien was grinning widely at her and she snapped her mouth shut on her incipient plea for mercy, settling instead for a defiant stare.


“Give her twenty to start her off and bring her back here when you’ve finished.”


One of the guards jumped out of the jeep and stepped back just enough to shake out the long braided lash of his whip then he swung it in across her stomach, curving outwards as she hung in the frame, it carved a hot, stinging trail across her flesh. Snake adjusted her grip on her chains and bit down on any moans or cries as the tally mounted and the stinging in her stomach and breasts grew more intense and her limbs ached more fiercely. Below her the men sipped cocktails and the women masturbated them.


On the eighteenth lash she gave in and allowed a groan to escape her. Mark Cavanagh’s impressively long cock suddenly began spurting its thick creamy fluid between the fingers of the girl ministering to him. Snake couldn’t help licking her lips between lashes as she watched the trails float in the water before the lucky girl bent to get a taste, direct from the still-oozing helm.


Conor Brien himself came as the beating concluded. Snake’s eyes misted with tears of frustration as the massive shaft which she had writhed so sweetly on the end of so often, jerked and pumped over the small hand manipulating it. He didn’t allow the slave to taste a drop however, making sure instead that Snake watched the thick emission gradually extend from globules to trails in the blue water.


“Take her away,” he said before turning back to his drink.


Snake blinked away her tears and gritted her teeth against the pain of the next journey. She was taken to the stableyard where they took her down, turned her to face the jeep and hung her by her wrists. They whipped her back and then let her listen and frantically try to crane her head around to watch as the solo gladiators and the grooms were all fucked by the guards. The true extent of her ordeal, had she needed any confirmation, was provided by one of the men stripping off and standing just in front of her in the back of the jeep. One of the gladiators was passed up to him, her hands were freed and she was turned towards Snake and made to brace her arms on the sides of the frame. Then she was fucked from behind, her face just inches from Karen’s, the breath of her orgasmic cries caressing her face with exquisite cruelty. For a further turn of the screw, once the guard had finished with her, the gladiator was made to scoop his emission out of her and smear it on Snake’s face, but nowhere where her tongue could get at it.


For the whole of the night she was to be the cause of pleasure for everyone on the estate but apart from what pleasure she could extract from the beatings, she was to be given none herself. 


She was taken down occasionally to rest but always her hands were kept chained above her so she couldn’t touch herself. She was driven around all four of the barracks and whipped at each one then made to witness the squad gladiators and the guards. They fucked in front of her, contriving to position her on her knees so that the lucky slave’s buttocks were right in front of her face, the dusky red of the cock shaft plainly visible pistoning in and out of her and making the buttockmeat wobble. When the slave was finished with she would turn around and let Snake catch a sniff of the aroma emerging from her glistening cunt. The gladiator would catch her by the hair and let her get really close, her tongue shamelessly hanging out, before pushing her away, laughing. Another slave would kneel to slurp at the oozing cunt and Snake sobbed brokenly. Only slaves could really torment another slave.


They pushed her down onto her face and had themselves screwed with their buttocks grinding her face into the dirt, once the guard had spent himself they lay where they were until the sperm leaked onto the back of her head.


Hung by her ankles from the frame, her hands tied behind her, she was crotch whipped in front of the third barracks, her face hanging just above two gladiators engaged in a sixty-nine. Then both girls were fucked to ecstatic orgasms, the guards’ buttocks actually touching her hanging face as they thrust into the slaves. 


It was full dark by the time Snake’s circuit of the arena outbuildings was complete. The gladiators had been shooed back to their cells and the men, replete after their carnal feast, were relaxing and drinking, she lay huddled on the dirt of the training ground, her hands still tethered where they could do her no good. Her body was caked in sperm and cunt sap but not a drop was anywhere she could get her tongue to. The whippings had been fairly light and even orgasms from the pain had escaped her, she just felt an all over burning sensation. But in between her legs the furnaces were roaring, in her mind’s eye she replayed all the scenes of delicious sex she had witnessed. All the mouths she had watched filled to overflowing with hot, tasty spunk, all the times her face had been held alongside a lovely pair of buttocks, between which a cock was delivering a deep buggering. Inevitably it would withdraw before it spent and the slave would squirm round so that her face was beside Snake’s and the gleaming cock would be welcomed into the mouth. She had had to watch, smell and hear everything, firmly held so there was no chance of any pleasure at all. She had even stuck her own tongue out hopelessly when the slave had, to lick at the last drops of cream adhering to the meatus of the cock. She whimpered in her agony of frustration at the memory, knowing full well that her ordeal was far from over. Away to her right where the men sat she heard corks being hammered back into bottles and then footsteps approaching. Hands gripped her under her arms and stood her up. Her own hands were still raised but she had some slack and she knew what they were going to make her do.


“Where shall we let her try first?” one man wondered aloud.


“Just grab her leg!” another said.


In a few seconds Snake found herself with one foot on the ground and one on the back seat of the jeep. Between her spread legs was the narrow ridge of the seat back. Without a further thought and in front of the crowd of smiling and cheering men, she lowered herself and began rubbing her aching cunt along the aged leather which barely covered the sharp steel beneath. Looking down she manoeuvred herself so that she could get her clitoris under her and give it some serious punishment. The first hard rasp made her cry out in relief as sharp pain mingled wonderfully with humiliation and arousal. She ground harder and the men laughed louder as she moaned in pure delight. Suddenly she began a headlong race for a climax, rubbing herself frantically, ignoring the pain and revelling in it all at the same time, then crying out in anguish as she felt strong arms lift her clear.


She had known they wouldn’t let her finish herself off but she had had no choice but to try anyway. They let her stagger round at the end of her chains for a while, sobbing and pleading and then drove her to the other side of the training ground. They just let her body drag along behind for the short distance. Then they hauled her up and sat her astride a wooden pony. It had a cruelly serrated top edge and she gave them good sport as she desperately rubbed herself back and forth along it, screaming and crying. Again she was lifted clear just short of her climax and rehung in the frame upside down. A final crotch whipping finely judged to provide a degree of pain that stopped short of providing pleasure and she was ready to be returned to Conor Brien.


As soon as she was lowered to the ground she made an attempt to get her hands between her legs but Conor Brien was too quick. Clothed in a towelling robe and standing beside the pool he simply placed his foot on one of her wrists and bent to hold the other. Presently one of the guards buckled another set of restraints onto both and however hard she struggled she couldn’t prevent him from clipping them together behind her back. Behind her someone kicked her legs apart and she cooperated willingly.


“Can we play with her for an hour or so, Boss?” she heard one of the men ask. “We’ve been saving up some great things to see if she can get ‘em up that twat of hers.”


The elasticity of Snake’s cunt was legendary and a feature of these hunts and the subsequent captures was often her being presented with a formidable array of items like hammer handles, aerosols - even a cactus once. She had never failed yet. 


“Please!” The word escaped her before she could help it. Blearily she looked up at Conor Brien as he towered over her, smiling.


“Not this time, Snake!” he said. “You’re going to go into the arena in a few weeks’ time, more pumped up than any slave has ever been. And you’ll need to be, I promise you! In fact I don’t think we’ll chuck you back out into the wild. You’ll only finger fuck yourself till you’re blind.” He turned to Gerd. “Put her in a cell and make sure her hands are kept raised and tied. Take out the bed, make sure there’s nothing she can rub herself on. She’s to be kept in absolute solitary confinement! Is that understood? Any man I catch even touching the slut will be off the island by nightfall. Gerd, your wife will see to Snake’s food and empty her slops. Her hands are to be kept restrained even when she shits and pisses.”


Suddenly sobered by the intensity of their boss’s outburst, the guards dragged Snake away. Her mind was in a dazed whirl. That Conor Brien was capable of cruelty that fulfilled even her darkest desires, Snake was not in the slightest doubt. But this surpassed anything she had experienced at his hands. It was to be weeks before she would make her debut in the arena and to not have any pain, pleasure or sex in any form for that long was unthinkable.


They took her to a plain stone walled cell in one of the underground corridors. To make matters worse it was just along from the dungeon where Conor Brien had frequently played with her in the past. Now, however, the guards took out the narrow bed and chained Snake’s hands together after they had sat her on the cold floor. They made her stand and found that there was a risk that she might be able to step over the chain which fastened her restrained wrists to the wall and get it between her legs. They thought again. In the end she was made to kneel in the middle of the floor and her wrists were pulled up behind her and the chain fastened to a hook in the ceiling. They were pulled up so hard that she had to rest her forehead on the floor to get anything remotely resembling comfort.


Then they left her.










Chapter 5



 


 

“Ay-ee-sha! Ay-ee-sha! Ay-ee-sha!”


A deafening rhythmical chant grew inside the arena until it reverberated with the noise. For once the orgiastic frenzy that normally accompanied the fights out on the sand were absent. Ayesha, almost the only slave in the arenas to be known by her real name, a tall, full breasted, black haired figure stood surrounded by her fallen adversaries. There were no fewer than ten of them. Staggering slightly, welted on almost every square inch of her skin, bleeding a little here and there, she turned to where her owner and trainer sat, then she knelt. The audience erupted and Peter Lang stood to acknowledge the applause and wave.


As a precursor to the final melee, in which traditionally both squads of slaves, about a hundred girls, were flung at each other and allowed to scrap until the men appeared and finished them off, Ayesha had been tethered by one ankle to a ring set in the arena floor and then pairs of the opposing stable’s slaves had been set onto her. They had been armed with floggers, studded whips, quarterstaffs, weighted boxing straps and Ayesha had only been given a two tongue dog whip. She had fought her way through five pairs. Sometimes she had been reduced to wrestling, scratching and kicking on the ground, rather than elegant whip duelling but now ten, bruised and scratched slaves around her were picking themselves up ruefully and awaiting their punishments. But first they would have to acknowledge their conqueror.


Peter Lang resumed his seat and his boss, the Prince of Bakhtar, leaned across.


“Well done, Peter. Another splendid display!”


“Thank you. She’s certainly repaying all the effort I put into hardening her up.”


“Yes, we all admired your dedication. What was it? A hundred lashes every day on top of any she got in training?”


Peter made a ‘so-so’ gesture. “Sometimes I had to work a bit harder if I thought she was getting conceited. But she always fucked well afterwards, so there were compensations along the way.”


“She’ll get the chance to prove how well she can fuck, I think.”


Down below, Ayesha had regained her feet and was standing with her legs spread while the guards held her opponents on their knees as they licked their conqueror’s cunt. The big video screens around the arena were showing loving close-ups of soft, obedient lips and probing tongues delving into the saliva-shiny and whip-scored vulva. The bulges in the shorts of the guards were also plainly evident and once the last defeated gladiator had paid her dues and was secured to a post for her punishment beating, the men divided the tasks. Some of them began to whip, others closed in on Ayesha. The video screens began to show close-ups of female backs and sides taking lashes from the braided stock whips. The crowd had only given the thumbs up when the tally had reached thirty lashes for each defeated girl. The arena crowds, while realising that Ayesha was a formidable opponent, were not about to miss out on the chance of a good flagellation spectacle. The hiss and smack of the whips, the yelps and cries of the slaves worked their usual spell and the orgy resumed on the terraces. Meanwhile some of the screens began to show Ayesha’s strong thighs and buttocks thrusting up from the sand to meet the lunges of the guard whose cock was buried to the hilt inside her.


The Prince leaned back and watched as Ayesha was pulled up by her hair and her face was crushed against the next man’s groin.


“Where next for her, Peter? This is her fourth show and she wins whatever you put her in for.”


“To be honest I think I might sell her.”


“What?” The Prince sat forward immediately. “Why on Earth would you do that?”


“She was a challenge. Now I’ve made her into what I wanted her to be, she bores me. I want to do it again. I want to pay big money to take in a girl of my choosing from anywhere in the world, not just from meat markets, and mould her just like I did that one.”


“Well if you sell her, you’ll certainly have plenty of money! She’s the second hottest property on the circuit.”


“Would you mind, Your Highness?”


“Of course not, Peter. She’s yours, you won her fair and square after all.”


“I have a buyer in mind and we can still stage the spectacle we always intended before she’s sold.”


Down on the arena sands, Ayesha was being penetrated at mouth and anus while the whips rose and fell on her vanquished opponents. Peter studied her face on one of the video screens. Her cheeks were hollowing as she sucked vigorously on the cock shaft which was stretching her lips wide. Her eyes were closed in delight and white sperm from previous ejaculations glistened and dripped from her chin. She was a beautiful creature, Peter admitted, and a devoted and talented slave, but ultimately she was boring. Her very obedience, which would make her so valuable on the open market was what lessened her appeal for him. He recalled fondly the charge he had got from reducing the cunning, manipulative and promiscuous hedonist that Ayesha had once been to a humble and grateful slave who would thank him if he allowed her to lick his sperm from the floor. It was time he repeated the experience with adequate funds to take a girl from anywhere in the world and erase her previous identity completely.


Up on a screen he watched as a thick, gleaming shaft was withdrawn from her gaping anus and its load was shot in glutinous spurts over her welt-laced back.

 


Brian breathed out a thick cloud of aromatic cigar smoke, settled happily back in his seat and gazed around him. The Common Room at The Lodge was in full, after-dinner flow. He had been guest of honour that night to celebrate the end of his apprenticeship and the signing of his full contract as deputy slave trainer to the CSL stable. In the two months he had been at The Lodge he had settled in well, quickly learning his duties around the house itself, demonstrating care for the Housegirls as well as maintaining strict discipline. He had won the respect of the members through his quiet efficiency in preparing the girls for dungeon sessions and his unobtrusive supervision of them. He had developed a high degree of skill with a cane and could make a girl take far more than she could normally tolerate. With the gladiators he had proved an invaluable asset to Carlo, his training as an agent for a government department meant that he was able to teach his charges some new holds and throws. The slaves were worked harder and more consistently now they had two handlers, and their status as mere instruments of male pleasure was more constantly drummed into them by increased sexual use and more constant beating.


His own submissive, Amelia, had been introduced to The Lodge and as the property of a member of staff rather than a paying member, she had been given the equivalent rank of a Housegirl who had been purchased at auction. After a week of training under Madame Stalevsky, she had settled in quickly as well and was in residence as frequently as her work in the City permitted. Beside Brian, John Carpenter, the owner of The Lodge and Carlo’s partner in the CSL stable, was tapping cigar ash down the décolletage of a giggling Housegirl who was kneeling beside him. Madame Stalevsky, the feared and loved Madam of the club looked on indulgently from across the table. Carlo was enjoying the attentions of a Housegirl whose head was buried between his thighs and bobbing up and down urgently. Out in the centre of the floor one of the members was putting on a show in Brian’s honour and as he called for quiet, slowly activity ceased. Beside Brian, Carlo sighed and relaxed as the Housegirl swallowed his ejaculation and settled back on her heels to watch the show as well.


The member’s submissive was a fairly well known ballerina and stood beside him entirely naked apart from her collar, lead and ballet pumps. Once the room was quiet, the member clicked his fingers. At the signal the girl went up onto points and once she was settled swept her arms up and out, then slowly she curved her torso forwards and lifted her left leg out behind her and slightly to the side. With her head thrown back, her arms wide and even her fingers elegantly spread, she balanced right on the tips of the toes of one foot. Between her shapely but immensely powerful thighs, her pubic mound was plainly visible with the soft slit of the vulva plain to see. The audience applauded and her master took a bow, then produced a heavy, leather bladed flogger and went to stand behind her.


“Madame Stalevsky, Gentlemen and Housegirls; if you would be so good as to keep count… ….”


With short, downward flicks of the whip the beating began. The blades landed meatily on the sexflesh and a fascinated audience dutifully called the count. The ballerina even managed to hold her set, stage smile until the count went above ten lashes, then small strained grunts of effort began to escape her. Brian could see her biting her lower lip and her eyes screwed tight shut as the heavy whip shook her with each lash and threatened to upset her fragile balance. After the seventeenth lash and with sweat pouring off her she finally had to come down off points and bring her other leg down, while her hand rubbed at the stinging flesh between her thighs. She got a sympathetic cheer and applause but her master would have none of it.


He held up his hand for silence. “She is trained to take a minimum of twenty lashes,” he announced. “She has failed me in public and must be punished!”


There were resounding cheers and Brian noted a blush suffuse the ballerina’s cheeks as she contemplated further public discipline. 


In the event, she was taken into the middle of the room and suspended by her ankles, then the master called Brian out.


Smiling and blushing himself a little, Brian joined the master beside the gracefully hanging body.


“I laid the lashes on much more heavily than usual to make sure she’d fail,” the master whispered under the ribald cheers and suggestions from the members as to what Brian should do with the girl. “Now she can really show you a trick! You’re in for a blowjob like you’ve never had before!”


Brian stood a couple of feet behind the girl’s head. Like a circus ringmaster her master commanded “Hup!” and smacked her again between the legs with his whip. Obediently and with immense strength the ballerina arched her back, holding her arms out at right angles to her body, slowly her head came up to the level of Brian’s groin. The men in the audience immediately cheered wildly. He unzipped himself and took out his cock, shuffling forward a little to slip himself into the waiting mouth. With no support at all from her arms and using only the strength of her back she lifted and lowered her head, bringing Brian gently to his climax while all the time her master’s whip tormented the soft sexflesh between the superbly toned thighs.


Once the show was over and Brian had been cheered to the rafters as he ejaculated into the ballerina’s mouth and then over her face, the room sprang back into action. He felt it was probably the best evening of his life as he gazed round at the multitude of nude and nearly nude females being prepared to serve their masters. Carlo clapped him on the back.


“I’ll keep an eye on the dungeons tonight. So you relax and have a good time.” He took a cigar from his pocket and offered it to Brian. “Go and have a stroll outside, I think you’ll enjoy it.”


There was a glint in his eye as he lit Brian’s cigar for him and Brian felt that there might be something worth going out for. Besides, although he loved every inch of The Lodge and all it contained, he felt truly at home out in the stableyard with the arena slaves. In the next couple of days he would be accompanying Carlo on an expedition to purchase two new slaves - the first that CSL had bought rather than won. It was a measure of his success that Carlo was taking him along.


He strolled down the huge staircase, turned and wandered through the maze of ‘below stairs’ corridors and finally felt the mild night air on his face as he stepped out onto the cobbles. He took a long draw on the cigar and looked up at the night sky. It was clear enough to see the Milky Way and he really felt that if only Amelia had been able to get away from work, then he couldn’t have asked for any more.


Humming a tune to himself and still revelling in the glow of the blowjob, Brian strolled towards the stables.










Chapter 6



 


 

At the door of the stableblock he paused. He could hear the sounds of breathing as the slaves slept deeply, recovering from the day’s exertions, occasionally there was the rustling of straw as one or other of them stirred in her sleep. He dropped his cigar butt and ground it out before entering the stable, mindful of the strict rules which applied with so much straw about. He glanced in at Ox, her blonde hair fanned out and glimmered faintly in the twilight. Then he paced softly along, ignoring Cherry in her stall and finally admitting to himself why he was there. The blonde. Blondie herself.


She was the icing on the cake. He was surely the envy of every other young handler and trainer on the circuit. He helped train the legendary blonde gladiator. Not that nowadays she needed much in the way of training, it was more a question of keeping her in prime condition. But early morning runs with her in harness, pulling a specially weighted trap and watching that superb body strain at its work and sweat under the lash, while envious guests stood and watched, made Brian feel that he was one seriously lucky young man. Usually, on those days Carlo let him exercise Blondie, he would finish by having her bend forward, still harnessed between the shafts and then he would stand behind her and take her. There was never any need for any preliminary fingering. The blonde’s cunt was always open and slicked after tasting the first whip of the day. Smiling in the twilight, Brian leaned on the stall’s half door and then straightened up in shock, his heart racing. The stall was empty.


He spun round towards the door, ready to raise the alarm but there was a female silhouette framed in the moonlit rectangle. It was Patti. She chuckled huskily and lifted a hand to proffer a glass of champagne.


“Congratulations Mr Hilton, sir. I took the liberty of removing Blondie to provide a little celebration on the occasion of your becoming fully qualified to whip every female in the place.” Brian grinned and stepped forwards to take his glass from her. “Of course,” Patti went on, her voice becoming more and more husky, “there were those of us who always knew you could flog and fuck with the best of them.”


Over the previous months they had come to enjoy a fairly close relationship. Together, but always unquestioningly under Carlo’s authority, they disciplined and dominated the other grooms and ponies, making them the instruments of both their pleasures. With the arena slaves they shared a professional pride in the care, training and presentation of their charges - again they often enjoyed them at the same time, Patti being licked out by a tongue at one end while Brian was plundering the cunt at the other. 


But when they were alone, Patti submitted utterly to him and Brian had become adept at piercing, pegging and flogging to the blood using her body to train on. These skills he then used on Amelia, when she wasn’t required by the guests, so they both had reasons to be grateful to the experienced Patti.


Taking his hand she led him back into the yard and then through the arch at the back and out into the parkland beyond. Even under the trees the moon was bright enough to see by and somewhere over on their right a nightingale burst into its bubbling torrents of song. As the path began a long slope down to the ornamental lake, a large beech stood beside it, throwing a massive branch across the narrow strip of tarmac. From the branch a human form dangled upside down. It was Blondie, ankle suspended and with her legs spread wide apart. From between the long thighs a candle fluttered and winked its light in the faintly stirring air. Below and slightly to one side of the hanging slave a table and chairs had been set out on the path. Brian laughed in pure delight and as they neared the slave he saw that Patti had laid out an array of his favourite implements. There was a crop, the short martinet for tits and cunts, the long leather strap, wide at the handle and narrowing as it went, a suede flogger, a driving whip; everything he could have wished for plus two delectable slaves to apply them to and a bottle of champagne.


Patti almost skipped the final yards and then shrugged off her blouse and stepped out of her skirt, retaining only her high-heeled thigh boots to emphasise her long legs. Then, turning back to face Brian she proudly displayed the full ripeness of her body, moonlight shining on the curves, night shadows forming inviting areas of mystery. She poured two more glasses of champagne and handed one to him as he examined the blonde more closely.


The candle inserted into her vagina had been in long enough to have formed a thick cone of cooled wax between her spread legs but despite the length of time she had been suspended and the number of searing globules that had dribbled down the candle and puddled on her labia, she still wore her habitual look of distant impassivity. 


“Good girl,” Brian whispered. “You need a bit of whip about now, eh?”


He reached out and stroked her cheek. For a moment she nuzzled his hand and closed her eyes in pleasure. Chuckling softly, Brian stood up, extinguished the candle and worked it out of her body, making sure that it left the mound of wax behind.


“Pass me the suede flogger, Patti,” he said, then drained his glass and set to work. He employed none of the teasing flicks and strokes he would have with a Housegirl to get started. With any arena slave - and with Blondie especially - the only way to get a reaction was to flog at full strength from the outset. He lifted his arm and swung the leathers down, again and again, until the wax had split, flaked and finally fallen away to reveal the engorged, softly open lips of the sex. The blonde’s arms were tied wrist to elbow behind her but Brian knew that that was just a formality, she would have made no move to lessen the impact of the flogging even had she been able. As it was she had done no more than twist and sway a little during the final lashes when the whip had been landing full on her flesh.


Slightly breathless Brian stood back and admired the pale form, hanging like an exotic fruit from the branch. Patti handed him another drink and took the whip, suggesting he sat down and relaxed for a minute.


That sounded fine to him. Sipping champagne and watching by the light of the candles on the table, Brian saw Patti walk behind the suspended slave and free her hands, then she began to wield the whip once more between the legs. This time she got more of a reaction from Blondie. The blades of the whip were now impacting initially on the rear of the cunt and the full bite of the tips was falling on the clitoris. 


At first the slave let her hands hang down and seemed content to luxuriate in the pain, emitting low, throaty groans as the pleasure mounted. But after a few minutes she lifted her hands to her crotch and pulled her clitoral hood back, the better to experience the beating. When her orgasm overwhelmed her, her hands plunged into her vagina and urgently thrust into her, careless of the lashes still slamming home. 


Patti was quite certain the blonde could hang for a little longer without risk of harm and Brian set about taking full advantage of his celebratory treat. He had Patti stand up against the blonde and ordered the two women to begin a vertical sixty-nine. Blondie’s long tresses hung down between Patti’s spread legs as, for her part, the redhead buried her face in the whip-swollen and moistened sex. He had them grip each other by their calves so their arms were clear of each other’s bodies. Then he set about whipping the two-backed beast he had created, using the driving whip.


He took his time, circling the pair and firing in flicks with the wicked cord that left - even in the moonlight - clear, dark laces across the pale skins. Moans and cries of pleasure began to mount and become more shrill, fingers began to replace tongues and as a result the sounds of cunts squelching greedily filled the moonlit scene while the whip hissed with deceptive gentleness. The women orgasmed almost simultaneously, Patti nearly up to her wrist in Blondie, Blondie chewing and sucking on Patti’s clit mercilessly.


As the two sighed in the wake of their climaxes, reluctantly Brian lowered the slave and let her lie for a moment before taking her back to the stables. He would have liked to have spent longer plying the whip but Blondie would have to take her regular ration during training the next day and in any case she had hung for as long as was good for her.


Arm in arm, he and Patti walked back to the yard. Behind them, on a rein from her tongue ring came the tall blonde. Once back in her stall though, Brian granted himself release from the pressure that had been growing since soon after his blowjob in the Common Room. Whispering commands so as not to wake the other slaves, he had the blonde get down only onto hands and knees and then he knelt behind her. In the dark his fingers traced the smooth curves of the buttocks, finding the valley between them and tracing the ridges of her anus before encountering the moist warmth of the eager sex, its full lips still sensitised by the whip and the subsequent cunnilingus, so much so that his first touch provoked a soft groan of delight.


“I’ll wait upstairs,” Patti whispered fondly.


“Wrist restraints on,” Brian whispered back as he felt the slave’s strong vagina caress his slowly invading cock. “Put out the crop. I’ll be buggering you once I’ve thrashed you.”

 

Patti’s bedhead thumped softly against the wall as Brian thrust brutally into her backside, then withdrew slowly until just his helm was stretching the sphincters to their maximum. He paused and enjoyed the sight of Patti’s lush body beneath him. Her back was striped from the whipping in the woods, her hands were pulled out in front of her and fastened to the ends of the bedhead, exposing her welts to have his fingers dug into them as he plundered her innards. Nestling snugly against him her wide buttocks bore freshly inscribed tramlines from the crop. Sighing in pleasure Brian rammed himself back home, the bed thumped again and Patti grunted as he impaled her. He pulled back and prepared for another charge but was suddenly aware of footsteps on the stairs to Patti’s room. A fragrant cloud of cigar smoke announced Carlo’s approach.


Brian rammed Patti again as the Spaniard reached the top of the stairs and smiled at the scene.


“Aah!” Patti gave a half groan, half gasp as Brian slammed to the hilt once more.


“Has she been good this evening?” Carlo asked.


“Yes, why?”


“Oooh!” There was a wavering cry of despair from Patti as Brian nearly withdrew altogether. “Huhmm!” A stifled grunt followed as she was treated to the full length of his cock ramming her once again.


“I’ve not been impressed by the way the slaves have been turned out recently. One or two of the members have commented on tack looking shabby and hair looking untidy.” Carlo paused and watched for a moment as Brian, realising that his attention was required, began to slam into Patti in earnest, hastening his climax. He gasped in delight after only four or five thrusts as he felt himself expand and then pump several satisfyingly large wads of sperm into the tight confines of Patti’s back passage. Beneath him she moaned appreciatively as she received his benison then winced as he pulled clear abruptly.


“You know,” Carlo went on as Brian hastily tidied himself up. “I think our head groom is getting a bit slack. Tomorrow morning I want the full stable complement lined up to witness punishment at the post.”


There was a whimper from the bed. Patti looked up, pale and tight lipped. The post was the ultimate in punishment.


“I want you to give her twenty-five with the knotted scourge. Mounted however you like.”


“Yes, Carlo. Thank you,” Brian managed to say, his thoughts whirling.


Carlo took Brian’s vacated place behind Patti and began to unzip his flies with one hand and with the other delved between her thighs. He chuckled as he found her cunt oozing with her own juices even as her anus was dripping with Brian’s.


Brian made his way downstairs and across the corner of the yard to ascend his own steps to his room. Carlo had paid him the highest compliment he could; he was trusting him to deliver a proper punishment to one of the most valuable slaves in the whole place. The knotted scourge was feared by all the slaves but, he grinned in the dark as he recalled one or two previous occasions he had witnessed its use, it did make for a terrific show.


He undressed in the dark and was about to head for the shower when there was a rustling from the bed.


“Does the master need cleaning?” Amelia’s whispered enquiry came from the darkness.


Brian laughed in delight. The perfect end to a perfect day. His very own slave had somehow managed to pull time off from her work.


“Yes,” he said. “The master has been up to his balls in Patti’s arse. He needs cleaning.”


There was further rustling and then the shadowy form of Amelia approached him and knelt. He breathed out in a sigh of bliss as he felt her soft lips caress him and encompass him. Then he was hardening once more and filling the clever little cavern of his slave’s mouth. He grasped her hair and felt her tongue begin its usual impassioned licking as he began the slow climb towards yet more pleasure.

 


The punishment took place at nine a.m. exactly. The ponies and arena slaves were lined up facing the sinister black pillar of the whipping post. Behind them were ranged the grooms and behind them were curious onlookers from amongst the Lodge members and Housegirls. Breathless and sweating, Patti stood naked beside the post. It had taken her nearly ten minutes of hard struggling to haul the tall, thick shaft of wood from out of the tack room, across the cobbles and to finally drop it into the hole in the centre of the yard. Brian had flicked back the metal plate that normally covered it; the only concession made to a slave sentenced to the post.


“Strip and prepare yourself!” He barked the order and noticed Carlo nodding imperceptibly from over by the doors into the kitchens. Amelia stood beside him and he was sure that the Spaniard would be taking full advantage of the way she would be moistening as the cruel spectacle unfolded. There was some scattered applause as Patti’s voluptuous nudity was revealed and cheers as she spread her legs, reached between them and began to frig herself. While the men in the audience enjoyed the show the slaves and Housegirls looked on nervously. None of them was in any doubt that it could be their turn next to face what was in store for Patti.


About four feet off the ground a wooden phallus curved proudly up and away from the post. It was of a girth that any woman would find testing, especially if the prospect of a flogging with the knotted scourge made her dry.


Patti worked at herself industriously until a ripple of amusement ran through the male onlookers as they heard the soft squelching of a well-lubricated cunt.


“Ready, Sir,” Patti said, looking up from her task, blushing and flustered.


Brian caught her round the waist and lifted her easily, positioning her with her back to the post and just above the prong. She reached down again and as Brian lowered her she held herself open and wriggled her way down onto it. He held her steady as Carlo made his way forward and knelt to bind her ankles together behind the post. Then he pulled her arms back and bound them at elbows and wrists, also behind the post. A ball gag was the final touch before Patti was ready for her punishment. As she had been prepared, Brian had held her and been able to look into her eyes as she prepared herself mentally for a punishment both of them knew was entirely unjustified. She was being sacrificed purely to prove to the assembled personnel that he had properly arrived as Carlo’s deputy. Though she had winced occasionally as Carlo had worked on her, Brian had seen some fear and some excitement but also respect. She knew he was a capable and strong whipmaster. She would be spared nothing but would not be harmed permanently and that gave rise to the mingled fear and excitement.


Brian stood back and held out his hand. A trembling groom handed him the feared implement and he ran it through his fingers as he surveyed his target. Patti’s entire weight was taken on her pubic mound where it rested on the phallus and the full sweep of her stomach and breasts were beautifully proffered to the whip. The tight bondage meant her shoulders were pulled back and likewise her thighs were bent back. Only her head fell forward, her thick hair cascading down onto her chest. He tutted irritably and instructed one of the grooms to tie it back. When it was done he stepped forward and shook out the whip. It consisted of five thick, square cut thongs, each of them four feet long and knotted several times along their length. After the final knot on each thong the leather had been cut into thin strips about six inches long. 


Patti raised her head, her eyes large and fearful, her ribcage heaved as she panted, the soft hills of her breasts trembling, the nipples fear and cold-hardened.


He pulled his arm back and swung in the first lash. It was aimed low and smacked across her pelvis, in particular it landed across her parted labia, snapping at her clitoris.


“One!” Carlo called as the slave’s body jerked and heaved, the head stretching back and a muffled scream coming from behind the gag. Brian swung in the second across her breasts and suddenly felt himself relax as the familiar delight he took in flagellation flooded through him. Patti looked breathtakingly desirable as despite the bondage she arched backwards, her breasts rippling and swinging in the aftermath, a series of deep red tracks carved instantly in the pale skin. From behind the gag came a long groan, the sinews in her neck standing out like thin ropes.


Brian swung in the third lash quickly.


“Three!” Carlo intoned quietly.


Patti’s head snapped forwards as the whip snapped across her stomach. Her breath caught as every muscle contracted. She had no breath to scream with.


Brian swept another lash across her vulva and watched calmly as the torso twisted and the head tossed.


“Four!”


The next three lashes he aimed at the smooth expanse of the thighs, moving steadily down from the crotch towards the knees. From various parts of the audience men’s voices called out in appreciation of a particularly good strike or cheered if the flogged slave was driven to lifting herself off, and then sinking back onto the phallus, as she writhed. A well-spaced ladder of dusky pink welts now marked Patti from knees to neck. 


Brian took a second’s break and shook the lashes to ensure that there were no tangles. He could see where the knots had left livid indents at intervals along the welts and at their ends he could see how the spiteful thin strips had fanned out and bitten with their own brand of venom. He knew that those grooms who had been on the receiving end of the scourge were admired and looked up to by the others. Once he had overheard one of them describing a flogging at Patti’s hands with it. She had whispered a description to her enthralled and horrified audience telling them how the main sting of the lashes in the aftermath of each strike was immediately eclipsed by the thudding impact of the knots delivering a deeper hurt and finally there was the hot stinging of the frayed ends. So each lash, the groom had said, was like getting three from ordinary implements.


The eighth, ninth and tenth lashes he spaced across her clenching stomach, then with Carlo’s dispassionate voice keeping score he put two more across her breasts. Patti’s head flew back as these last two, in quick succession took her to a region beyond pain or pleasure where it seemed to the onlookers as though every muscle locked against every other one. Quivering with tension the flogged body managed to move itself on the phallus and ironic cheers arose from the men.


Brian took another break and noticed the grooms and Housegirls were fidgeting, clenching their thighs together and wriggling as they juiced helplessly at the sight of the punishment. Carlo came to stand by his shoulder and joined him in contemplation of the panting, striped body before them.


“I reckon a steady repeat of the first dose. Maybe a bit harder, and she’ll know she’s been flogged,” Brian murmured.


Carlo nodded his agreement. “She’ll fuck like a madwoman when we take her down!”


Patti’s head had lolled forwards once more, rivulets of sweat began to course down her and in the gathering warmth of the morning Brian too felt the strain of his task and called for a drink of water. While they waited, the crowd, swollen now as word had got around chattered amongst themselves.


“C’mon, Brian!” someone called. “We’ve got eighteen holes to play before lunch.”


“How many of them are golf holes, Sir Thomas?” Carlo called back, smiling.


“About five!”


In the ensuing laughter, Brian took his drink and when Patti had recovered enough to look up and see the next lash coming, he resumed.


“Thirteen!”

 

The whip’s deceptively soft hissing as it swung and Carlo’s count with Patti’s answering muffled growls were the only sounds in the courtyard as Brian, using steady, controlled power, increased the density of the welts. The marks of the knots became darker as the punishment neared its climax, the stripes of the frayed lash-ends more livid and finally as the count reached twenty-four, the skin below the right breast split. Brian swung in the last lash across the sex again and opened up a final trickle of scarlet from Patti’s left hip then it was done.


“Very good. Very good indeed!” It was John Carpenter himself who came up behind Brian and laid a hand on his shoulder. “Opened her up just at the end! Very neatly done, Brian. You’re a fine judge of the whip and over the next couple of days you’ll be called on to help judge whipping flesh.” He was referring to the auction that he and Carlo were due to attend and Brian felt his chest expand with sheer pride. He was fully accepted into the company of the men he most admired.

 

As was the custom after a post whipping the men left Patti for a couple of hours before taking her down and watching her as she hauled it back to its place in the corner of the tack room. 


That evening Amelia had a guest’s room disk attached to her collar while she served in the Dining Room so Brian was only able to have her quickly, bent over the arm of a sofa, in the Common Room afterwards before she was called for service in the dungeons and then the guest’s bedroom. He felt tired anyway and the next morning he wanted to run the arena slaves hard before leaving them in John Carpenter’s and Patti’s care, so he turned in early and was amused to hear, as he crossed the stableyard, loud and passionate moans coming from Patti’s quarters as someone, maybe Carlo himself, tested his assertion that she would fuck like a madwoman after a thrashing like the one she had endured. 










Chapter 7



 


 

Raika groaned in helpless pleasure as she felt another push from the man standing between her raised and spread legs. His cock speared deep inside her and sent waves of exquisite sensation pulsing out from her vagina. He reached down and grasped her breasts roughly, mauling and crushing their softness, pinching the turgid nipples and making her gasp with the pain, even as she strained her ankles in their cuffs as she struggled to get more movement inside her.


“She’s a willing enough screw, I’ll give her that,” said the big man standing over Raika’s head. From between her spread legs, her owner laughed smugly. 


“She’s been traded so often that she knows her place perfectly.” Her master smiled down at her with not a trace of affection. “On the end of her master’s cock,” he finished and thrust into her again so hard she grunted in shock.


“Or at the end of his whip,” the big man with the accent, Irish she had hazarded a guess when he had first appeared in the stable that morning, contributed from above her.


Raika felt it was only right and proper that she should be discussed like this; lying prostrate beneath two men, her body open and available to whoever wanted it. It was a good body. She was proud of it and it constituted her one and only possession in the whole world. She was not much above five foot tall, with silky, dusky skin and long glossy black hair. She was leggy and slim where it mattered but with good sturdy hips and generous buttocks. Her breasts were her pride and joy though. Full and well rounded, they rode proudly on her chest with plum coloured areolas and nipples at their peaks. There was no sign of a crease where their undercurves met her chest and when she lay on her back they formed smooth but firm and symmetrical hillocks. Men seldom failed to take any opportunity to enjoy them, either by fondling them or whipping them or subjecting them to intricate procedures in dungeons. She had learned to take pleasure and pride in the many ways men found to seek their own pleasure with her body. 


Raika tensed her back against the wood of the table on which she lay and involuntarily she tested the restraints which held her hands down at her sides. The big Irishman had moved round to her side and now held a flogger. He was looking at her breasts speculatively.


“If Suarez is looking for a groom for the CSL stable, as I’ve heard he is, then he will be wanting a girl who can take cock and whip,” he said softly. “And I want to make sure he gets her.”


“Be my guest,” her master replied, thrusting into her again and smiling once more, his teeth brilliantly white against his black skin.


Raika cried out as the Irishman brought the leathers smacking down onto her breasts, making them wobble as well as starting a thrilling burning and stinging inside them. Simultaneously her master began to accelerate his rhythm of thrust and withdrawal. Helplessly she spiralled into the darkly ecstatic sensation of being a naked woman entirely at the mercy of men who would let nothing stand in the way of their pleasure.

 

She had been brought up in Northern India, among the foothills of the Himalayas. Her father was a groom to a string of polo ponies and she had spent all her childhood in stables. She still had no idea of what sort of trouble he had got into but at the age of nineteen she found that he had given her away to pay off some debt or other. It was far from unheard of for a girl to be bartered in that way, so she had set out to make the best she could of things. Very quickly she learned that a girl in her situation was fair game for any man, let alone the one to whom she belonged. Her first owner had been a fat jeweller, fond of watching while his guests enjoyed her. He introduced her to the whip when she failed to please and after a couple of years sold her on. She had passed from master to master, becoming accustomed to cruel usage and eventually finding that if she accepted her lot, it brought a strange landscape of pleasure with it. Her first orgasms were brain shattering experiences, it felt as if a damn had at long last burst inside her and she began to actively seek out ways to please men. Her value increased as she discovered her ability to orgasm under discipline and eventually she had been brought here where she had found fulfilment of a sort.


Here there were human ponies and once she had got over her initial shock, she found that driving them and preparing them brought back happy memories and she discovered a new talent. The slaves raced and fought in her master’s arena and she helped groom them and feed them and muck out their stalls. She was too slight to be much use in the arena itself but her flair for grooming and understanding her charges soon became apparent and she had settled in happily under a regime which saw to it that her talents were fully used in the stables while the guards made sure her body was kept fully employed as well.

 

Bucking and twisting in a fury of masochistic delight Raika climaxed as her master erupted inside her and the Irishman mercilessly lashed her helpless, tender breasts.


She gasped and panted her way back to consciousness in time to see the Irishman nod to her master as he pulled out of her.


“She’ll do,” he said.

 


“I want to pick up a new groom,” Carlo told Brian as their plane levelled out in the brilliant sun above the clouds. “If we’re getting two more fighters, I want a groom in attendance at all times. Patti could do with the help if she’s got seven to look after.”


“What specialities are we looking in the fighters?” Brian asked.


“This isn’t a public auction. This is strictly between stables, that’s why John isn’t coming, it’s not one of the auctions covered by the wager we won with Brien. Owners from time to time get rid of surplus stock and buy in new stuff to strengthen squads. There’s a meeting of owners and trainers before the auction and there we’ll see how the shows are likely to develop. Let’s keep our eyes and ears wide open eh? Then we can assess what skills are going to be in demand,” Carlo replied thoughtfully.


Brian settled back and ran through the discipline regime he and Carlo had left for everyone back at The Lodge.


If they followed instructions and ran each slave every morning in front of the weighted trap, made them haul logs through the thick mud down by the river, worked them hard in the training ring and made them run the assault course every day, then they shouldn’t come to any harm before he and Carlo got back. He was looking forward to his first chance to see behind the scenes at an arena when some of the CSL slaves were hired out and he was anxious that his charges might be allowed to slip from peak condition. He and Carlo discussed the slaves’ diet happily for an hour or two then settled down to doze as the plane droned on towards South America.


In the middle of the following morning they stood, where their taxi had dropped them, mopping the sweat from their brows, in front of the sprawling hacienda which was home to Alberto Salazar, their host. A beautiful girl with high Mongolian cheekbones ushered them into the cool, tiled interior and then out onto a terrace with views of his massive estate and, most importantly, his arena; the bulk of which loomed about a quarter of a mile distant.


Their host, swarthy and tall, with shiny black hair and open, friendly features, greeted them warmly and was soon deep in conversation with Carlo. Brian had a chance to look around while they talked. Drinks were being served by girls dressed bizarrely - given the location - in French maids’ outfits. Their tanned skin made the white stockings of their uniforms especially attractive to his mind and he felt his cock begin to stir as he watched men fondle and grope at them with careless arrogance. The men were all owners accompanied by their trainers. Immensely wealthy, they carried themselves with absolute self-belief and confidence. They laughed and joked together, one large man on the far side of the room caught Brian’s eye. Weatherbeaten features, neatly trimmed and greying beard, broad shoulders. That had to be the famous Conor Brien, widely credited with starting the whole arena project and deadly enemy of his own boss. Fortunately, just as Brien seemed to become aware of Carlo’s presence, Salazar called everyone into the cavernous dining room for a conference.


Beneath two huge, glittering chandeliers stood a long dining table surrounded by exquisitely carved chairs with nameplates in front of them. The men’s shoes sounded thunderous on the polished wooden floor and their voices echoed under the tall ceiling, particularly the laughter as they saw the wrist-suspended slaves hanging above the table from chains descending from steel hoops in the ceiling itself. Their naked feet dangled about two feet above the mirror-like polished wood of the table. Brian counted ten slaves. They were clearly gladiators, toned, fit, strong and on this occasion, hooded. 


“Please take your places, gentlemen!” their host invited. “And of course during the meeting, feel free to use the maids as you please. As for the other….decorations. We will enjoy them over lunch.”


Brian kept a wary eye on his boss and Conor Brien but clearly whoever had laid out the places had been well aware of the animosity between the two and they were at opposite ends of the table.


Salazar opened proceedings by addressing them all and summarising the success to date of the modern arenas.


“So, my good friends,” he concluded. “It is now that we must take stock; yes, so far so good, but we can do more! Share your ideas with us all, I beg you!”


So saying he sat down and looked around expectantly.


Someone to Brian’s left cleared their throat and spoke in an American accent.


“I don’t know about you guys, but I’m getting some real high flyers, real movers and shakers coming to the shows now. I’m talking Senators and Congessmen here! And some Congress women!” There was a ripple of amusement as the gathering considered what usually happened to women in the arena crowds. “Now I reckon if we can get the crowds more involved somehow,” he went on, “it’s gotta be good news for us.”


“I agree!” An African spoke up. “At my last show I had half the government. If we can keep on giving good value, we can even get the crowds to press the governments to make us legitimate in some parts of the world!”


“I’ve been toying with the idea of numbered seats… …..” Voices began to join from around the table as conversations started on the terrace were now aired publicly.


“Sort of a lottery….”


“Yeah, and the prizes are up there!”


More laughter as the men looked up at the dangling forms.


It was quickly decided that at future shows numbered tickets would be kept careful record of, rather than seat numbers, and as punishment floggings were announced for the losers in any contest, out in the arena, the MC would make a draw, the winner - or winners, of which would be invited down to help deliver the punishments.


“I’ve been thinking about the punishments,” a quiet voice announced once that course of action had been decided on. Brian glanced along the table and saw a hawkish looking Arab had spoken. It was Prince Hassan of Bakhtar, Brian could remember glimpsing him in the owner’s box at his arena, where he had first met Carlo and begged for a job.


“For a long time now I have felt that they hinder the pace of the day’s entertainment….”


Brian listened keenly as the Prince expounded his ideas. He had witnessed some of the Prince’s ideas at first hand. 


Up to that time, the Prince reminded his colleagues, after each event a tally of lashes to be administered to the losing stable’s slaves was offered to the crowd. If the tally got the thumbs down, it was increased until it got the thumbs up. In that way the slaves had every incentive to put on a good show, so that in the event they lost, there was a chance that a well-pleased crowd would be merciful. The Prince wasn’t intending changing that but what he was suggesting was that the punishments should be noted and then staged at the end of the day’s show.


“It will be like a whole new event,” he explained, appearing not even to notice that his hand was up under the miniscule skirt of a maid on his right. “The crowd can settle down in the evening to enjoy the spectacle of cruelty that they themselves have devised, and now, some lucky ones will get to take part in it,” he concluded.


There was a cheerful chorus of agreement as the men contemplated the sight of a whole day’s punishments being deliciously dished out in one big helping under the floodlights. Oiled and gleaming bodies twisting and writhing under the lashes out in the arena, before being publicly enjoyed by the guards. On the terraces there would be outright orgies as the crowd watched on the giant video screens.


Once that had been agreed a large man with short black hair and a thick moustache took the floor. Carlo explained that this was Osman, the man who had introduced the studded whips into the shows. 


“You know my friends, when it comes to cruelty, the Romans wrote the book. I’ve been doing some research and although what I read sickened me, I think there is something we can use…..”


He went on to explain how during some games, performers such as minstrels and choirs would be hired to sing and perform in the arenas before the games began - at least that was what they thought. Once the performance was under way however, wild animals would be released and the crowds howled with laughter at the subsequent slaughter.


Brian and Carlo exchanged horrified glances but Osman was holding up a hand, aware of the murmur of protest running round the table.


“Relax, my friends,” he said grinning widely. “I am not proposing anything so barbaric. Merely that the crowds might enjoy a sort of cruel practical joke. Suppose a man wants to give his sub, slave, mistress or whatever a special present. He buys them both tickets to a show at an arena and for a price he buys her a chance to deliver some punishment down in the arena itself, but once she is down there… …….” He spread his hands expressively and sat back.


The other men grinned broadly as they contemplated a happy, waving woman walking out onto the sands, believing she was going to play a part in the show. The video screens would show her expression in close up as she realised what part she was going to play - and there was no way out.


The owners and their trainers sat back, laughing and talking as they absorbed progress so far. The maids came round again, Brian helped himself to a blowjob from one then Salazar called them to order again.


“Gentlemen, we still have much to discuss before we can relax fully. Now I think we should aim to have the squads up to seventy girls by the end of next year….”


Suddenly the owners’ attention was riveted back on matters such as the cost of food and bedding, the wages for extra guards and trainers, new barracks and bigger stadiums. Arguments began in earnest and it was late in the afternoon before they broke for lunch. Several new events had been agreed, including an extension to the log pulling contests. In addition to the ‘sprints’ with two or three gladiators hauling three or four relatively short logs, it had been agreed that full tree trunks should be experimented with and an adequate number of slaves decided upon to haul them, lengthwise, using long ropes slung over their shoulders. The feeling was that it would make for a fine spectacle of straining femininity under heavy whipping. The Prince of Bakhtar’s trainer - Peter Lang- suggested a further use for the defeated team after each show and was able to show how it would increase revenue flow. 


Brian had seen something similar to what the Englishman was proposing in Bakhtar and had to admit it was one of the most intensely exciting things he had ever seen. However, beside him, Carlo shook his head dubiously and voiced his concerns to the meeting about the prospect of increasing ‘turnover’ in the stables; if events became too harsh then the frequency with which worn out stock would have to be sold on and new slaves bought in and trained could result in increased expenditure rather than increased profit.


“You’re going soft in your old age, Suarez,” Conor Brien growled from the other end of the table.


Instantly, Salazar butted in before Carlo could reply. “Gentlemen, I suggest that at the next show we give Peter’s idea a trial and assess its impact on the slaves concerned from there. Agreed? Good, drinks are served on the terrace and we will return for lunch in a few minutes.”

 


Either by design or good fortune, there always seemed to be a press of men between Carlo and Conor Brien during the drinks break and an uneasy peace descended once more.


Fortunately, back in the Dining Room, Salazar’s staff had provided sufficient entertainment to take everyone’s mind off any feuds. For one thing the table was laid with a mouth watering array of hors d’oeuvres, but for another along one wall of the huge room a row of hogtied slaves had been positioned, presumably the ones who had been suspended during the earlier meeting. Now they were restrained with just their knees touching the floor; their arms had been pulled back over a steel bar which ran along behind all of them before their wrists had been tied to their ankles. The result was a row of delightfully presented slaves who, in the wake of their long suspension previously now gasped and whimpered softly. The significance of the open mouths was not lost on the assembly and neither was the way the breasts were presented. As the meal progressed several guards provided background music by passing up and down the line, flicking short, stiff whips at them, making little yelps of pain punctuate the soft murmur of female discomfort. As the meal progressed any man who fancied availing himself could wander over and take his pick of the well-trained mouths waiting to service his cock.


When coffee was served and the men began to mingle once again, Brian found himself standing next to their host as they both sampled the ardent depths of the throats available to them. As they both finished, jerking their hips forwards, holding their selected slave’s face hard against them and ignoring any spluttering or choking their eruptions caused, Brian complimented Senor Salazar on the way the slaves had, without the need for gags, kept their reactions to their restraint and the whip respectfully quiet.


Salazar looked at him. “It’s Mister… ….Holden no?” he said.


“Brian, please, Senor.”


“Brian, then. You are asisstant to Carlo, he is a good teacher. You listen, you learn much with him.”


“I try, Senor.”


“Good,” the man nodded thoughtfully. “As for my slaves, I thank you on behalf of my staff. They have devised a ‘special’ punishment and as this is a special event, any disturbance to my honoured guests will instantly earn a ‘special’. You want to see a special?”


“I would love to!” Brian said.


Salazar clicked his fingers and a guard walked over quickly. “Pick any three of these and give them a special. Then my friends here can see them when we go to look at my arena. Now, more coffee, my young friend.” Salazar took Brian’s arm as three slaves picked at random were unfastened from the line and led away. 

 

The sky above the distant mountains was clear and pale blue, shading down to purple as it neared the horizon, there was still plenty of light however and the air was refreshingly clear and chill as, nearly two hours later, Senor Salazar led his guests out onto the terrace in preparation for a guided tour of the arena and its compound. The owners and trainers, mellowed by good wine and food burst into spontaneous applause as they saw the line of two-pony traps drawn up to convey them along the quarter mile drive. Brian and Carlo climbed aboard the nearest one and settled themselves behind the driver who perched on a high seat in front of them. With a chorus of snaps from driving whips and vocal urgings from the drivers the traps lumbered off, wheels rumbling on the tarmac, pony plumes nodding, shoes clopping and scraping on the road. Pulling four wheel traps with the weight of three men in them was a task that stretched even two well trained slaves and consequently the still air reverberated with the crack of whips playing on soft, smooth, female flesh and beside him Brian heard Carlo laugh softly. “It’s a great life, eh, Brian?” he said as he settled back and admired the view of the grassland, terminating only at the feet of the distant mountains which lined the horizon beyond the arena.


After a few minutes the cavalcade was passing between the substantial stone buildings of the barracks - as their driver informed them. Already the first lights were showing from the small windows and the courtyard in the centre of the compound was also lit. Here the traps were halted and Salazar invited everyone to alight for a moment.


In the centre of the yard, three, planked boards had been propped up and the three slaves selected for the special were undergoing it. Brian whistled in appreciation.


The boards were big, eight or nine feet tall and hinged legs at the backs supported them at an angle. On the fronts of the boards the unfortunate slaves were displayed in X shapes. They were ball gagged but even so the high pitched groans and squeals were audible - if muffled. The bodies were in constant movement, twisting and arching as far as they could in the stringent bondage. The reason for their discomfort was clear; their breasts were tightly bound and had been beaten. 


Salazar saw Brian looking incredulous at the tightness of the breast binding. The breastflesh stood out from the heaving chests in what were almost perfect spheres, so tight were the straps at their roots. Angry, thin, red stripes criss crossed the drum-tight skin and all in all he could well understand why the slaves were in almost constant motion as they sought to distract themselves from their pain.


“Uncured rawhide, my young friend,” Salazar said, coming over to Brian. “From long practice we have learned how to measure a slave’s breast root and match that with exactly the length of rawhide which will provide her with much instruction in how a good slave should suffer for her masters. Without, of course, damaging her assets!”


“I get it!” Brian enthused. “You soak the hide, tie it and then let it dry!”


“Exactly! A slow torment, and,” he gestured to a bored looking guard, “one that is excruciatingly heightened by the occasional application of the breast cane.”


The slaves must have heard him because there was a flurry of writhing and muffled squeals.


“Give them one more and then take them down!” he instructed the man.


The guard took up a wickedly thin two foot length of cane and with no preamble at all flicked it across the tops of the nearest slave’s breasts, twice, and before she could properly absorb that pain he flicked two more to the undersides and finished with a swipe across the incredibly swollen nipples. The slave’s back arched and her whole body shuddered, no sound escaped her however, apart from a soft sigh as she slumped in her chains.


“We have very well-disciplined slaves, Brian. You were quite right! Now, on the way home I will be asking everyone to select a slave for the night. But for you, you may choose one of these three.” Salazar beamed at him and Brian stammered out his thanks as the second slave was reduced to rigid immobility by the cane. As the third began to receive her dose, he picked the second one. Her breasts were the biggest and after this treatment, they would be ultra sensitive. Salazar gave instructions and before they all climbed back into the traps, there was much amusement as some of the men discovered the leakage from between the legs of the inert slaves.


Brian was impressed by the arena itself when they finally reached it. It was much bigger than the one in Bakhtar, the accommodation for the visiting team of gladiators and staff was comfortable and well laid out. Each cell had a simple bed with the communal washing and toilet facilities opposite the doors. The dressing rooms, where the teams would be harnessed, armoured or buckled into their various accoutrements were large and airy but leading off from them, and newly added, were fully equipped medical treatment rooms.


Presiding over these were two female doctors who were very plainly not as available as the other females on the hacienda. They were both hard faced, stern and dressed in trousers. Brian thought that a slave would pay in kind for her treatment at their hands.


“In comparison to the outlay for new stock,” Salazar told them, “this came very cheap. And after the last show, my two ministering angels here, were able to parade my full stable as fit for combat only a week later. As the arenas grow more popular we must think in terms of more shows, fitter slaves and bigger spectacles.”


On their way back to the house, the traps stopped at the barracks again and the visitors were led through the relatively comfortable rooms with rows of bunks, beside which stood a delightful array of submissive slaveflesh, legs apart, eyes respectfully lowered and hands behind backs. Each man made a choice for the night and as the traps rumbled off in the deepening twilight, the slaves trotted behind, their leads trailing from the hands of their owner’s guests.


Once back in the light and splendour of the house, the slaves were led away by the household staff and in small groups the men took nightcaps in the main drawing room. Brian loved the conversations he found himself engaged in, everyone there had their own opinions about what constituted a good diet for a gladiator, what was the best way of training a slave to tolerate the studded whips, what was the best mixture to spread on butt plugs…..He was still earnestly engaged when Carlo tapped him on the arm.


“Auction tomorrow, don’t forget. I want to talk before we go, so get an early night.”


The bedrooms were spacious, the beds low and wide. His chosen slave was tied on her back, wrists and ankles shackled to the posts. She raised her head and looked at him, wide eyed with apprehension as he entered. She’d had a long day he reflected as he showered; but then so had he, maybe just a quick shag and sleep. No. A quick shag, a suck, a slight beating and then finish off in her mouth….?


He walked back into the bedroom naked and looked down at the girl. Her breasts still bore the deep grooves caused by the rawhide and the livid traces of the cane still almost pulsed on their skin. She looked as though she might be Greek, her hair was dark and her flesh had a gentle olive complexion. Her big dark eyes sensibly avoided his and although he could see by her heaving chest how nervous she was, her gaze remained fixed on the ceiling. He knelt astride her stomach and stroked her, appreciating the silky smoothness covering the sinews beneath. She held her breath as his hands stroked her abused breasts, tracing the cruelly sunken tracks which his idle curiosity had condemned her to. The cane welts were raised and warm under his fingers.


“Don’t worry,” he told her. “I need an early night so I won’t be whipping those. If I did you’d keep the whole house up with your noise I expect.”


He climbed off her and went to the wall opposite the foot of the bed. There was a rack with the most popular instruments of discipline hung in it. He selected a crop and contented himself with a fairly conservative ration of blows across her stomach, which convulsed and rippled pleasantly and her pelvis which bounced up and down invitingly as it was lashed. The fronts of her strong thighs reacted quickly to the braided shaft, blossoming into dark tramlines instantly and fetching urgent mewing sounds from between the slave’s clenched teeth. Brian stopped and felt between the legs, her outer lips were already open and soft, between them the petals of the inner lips were erect and dark, they wobbled prettily as he flicked them with his fingers before he plunged into her moist depths. Her head fell back onto the pillows as her painful day at last began to edge towards a deserved orgasm. Her sheath was warm and tight, and he could feel her clenching against his intrusion the better to savour it. Laying aside the crop for a second, with his other hand he pulled her clitoral hood back and played with the exposed, hardened bud. She bucked urgently under him and suddenly he was aware of his cock throbbing towards full hardness. Making up his mind at last as to how he was going to use her he withdrew his fingers, stood up, freed her hands and let her wrap one around his shaft as he stood beside the bed. Then taking up the crop once more, he delivered a rapid series of hard flicks with the keeper at her clitoris. Her hand gripped hard around his cock and she cried out, her body bucking up to meet the pain, revelling in release after the hard day’s suffering. He noticed her free hand went to her breast and squeezed and pinched her nipple savagely while she convulsed. Then at last she was done, and lay beneath him, her breathing calming, a look of deep gratitude on her face. Brian smiled and climbed aboard.


He didn’t need to use his fingers to guide himself in, and she didn’t either. He slid into her with exquisite ease and as he bent to lick and suckle at her superbly and erotically marked breasts he heard her whisper “Master”.


He left her legs tied open and slept on her, his head pillowed on the softness of her breasts as soon as he had spent himself










Chapter 8



 


 

Raika tried to make herself comfortable again once the man had pulled clear of her, leaving her feeling empty and unsatisfied. He smiled down at her, made a note on his palm pilot and walked away. One of the household girls, dressed in a maid’s costume bustled up and wiped his sperm from her thighs and mopped inside her as best she could, before scurrying off again. What Raika wouldn’t give even for the scant maid’s costume. In nearly every place which had owned her she had been kept naked. Even in her current home, which she loved in most other ways, she was kept naked. But was it still her current home? She wasn’t really clear. After the big Irishman had gone, her master had told her that he was selling her on - in a way. Plucking up courage she had asked what he meant. In his deep, velvet brown tones he had told her.


“Someone will buy you, my little slave. But you will still work for me. I want you to do one job for me and in return for that I will buy you back and give you your freedom, provide you with a magnificent dowry and a handsome, rich husband. Then you will be able to go back to your village and watch your school friends’ eyes pop out of their heads in amazement as your new husband drives you through the village in your brand new car. I can do all that for you. Will you do one small thing for me?”


Eagerly she had agreed, it was if this owner had seen inside her head and had seen her dreams. For a day or so after that she had been allowed clothes and had travelled here with her master and some of the guards and some of the fighting slaves, tied up in crates. She had heard something about a country called Argentina - or something like that. But after a long flight in an aeroplane and a long bumpy ride in a truck they had arrived at a place which was just like her master’s; it even had pony slaves too. 


For once, that morning after she had finished grooming the gladiators who she realised now were also being sold, she was allowed to groom herself, she had been given eye liner, blusher, lipstick and gloss, she had had time to brush her hair to its full shining glory and she had actually been given shoes. They were the prettiest ones she had ever worn, white and gold straps with sparkly bits that she hoped might be real jewels, but anyway the heels were wonderfully high and made her long naked legs look even more shapely. That was the full extent of her clothing however and now she was tied and awaiting a buyer, available for anyone to fuck to see if she was good enough.


Her owner had come to see her before she had been left alone in the auction room however.


“I want you to be especially nice to two men. One is tall and English, the other is smaller and Spanish, he goes by the name of Carlo. They will be together, they are looking for a new groom and I want them to want you. If you are successful - and it would be best for you if you were - you will go with them and do whatever they say, just like any other whoreslave. But sooner or later a man will come to you, wherever you are and he will say the words ‘Trojan Horse’ to you. When he does you are to do whatever he tells you. If you do it well, I will do what I have promised. If you do not… …..”


Suddenly he had leaned down and gripped her face hard with his huge hand, his own face was stern and harsh. “Just be sure to do what I tell you, little slave!”


She had stared at him in terror and nodded as best she could.


The edges of the beam she was lying on were sharp and dug into the backs of her shoulders and her buttocks - and her legs ached. The beam was set against one wall of the auction room and ran down and out from the wall at an angle of about forty-five degrees until it met the floor. She had been made to straddle it and lie back with her hands above her head. Her wrist restraints had been clipped together and chained to the wall tightly enough that she was barely able to touch the floor either side of the beam with her feet. She realised that that was so that her neat little sex was easily available to anyone who wanted it. They simply had to step astride the beam and penetrate her. Several already had and several more had taken straps and crops to her as well. But it was as if they were only doing it to amuse themselves, the main action was out on the echoing expanse of the main floor of this huge room.


Her thoughts were interrupted by a man who approached her and began reading about her from the laminated sheet which hung from the beam beside her head.


“Hmm! Experienced with slaves, tacks up ponies well, good driver at dressage. And…” Raika stiffened as his fingers worked their way into her cunt and felt about inside, “a nice little tunnel too.” 


Her breathing became heavier as he continued to stir her insides into warm soup.


“What should I do first, I wonder? Fuck you or whip you, girl?”


Raika fought to keep her mind clear as his other hand began to knead her breasts and tweak her nipples. This man seemed to be on his own and she had been told to watch for two. This one didn’t sound Spanish either - or English. However, he did sound as though he might be seriously interested in buying her; she had to put him off.


“Fuck me,” she said abruptly, bringing herself back under control and remembering her master’s instructions. “I…I…I don’t like the whip. That’s why I’m being sold. I don’t come, I just scream.”


“Hmm. We’ll see!”


Suddenly his hand was off her breast but before she could say anything a riding crop sliced hard across her stomach. She gaped stupidly for a second until her wind came back and then she screamed. She screamed again as another slice came down across her breasts.


“Jesus!” the man said, covering his ears. “I wouldn’t have you within ten miles of my place!”


She smiled as he disappeared from view. Her scream had stood her in good stead in some tight places before now.


Getting her breath back she craned her head up to look around and froze. There were two men coming towards her; one tall, the other dark and quite possibly Spanish.


Her heart hammering and her mind replaying her owner’s words, ‘a magnificent dowry, a handsome, rich husband.’ A return to her village as a respectable married woman beckoned, all she had to do was be as seductive as she knew how.


The two men loomed over her. The taller one immediately plunged his fingers into her and began working them.


“Beautiful legs and a really neat little cunt, Carlo,” he said in an unmistakably English accent.

 

Brian had woken to find himself beside the gladiator who had served him well during the night. In the dark his fingers had repeatedly found their way to the warmth between her tied- apart thighs and every time, with the minimum of fingering she had slicked and opened. She had bucked enthusiastically under him as he rode her to his climax before slipping off her again and stroking her breasts for a while before returning to sleep. Now in the morning she smiled at him - it wasn’t often gladiators got to sleep on anything other than a hard bunk or straw - and she slid down the bed, bending her knees and twisting her torso as she did so in order to deliver the master’s morning fellation. He was just gasping in the wake of his eager jetting into her warm and tight fitting mouth when a maid entered with coffee.


She enquired whether the slave had been satisfactory or whether he required that a punishment be inflicted. The gladiator gave him a shy smile as the maid led her out after he had told her that he had been entirely satisfied. However, as they were due to stay for one further night, he requested that she be given another special before being delivered to him again in the evening. The maid made a note on her pad.


Breakfast was taken on the terrace, the crisp air rolling across the grasslands in gentle waves and wafting the smell of fresh coffee and croissants along the table. In his mind’s eye however, Brian could picture the bustle inside the stone built barracks and the stables at the arena itself, as slaves were roused, groomed, toileted and fed before commencing the day’s training. Today of course, the pace would be even more hectic as the auction was prepared for and its merchandise primped, brushed and oiled.


Around him the conversation amongst the men had immediately focussed back onto the issues that had been left unresolved at yesterday’s meeting. Finishing his croissant, his deep voice carrying clearly along the table, Conor Brien announced that he thought he had solved one unfinished piece of business. A Caribbean owner, who seemed a good friend of Conor’s, had suggested that now there was an increasing amount of trade between stables, it might be a good idea to chip the slaves. That would make it easy to verify their provenance and it would stop an owner from overstating a slave’s experience or understating her length of service. As technology advanced, so more could be added until a buyer would be able to access a complete experience, performance and injury profile.


Everyone had thought it a good idea but the problem came when they tried to think of places on the body for the chip to be fitted. 


“They get the crap beaten out of them so often… ….well can anyone think of a place they haven’t seen a fighting slave take a thrashing?” Conor himself had contributed.


The sole of the foot was rejected - the slaves went barefoot almost permanently and the skin hardened too much. On any ordinary slave, under the breast might have been ideal, but breasts took a real pounding on an arena slave. Buttocks were considered but again, they took too much punishment which might risk harming the delicate piece of technology.


“The back of the neck,” Conor suggested now. There were slow nods all round as the owners and trainers turned the suggestion over in their minds and found it a good one.


“I’ve got a pretty good vet on my estate,” said an Asian looking owner. “I’ll give it a try and report back.”


Breakfast broke up in high good humour as the cavalcade of two-in-hand traps came rumbling round from the back of the house. In the clear light of morning the slaves could clearly be seen to be beautifully presented. Their plumes, bright turquoise, were brushed and nodded in unison as they trotted. Their tack was decorated with elaborate and highly polished brass work, their blinkers sporting the initials A and S. 


This time, before they mounted, Carlo and Brian took a closer look. Both slaves looked local in that they had jet black hair, high cheek bones and dark eyes. Their build seemed naturally athletic, with deep chests sporting high, neat breasts. The strapping to these was similar to what they used at home, a single two inch-wide band round each tit and joining, by way of a further strap, the front of the high collar, forcing the chin to be kept raised. It was inconceivable that the straps wouldn’t be studded on their insides of course. As they were being run as a pair, each ponyslave had a wide belt which was clipped at one side to the main shaft of the trap and also to the T bar as the cross pieces came in front of their stomachs. Their arms were crossed and bound wrist to elbow behind them. It was an arrangement that provided for a neat and efficient rig, but at the expense of the driver being able to get full blooded lashes across the backs as well as the buttocks. But it was a rig intended for gentle runs around a mainly flat estate, rather than for racing.


Carlo bent to inspect the crotch strapping and nodded his approval at the tightness with which the strap was pulled between the labia, making them swell out invitingly on either side. The gentlest of touches at the level of the clitoris forced a shiver and a stamp from each slave. The driver hissed the whipcord across their buttocks to steady them.


“Clit rasps or full studs?” Carlo called up. 


The driver grinned. “Senor always says, ‘Full stud tack or she goes back into training.’”


Carlo grinned back and Brian moved around one pony, bent down and pulled apart the smooth skinned mounds of buttock flesh - already showing the pink laces of the morning’s whip against the caramel brown of the skin. His eyes tracked the thin strap as it came up from embracing the slave’s perineum in its stinging clasp. He could see the base of the butt plug spreading slightly out on either side of the strap that kept it pushed hard up into the slave’s rectum - delivering twin torments of erotic shifting against the dildo in her vagina and horrible itching from the trainer’s preferred mixture coating it. Curiosity made him delve a bit further, and reaching between the buttocks he prised the tightly pulled strap away from the slave’s flesh at her anal entrance. Immediately she shifted, emitting a muffled grunt from behind her bit and lifting one leg. Above Brian’s head there was a whistling noise followed by a soft smack. The slave jumped but put her leg back down. A well targeted breast shot, he thought as he resumed pulling and twisting at the strap, eventually whistling in admiration at what he saw and laughing out loud as he understood the slave’s protests at his inspection of her arse.


“Carlo, check this out! The studs go right up the crack at the back. And the base of the butt plug’s studded too! Nice one!”


Carlo busied himself with the other slave, checking in her anal crack too. 


The guard smiled again. “When Senor say full stud tack; he mean full stud tack.”


Carlo and Brian climbed aboard the rig, chuckling as they thought of how the spikes at the bases of the plugs would be tormenting the ponies even as they were being whipped up to a brisk trot.


“I think, I will tell John about that,” Carlo said. “It would add to the pleasure of driving the Housegirls around the park.”

 

Both men were issued with palm pilots as they entered the indoor arena. It was far bigger than their one in England as it had to accommodate a full stable for winter training. But for now it was echoing with the sounds of men discussing and examining merchandise. Brian was lost in admiration at the cleverness of how the goods had been displayed.


At intervals across the huge floor, giant racks, such one might find in clothes shops, stood. At each end thick steel poles rose to a height of about eight feet and supported a long horizontal rail at their tops. Along the top of that rail ran pulleys which supported short struts running down either side of the rail. These terminated in universal joints directly below the rails and from these joints were slung big square frames. Inside each frame a slave was displayed in full X shaped extension. But that hadn’t been enough for Alberto Salazar. Telescopic rods, capable of being adjusted for each slave’s stature, ran down from the top bars of each frame and up from the bottom bars at points midway along their lengths.


These vertical bars ran into the slaves and held them as rigid as it was physically possible to hold a human body, Brian thought. The rod descending from the top bar ended in an inflatable penis gag, the slave’s head was wrenched back until her throat and mouth were vertically aligned and then it had been inserted and inflated until her mouth could take no more. The same procedure had been adopted with her other entrances. The rod spearing up from the bottom of the frame split into two and each slave’s anus and vagina were stuffed to capacity with a dildo and butt plug. The only things the merchandise could do to indicate that it was alive at all was to clench and unclench fingers and toes, blink eyes and breathe.


Meanwhile the frames made examining them extremely convenient. Brian and Carlo found they could swing a frame round to examine the goods face on, or rotate it further to examine the back. Once an examination was complete, the frame could be pushed further along its rail until the slave’s body, usually its breasts or buttocks impacted against the next one with a soft thump. Then the next frame could be pulled along into a clear space. All about them, owners and trainers were revolving the frames, poking and prodding at the bodies, pinching breast and buttock meat to assess condition and were noting their findings. Each slave had her lot number scrawled on her belly in marker pen and each frame held a laminated sheet detailing her experience and points tally in contests.


Clearly the owners who had put these particular slaves up for sale had not been using them recently as their skins were clear of the welts and bruises that were the almost permanent decorations on an arena slave’s body.


“Remember,” Carlo told Brian as he spun another frame round to trail a finger up from where the rod impaled the slave’s cunt, across the clitoris, the stomach and then cupped the full breasts appreciatively. “If what they were saying yesterday is anything to go by - and I think it is - then what we need are durable workhorses. We need to stock up on the kind of slave you can put into a squad to bolster any mass contest. That’s what they’ll be looking to hire in. The fancy stuff, like solo whip duellers, pony racers and the like they can bring on at their leisure. But if they’re really going to put the squad girls through the mangle, there’ll be a fast turnover and long injury lists.”


“So we’re looking for some beef on the thighs…..” Brian said as he rummaged through the next rack. “Ah, hah!” he turned a frame so that the slave faced him and ran his hands down from her shoulders. She was a big breasted blonde with wide hips and sturdy, though reasonably long thighs. “How about this one?”


Carlo came to join him and swung the frame so that the body it held was spun and the back and arse faced them. Even in extension they could see the width and musculature of the back and shoulders. 


“She looks like she could take the whip all day,” Brian said as his boss ran his hands down the body and hefted the heavy buttocks. 


“What’s it say on her label?” he asked as he clenched his fingers in the meat of the thighs.


“’Currently owned and trained by the Orange stable. Believed of German origin. Stable name; roughly translates as Trouble.’” Brian grinned at Carlo. “The Orange stable, that’s out in Borneo or somewhere isn’t it? Her stable name’s more likely ‘One Bloody Big Nuisance’.”


“Get on with it, Brian. There’s a few hundred to sift through here, and I still want another groom if I can find one.”


“Okay, sorry.” Brian tried to concentrate. “’Discipline record; very poor in training but performs well in contests. Stands up to hard dungeon sessions well. Too wilful for pony and chariot racing but in melees goes down late and log pulling endurance is good. Holds stable record for most punishment floggings to blood. No reserve.’ Sounds a handful, Carlo.”


Carlo spun her round to face him and gripped her breasts, digging his fingers in spitefully hard and watching her eyes carefully. “Make a note of her number. We might bid,” he said and pushed the frame further along to where another owner and trainer waited. There were only two more slaves on that rack, both of whom were graceful and slender. Carlo rejected them out of hand and they moved on. The next rack yielded a black girl about halfway along. She was not solidly built but was more wiry. She had been fighting out of Osman’s stable and Carlo immediately took a close interest in her.


“Osman’s a hard master,” he explained. “She might be one tough nut or she might be broken. Now look very closely at her skin. I want to see if the colour’s hiding any serious whip damage.”


Brian didn’t need any urging. This slave reminded him of Jet, she was leggy and had the classically high, prominent buttock profile of the black girl. Her breasts were bigger and rounder than Jet’s however and when he crouched down to examine her cunt he saw she had a superbly prominent clitoris which was clearly responding to her mistreatment. He wiped his finger across it and it came away thickly smeared with moisture.


“’Origins unknown. Stable name; roughly translates as Blackberry,’” Carlo read. “’Disciplinary record; uneven, she can be idle and sullen. But when on form is very good with the whip. Takes it as well as gives it out. Pulls well between the shafts but can be lazy and needs to be whipped hard in final stages. Sexually she is very popular with guards and guests. She sucks cock very well and is tough in dungeon sessions.’ Hmm. Note this one down Brian, reserve’s a bit high but I can’t see any deep whip damage. You?”


“No. She looks promising material physically.”


Slowly, rack by rack they made their way across the hall. By the time they had slid the final slave on the last rack to one side and rejected her, they were ready for lunch; after which would come the auction ring itself and the serious bidding. They had six potential purchases for CSL in their notes and were just turning to go and hail their trap to take them back to the house when Brian saw an Indian girl displayed right at the far wall of the arena.


“Let’s take a look at this one, Carlo. Wonder why she’s been set aside like that?”


Their curiosity aroused the two men walked over and looked down on the lone girl.


She was a startlingly beautiful, diminutive creature with large almond shaped eyes. Her lips were full and inviting and her body….


“Beautiful legs and a really neat little cunt, Carlo,” Brian said. He had pushed his fingers up into the prettily presented cunt and now with his thumb began to rub her clitoris. Carlo was roughly mauling her beautifully firm looking breasts; the girl had her eyes closed and was sighing in delight.


“Bingo!” Brian exclaimed. With his free hand he had reached for her card and was reading while he continued to stoke her insides. “This one’s a groom they’re selling on for some reason, just says ‘Surplus’. She’s got a couple of years’ experience as a stable hand… …good with tack, handles ponyslaves well…” His eyes scanned the details while his fingers achieved a greedy squelching from inside her. “Origins unknown but believed North India…blah…blah… …always answers to Raika… …..hard worker… …… …orgasms under discipline quite readily but generally obedient. Reserve price…..That can’t be right!”


He handed the card over to Carlo whose eyebrows raised when he got to where it said there was no reserve on her. 


“Doesn’t even say which stable she’s out of,” he mused. “Looks like someone’s just dumping her.”


“Pregnant?”


“Hmm, let me see, move your hand Brian.”


Carlo leaned over the slave as Brian withdrew his sticky fingers from her cunt. He worked his own hand between the neat, plump labia with a preoccupied expression on his face. Gradually more and more of his hand disappeared up inside her and she began to pant nervously as she felt his deep intrusion. Carlo reached a point he was clearly aiming for and for a second his progress halted but Brian could see his fingers were still working inside her. Suddenly his face cleared and with a speed which left the slave gasping, he withdrew, nearly his entire hand glistening with her dew.


“No, she’s clear, you can tell,” he said, then grinned at Brian. “You stick with me. I can teach you a lot of things about stock keeping.”


Then using the hand still fresh from her cunt he held her face between fingers and thumb. “Why are you being sold, girl?”


Brian was amazed to see the big eyes fill with tears. “I don’t know, Sir. I don’t know,” she whispered with a tremor in her voice. Brian could see nothing but complete honesty in her face and said so.


“Well, sometimes you just strike lucky,” Carlo conceded, wiping his hand on her stomach. “And she is a good looking piece to have working around the place. Whip her up a bit, Brian, see how she goes.”


Hanging on the wall above the girl’s head were a crop and a strap. Brian tested the strap for thickness and flexibility. It seemed fine for stomach, breasts and thighs so he selected it and began an irregular beating. Always waiting until the big, soulful eyes were fixed on the length of leather before he struck, he varied his targets and the strength of the lashes. Her flat, trim stomach took the strikes with little fuss, her breasts shook prettily, her long thighs marked only slowly. But what pleased both men most were her charmingly soft vocal responses, breathless little cries and murmurs escaped her as she writhed and her tidy little cunt wept a steady stream of thick fluid as she was whipped, staining the wood of the beam on which she was mounted. Whatever else, they were sure she would go down a storm in The Lodge’s dungeons


At last Carlo decided he’d seen all he needed. Instead he began to question her about grooming duties. Nervously she stuttered and panted her way through her answers as Carlo’s questions began to range across subjects like diets and stable routines, mucking out, strawing down, keeping the slaves warm, treating cuts, but always she was capable of answering.


Finally he was satisfied, Brian entered her as extremely interesting and they went for lunch.


On the way back to the house he told Brian that what they would be looking for in the ring was any sign of lameness, firstly; but secondly he wanted to see how the girls held themselves as they were paraded on leashes in front of cynical men who were bidding for their bodies. He was looking for a degree of pride, he said. Any slave who could defiantly reassume some dignity after the morning’s display, had to have something about her. And that was what he was looking for - as well as the qualities they had already assessed.










Chapter 9



 


 

When they returned, their ponies making the third run of the day and needing noticeably more whip, a ring had been created with wooden panels in the centre of the floor and the slave racks had been dismantled. The ring was big enough for all the potential buyers to crowd round and a passage had been made at one point on the circumference which led to a door to the outside. When the auctioneer had mounted his dais and banged his gavel for silence the first lot was led in. One of the household maids did the leading, smiling and posing in her beguiling uniform. The slaves’ leashes ran from their hands tethered behind their backs, through their legs and from there to the maid’s hand. Each slave was led slowly around the outside of the ring, allowing the buyers to see the girl’s movements and assess her fitness. Purely as an afterthought it allowed plenty of men to get a quick feel of the maid.


It turned out to be a long afternoon.


Brian had never thought he could be bored by slavegirls but after two hours of slow processions followed by endless bidding, even his enthusiasm was waning. To make it worse, Carlo hadn’t made one bid. He had let several of their ‘possibles’ go past.


“She’s got something wrong with the left ankle!”


“That one walks like she’s had all the fight knocked out of her.”


“What they’ve done to that one shouldn’t be allowed. She’s only upright ‘cos she’s drugged!”


His whispered asides drew curious looks from those around them.


But then at long last the German slave - Trouble - was led out and Brian’s interest revived. He could see why she was called that. She glared round her defiantly, daring any man to utterly subdue her. He might thrash her into partial submission, her look said, but the whip wasn’t made that would curb her entirely.


Carlo bid and secured her for a reasonable price, there was only desultory interest and the sum was modest by arena standards. Brian’s mind immediately began formulating regimes to break her in and he told Carlo so. The Spaniard grinned.


“We don’t do nothing, my friend! We put her in with Blondie. When Blondie finishes with her, we put Jet in with her. That one is looking for a team where the females are really fierce. She hates men, you can see it in her whole body. She will fight good for us once she has a girlfriend. You’ll see.”


An hour later the black girl was led out.


Brian watched as Carlo took a long calculating look at her. 


“She’s favouring the right leg,” he whispered to Brian. “Take a good look at her now she’s got her back to us.”


Brian did as he was told, trying not to notice the way her splendidly jutting buttocks quivered with each step. She moved with the languid ease born of natural athleticism, long strides from long legs… ….but now Carlo mentioned it, wasn’t there just the slightest variation in the rhythm of that stride? Sure enough, if Brian looked very carefully he could see that the right leg was taking marginally shorter steps. 


“Could be a muscle strain or a ligament, could be an old break.” Carlo shrugged. “Either way, I’m not going to gamble.”


Brian watched a little sadly as she went to a Far Eastern stable for a reasonable price. He had been looking forward to getting her between the shafts of a trap and at the end of a whip.


His face must have betrayed him, because Carlo nudged him in the ribs.


“Don’t let your prick rule your wallet,” he said. “Now let’s have a look at this one…”


The next lot was being led in.


She was a slave they had marked down as a possible. A brunette with a stunning figure, originally from Canada according to her label, though Brian thought she had a bit of Italian in her as well. She had the kind of breasts more usually associated with pleasure whores than with gladiators and yet she was well-sinewed and graceful. However her record was not good. Her stable was selling her on because she was ill-disciplined and openly rebellious. She had repeatedly tried to escape and although she could be passionate sexually, she was as good as useless in the arena. She had actually only been fielded as part of a squad once. Brian was baffled by Carlo’s interest in her, apart from the fact that she was clearly going to be very cheap. Even as they watched she was pulling and twisting against her leash and alone of all the slaves so far she was ball gagged and bore traces of the crop having been recently applied to her flanks. Plainly the auction was not improving her discipline


Carlo had his chin on his hands, resting on the top of the boards and was grinning broadly.


“What’s the story, Carlo?”


“She is beautiful isn’t she?”


“Yes, but she’s no use to us, surely?”


“She will be once you’ve finished with her.”


“What!?”


“She is a present to you, Brian. You will be so proud when she marches out into an arena and the announcer says she is owned and trained by the CSL stable,” he said happily.


Brian just stared at him as one of the guards had to step into the ring to help the maid lead the struggling brunette round.


Even the auctioneer sighed into his microphone. “Who’ll start at ten. Ten thousand?” There was dead silence. “She’s got the makings of a beautiful bed slave gentlemen. Look at the tits on it! Ten thousand? … …… ….Nine. Any bids at nine?”


Carlo began to whistle softly, grinning irritatingly at Brian.


“Do you trust me Brian?” he asked.


“Yes, you know I do,” he answered with an exasperated sigh.


“Wait another thirty seconds then bid five thousand. Don’t ask questions just do it.”


Brian watched the auctioneer become increasingly desperate and the brunette get harder and harder to control.


“Nine?” the auctioneer called. “Eight and a half?”


Brian looked at the supremely confident Spaniard beside him, then turned back to the ring.


“Four!” he called.


The auctioneer glanced helplessly across at someone in the crowd and then shrugged. “Going at four thousand!”


Carlo looked up at Brian. “I’m impressed. Three, and they would’ve withdrawn, I could feel it. She’s a beautiful creature and they would’ve found a use for her. Four was good! I tell you later why I want you to have her.”


“Gone!” the auctioneer sang out. “Sold to the tall gentleman in the red polo shirt.” Brian felt a multitude of curious gazes turn his way and the guard finally tired of trying to subdue the brunette, slung her over his shoulder and took her away. 


“Lot number 167!”


Carlo was suddenly all alert concentration. The slight, graceful figure of the groom was being led out. Still perched on her high-heeled sandals, the Indian girl introduced a note of glamour into proceedings which had been up to then no more than a cattle market.


“A pleasant addition to any stable, I think you’ll agree gentlemen. And although a groom cannot contribute directly to income or success in the way a gladiator can, a good one can make sure your stable is presented at its best at all times!” the auctioneer called out as the girl, brown eyes wider than ever was led around. “Now who’ll start us off at twenty-five thousand… …..?”


Brian watched Carlo look around. Then he waved his hand.


“Twenty-five I’m bid!” the auctioneer called.


Suddenly another hand waved and Brian saw it was Conor Brien. The auctioneer, a smile back on his face called the new bid.


Carlo straightened up and glared across the ring furiously. He waved at the auctioneer who called another increase. Brian watched as a flurry of bids were exchanged as the Indian groom’s worth was battled over. At a price in excess of ninety thousand Conor Brien dropped out. Carlo smiled triumphantly but at the last moment a third bidder stepped in. Carlo bit his lip and Brian could see him rapidly doing his sums. He made one final bid. There was no response and CSL was the owner of the pretty Indian groom. Brian glanced across at Conor Brien and was surprised that he didn’t look as furious as he might have been expected to, given the bad blood between him and Carlo.

 

Outside in the clear and slightly chilly air of early evening, their ponies struggling up to a final, tired, whip-driven trot, Carlo explained why he had bought the brunette.


“Blondie was the same the first time I saw her,” he said. “Proud, angry. Did you notice the stable she comes from?”


Brian shook his head.


“It’s owned by a syndicate. They’ve got three now. Head guy’s in the carriage two ahead of this one. That girl has been a tiny cog in a huge, gladiator-making machine. And she doesn’t like that one bit. What she will like is being noticed; any girl does. But not every stable can afford the time. CSL can. So when we get home, I want you to take charge of her. Keep her with you all the time, do anything you want - even take her to bed. But I think if you personally take her on, make yourself her master, we might have one very good fighter there.”


Brian was deeply flattered. He realised that once again Carlo was placing full confidence in him and he was still deep in thought as the traps pulled in at the barracks for the men to make their choice of slaves for the night. He was pleased to see that his request had been observed to the letter and his gladiator was squirming on the board again, her tits being cruelly squeezed by the drying leather. A guard gave him an enquiring glance and he nodded, then watched as she took another caning before being released. He made a mental note, as he took her lead in his hand and they set off back to the house, that the brunette would one day writhe as prettily and as submissively under similar torment at The Lodge.

 

Senor Salazar made their final evening at his estate one to remember. The dining tables were arranged around three edges of the huge room and while the men ate they were entertained by a series of contests between his gladiators.


As the hors d’oeuvres were served two good looking slaves elegantly clad in lacy basques, stockings and high-heeled court shoes put on a display of cane duelling that whetted the men’s appetites for the evening ahead.


Cane duelling had been a popular sport amongst the slave owners before the arenas had really got going. It was a little too slow and subtle for the big stage, but for a small gathering it provided excellent entertainment. The two slaves, one all in black, the other in white, were led out by a guard who acted as umpire. A white circle had been marked out on the floor and the two contestants had to walk around this, flicking at each other with their canes. If they put any part of their foot inside the circle then the umpire would halt the contest and deliver immediate punishment in the form of full-on strokes with the cane. The winner was the slave who kept her feet, the loser was the one whose knee first touched the floor. 


At first the action was slow as the two fenced, their heels clicking loudly on the polished floor, the canes making ‘Thwick! Smack!” noises as the shafts blurred in the air and landed with flesh rippling force on thighs, buttocks, breasts and backs. Brian, along with his companions applauded as one or other girl made a particularly satisfying strike. As the marks became more apparent on the slaves’ bodies the maids pouring drinks and serving food got handled more and more frequently. Brian had his fingers inside a slightly built girl with spectacularly fine legs and was already making her spill wine as she tried to serve him when the first penalty was declared. The girl in white had nearly overbalanced while leaning in across the circle to try and cut at her opponent’s buttocks. She had seen the stroke coming and with a dainty pirouette had avoided it. The girl in white had to bend over, spread her legs and hold her ankles while she took two hard lashes from the guard in front of each of the three tables. Brian could plainly see the engorged state of the cunt as it was presented, nestling just below the buttocks. The guard delivered hard strokes and made the skin whiten on the quivering flesh before the tramline formed. When the contest resumed it was plain that she was severely weakened and the men cried on the girl in black to finish her off - but whether it was out of good training or because she knew her owner was watching, the girl in white didn’t go down until she was hardly making any response to the incoming strokes, her stockings were in tatters and her harsh panting was punctuated by her screams as the cane repeatedly sank into her flesh. The umpire called a halt when she finally went onto all fours and after the applause had died down Senor Salazar waved the two slaves forward and invited the guests to enjoy them however they wanted before the next course was served. 


There was a lengthy interval as the two made their way around the tables. Fortunately for them, a lot of the men were busily engaged with the maids but Brian made sure he had finished with the maid he’d had bent forwards over the table, by the time the black clad victor reached him. She was flushed and smiling, her face shiny from the overspill of multiple fellations, her heavily lacerated flanks also gleaming with male discharge. Brian plunged his hand up between her legs as she tottered towards him. His hand sank upwards between slicked and rubbery lips, into the familiar hot turmoil of a well-fucked submissive, fresh from having been publicly degraded. As the maid straightened her scant uniform and moved to the next man, Brian pushed the gladiator to her knees and luxuriated in the feeling of his shaft slipping into yet another mouth eager to accept his sperm.


When at last the soup and the main course were served, the guests were entertained by a series of wrestling and boxing bouts. Salazar had deliberately chosen from amongst his bigger breasted slaves for the wrestling and they put on a fine show, making the room echo to their grunts and squeals as they wriggled frantically on the floor, fingers scrabbling at breasts and groping urgently between straining thighs for a hold. There were some spectacular throws, even onto the hard floor and the slaves were applauded as they shrugged off the landings and staggered up again.


Boxing contestants in the arena normally wore internally studded corsets with weighted boxing straps wrapped around their fists. But on this occasion the slaves were naked. Their host explained that he felt for close up entertainment, nude was best. Brian had to agree. Although the punches weren’t as devastating as they would have been had studs been next to the skin, the speed of the marking and the way the breasts shook and swung more than made up for it. The final contest came to an end right on cue with a flurry of uppercuts delivered by one slave between the legs of her opponent. The first left the recipient helpless, but as the men cheered the victor on, the loser managed to totter her way through another three before going down, just as coffee and liqueurs arrived.


No doubt Salazar had rigged it like that but to Brian’s mind that made it all the more arousing. The losing slave had been told exactly how she was going to lose and when. Then she had had to go out and fight her way towards it. By the time she had been dragged away by the guards she must have been very close to climax - he hoped she got it. 


As he had watched and cheered and applauded skilful moves, Brian had found his mind turning to the girl he was already thinking of as his brunette. He had often seen the close bond that existed between Blondie and Carlo; forged out on the arena sands under the whip. The big blonde spent most of her life in a kind of distant torpor, emerging from it only when there was work to do or Carlo was around. It was like watching a man with a favourite horse or dog. She would walk as close to him as she could get, her eyes never left him and any time his hands weren’t busy with something and she was close by she would rub herself against him in the hopes that he might take his pleasure with her. He always punished her for that behaviour but it never made any difference. In fact Brian loved watching the expression of wild ecstasy on her face as she was flogged by him. She was always obedient with Brian too, but he always got the impression that it was only because she knew he worked for Carlo.


The thought of the big breasted brunette worshipping him like that was a beguiling one. As he savoured his brandy and let the conversation about other slaves wash over him, he realised that the first thing he needed was a name for her. Her previous stable had only given her a number, fortunately they had not got around to branding or tattooing her. A name would be important if Carlo was right. And he usually was about slaves.


He thought of those large, soft breasts being pressed urgently into his waiting hands, those long thighs rubbing against him, mutely begging him to make use of the sweetly fragrant entrance between them. Suddenly he found that a determination he hadn’t known he possessed had gripped him. He would break her to the bit; quite literally. However much she fought him, he would be her master. He would name her and she would become what he made her. 


His thoughts took him away from the laughter and noise around him as he pondered what he should call her. He took another deep drink of brandy and realised that he was getting quite drunk but one thought swam upwards in his growing confusion; that brunette had been put in a huge stable and subjected to whatever training methods they employed but she had refused to break. No matter how lost she must have felt. The word ‘lost’ suddenly seemed to grow in importance and something from his schooldays resurfaced. There was a woman in a Shakespeare play wasn’t there? Called ‘Perdita’ - it meant ‘the lost one’. 


Perdita she would be. Perdita. Purdy.


He sat back well pleased and smiled over at Carlo who raised his glass to him.


Up in his room Brian turned his borrowed slave onto her front then took a flogger to her back and bottom for a good general all over glow. Then he set about using the crop to deliver rather more focussed bolts of pain. Her bottom jigged up and down delightfully as he worked the crop on her and once he felt tired enough he freed both her feet and hands. Lying down he yawned happily as the freed slave began kissing and licking her way down across his stomach and then lift away for a second. He sighed in delight as he felt her lips touch him again, this time right at the root of his hard cock and her tongue began to lick its way round his balls. There was one thing about drinking a bit too much over dinner, he thought hazily. It meant he could keep it up most of the night. He could catch up on sleep in the truck and on the plane the next day.

 

Raika sometimes wished she had been born a little bigger or taller, then she might have been a gladiator herself. It would have meant having to fight in the arenas but at least they were left to sleep most nights. The trouble with being a groom, she thought, as she felt another man reach his climax inside her, was that she was in some ways of even lower status. Once the barracks had been settled and the auctioned slaves chained and bedded, the guards had decided that as she wasn’t quite one thing or the other and as all the household staff were busy, she would do. Currently she was lying on her back on a table in a sordid bar that served as an off duty lounge for the men. Her legs dangled off one end and as the last man to spurt himself inside her backed away another grinning, tanned gaucho presented himself. She rested her head back on the table; it was better not to see how gap toothed and filthy he was. But someone grabbed her hair and pulled her a bit further up so her head hung down and all of a sudden her visible world consisted of a huge purple helmed cock which smelled of sweat and urine. It was just as well, she thought as she obediently opened her mouth, that she had become accustomed to being used like this. The cock rammed in with cruel thoughtlessness and she gagged helplessly. Above her male laughter rang out.


Soon, very soon, Raika thought, she would be a respectable married woman and wouldn’t have to put up with this. But for now, there was something rather delicious about the way she could be made to polish a cock with her tongue and swallow down every drop of its bitter spurtings. She gave up trying to understand the contradictions in her feelings and concentrated on sucking cock and fucking simultaneously. She wondered if they would beat her later. Oddly enough she rather hoped they would.










Chapter 10



 


 

Ayesha screamed. Next to her, her old friend and now her regular lover and stall mate, Miriam, recently promoted to the ranks of the solo gladiators, did as well. They both listened intently once the sharp agony had passed, hearing the soft footsteps retreating before they heard them returning and the canes would bite again into their already pulsing and scalding buttocks. There was a line of ten female heads poking through holes in a long stock board. Behind the board their bodies were bent over a rail at their bellies to stop them falling to their knees, their wrists were clipped together on their backs. Currently His Highness the Prince of Bakhtar was entertaining guests. As usual he was being very hospitable and was allowing his prized fighting slaves to provide all the entertainment the guests could want. In one of the many atriums within the sprawling palace they were presently sampling the noise produced by ten slaves screaming at once as the canes landed.


Ayesha heard the soft footfalls on the grass behind her and tensed, squeezing tears from her closed eyes. There was a short swoosh noise and another numbing burst of agony across her buttocks. The fact that she was suffering so intensely for no other reason than to provide amusement for other people was having its usual effect on her and she knew that if someone touched her cunt they would find her shamelessly aroused - that didn’t alter the fact that the pain was appalling. What made it harder to bear was that the caning was being delivered by a gaggle of women; the men were seated under an awning and taking drinks while their wives, girlfriends, mistresses - Ayesha couldn’t have cared less what they were - had formed up in a long line behind the immobilised slaves and were delivering a slow and sadistic torment. The final indignity was that having one of the wretched women not touch her molten clitoris and flooding cunt was even worse than having her do it. From behind her came the clink of glasses and the glugging of drinks being poured.


The slaves relaxed as they heard female voices expressing gratitude for the cooling liquids on such a hot day. Miriam shook the sweat from her face and grinned helplessly at Ayesha, who returned it. Behind the board they shrugged their shoulders at how helpless they were to stop themselves enjoying such arrogant cruelty.


With the women having got the formation caning out of their systems the men came to take care of the devastation wrought in the submissive bodies of the slaves. Talking casually among themselves they helped themselves to the proffered cunts, mouths and anuses. Ayesha was delighted that Peter Lang himself, her master and owner and the prince’s trainer, bothered to take the time to enter her mouth and let her pleasure him. He had won her in a bet with the prince almost a year before. The prince himself took Miriam’s mouth and the men chatted happily while their slaves sucked.


“So how’s the new stock settling in, Peter?” the prince enquired.


“Not too badly at all. I think we bought well and strengthened our squad’s melee capability. The log pulling should be much better too. I had two of the ones we bought suspended out on the parade ground and given a full body whipping, fifty lashes with a stock whip.”


“Took it well?”


“Very. Orgasmed and then withstood the rest of the day’s training.”


“Excellent! Senor Salazar did you proud indeed. And I hope you’ll do us proud tonight, Peter. As ruler of a pariah state, you know how I have to cultivate ‘special’ friends.”


The two men laughed and Ayesha refrained from starting the brisk nodding motion that would bring her master to his climax. He clearly wanted to talk some more, so she continued to lick him, rolling her tongue and pushing it along the slit of the meatus in the way she knew he liked.


“Of course, Your Highness, and I assure you they’ll acquit themselves well. But I must ask that these are returned to stables for training tomorrow.”


“Of course. I know the Blues are no pushover and we’ve only got three weeks to prepare. And we’re the away team as well. Are all the arrangements made with regard to the….main event?”


Ayesha caught the emphasis and her stomach lurched at the thought of what new cruelty the men might have dreamed up.


“Everything’s coming together nicely Your Highness.”


Ayesha had no idea what they were talking about but at these last words, her master put his hand on her head to steady her and began to fuck her mouth in earnest. She felt the hard piston of his cock begin to seek the back of her throat. Her tongue felt the pulses begin in his urethra and she braced herself. Given her position she knew she had no chance of swallowing quickly enough but knew that he enjoyed pumping his thick spend into her fast enough to make her choke and so she was happy to oblige; the thick, glutinous fluid spurting out of her nose and oozing thickly out of her lips past his rigid shaft as he rammed carelessly into her tight mouth. Her throat worked at coping with the discharge but her master’s divine cock was always capable of producing enough spunk to defeat her.


As the palace had no stables, the gladiators were housed in a dormitory and the luxury of having simple beds to sleep in was not wasted on them. Once the door had closed behind the guard, all ten girls rubbed at their scalded bottoms and helped each other dab cold water on the tramlines and cuts that adorned them. Miriam danced up onto tiptoes as Ayesha held a wad of damp tissue to a particularly deep cut.


“Bitches,” she muttered as Ayesha pressed the cloth home. Mistreatment at the hands of other women was something all the slaves found hard to tolerate.


“I know, lover,” Ayesha said, crouching down behind Miriam and enjoying watching her buttocks quiver with every movement. “But you know there’ll be worse to come tonight. And if we don’t behave my master will have all of us staked out in the sun for a month.”


There was rueful laughter at that.


“And no fucks!” another girl warned and there was a general groan.


“Come on, let’s get into bed and get some rest before the evening,” Ayesha suggested. The shutters were closed and the room was bathed in a soft twilight. The whole palace would be dozing until the sun lost the worst of its fury and then the fun would begin again.


Miriam and Ayesha climbed into bed together, they knew that in some ways the prince kept a relaxed stable. Some of the girls they fought had brands and some had heavy tongue rings which rendered them virtually mute, but the prince and his trainer actually encouraged close relationships between the slaves and allowed speech. They felt the slaves would fight all the better as a team if they regularly slept together - albeit on the straw of their stables.


Ayesha knew the guard would be back to make sure they were settled down in a few minutes but there was just enough time to enjoy the feel of linen against her skin and Miriam’s soft bodily warmth against hers.


She was head over heels in love with her master, who had made her realise what a worthless, treacherous creature she had been before he captured her. And yet, although she knew she deserved nothing but his contempt he had offered her the chance of redemption by allowing her to obey his orders. It was a debt she looked to repay at all opportunities but knew that each time she submitted to him, she owed him more. She simply worshipped him.


But however much she adored the men who used her, as representatives of her master’s will, she still found the softer, voluptuous curves of a woman’s body enticing. And now, as Miriam pulled the thin blanket over them, she delved with her hand between the warm satin skinned thighs and felt for the warmth of her lover’s cunt.

 

They were roused at dusk, given a light supper then taken to the showers and allowed to wash and towel themselves dry before being taken to the preparation rooms on the ground floor. Here the prince’s household slaves laid them on slabs of cold marble, and massaged them, rubbing scented oil over their skins till they shone - and making sure the skin was sensitised for what was to follow and the muscles were relaxed for suspension and restraint. Then their hair was dried and brushed and finally when the trainer himself was satisfied that they looked good enough to represent the prince, he had them ushered downstairs into the stone walled corridors and finally into the dungeon set aside for the night’s entertainment.


Ayesha was assigned to an apparatus consisting of four posts about six feet tall and set in a rectangle formation. At the top of each post was a pulley and over this ran a chain which terminated in a hook designed to catch in the loops of wrist and ankle restraints. Once she was told where to stand she waited patiently while the rest of the slaves were positioned in various, excitingly cruel looking pieces of equipment. Miriam was next to her and the two again exchanged excited, nervous grins. Waiting for the session to start was always the worst part, fear and anticipation warred constantly in their fluttering bellies and clenching vaginas. Ayesha had been suspended in this apparatus before and would have preferred the rack that she watched a Finnish girl being strapped onto. That was really frightening, what was awaiting her was painful but not nearly as deliciously terrifying.


A guard approached and began by attaching her ankles to their chains and tightening them until her feet were spread and touching the wood of the posts. Then he had her lie face down and put her arms out to attach her wrists. One by one he hauled on the chains so that in a few minutes she was part-suspended by her wrists with her ankles still on the floor. The guard turned his attention to those and hauled them up too, one by one. Eventually, with her fingers clasping the chains to try and ease the pressure, Ayesha hung parallel to the floor, only a slight hollowing in her back the result of the tension on the chains that held her. Cursing the staff in the preparation rooms he swept her long black hair up and found an elastic band to hold it in a rough pony tail. That done he left her and she was able to look across at Miriam. She was restrained in a position which was almost the precise opposite of Ayesha’s. The four stakes to which her wrists and ankles were shackled were slightly shorter but in their centre was a fifth post. This had a slightly domed top and was higher than the others. Miriam was laid on her back on this, her magnificent limbs in full extension. Her breasts, mounded smoothly atop her chest, rose and fell with her nervous breathing, the nipples clearly hardened into full erection. The two women exchanged glances as the guards busied themselves ensuring that each apparatus had a good selection of whips, weights, chains, hooks, pincers, needles and candles nearby. Then they checked that overhead, bars could be lowered to sling weighted chains over to stretch breasts or any other part of the slaves’ flesh.


“Wish they’d get started,” Miriam muttered, craning her head up.


“Shut the yap,” an American voice called. A tall guard strolled over and bent down to lick slowly over one of Miriam’s breasts, making her quiver.


“You know the drill down here, ladies. Mouths are for screaming and sucking cock only. Want me to report you to the trainer?”


Miriam shook her head and the guard smiled, burying his hand between her spread thighs.


Just then voices became audible beyond the door, which opened suddenly and the guests trooped in.

 

As always in these sessions, Ayesha found that time became a meaningless concept. Sensation became everything. 


Sounds, tastes, smells, touch and sight. 


Conversations echoed around the stone dungeon amid the gasps, cries and whimpers of the slaves. Occasionally voices were raised in triumphant laughter as a particular effect was achieved on a body or a desired reaction was attained. Over those rose the crescendos of ascending, urgently breathless “ohs!” and “ahs!” as slavegirls were taken towards the jagged vortex of orgasm and pitched headlong in with cries of despairing ecstasy. Chains rattled and slithered, whips cracked on flesh, some softer, some louder, depending on the flogger’s intent. Crops and canes snapped, straps hit with echoing cracks. 


Ayesha’s mouth was soon redolent with the taste of male orgasm and then increasingly that became overlaid with a melange of female musk as the cocks she sucked were on their third or fourth ejaculation. It was a matter of pride with all the slaves that the sight of their bodies in dungeon sessions always hardened cocks up quickly. 


The scent of candles mixed with the smell of sperm, sweat and leather. Between her spread legs there was a steady stream of men announcing themselves only by the smooth roundness of their cock heads roughly thrusting into her followed by the roughness of the pubic hair against her vulva. There was the sticky feel of the sperm that had been shot over her as it mixed with the oil and sweat. 


And there were the sights.


Between bouts of use, Ayesha increasingly let her head fall forwards. Below her, her breasts swung, robbed of their usual handsome roundness by the weights slung from the shining needles passed through her nipples, they were pulled into cruel cones. When she was beaten or fucked the chains swung and increased the pull, the weights clanking together musically as she orgasmed. On the floor was a pool of her mingled sweat and body oil. From between her legs, there was an almost constant outflow of sperm and her own juices. Beside her Miriam was a sight so exquisite that Ayesha could almost climax by watching her.


Although time was meaningless, enough of it had passed for several procedures to have been followed on the slaves and Miram was a gloriously erotic sight. 


For some reason Ayesha found there was a lull in the attentions being paid to her and looked across. After some prolonged beating, which Ayesha had missed as she herself had been under the whip, pinches of her breastflesh had been pierced and the needles arranged in complicated patterns. Her nipples too had been pierced and the needles pulled up by weights slung over a bar above her. Then they had been hot waxed - as had her entire stomach. Her rich brown, gleaming skin was in places completely obscured by rough layers of red, yellow and green wax. Her strong, flat stomach was heaving as she panted for breath. Between her legs the prince was showing a guest how to achieve the best from her.


“Here, hold this flap back like…..so,” he was saying. The two men were bent over the slave’s body and Ayesha could see they were concentrating on the clitoral hood. She caught a gleam of silver in his fingers and smiled as she saw her lover begin to gasp her way towards orgasm.


“Oh, ow! Oh!” Miriam’s voice began to rise.


“Now, when I hold this bit here, you push from there,” the prince continued calmly.


Miriam’s body tensed and twisted in its bonds, her cries rose higher.


“Now, one more push and it’s through.”


“Aah!” Miriam froze rigid and trembled from head to foot, her scream dying into a sigh and Ayesha was able to see how her face went from a grimace of pain to a soft expression of serene contentment.


“Now, my friend,” the prince said patting his guest on his naked shoulder. “She will fuck for you like a demon. Twist and pull the needle from time to time. It will jolt the clitoris into almost instant orgasm. And….” he said moving to Miriam’s head, “if she knows what’s good for her, she’ll suck me to heaven and back.”


Ayesha just saw his long thin rod begin to sink between Miriam’s softly submissive lips, when she felt a hand in her hair and her head was wrenched up. A pair of balls, puckered tightly at the base of an impressively thick shaft confronted her and she began to lick immediately.


Between her legs she felt a hand scoop some emission from her cunt and work it into her anus. She groaned in appreciation as she felt the unmistakably cold shape of a butt plug slide into her. She had been desperate for one all night and now…..yes…..! She summoned up all her strength to straighten her back a little as she felt the man begin to enter her, heightening her pleasure as the cock and the butt plug nudged, shifted and fought for space inside her. For a moment she was just a suspended, triple holed whore who existed for nothing more than the pleasure she could give the cocks inside her, the one she was now sucking properly was a real mouthful and worthy of her full attention. But then she was reminded that she had another purpose. Someone picked up a strap and began to thrash her already sore back. The sudden searing increase in the skin burn made her tense and jerk in her chains. The men cheered the flogger and to her immense delight the tempo and force of the beating increased even as the men began to increase the speed and depth of their thrusts. 


She felt a huge towering wave of overload build inside her and began to mew around the cock in her mouth in fear of the huge surge of uncontrollable pleasure about to engulf her. Beneath her she felt her breasts swinging, the nipples sending sharp lances of pain into the chaos inside her. It was going to be a brain breaking explosion as she was plugged, screwed, mouth fucked and thrashed into an orgasmic abyss. Only vaguely was she aware of the cock in her cunt beginning to pulse and spurt. She was screaming in release as she bounced from peak to peak of a multiple orgasm as the one in her mouth erupted and spunk seemed to be fountaining over her face even as she swallowed and snorted the stuff. And the strap kept up a relentless rhythm of deafening impacts on the gleaming body of a slave somewhere. Ayesha was only aware of how much she adored the sound of leather on woman as she slowly slid out of consciousness. It didn’t matter a damn to her that it was her own hide that was being thrashed.

 


The guests had gone, sleepy and lethargic in the wake of their orgasms, but most importantly 


well-pleased with the show the slaves had put on. As usual the women had been the harshest flagellators. Peter had watched Ayesha flogged practically to the blood by a small Austrian woman whose husband was enjoying her mouth. Their business associate was simultaneously fucking her. Now, as the slaves were released from restraint and suspension, one girl kneeling on the floor and carefully examining the breasts she had been hung from, a proud smile on her face as she traced the grooves the rope had carved, the prince’s household staff began to clear up. The floor was awash with the outpourings of a serious orgy and there were all the implements to clean, sort and put back into neat storage. 


Ayesha was sitting up as he approached, groggily shaking her hair out and rubbing some life back into her wrists and ankles. Miriam was only able to stand by holding onto one of the stakes that had imprisoned her. He breathed deep, the scent of a well-used dungeon was one of his favourites. But his appetites needed constant refreshment and change of diet. Gorgeous though Ayesha was as she tottered to her feet and set about sliding the needles out of her nipples, she would have to go.










Chapter 11



 


 

Brian arched his back and let out his breath in a long sigh of deep satisfaction. The last spasms of his orgasm ran through him and he thrust himself a few last times at the strong, lithe body under him, then he rolled off Jet, the straw of her stall rustling under him. Beside him he heard her tongue ring click softly against her teeth and her deep breathing as she too recovered from her climax. He put out an arm and stroked her breast sleepily. It would be nice to doze here for a while he thought, it was warm and Jet would be good for a blowjob later on. But he had work to do. Regretfully he patted Jet’s flank and stood up to pull on his clothes, stepping quietly out of her stall and closing the half door behind him. While he was there he had a quick check on the others, the new girl, Trouble, was deeply asleep. She had a big day coming up tomorrow and they would see what they would see at the end of it. The last stall was empty, it was scheduled for his brunette, Purdy, but it would be a while before she was quartered here. Beyond the stalls the little Indian groom had been given her bed. By the moonlight striking down from the window in the end of the stableblock, Brian saw her eyes flick open as soon as he came round the corner of the last stall. She sat up immediately, looking tousled and tempting as the sheet slid down from her prominent breasts. Her big eyes stared at him.


“The Master wants something? There is something wrong?” she asked quickly.


In only the few days since they had returned from Salazar’s estate, Raika had impressed everyone with her willingness to work hard, her concern to learn her job and the simple grace with which she gave herself to anyone who wanted her. If Carlo, Brian or any member of The Lodge so much as clicked their fingers, she would immediately give a brilliant smile, flick her little skirt up and make herself available for whatever was wanted. He went to sit on her narrow bed and she scrambled into a kneeling position to make room. He returned her smile and put out a hand to stroke the smooth warmth of her thighs.


“The Master might want something from you tomorrow,” he said. Her smile widened and she looked down. 


“But now I must get back to work.” He stood up and sighed, resisting the temptation to stroke the soft pubic curls and then slip his fingers into the heat between her thighs.


“That girl is very stubborn. You should beat her more, master.” Raika told him seriously.


He smiled. “In due course. Now go back to sleep.”


He tiptoed out and let the latch fall back quietly behind him on the outside door. Walking quickly then, he made his way through the arch at the back of the yard and from there to the equestrian centre. He had left one of the tall doors ajar and now he slipped back inside and shut it softly. The horsebox that transported the gladiators when the need arose stood just behind him with the tailgate down. In the subdued light shed by a nightlight it was just possible to see the huddled shape of the brunette Carlo had bid for and won.


On their return the three crated up slaves had been unloaded from the helicopter and with Yuri and Ivan – Madame’s mute Russian assistants helping, he and Carlo had carried them through to the stableyard and unpacked them. 


Perdita had immediately been a complete nightmare. He alone had carried her to one of the stalls in the horsebox and the second he had released her from her hogtie, he had found himself wrestling a spitting, swearing hellcat whom he had had to subdue with surprising force. But eventually he had got her chained by her ankle, collared and fitted with wrist and ankle restraints bearing the CSL initials like all the gladiators. Then he had tried to feed her from his hand. Tomorrow would be the fourth day since they had arrived back and still not a morsel of food had passed her lips. He was determined - and Carlo approved - that when she fed, it would be directly from her master’s hand. She was just as determined that she wouldn’t. Sighing quietly, and well aware that every man in The Lodge was watching him with amused sympathy mixed with outright pity, Brian crept in and settled himself on the sheet-covered straw beside his unruly charge and drifted into sleep.


Perdita refused breakfast the next morning and drank only from her water bottle on the stall wall. And that was only after she had treated Brian to her usual tirade of abuse, her voice now sounding weak and hoarse however. Brian left her tethered securely and went to watch what was taking place on the training ground. The gladiators had been run, brought back to their stables, fed and washed and were now ready to start the day’s training in earnest. Carlo had got something special planned and the rows of benches around the circle of beaten earth in the equestrian centre, just beside the horsebox, were quite well filled with members and Housegirls, all eager to see what the CSL stable was up to.


First of all Blondie was led in by Carlo, who unclipped her tongue lead and her wrists, then smacked her fondly on the rump and left the arena. There was applause as there always was for the big blonde, who immediately went into a loosening up regime, swinging her broad hips and flexing her trim waist, bending over and touching her toes. Each exercise brought a cheer from the men who never tired of seeing her spectacular body displayed for them. The biggest cheer was when she made a series of small jumps on the spot to loosen ankles and calves. Her breasts responded to the movement in a manner which had every cock in the house hardening instantly. A lot of them were immediately plunged into Housegirls’ mouths. However Blondie herself appeared to be quite unaware of the effect she had. She was far too well trained a creature to consider anything that went on in the audience as anything to do with her. Instead, once she had finished limbering up she went into her customary watchful stance as Carlo led in her opponent. She waited with her feet placed well apart and her hands braced firmly on her thighs just above her knees. 


Carlo led Trouble into the arena.


Able to see the two blondes together, Brian could instantly see Carlo’s logic in buying in Trouble. Blondie was taller and more athletic looking, although she had proved that she could soak up punishment like very few other slaves. But Trouble was - like Ox - more of a build suited to specialising in endurance events and lacked Blondie’s all round abilities. She was shapely and plainly fit and Brian could hear the knowledgeable audience immediately focus on the strong back and shoulders which marked her out as ideal whip fodder. Trouble, once she was fully broken in, was destined for the thick of the action in the arenas, places where naked furies battled it out in sweating crushes until their exhausted bodies were plundered by their masters. But for now, Trouble brought her reputation to Carlo’s arena and faced Blondie.


The German blonde gazed scornfully at the audience before concentrating on Blondie, who shifted to a slightly more crouched position and the two began to circle each other, legs spread, fingers reaching.


Trouble made the first move, she lunged in and Blondie struck with her characteristic speed. Leaning back to avoid the groping fingers she simply kicked out at stomach height and her heel drove hard into Trouble’s midriff. The German was stopped dead in her tracks, gaping and gasping for breath. Blondie regained her balance and flung herself against her opponent, putting her into a ferocious headlock and bringing her to the ground. Trouble got her breath back only enough to emit a muffled scream as Blondie tightened the headlock. Then she looked up at Carlo and Brian was aware of the Spaniard giving a slight shake of his head. Immediately the hold was released and Blondie let Trouble get up. 


Brian settled himself and prepared for a treat, Carlo had told Blondie he didn’t want this girl finished off quickly. Others had seen the exchange too and there was an excited murmuring in the audience.


Trouble climbed to her feet, fury etched in every line of her face and she charged, her head down, her arms reaching. Carlo tutted at the amateurishness of her training and Brian grinned as he watched Blondie slip into a manoeuvre he had taught her. It was pretty basic but it worked. Blondie went down before the onslaught, put a foot in the girl’s midriff and kicked her high into the air. Trouble’s training had at least taught her how to fall and although she landed heavily on her back she bounced back up snarling defiance. Her next charge resulted in her being swung head first into the boards at the side of the ring, then while she was stunned, dragged out into the centre and subjected to another of Brian’s contributions to the stable’s repertoire - the surf board. While Trouble lay face down before her, Blondie twisted her victim’s lower legs around her own, placing her feet in the hollows behind Trouble’s knees, leaned forwards and grabbed her wrists then rolled over onto her own back. Trouble was held shrieking above her in a sort of painful hogtie in mid air, her arms held rigid down behind her, her legs painfully twisted again Blondie’s.


Carlo tapped the boarding in front of him after the crowd had sampled the German’s cries adequately and some of the luckier onlookers had had a good look at the new girl’s cunt between the spread and bent thighs.


Blondie heard and released the hold, retreating to her hands-on-thighs stance while the German climbed stiffly to her feet and limped back into the fray. All she got for a reward was a crotch hold and slam. Blondie feinted and then reached between the German’s legs whilst simultaneously getting a handful of tit. The crowd cheered and laughed as they saw the German girl’s face freeze, knowing that she would be feeling Blondie’s thumb jabbing into her cunt, while her fingers went for the anus. She had hardly begun to scream before she was lifted high and then slammed down onto her face. Every girl winced at the thought of her breasts taking the brunt. This time the crowd cheered Trouble as she staggered upright and faced her tormentor again. They were appreciative of someone who could give them good entertainment. Blondie glanced across at her master as the girl tottered towards her and Carlo nodded. Brian noticed that Patti had brought Jet in and behind her El Tigre was tugging at her tongue leash and giving Raika a hard time. It was time for Blondie to finish with Trouble and let her stable mates have their turn. Brian ambled across to where Raika was trying to get Tigre to stand quietly. Tigre saw him coming and made no move to quieten. He took the leash from Raika, pulled Tigre close with one hand and with the other made a lash out of the spare leather of the leash. He delivered two hard smacks across the quivering flanks and Tigre subsided.


“It’s the only thing she understands, Raika,” he said. “When in doubt, beat her or have her beaten.” He smiled at Tigre who tossed her hair proudly while he stroked her breasts casually.


Out in the arena, Blondie had put Trouble through three Irish whips in succession, whirling her body helplessly head over heels. Now she was strolling towards her master, eyes fixed on him and the piece of shortbread he was holding for her, ignoring the cheers of the crowd.


Patti unclipped Jet’s lead and restraints and the black girl stepped elegantly into the circle, just as Trouble was picking herself up and shaking her bedraggled hair clear of her eyes. She let out an audible groan as she saw Jet. The crowd laughed and then cheered as they saw Carlo produce two pairs of boxing straps and call Jet to him. He threw the second set to Brian and he whistled Trouble over to him. 


Limping and sadly tousled the German girl came over, holding out her hands to have the straps wrapped and velcroed round the knuckles. Brian looked at her as he tugged the straps tight. The defiance had gone but so had the haughty glare. She glanced up at him at the same time and Brian saw something new in her; a sort of suppressed excitement. She saw Tigre waiting her turn and bit her lip, but there was just the ghost of a smile.


Jet pounded her mercilessly, jabbing punches at her breasts and threatening uppercuts between her legs. Already weakened the German tried manfully to jab and swing in return but was too slow. In only a few minutes Jet was playing with her, rubbing one fist in her face to blind her and then swinging up between the sturdy thighs with her other. Of course she was far too experienced to use her full strength and eventually backed her up against the side boarding and kept her there until Carlo signalled it was time to let her fall. A bucket of cold water was needed to get her up but she staggered her way through two ferocious beatings by Tigre and Ox, both with whips and then finally Cherry teased her and put on a combined show of wrestling, boxing and whipping that had the crowd cheering every move, even though Trouble was little more than a dead weight. Finally she took the surrender. She stood above her utterly vanquished foe and sank to her knees above her battered face and Trouble needed no further urging. As Cherry shuffled her knees apart and her cunt approached the fallen girl’s mouth, Trouble stuck her tongue out and began to lick the delicate lips and finally she lapped at the vaginal hole itself as Cherry held her head up and began to rub herself on Trouble’s mouth.


“Tonight she will be put in each stall and make each of her stable mates happy,” Carlo said. “Then she will know that she is fighting with these girls and not just for us men. That will make the difference with her.”


Brian was envious of Carlo’s seeming infallibility with the slaves. When he returned to the horsebox with some lunch for Perdita, she again refused, instead sinking listlessly down into a corner and turning her back on him. For the previous two days he had been running her on a training rein in the arena. He had - after a struggle got her arms spread out and tied to a light pole for exercise but he had had to use the most fearsome whip The Lodge possessed to get that much out of her. A long flexible pole, like the shaft of a driving whip terminated in a steel ring and attached to that was a further long length of whip cord. It was possible - indeed it was at its best – to wield it over distances of eight or nine feet and it was quite capable of wrapping right around a girl’s torso twice before the tasselled and weighted end bit into her with an audible thump.


Urged on by this, Perdita had reluctantly trotted for him for hour after hour. A scattering of members had looked on from the benches. Brian could hear them admiring her figure and bouncing breasts but also heard the whispers about her intransigence and how unlikely it was that she would be subdued.


But as he looked at her that afternoon, Brian felt she was probably too weak now. Prompted by a sudden urge, he reached out to the huddled figure and stroked her back where the whip’s end had bitten a small crater into her flesh. She made no move to avoid his touch and for a few moments he was able to stroke her back, enjoying the silky texture of her skin for the first time but disturbed by the lustreless, lank hair. Even if she broke soon, he reflected, it would take a long time to get her back into condition. But Carlo was certain he was on the right track so he would persevere. He decided that if she was beginning to give ground, it was maybe time he took a little.


“I am tired of your refusing the good food the stable provides,” he told her, standing up and looming over her. “I will not offer you any more now until this evening.”


She turned her head and gazed up at him, her dark eyes now not so bright but at least her tongue was stilled and she said nothing. Only yesterday she had harangued him in her mixture of shrill North American and Italian filth. Brian left her with raised spirits; maybe there was some progress.


He spent the afternoon working the gladiators out on the lawns at the front of the house, supervising wrestling practice and then walking Jet and Blondie through a new dressage routine. It was a fine summer day and midges were dancing in the twilight under the trees at the end of it as he carried a bowl of fruit and another of muesli out to the horsebox, whistling contentedly. He had been able to put Perdita to the back of his mind as he had worked the more pliant females in his charge.


Perdita was asleep and started up in alarm as he shook her gently. Her magnificent breasts heaved as she looked around her in panic, surfacing from whatever dream had engulfed her. The moment her eyes fastened on the slice of apple he was holding she ducked her head forward and took a bite. Whether she was still half asleep or whether hunger had finally conquered her resistance, or whether it was simply because she was relieved to find his familiar figure beside her, he never found out, but the moment she tasted food once more she came back for more.


After half an hour Brain called a halt, not wanting her to gorge after her fast. She had lapsed back into a deep exhausted sleep almost as soon as he had withdrawn the bowl he was feeding her from. 


Well pleased with the day’s progress he made his way to his quarters, showered, dressed and went for dinner. He was on duty afterwards and until the small hours of the morning was patrolling the dungeons. At last he shepherded the satiated, giggling Housegirls back to the wing of the house where they were quartered, ensured that those guests who were taking girls up to their rooms had everything they needed for the night before they led them off, checked all waste was properly disposed of and all lights were turned off. Then he sauntered across to the stableyard, his erection was pressing uncomfortably against his trousers and he urgently needed relief. It was a house rule that whichever member of staff was supervising the dungeons, they were not to partake of any of the slaves; no matter how inviting and plentiful were the mouths, anuses and cunts on display. That way there was always one male who was flogging as strongly, piercing as inventively and testing the girls as thoroughly at the end of a session as at the start. As he walked Brian made his choice, he could either wake one of the gladiators, summon a groom, jump into bed with Patti or he could sample the little Indian groom. 


She didn’t wake until he had undressed and had lifted her quilt. She lay with her limbs spread in the utter abandonment of the deeply asleep, her arms were up by her head and he studied the exciting contours of her breasts as they gently rose and fell, then he swept his eyes downwards and between her opened thighs he saw the rounded little split peach of her vulva. Under it the well-fleshed buttocks spread somewhat, taking her weight.


“Mister Holden?” Her voice disturbed him, it was sleepy and soft, not at all alarmed or shrill like Perdita’s was so often. She willingly moved across as far as the narrow cot would allow as he slipped into the warmth beside her. Immediately he felt her small hand try and encompass his shaft about half way up its straining length. 


“Oh!” she sighed appreciatively. “That girl of yours! You must show her this, then beat her hard, master.”


Brian smiled to himself in the dark as he felt Raika insinuate herself underneath him on her back, he rolled over and felt his cock come to rest nuzzling at the slick and soft lips of her sex. At the slightest push he felt them part easily and welcome him into the heat of her body and its lubricious embrace.


He began to move inside her and she kissed his chest. He let his full weight come down onto her and slipped his hands down between their bodies, groping for the squashed breasts, finding them and starting to pinch and twist the nipples until her soft cries became groans and whimpers of pleasure. Then he started thrusting himself in earnest, jerking her bodily as he rammed himself in up to the neck of womb.


“You… …need…..beating…..too… …Raika!” he ground out between gritted teeth at the peak of each thrust. In the dark he felt her arms lock behind his head, leaving his free to hurt her breasts all he wanted, her thighs tensed and he felt her lift her body to meet his, their pelvises began slapping together.


“Yes, master,” she breathed and began to orgasm, jerking against him frantically as Brian himself began to pump hot wads of sperm deep into her, again and again until he was emptied.


Rousing himself eventually from his post-orgasm lethargy and leaving Raika murmuring proudly in her warm and damp bed, he made his way out and back to the horsebox, undressed and settled down beside Perdita so that the first thing she saw would be her master – just as he had been the last thing she saw before sleeping. Letting out a long sigh as he contemplated the possibility of another fruitless day ahead of him he tried to relax. Beside him there was a faint rustling of the straw they slept on beneath the simple sheet. He glanced over and saw the whites of her large eyes gleaming softly in the dim light. Her lips parted and her small teeth shone briefly, then slowly, very slowly she shifted her position so that her head lay closer to his shoulder. There was a further adjustment and he felt, very, very softly, her lips touch the skin of his shoulder. He held his breath and there was a tickling feeling as her tongue lapped at him, tasting him.


He put out a hand to stroke the swell of her flank and immediately she drew back. Cursing silently, Brian held himself still. In a few moments she resumed contact and this time he let her go at her own pace. The tongue licked more strongly, there was the suggestion of a kiss from the exploring lips. Best of all he felt the pressure from her breasts against his arm as her head raised and her lips mapped out his chest. The rustling next to him became louder as she wriggled a little further down, her hands firmly imprisoned behind her causing her to move awkwardly. He propped himself up on his elbows to watch her head with its thick, sleep-tangled mass of chestnut hair, move slowly down across his stomach. At the same time he could feel her mouth opening more and her caresses becoming more urgent.


He reached down and slipped his boxers over his hips, then kicked them down to his knees. Perdita lifted her head until his semi-tumescent cock, was revealed, still partially lying on its nest of dark curly hair. Moving with real purpose now, Perdita knelt up and Brian divined her intention. He moved his right leg to one side and she was able to shuffle between his spread legs. Then with a soft mew of pleasure she bent down again and Brian felt soft lips and a warm tongue begin to caress his still-gleaming cock. If Perdita was put off by finding her master’s cock still redolent with the taste of another woman, she made no sign and ran her tongue in long strokes up the shaft of his cock until it began to throb and twitch its way back to full erection. Reaching down, Brian grasped it at its base and bent it so that it speared up vertically from his belly, seeming to dwarf her head. 


Her thick cascade of hair hid her face from him as she bent to her task but instead of feeling himself sink into a tight, welcoming mouth he felt instead the soft swells of her breastflesh swinging against his hardened shaft. He watched in delighted amusement as she swung her torso from side to side so as to feel him between her breasts. After a few moments she settled back onto her heels and ducked her head down. Brian gasped in pleasure as he felt her mouth close on him and her tongue begin to lap at his sensitive spot under the helm. Despite her rebelliousness she was no novice at fellatio and Brian found the length of travel she achieved straight down onto him very impressive, it betokened long practice at relaxing her throat to accommodate men.


It was plain from the vigour of her sucking that she wanted him to ejaculate into her mouth and this gave Brian a problem. Should he allow her to or should he assert himself by deciding which entrance he finished in? It was quickly becoming quite urgent that he make his mind up as Perdita was nodding more and more quickly, dipping her head farther at each stroke. At last Brian found the answer; as he had just enjoyed a superb cunt, he would let Perdita take him in her mouth. He told himself that it was where he wanted to take her in any case and relaxed just in time to enjoy an exquisite orgasm as his cock pumped and flexed in her passionate mouth and his sperm was swallowed eagerly. It was the second ejaculation of the night but even so Brian was aware that he could reduce most of the Housegirls and gladiators to spluttering even on the third or fourth eruption, so Perdita showed real promise at last.


She slept curled up beside him, her thigh thrown over his so that he could feel the fuzz at her crotch stroking his own thigh. Her breath tickled his shoulder as he drifted off himself.










Chapter 12



 


 

In the morning Brian was amongst the first over at the kitchens, slicing fruit and pouring a bowl of cereal for Perdita, beside him, several of the grooms and Raika busied themselves doing the same, he smiled at the female banter that went on around him, the cooks having fun looking at the girls’ faces and trying to guess which ones had been ‘given a good seein’ to’ the previous night. They detected a sparkle in Raika’s eye and as he left the furiously blushing girl was being subjected to ribald comments from all sides. As he walked back across the yard he could hear the rest of the staff calling to each other and their charges. The gladiators were stamping and sweating at the hitching rail, tongue tethered. Carlo would have run them behind two traps, Patti driving the other. Two slaves pulled, selected by rota, and the rest of the stable trotted behind, held by leashes from their collars and their arms spread out on yokes. Inside the stables the nightsoiled straw was being shovelled out, the showers were warming up and any minute now they would be led in for hosing down, feeding, grooming and a short rest for digestion before the day’s work properly got underway.


Carlo came out and gathered Blondie’s leash then saw Brian.


“How’s it going? Any progress?” he called.


Brian smiled. “Might be!” he called back and then, singing happily he made his way back to the horsebox.


Forty-five minutes later he proudly deposited two empty bowls on the kitchen’s serving counter.


“You got her eating Mr Holden?” the cook enquired, looking up from the hob where the members’ breakfasts were being prepared. He told her he had and she grinned broadly, “Good for you, Sir! She’ll be a pretty lass when you’ve got her sorted!”


Brian sauntered into the main Dining Room and joined the other men at the hot plates filled with scrambled and fried eggs, bacon, sausages, mushroom, tomatoes, fried bread and every other sort of food a man might need inside him to face a hard day’s playing.


“So how long before we’re able to take this slave of yours out for a drive, Brian?”


Brian’s good humour evaporated. Josh Cordell was standing beside him, his perennial sneer even more pronounced than normal. Josh was, amongst other things, the master of Amber Oakley-Dean, the daughter of the Oakley-Dean twosome to whom Brian had been introduced on his first day. He disliked Josh intensely - but then he disliked Amber as well so usually he just steered clear of both - however he was well aware that Josh was the leader of the ‘Brian will never tame that hellcat’ school of thought. He pretended to think long and hard in order to give Josh time to look around and bask in Brian’s apparent embarrassment.


“Ooh, don’t know, Josh….that’s a tough one!” he mused.


“Yeah! She is that, Brian!” Josh snorted and got a laugh or two from some of his cronies.


Brian smiled and sprang his trap. “Yes, I might not be able to spare her until this afternoon. That okay for you?”


“What?…”


“Four o’clock?”


“But!…”


“Outside the front door… …..is that a problem?”


Josh snapped his jaw shut and regained his composure.


“No, no problem, Brian. But let’s make this a bit more interesting. If you’ve got that bitch so well trained, how about we have a wager that she won’t be able to - or just plain won’t - pull me over a half mile course of my choosing.”


“Taking into account your reputation with a whip, Josh, you won’t mind if I ask for observers along the route.”


Josh grinned his cruel, lopsided sneer. “If you think she needs protecting; then, yes, I accept.”


“I don’t think it’s a disgrace for even the best trained slave to need protecting from you when you’ve got a bet to win… …or lose.” Brian said quietly and turned away.


His breathing was back under control by the time he joined Carlo at a table and explained, tight lipped, what had passed.


“That is one very cruel man, Brian,” Carlo said thoughtfully. “I just hope we don’t end up with Perdita’s spirit broken before we even get started!”


“I know, Carlo. I’m sorry, but he’s just got to me over the last few days!”


“Gentlemen.” A voice broke in on them, it belonged to ‘Duke’ Dupont, one of the senior members. “Mr. Cordell wishes to declare the terms of the wager you have agreed to and Mr Carpenter has asked me to judge in the affair. Should the slave known as Perdita fail to pull the trap satisfactorily over the half mile course to be decided upon by Mr Cordell, he shall claim the services of the aforementioned slave for a period of not less than forty-eight hours at a time of his choosing and free of all restriction and oversight. However, should she fulfil her duties satisfactorily you will be entitled to full, and equally exclusive, access for an equal amount of time to the Housegirl Amber Oakley-Dean,” Dupont finished and stood waiting for a response.


“Agreed,” Brian said eventually, “apart from my having access to Mr Hartnett’s Housegirl. I am only concerned to uphold the honour of the CSL stable.”


Opposite him, Carlo nodded approvingly and Duke too acknowledged the sportsmanship before withdrawing.

 

Brian ate a more hasty meal than he had planned and made straight for the horsebox when he had finished, on his way through the stableyard he barked out some terse instructions before marching out through the arch. 


To his immense pleasure he found Perdita prowling her stall, plainly anxious to get out and about now she was regaining her energy. His pleasure and pride in her were further enhanced when she made no protest at being yoked and allowed herself to be led out into the sunshine and tethered to a tree by the leash from her collar.


Ensuring she was firmly tethered, Brian added a hobble chain between her ankles just to be sure before he left her for a few moments.


Back in the stableyard he found that Penelope had been tacked up for him, as he asked, and was standing between the shafts of a trap. On the seat of the trap lay all the items he had requested. A groom stood prettily to attention by the pony’s head and handed the reins to him with a curtsy.


It had been fortuitous that Penelope had been in stables at that time and Brian felt that as he had refused unfettered access to the filly, the dam could play a part in winning the bet for him.


Settling himself in his seat, he flicked the driving whip back and forth across her neat buttocks and then rested the lash on her shoulder while he hauled her gently to the right. Her sandals clattered and scraped at the cobblestones as she leaned forwards and began to take the strain, behind her, jolting over the stones the rig began to swing round and head for the archway. Brian always enjoyed the brief period of echo as the trap jolted through the dark under the archway and the pony’s steel soled sandals clattered loudly. He suddenly felt his mood lift as he contemplated the challenge ahead and watched Penelope’s luscious buttocks shake as her pace picked up. Smiling, he cracked the whip to and fro across her back and shoulders and enjoyed the resonant smack of the cord on her skin.


He reined Penelope in by the tree he had left Perdita tethered to and dismounted to lead her to the back of the trap and then slip the loop of her leash over his left wrist. That way he could control Penelope and pull Perdita along at the same time. He whipped Penelope back up to a walk and steered her along a path which took them round the indoor arena and into the woods beyond, once there he whipped her up to a trot. He wanted privacy when he introduced Perdita to the experience of wearing studded tack. He had no idea of whether or not she had ever come across any before and certainly didn’t want her making an exhibition of herself in front of club members.


On the moss covered path beneath the beeches the wheels of the trap rumbled softly, Perdita padded silently on bare feet behind him and even Penelope’s steel soles were muffled. Brian sat back and enjoyed the brief moment of peace as the sunlight flickered in between the tall tree trunks, until the path began to slope downwards. At the bottom of the slope the stream which formed part of the assault course away on the right and the mud wrestling pit in a hollow away on the left would cross the path at a ford. He whipped Penelope on harder, sending the lash over her shoulders to score her breasts and prevent her from following her instinct to lean back and slow down. With the obedience born of long experience, the pony threw herself down the slope and sprinted bravely into the shallow water, sending up splashes and stumbling a little on the rough stones, then the trap clattered after her, the wheel rims throwing up tails of spray and behind him he heard Perdita gasp at the cold but her leash tightened only slightly before they were all clear. Brian enthusiastically added to the latticework of red lines adorning Penelope’s back and backside as she struggled up the opposite slope until they were back on the level.


Here, on the left, the fields where the real horses were grazed came up to the eaves of the wood and Brian pulled the snorting Penelope over to the fence.


“Whoa, there! Good girl!” he told her softly as she came to a halt.


He dismounted and came round to stand beside her, pulling Perdita after him. He spent a few minutes fondling her breasts and teasing her by putting his fingers up inside her, stirring her up and then withdrawing them. He watched with amusement as her eyes closed in pleasure and then widened in disappointment. The soft warmth and weight of her breasts, sporting their welts in pleasing cross hatched patterns made his cock begin to throb and thicken but he had work to do so he contented himself with using the loop of Perdita’s leash to whip Penelope’s nipples a few times. She sighed in contentment as he brought the hard leather down onto the rubbery lengths of her erected nubs. But when he unhitched her straight afterwards and led her over to a tree to tether her, from between her blinkers she gave him a mournful, reproachful stare. He looped her reins a few times over a low branch, hobbled her and went back to Perdita. He took her yoke off and led her over to a fence post then placed her hands on the top of it.


“Move your feet back. Now hollow your back, Purdy. Good girl. Stick you arse out nicely.” He moulded her to his preferred stance and then stood back.


From behind she presented a fine sight. Her thighs were long and looked to have good muscle tone, her hips were wide and well rounded, the buttocks fleshy but firm and deep. Nestling just beneath them was the dusky lipped pouch of her vulva, Brian noted with pleased amusement that the lips were already slightly engorged and open. Her waist was trim and her back rose gracefully from it to the fairly broad shoulders. As she bent forwards, so her heavy breasts swung ripely beneath her chest. As he surveyed her she turned her head and gazed solemnly at him with her large brown eyes. Altogether she was a superb package, promising the full range of pleasures a gladiator was able to offer her master; endurance in the fight, endurance in dungeon sessions and ecstasy in every entrance to her body.


Brian moved forwards and unzipped his flies.


“You’re going to need lubricating, Purdy, so let’s get started!”


Her cunt was surprisingly tight so he could only assume that she had been uncooperative for some time and had succeeded in fending men off for maybe weeks or months even. And even as he slid himself in and out for a while until she was opened up and ready for him, his admiration for her increased. He just hoped that her bonding with him would see her through the undoubted thrashing that Josh Cordell would hand out.


But that worry faded slightly as he achieved smooth penetration and Perdita’s cunt caressed the hard shaft invading it. For a few moments he was content to watch her hump then hollow her back, swing and rotate her hips sensuously before he felt the pressure start to rise right at the root of his cock. Then he grabbed her hips roughly and began to lunge into her carelessly, seeking the neck of her womb. Perdita threw her head back as she shook under the onslaught and accepted her new master with high pitched moans and mews of delight as she felt him spurt thick, hot gobbets of sperm deep inside her.


After a few brief moments to savour the quality of the orgasm, Brian pulled clear of her and turned to the mound of tack at his feet. Bending down he selected first of all the studded breast straps, then he set about clipping her wrists together behind her back before he turned her and backed her up to the fence post and passed a hobble chain round it before fastening it to her ankles, thus preventing her from kicking. As he worked he was aware that she could see the shiny little spikes that lined the straps and they occasionally bumped against her skin but she kept quiet and docile. When Brian straightened up her eyes were even larger than normal but steady and clear. However, when he took her collar off and replaced it with the higher one that all the ponies wore and which was connected to the tit straps, she bit her lip as the straps themselves fell across the prominent and vulnerable hills of breastflesh and he could imagine the chill of the steel points hinting at the torments to come. Still she held herself calm and he was able to encircle her right breast first, just holding the tongue of the strap in the buckle, prior to tightening. Already he could feel the weight of the breast and she would be experiencing the first pricking from the studs underneath. Brian glanced up before he went for the one strong pull that was the only way to introduce a slave to studded tit straps. Give it to her full on and then let her adjust. Perdita was staring down at her breast and the thick leather strap, her eyes wide but unflinching.


“Steady, there girl. Hold steady now…..” he whispered, then bracing himself he yanked the strap through to the fourth hole and fed the spike of the buckle into it before tucking the tongue neatly into its loop. All was done in a fraction of a second, then he stood back. Perdita was on tiptoes, her face contorted into a grimace, her teeth bared, but no sound escaped her. Immediately he could see that she was going to make a splendid dressage pony. The breast responded perfectly to stringent bondage; swelling out fully from the constricted root but retaining much of its impressive size – unlike so many which became remarkably small when constricted.


He shushed and stroked her for a moment, running his hands down her quivering flanks and patting them gently until she calmed somewhat, then he moved to the left breast and repeated the dose. This time, although she made no move to try and kick, she couldn’t help letting out a low growl as the points bedded in but even then she refrained from any verbal protest. Brian was impressed by her restraint but now he turned his attention to her crotch. She watched warily, her cruelly gripped breasts rising and falling with her stressed breathing, as he unfolded the belt with its studded crotch strap, dildo and butt plug. First of all he merely fastened the belt around her waist, standing close to her and encircling her with his arms to fasten it. As he did so she rested her head briefly on his shoulder and wriggled against him sensuously, making throaty little purring noises as she did so. 


“Steady Purdy!” he warned her. For a ponyslave to presume any acquaintance closer than that of animal to owner or trainer was unacceptable but Brian couldn’t help smiling above her bent head as he felt the swollen nubs of her nipples brush his shirt front. He reached down and gave one tit a warning squeeze before she earned herself any further punishment. As he crouched down in front of her and prepared to lube the plug, he was still smiling though. He was getting more and more confident that Perdita was going to repay Carlo’s confidence. 


Brian held her labia, still slimy with his seeping spend, open while he pushed the butt plug into her vagina and soused it thoroughly in the warm swamp of the recently fucked passage. She made no move to either try and close her legs or demur in any way and Brian was able to slip it out then replace it with the dildo quite easily. Then he stood up and using the ring on the front of her collar he bent her forwards slightly before he reached down behind her and pulled the plug up until it was lined up with her anus. Twisting it back and forth and applying gradually increasing force, Brian watched as the sphincter muscles slowly surrendered to the blunt nosed, sperm-slicked implement. From somewhere down by his waist he heard Perdita give a strained grunt as she felt her passage stretched wider and wider. Briefly Brian wondered whether she was anally virgin. She would be a rare prize indeed if she was, he reflected but he put that to the back of his mind as he applied more pressure and screwed the widening cone deeper into her until at last the distended mouth of the anus reached the base of the plug and closed around the neck of the flange with a grateful kissing movement. He stood her up, her eyes watering considerably and leading her by her collar ring he urged her into a walk. In an ungainly waddle at first she allowed herself to be led in small circles and after a few minutes she seemed to realise that the discomfort of the studs reached a peak which was an almost pleasant counterpoint to the exciting shifting inside her as her body moved around the twin shafts impaling her. Her movements relaxed and her stride lengthened into the graceful gait that Brian had hoped a long-legged specimen like her would be capable of. Once that was accomplished it remained only to buckle on the bridle and bit. Again she was docile and well behaved as the bit was slipped into her mouth and she champed at it, accustoming herself to the harsh taste. Brian fed the bulk of her thick hair through the aperture between the straps at the back of the bridle and then buckled it fast at her nape, approving of how the ponytail hung, thick and lustrous, but not too far down the strong back. For driving around the park it was considered a bit too showy to fit real horsehair tails to the butt plugs, that was restricted to dressage events at gymkhanas or the occasional garden fairs The Lodge held. However, Brian felt, looking at her that Perdita would wear the green and gold CSL plumes on top of her bridle when she turned up for Josh Cordell. Leading her by her reins over to the trap and positioning her between the shafts he petted her again as he clipped her wrists to the shafts and then stood back once more. She kept her eyes lowered but held herself proudly erect and with shoulders back none the less. She was an enigma; rebellious – mutinous even – but now suddenly placid and displaying a knowledge of what was required from a pony slave that completely contradicted her previous behaviour. He reached out and put his hand round one of her breasts, revelling in the feel of the smooth skin, tight and firm in its constriction. She tensed as she watched his fingers. Slowly he tightened his grip, sinking his fingers into the pillow of flesh and pushing it back against the spiteful ring that constricted it. Perdita daintily lifted one foot and stamped but made no noise until he did the same with her other breast and fetched a bit-distorted moan from her. Brian had no interest in knowing whether it was a moan of lust or pain – or both. What was important was that she made every effort not to interrupt whoever was enjoying her. Giving her a congratulatory smack on her rump he climbed aboard and picked up the driving whip from its clip.


“Walk on, Purdy,” he said and gave her the customary back and forth flicks across the shoulders. Immediately she took the strain and bending forwards began to pump her legs as she broke the trap free of the soft earth on which it was standing.


“Go on, girl! Put your back into it!” Brian encouraged, following up his words with stronger flicks of the whip as slowly the rig headed back to the path. Once there he smacked the lash down across each shoulder this time, hearing the cord smack home on the tightly held breasts. Perdita’s head reared back but she kept up her efforts and within a couple of paces her bare feet were getting better grip on the tarmac of the path. Once the wheels of the trap were on the path as well then with the whip as a stinging reminder of her master’s will, Perdita was soon up to a trot. Whether or not she had ever worn studded tack was still an unknown but she had certainly been run between the shafts of a trap before. Without having to be whipped to it, she lifted her knees high and kept her head high too, her neck arching prettily to show off her thick ponytail as it bounced on her back. She responded quickly to the slightest tug on the reins, turning her head just slightly to right or left as she was steered. But what delighted Brian most was that when he took her onto grass again and turned her sharply, she crossed her legs - right in front of left on a left turn and vice versa on a right turn - in the correct dressage manner in order to make the driver’s ride as smooth as possible.


There was only one cloud in the sky.


How would she respond to the level of whip she would undoubtedly get from Josh Cordell? Brian didn’t dare flog her too hard yet, she would need to start out relatively unscathed. All he could do was be as rough as he could, he wrenched the reins and made her head jerk round at each command to turn right or left. He delivered deft flicks of the whip around her hips, making the cord bite at her labia. Apart from flecks of saliva flying from her mouth as she tossed her head, she didn’t show any signs of distress or allow herself to be distracted from pulling as strongly as she could.


At last he steered her back to where Penelope was waiting, fidgeting at her hobble and champing on her bit irritably. It wasn’t often that a pony was tacked up, whipped and run hard then hobbled and ignored while another pony got all the attention.


“Whoa, Purdy! Good girl. Good pony!” Brian whispered as he stopped her and dismounted, stopping to stroke her hip and smack her rump affectionately as he made for Penelope, smiling.


“Feeling ignored are we, Penny?” he teased, stroking a hand down across her breasts, trailing it down across her stomach and then stopping it just above the junction of her long thighs. From behind her bit came a whmper and Brian felt her shiver with lust.


“But what sort of attention do you want, eh? Whip or fuck? Or both?” His hand stroked her thigh but moved around towards her buttock rather than towards her sex. As far as the hobble would allow, Penelope lifted a foot and stamped. Brian tut tutted.


“Well, it’ll have to be the whip for that! Afterwards we’ll see….”


He unclipped the hobble and unlooped her reins before clipping her wrists to the loop at the back of her collar. Instantly she turned away from him to offer her back and presented for the whip. She spread her legs wide and hollowed her back so that Brian had full access to her back, buttocks and shoulders but could also see her cunt.


Brian stood back and shook out the whip, then using proper overarm throws rather than flicks he lashed her, lacing her back with a ladder of pink ridges then making her buttocks quiver and ripple. After twenty or thirty satisfying strokes he was fully erect, his cock straining against his trousers as he moved. Penelope’s cunt was wide open, the pretty inner lips quivering as she adjusted her stance and shuffled her feet to help diffuse the pain of the whip. Brain moved in to free her wrists and place her hands against the trunk of the tree, her back still hollowed but now to present her cunt properly.


Brian glanced across to Perdita as he unzipped his flies again. Her eyes were wide but she gave no sign of envy or jealousy as she watched her newly won master prepare to fuck another slave in front of her. Progress indeed, Brian thought as he held Penelope’s labia wide open with the fingers of one hand and guided his cock home with the other. Fucking a freshly whipped female from the rear so that he could torment her welts with his fingers while he rammed into her, cramming every last inch of his shaft home as roughly as it pleased him to, was one of Brian’s chief delights and he erupted inside Penelope after only a few dozen thrusts. Had he not reached around her and ground his thumb hard against her clitoris she might not have climaxed in time but as it was, she gargled and spluttered behind her bit as he came inside her.


He pulled clear immediately and walked over to where Perdita still stood between the shafts of the trap. She didn’t need telling and as he approached she spread her legs and bent forwards so that her mouth was waiting for him as he reached her. He had only to unbuckle the bridle and slip it off then she began to lick assiduously, clearing him of the thick traces of his emission and the spicy outpourings of Penelope’s cunt. By the time she eagerly sucked the softening helm of his cock into her mouth, and began to tongue it, he felt himself begin to swell and harden again. He settled himself in preparation for the orgasm he knew was coming and to begin with he held Perdita’s shoulders as he began to rock his hips back and forwards, allowing her head to ride his thrusts. Having so recently come, it took her a further few minutes of hard work with her tongue to coax another orgasm from him but eventually he felt the pressure build beyond the point of no return and then he shifted his grip to either side of her head and held her steady while he mouth fucked her in earnest. Perdita made no move to protest but it was only the fact that he had recently spent himself inside Penelope that she was able to swallow fast enough to keep up with his climax when it finally came.


Brian lounged contentedly in the trap as Penelope trotted them home, her thighs glistening with the aftermath of her fuck. Behind them Perdita trotted, freed from her bridle and licking her lips appreciatively. He put Perdita back in her stall before whipping Penelope back into the yard and turning her over to the grooms. Then he went in search of whoever was running the book on the forthcoming wager.










Chapter 13



 


 

As he had suspected, Dandy Macintyre was acting as bookie and had Brian not been in such high good humour he might have been insulted by the odds he got on Perdita finishing the course. But the prize money would be sweet.


For the rest of the morning he worked with Carlo and the rest of the gladiators. Ox and Trouble were wrist suspended out on the first tee for the day. At least once a week they were sent there for what Carlo referred to as ‘practice’. By the first tee, down a slope from the car park at the front of the house, a tall sycamore grew, slightly apart from a long copse which separated the first and the eighteenth fairways. From one of its branches Yuri and Ivan had slung two ropes which were knotted around steel rings at their lower ends. To these Ox - and Trouble since she had arrived - were tied, with their feet just able to touch the ground. Each slave held a sturdily lashed flogger in her teeth. As the members queued to tee off, they were invited to flog both slaves as hard as they cared to. It was an ideal way of warming up for golf and Carlo was of the opinion that as both slaves were principally whip fodder in the arenas, regular days spent doing nothing but being flogged could only harden them up. It seemed to be something of a self-fulfilling prophecy because Ox was in almost constant demand for dungeon duty due to her now almost limitless ability to take the whip. And the more she was flogged there, the more she could take at the tree, but Trouble, now docile and totally in lust with her sisters in slavery to the extent that she was even becoming a fairly enthusiastic fuck, was showing great promise and catching up fast. On that morning, Brian took both slaves out and mounted them, then he returned to run the assault course with Cherry and after that wrestle with Jet and Blondie. Patti drove El Tigre in the specially weighted trap until, at lunch, she staggered back into the yard, almost dropping between the shafts and scored with countless welts from Patti’s whip.


Brian took Perdita her lunch and afterwards allowed her out of her stall to watch Jet, Cherry, Blondie and Tigre at boxing practice. Carlo approached this with his usual brutally simple logic. He reasoned that the greatest handicap a female boxer could take into the arena or the slave pens was fear of the studded corset and thong she wore. Secondly he knew that the body has a very short memory where pain is concerned - the female body especially so; otherwise there would be a lot of only-child families, he was fond of observing. Therefore the way to make outstanding boxers was to constantly remind the slaves of the levels of pain the studs could cause. This removed the fear factor and lessened the chances of a masochist allowing herself to be surprised by the pain to the extent where it tipped into orgasm. This was a frequent occurrence in the arenas and eagerly watched for by the crowds. It meant that a fighter was completely disarmed by her own dazed pleasure and her opponent could play with her for quite a long time before delivering the coup de gras.


In pairs and wearing the full boxer’s kit of leather basque with half cup bra, the bases of the steel studs patterning the exterior and the thongs likewise, knuckles wrapped in weighted leather strips, they took it in turns to deliver unresisted flurries of punches. The recipient would stand with hands on head and allow her full front to take four punches before she was allowed to return the compliment. Carlo would shout out the target areas, blow his whistle and the punches would thud home with the recipients trying not to flinch or take a backwards step. Even Blondie found this a testing exercise, and frequently she would have to shuffle her feet and adjust her stance. But all four slaves knew that the practice bore fruit, a CSL slave had never had to be carried from an arena or pen after a boxing contest.


Brian and Carlo would patrol behind the slave delivering the punches and encourage them with the whip, ensuring that full force went into the punches. After that they were allowed to engage in proper bouts. Lodge members frequently watched from the benches, they not only appreciated the thrill of the contest and the sights and sounds of beautiful slaves suffering for their entertainment, they also knew that once Carlo called a halt, they were superb fucks. A gladiator fresh from even a training arena was always a passionate screw and on most afternoons the steel enclosure would echo to moans and gasps of orgasm as soon as the noise of combat had ceased.


On this afternoon however, the practice finished early and the frustrated slaves were led back to their stalls. Brian tacked Perdita up and added full blinkers this time. He felt that with Josh in the driving seat, a narrower field of vision might help stop her getting too panicky. When she was ready, he led her out by her reins and took her into the yard. The grooms were all gathered and there was a ripple of excited applause as they entered under the arch. Then Brian backed her up between the shafts of one of the traps, shackled her wrists and led her round to the front of the house. He walked beside her and whispered encouragement as, even with blinkers on, she became aware of the gathering onlookers. 


There was a hitching rail to one side of the foot of the main staircase where it swept grandly down from the front door and Brian looped the reins around that before going to lean against the warm stone of the house and wait for Josh’s appearance. He made sure that Perdita could see him and smiled encouragement whenever her eyes caught his accidentally. There was quite a crowd gathered by that time and several of the members were running admiring hands over her body, tweaking the swollen nipples, digging fingers into buttocks and even testing her resolve to stand neatly with legs together by attempting to get fingers between them. Standard treatment for ponies at The Lodge but Brian had no idea how Perdita would react. It seemed that he need not have worried, occasionally she glanced in his direction to reassure herself but then she went back to placidly ignoring the arrogantly questing and prodding hands.


After a few minutes Josh finally appeared. He was carrying his own driving whip and before Brian could stir, John Carpenter stepped forward and asked to inspect it. The tip of the lash turned out to have had a devilish little curved spike added. One slash at a ponyslave’s crotch with that would have taken her to her knees instantly. 


Josh spread his hands innocently when John discovered the addition.


“Amber never complains and I always run her with it,” he explained.


“Standard tack, standard rig, standard whip, Josh,” John replied, handing the whip to Duke Dupont.


Josh smiled and shrugged casually. “With a standard whip it just takes a little longer to open them up,” he said.


Brian felt Carlo’s hand close about his upper arm as he stood up. “Steady, Brian. All you can do is hope she can take it.”


If Perdita had heard anything, she gave no sign and when Brian looked she was champing the bit and shaking her head irritably to clear a fly away, the green and gold plumes wagging merrily above her head. But then Josh unlooped the reins and mounted and he saw her arms and shoulders register the change in the rig’s balance. Instantly her expression changed to one of intense concentration and fortunately she caught Brian’s eye before Josh wheeled her around, he gave her a small, tight smile and saw what looked like an answering one but around the bit it was hard to tell. Josh yanked the reins cruelly to her left and with her head snatched hard round she was half-backing, half-wheeling away until she was facing the park. Then with a snap of the whip around her waist and another hard wrench of the reins he brought her to a prancing halt at John’s request.


“The course is as follows. The rig is to be driven out along the path to the thirteenth green. There it will turn left and follow the track that runs across the fourth and sixteenth fairways. After that it will rejoin the main drive and be driven back here. Observers are stationed along the way to see that nothing other than pony driving takes place and no undue whip play is indulged in,” he told the crowd.


“That’s a tough course for a new pony,” Carlo whispered. “There’s an uphill onto the main drive then it’s a fast surface until you hit the hill to climb up to the car park.”


Brian nodded thoughtfully. He was aware that Josh was giving Perdita as hard a run as he could.


“What exactly is ‘undue whip play’ John?” Josh was asking, his lips curling in his customary sneer. “Everyone here knows I drive a hard pace. Brian certainly did when he offered to let me drive this bitch.”


Brian had tried to manoeuvre himself around to Perdita’s front to maintain contact for as long as possible and was just about there when John Carpenter called to him for a decision.


Perdita raised her eyes once, saw him and shook her hair proudly, arching her neck and stamping impatiently. Suddenly she looked a true thoroughbred, raised for the driver’s whip and anxious to be about her business. Brian smiled broadly.


“Josh is perfectly free to drive her as hard as he cares to,” he said proudly, quite certain that the CSL stable’s honour was safe.


“Drive on then, Josh!” John called.


Instantly the whipcord snaked over Perdita’s back and cracked down hard, once, twice and three times before she had had a chance to get up to more than walking pace. But even as she pumped her legs and the trap rumbled forwards on the tarmac, the whip smacked across her twice more, goading her into an urgent run. The path led off from a corner of the car park and in two wide curves snaked down to the first tee, where Ox and Trouble, still hung, ignored for the moment. Brian held his breath as he watched Perdita being hurled down the slope at full tilt. She was being given no opportunity to adopt the showy, high knee-lift most drivers liked, Josh simply wanted an all out gallop. One stumble at that pace on that gradient would wreck the trap and mean a long, painful recuperation for Perdita - even if she wasn’t permanently damaged. 


He didn’t breathe out until the rig was down on the level and racing away out onto the golf course. The regular snap of the whip could be clearly heard by the onlookers as the figures receded into the distance until the trap rattled across a small bridge on the eighth fairway and was approaching a small copse. The pace was still furious and the whip was still flaying Perdita but she showed no signs yet of fatigue. Although the small figure of Josh could still be seen raising and then slashing the whip down, the sound no longer travelled and the scene was played in eerie silence. Brian could just imagine though. The smell of the slave’s sweat would be mingling with the smell of leather, the harness would be jangling and rattling, the wheels rumbling in an underscore to the whip’s incessant descant played on the slave’s skin. He wondered whether Perdita would be panting and gasping for breath yet. 


The crowd watched until the trap had vanished behind the trees, then everyone began to drift away to the opposite side of the car park, where - it seemed like only yesterday - Brian had whipped Jet up the incline from the drive onto the frontage of the house. People were consulting watches and earnestly discussing the amount of time it would take for the rig to travel along the track, join the drive and then reappear. There were many shaking heads as they considered the two climbs involved, the pace Josh had set and the amount of whip being used.


“If she makes this, Brian, we’ve got a winner!” Carlo said cheerfully.


“You think she will?”


“How should I know? But I know that you think she will!” He gave his infectious grin and leaned against a tree, looking down the drive and waiting.


They were the longest minutes of Brian’s life. He was constantly waiting to hear John’s mobile ring with a report that Perdita had gone lame or had pulled up. But suddenly, one of several members who had walked some way along the drive was waving at the crowd who had stayed by the finish line. Another person waved and then there was a movement back towards the house all along the drive, with more excited waving. Carlo gripped Brian’s arm and both men squinted along the tarmac, then suddenly from around the slight bend which hid the track’s entrance onto the drive, the trap was back in sight.


Now they could hear cheering. Bets were forgotten, Perdita was still going strong and all the members loved a good competitor. Brian could see that Josh was standing up now and still raining lashes down on the straining ponygirl but she was still running fluidly and straight despite the gradient she had just been lashed up.


“Come on, Purdy!!” Brian found himself screaming and suddenly everyone around him was screaming too. Housegirls were jumping up and down and shrieking, even the ever-taciturn Madame Stalevsky was clapping her hands and jigging up and down. Patti Campbell was thumping one fist into the palm of her other hand, her face contorted into a ferocious grimace of encouragement. Closer and closer the trap came, the noise of the whip and the wheels on the tarmac drowned out by the noise of the crowd. It was a simple contest now, Perdita’s determination and endurance versus Josh’s determination to break her with the whip. Brian could see Josh’s face contorted in fury as he flailed away at Purdy’s back, shoulders, breasts, buttocks. He was making no attempt to aim and suddenly Brian realised that he had whipped himself out. He was exhausted and still Purdy was running. Brian yelled at the top of his voice, willing her to hear him and run to him. But pony, like driver, was tiring. The onlookers could see the trap beginning to weave a little as Purdy’s running became ragged.


Brian threw courtesy to the winds and shouldered his way to the front of the crowd, barging Housegirls and members out of his way. Then he cupped his hands round his mouth and yelled her name. 


For ever afterwards he maintained that that was what clinched it. He was sure that she heard him just as she hit the bottom of the slope, sweat was blinding her, every inch of her hide must have been burning and stinging, the studded tack was letting sweat into the tiny punctures it made in her flesh, inside her the plug and dildo were a torment. And the whip just wouldn’t stop. She was beyond feeling any more pain but he was sure she heard her master and in that moment she won. 


He saw her head go down and her knees lift just a fraction more and the trap actually accelerated just enough to cover the first part of the hill. Now it was so close that the whip was plainly audible, even over the screaming of the crowd. Brian yelled again and Perdita’s head came up, the bit cruelly pulled back by Josh’s standing and bracing himself with it. Saliva and sweat sprayed from her and the onlookers groaned as they saw the first rivulet of scarlet appear at her hip, the whip smacked again and another trickle broke. But still the trap was moving and though it slowed gradually, the crowd continued to urge her on. Carlo grabbed Brian.


“Come on! They’ll swamp her!” he yelled.


Brian saw what he meant. In their enthusiasm the crowd was surging onto the drive and would swamp her within yards of the finish. He followed Carlo and roughly began pushing people back. At not much more than walking pace now, the trap was nearing the summit. Perdita was in a terrible state. Her back was savagely lacerated from shoulders to thighs; where the skin hadn’t already broken, it was about to. But Josh Cordell was not in a much better condition. Red faced and sweating he was barely able to lift the whip any more. He was a proud man who was at last realising that he was confronting a bitter and very public defeat. He was running out of strength and still he couldn’t thrash the legs out from under a lowly slave bought at auction.


Perdita was bent nearly double but still her legs pumped and there were scant yards left to go. With a despairing shout, Josh launched one more flurry of lashes but by then Perdita had seen her master beside her and nothing was going to stop her.


With one final scream of effort she made it onto the level and Brian was the first at her side. Patti was a close second, throwing a blanket around her shuddering, heaving shoulders and beginning to rub a towel over her shaking thighs while Brian stroked her sweat-matted hair and shushed her while he unbuckled her bridle. Raika was unshackling her wrists and already beginning to dab at the cuts with cotton wool. Carlo was gently urging people back to give her air. Brian’s heart swelled with pride at the sight of the CSL stable taking his Perdita to their hearts. Even as he held the warmth of her body close to him, feeling her heart continue to pound crazily, someone was shouting something close by. He looked up and saw Josh, shirt soaked in sweat, his own hair matted, face bright red from his efforts, holding his hand up and calling for quiet. Then John Carpenter joined in and the excited crowd slowly subsided.


“Gentlemen!” Josh began. “I have never been a good loser!” There were some ironic cheers from members who played poker with him. “But I met my match today! Brian has trained up, or discovered or whatever it is CSL does - a slave of real courage and strength. We can be proud to be associated with CSL and its string! Brian,” he said turning to him. “I make no apologies for having whipped her as hard as I did. But when you’ve put her to bed there’s a drink waiting for you at the bar!”


Then he began to clap and the applause spread until the whole Lodge was clapping an epic performance. Brian smiled down at the tousled brown hair resting against his chest and then bent to scoop Perdita up and carry her away.










Chapter 14



 


 

By the time that he returned from having tended to Perdita’s cuts and bruises and settled her down in her stall, he found that the stable was in the grip of intense excitement. Much as the grooms and Housegirls had cheered Perdita on, the sight of Josh’s merciless whipping and Perdita’s tormented breasts bouncing had stoked the fires in every submissive, female belly and quickened the pulse of every male dominant. On top of that, the gladiators had not had their normal attention from Brian, Carlo, Yuri or Ivan or any of the members and were restless themselves.


The grooms had taken matters into their own hands by allowing the slaves into each other’s stalls and buckling strap-ons to them. When Brian entered the stableblock, the grooms were leaning on the half doors of the stalls and urging the inmates on while masturbating themselves and their colleagues. Even his presence didn’t stop them, which was a sure sign that punishment was in the air and they couldn’t wait for it to start. 


In Blondie’s stall the famous fighter was slamming her thick, black dildo into Jet with all the strength she could muster while the black girl’s long thighs were wrapped tightly around her waist. In her stall Ox was on her knees before Trouble, tonguing her for all she was worth while she was squatting over Cherry who, despite the Russian’s famously acidic cunt, was sucking and licking ardently, her hands working frantically between her own spread thighs. In Tigre’s stall the proudly fierce little firebrand was on all fours and being shafted from behind by a groom with a huge strap-on while she was giving enthusiastic head to another. The second groom was urging her on by slashing her back with a crop. Patti and Raika were nowhere to be seen. The air was filled with a rising chorus of female moans and sighs, some of the onlooking grooms openly gave him heavy lidded, challenging looks as they approached climax and he realised that discipline would have to be restored with a very firm hand indeed.


Patti was the person charged with keeping order in the masters’ absence and he went in search of her. He didn’t have to look too far, as he approached the door to her office he heard the characteristic Thwick! noise of a crop being plied. As he strode into the small room he saw Raika bent over Patti’s desk, her feet had been spread and her ankles tied to two of the legs. She was nude apart from her sandals and her upper body was pressed down onto the desktop, pale cushions of breastflesh squeezed out sideways beneath her ribs. As Brian entered Patti had just landed a further lash, adding to the impressive array of welts covering the superb, coffee coloured hemispheres of the Indian girl’s backside. Brian saw the girl’s long straight black hair toss high as her head reared and she moaned through clenched teeth. Patti’s free hand was rubbing between her thighs, her short skirt rucked up about her waist. Her magnificent breasts were heaving and she was plainly close to orgasm. She looked directly at Brian and raised the crop again, bringing it down hard across Raika’s shoulders and fetching a squeal of surprised pain from her. The sound seemed to be the trigger Patti needed and as Brian watched, her eyes closed, her hand delved more deeply between her thighs and she staggered slightly as spasms of orgasm rippled through her. Gasping and tottering as she came, Patti finally fetched up leaning against her victim’s arse.


At that moment the door burst open and Carlo stalked in.


Patti stared, pupils dilated, her mouth open and then suddenly she laughed.


“Ah well, it seemed like a good idea at the time. They were all horny as hell so I let them have their head.” She chuckled again at her own pun and Brian noted that her hand was stroking Raika’s slit now and as he watched, her fingers slid easily inside her assistant. “I suppose I’ll be for another posting,” she finished, glancing up archly from beneath her eyelashes at Carlo.


“I’ll decide in the morning. For now though, the members have got the same idea as you and the grooms are required out front. The slaves can stay in their stalls for now.”


He turned on his heel and strode out with a surprised Brian following. Round at the front of the house he found out that the same excitement which had thrust the stables into orgiastic frenzy had driven the members to throw an impromptu outdoor party on this fine summer evening. Tables and chairs were being carried out from the dining room, bottles of wine were appearing from the bar, a barbeque had been liberated from the kitchens, some of the more portable items from the dungeons – like the trestles and benches - were being brought out by the Housegirls themselves along with what looked like miles of chain and rope along with armfuls of whips and floggers. 


Carlo shrugged and grinned at Brian. 


“If you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em. Perdita did good today so we’ll let everyone party. Tomorrow we’ll sort out discipline and have every single one of those randy little whores caned.”


”Sounds good to me,” Brian said as he watched while several of the Housegirls shed their gowns and help with preparations in just suspenders and stockings. The tables and barbeque were being set out on the level grass by the first tee, just under the tree that Trouble and Ox had hung from for most of the day. And just as he framed that thought a memory came back to him from only a few weeks ago. He smiled and turned to Carlo.


“But before we do that, I think Patti and the rest can help us shed some light on matters… …”

 


The days that Raika had spent at The Lodge had been a blur of one blissful discovery after another. She was still quite certain that soon someone would come along and forbid her to stay there or would transfer her to another of the coarse and brutal owners who had played such a large part in her life up till then. 


After she had been taken out of the horrible crate Miss Patti had found her a bed. Raika had not had one of her own since she had left home. She even had a bedside table and bed linen! The night that Mr Brian had deigned to bestow his cock on her in her own bed and then left her to go to his, instead of throwing her out had been a high point and she was beginning to suspect that she might be in love for the first time.


Then after her first night sleeping with the fighting slaves and ensuring they were comfortable and slept well, Miss Patti had presented her with her uniform. A real uniform, not rags like she was used to scrounging for herself it consisted of a shirt of soft cotton which tied under her breasts and made them look wonderfully big, and there was a smart but very short kilt which she had found few men could resist slipping their hands up and feeling around under. She got a terrible blush and a lovely tingling in her tummy when she thought about how exciting it was to be felt up when clothed. Then there were her sandals, high-heeled and strappy – like the ones she had worn at the auction. And on top of all that she had responsibility for the superbly trained and presented slaves of the CSL stable; maybe that was best of all. At her previous stable she had helped tack up the ponies but she hadn’t ridden or driven human or four hoofed ponies since childhood, but the knack had not left her. To be clothed for once and to have the control of such a beautiful creature as Cherry with Jet and Trouble – both so much bigger than her - trotting obediently behind and to have the cool wind of England, of all countries, blowing in her hair as they sped over such green and rolling parkland was an ecstasy which brought tears to her eyes. Beside her Mr Carlo had driven the beautiful Blondie herself about who there was constant gossip in the other stables. But here was little Raika driving beside the most famous gladiator of all.


Then there had been the contest and Perdita had at last proved herself worthy of Mr Brian. Like the other girls, Raika had found herself getting furiously excited at the sight of the flogging meted out to her and when Miss Patti herself had taken her arm and led her quickly into her office where she had backed her up against the door and begun kissing her and feeling her breasts, she had responded with equal urgency. She admired Miss Patti and the feel of the bigger woman’s breasts pressing against her was intoxicating, as was the knowledge that such an important woman desired her.


“Got to beat that gorgeous little arse of yours,” Miss Patti whispered hoarsely. 


“Yes, Mistress,” Raika whispered back, licking at her neck, completely awash with a reckless excitement she had never felt with the masters before. A beating from Miss Patti sounded wonderfully exciting and there was bound to be more of this sex afterwards. It was almost as if she was being made love to by a master in a female body.


Hurriedly she stripped and her ankles were spread and bound to the desk legs, then with almost frantic haste Miss Patti started belabouring her buttocks with a crop. Raika was not surprised that she didn’t deliver the lashes with the same force as a man but she was amazed at how good it felt to submit so utterly to another woman. And even as stinging lash succeeded stinging lash, she could feel that in her belly she was harbouring an inferno which threatened to engulf her and when it did and the crop kept falling even while she orgasmed, Raika drowned in a flood of sensuality the like of which she had never dreamed existed.


She didn’t resent the fact that Miss Patti continued to beat her even after she had returned to earth and didn’t stop until she too had attained orgasm. But the fact that Mr Brian had witnessed the end of the scene caused her deep distress. 


Hastily pulling her clothes back on and with her backside still aflame beneath the flimsy skirt she had followed the rest of the staff round to the front of the house and helped with the evening’s bacchanalia.


She was put to work bringing glasses and bottles out from the bar, then opening wine and serving the members. The barbeque was starting to get going and delicious scents of cooking floated beneath the trees as she bustled back and forth keeping glasses full and replenishing supplies. Regularly she was bent forwards over a table and given a casual fuck, no attempt being made to bring her to orgasm, it was purely a man seeking his cock’s pleasure in her body. After the sixth or seventh time that thought alone propelled her to orgasm and as she levered herself up off the table and set off back into the house she grabbed a napkin up and wiped between her legs as she went, then tucked it into the waistband of her skirt; she was bound to need it again.


Around her the Housegirls had all abandoned their beautiful gowns that she so coveted and were mostly just stocking-and-suspender clad. Like her they were subject to frequent and casual use and as she bustled past they were bent over tables and being shafted in one or other of their entrances while others sat on laps, laughing and giggling. Still others were tied to tree trunks and were being whipped, some were wrist suspended from branches and some were staked out on the turf. The air was thick with the smack and thud of whips, straps and crops and the answering squeals and moans. Raika had never been so turned on. Hands were almost constantly making their way into her shirt and hefting and squeezing her breasts, the welts on her buttocks were felt and then tormented further by fingernails being dug into them. And finally, just as the light was fading, Mr Brian and Mr Carlo appeared with a coffle of naked females behind them. There were cheers from the men as the line approached and Raika saw it was headed by Miss Patti, hands clipped together behind her back, a leash stretching from her collar to Mr Brian’s hand.


Beside Mr Brian came Mr Carlo holding a bundle of things in his hands, he beckoned Raika over to him.


“As it’s nearly dark, gentlemen,” Carlo announced. “The CSL stable would like to take the opportunity to illuminate the proceedings for you. If a few of you would care to help with the ropes… ……”


Raika had no idea what he meant but plainly the men did because they quickly organised the slinging of ropes over eight branches nearest where the tables had been set and laid and without any further words each of the CSL slaves plus herself and Patti were hustled to stand beneath one. Beside Raika, no more than ten feet away Patti stood, head tilted up surveying the two ropes which dangled in front of her.


“You ever had this?” she asked. Raika had no idea what ‘this’ was and shook her head.


Patti smiled, bright eyed and excited. “In that case, stand by for the time of your life!” she said.


Suddenly Mr Brian was standing in front of her and instructing her to strip. She obeyed without question and held her breasts up for him in accordance with his next instruction. To her surprise he dabbed some acrid disinfectant on several spots on her skin. Then he produced the needles.


Raika had seen them used but had never experienced them. The sight of the shiny steel sinking into soft feminine flesh she had found deeply and disturbingly erotic. The sighs and groans of the slaves she had never been able to interpret. Were they groans of pain or poignant arousal? She was about to find out and bit her lip as she looked down at Mr Brian’s hands. They held a needle about four inches long with a gaily coloured yellow plastic handle at its top. Without even thinking of trying to shield herself Raika continued to hold her breasts up and offer them to him as he found a spot where he had dabbed disinfectant and calmly stabbed the steel point in. Raika gasped at the sharp lance of discomfort. It wasn’t pain exactly, more a stinging. She shifted her grip on the undersides of her breasts and awaited the next one. And the next. And the next. With perfectly steady hands, Mr Brian jabbed four needles into each breast in a sort of fan shape across their upper curves. Only then did he look up from his work.


He took hold of her still disinfectant damp nipple and elongated its already turgid length.


“Hold still now, Raika,” he advised her. “This might sting a little.” 


She gasped in dismay as she saw the point sink towards her pink flesh and then closed her eyes. There was a starburst of sharp pain behind her eyelids then a strange feeling of something moving inside her before a second lance of pain made her whimper. But when she looked down she felt the oddest swelling of pride inside as she saw that her right nipple sported a needle piercing her top to bottom. She managed to watch the whole proceeding for the left one. Then Mr Brian smiled at her and moved on. She glanced over at Patti and saw that she bore the same decorations now and she too was still cradling her breasts proudly. They had a few minutes to wait before two men came for them with ropes. They were two of the members that Raika didn’t know but the man who attended to her was so confident in his handling of her that she relaxed and took a lively interest in the way he threw a loop around each breast, fed the loose ends of the rope through it and then wound the nylon cord tight around the root of the breast. Immediately she could feel a throbbing where the steel pierced her and a tight feeling throughout her breast. At the command she had placed her hands on her head and thrust her shoulders back proudly to give him as much breast to work with as he could want and when he stood back with both her breasts now tightly bound and throbbing he rewarded her with a curt. “Nice tits.” Then he was gone.


Patiently she waited for a few minutes more but from somewhere else in the copse she heard a female cry out. It sounded like Tigre and for the first time a frisson of fear ran through her. It took a lot to make Tigre make any noise. 


Patti breathed out in a sensuous sigh. “Oh yes! They’re really going for it tonight!”


Another cry sounded followed by a male cheer. It had sounded like Jet.


Raika licked her lips nervously and tried to ignore the increasing pounding in her breasts. But she was getting more and more uneasy about the proximity of the heavy ropes hanging from the branch to those binding her. A horrible suspicion began to form in her mind which was only dispelled by two men approaching. Again she knew neither but they wasted no time. Her wrists were clipped to the ring at the back of her collar then with some difficulty the heavy ropes from the branch were fed under those constricting her breasts and knotted back on themselves. Thin candles were stuck into the hollow handles of the needles and with shocking speed and mind numbing panic flooding through her, Raika was hauled into the air. The world spun around her as she twisted on the end of the ropes and screamed in sheer terror. Above her she could see the ropes creaking against the wood of the branch as they swung. Desperately she kicked her feet trying to find the ground but instead only made herself twist even more. The pounding in her breasts was immense now and the insertions had assumed a menacing accompaniment of discomfort. Slowly she steadied her breathing and whimpering and looked a little lower. To her horror she could actually see her breasts pulled up before her but she also saw that she hadn’t been hoisted more than a foot or so into the air. Her face was just a little above that of Mr Brian who stood before her, smiling.


“Don’t worry. You look very pretty and will give us all a lot of pleasure. There’s just one more thing to do.”


Suddenly the air filled with the smell of a struck match and he raised his hands cupping a match flame. He put it to each candle in turn until it was alight then he blew it out and she heard him move on to Patti. Craning her head just a little she was able to watch as Patti too was converted into a living chandelier. She had to admit that she looked very, very sexy with her breasts so grotesquely distorted for the masters’ pleasure, her graceful body bent backwards in its suspension, the long legs kicking a little from sheer instinct. Raika felt that if she looked half as good she would be proud. Male voices approached and as the last of the light drained, Raika was able to see lights shining through the trees. Each point of brilliance representing the complete submission of a CSL slave. She thought it was the loveliest thing she had ever seen and hung in agonised excitement while beneath her a Housegirl was fucked into moaning ecstasy against the tree trunk. Then the wax began to drip.

 

Brian took a few snaps with his camera to show Amelia when she could next spare a week and then went to find himself a drink and a Housegirl. He was well pleased with the display he and Carlo had devised. Eight breast suspensions supporting eighty candles would provide a son et lumiere that few would forget in a hurry. He had always considered breast suspension the ultimate procedure a slavegirl could be subjected to - the fact that even Blondie had groaned quietly when first hauled up attested to that - but the added use of piercing and candles he thought would provide something even the most jaded of dominant palates could salivate over. He sipped a glass of a particularly refreshing Sancerre and beckoned to a Housegirl who was just sitting up on a table where her last user had left her lying on her back. Flushed and happy she came to him. She was a short girl but shapely and slender, he had seen her around and thought he had probably had her after a dungeon session he had presided over a couple of weeks ago. Her stockings were tattered by then and he ordered her to lose them but to replace her high heels. She had delightfully retrousse breasts - not unlike Amelia’s - and he rather regretted that he hadn’t strung her up too. He took her arm and guided her to where Patti was hanging. He fancied taking this girl right underneath Patti and making sure she heard everything. It would drive her wild with lust. As they made their way through the drifting post-orgasmic stragglers and the frantically writhing couples, past some of the Housegirls still tied by their wrists to this or that branch, some still receiving discipline from masters being fellated by their sister Housegirls, Brian smiled as a new sound was added to the soft nocturne of moans and hissing slaps from whips. From around the copse came high pitched yelps and looking up both of them could see the points of candlelight begin to dance in amongst the foliage.


“They’ve had the lumiere, now it’s time for the son,” Brian said and dragged the girl forwards.


Patti was dancing delightfully and beside her little Raika was giving a lovely exhibition too and wriggling like a gaffed fish. On the drum tight skin of their breasts, the candles were depositing their own needles of hot wax, each blob burning hotter for a second before it cooled. Each suspended slave yelled at each drip, her legs bicycling in the air as she struggled. Patti’s breasts were almost purple by then and when Brian slipped his fingers between her thighs and slid them into her cunt she was awash with the secretions of pain-driven excitement. He held her steady by clamping his thumb over her clitoris.


“You wouldn’t miss this for the world, would you Patti?” he asked. Above him, her face clamped into a rictus round gritted teeth, Patti shook her head and then couldn’t help a growl as another gobbet of wax landed on her nipple. 


By now, Brian thought, the shafts of the needles would be heating up nicely and the copse was about to get a whole lot noisier. But it couldn’t last long so roughly he threw the Housegirl down onto the grass and undid his flies. She spread her legs invitingly and smiled up at him as he lowered himself onto her, brushing Patti’s helplessly swinging feet with his shoulder as he did.


“Make plenty of noise when you come,” he whispered to her as he achieved entry without needing guiding fingers and slid deep inside her. “I want her to hear you.”

 

When Raika was lowered to the ground finally and the same calm competent hands that had subjected her to the ordeal, unclipped her wrists, removed the ropes and slid the needles out before dabbing stinging disinfectant on her, she just lay looking up at the clear night sky for a long moment. Her breasts were a whole new sea of agony as the blood poured back into them


through crushed capilliaries. She had been terrified beyond belief but had loved the noises of debauchery she had heard under her as she had hung. There had even been some compliments from the men. One had observed how well her breasts had kept their shape considering all that had been done to them. Another - when the steel shafts had begun to heat up inside her - had complimented her yells of fear as being very easy on the ear, then he had lain beneath her and fucked the Housegirl who was accompanying him. All in all, Raika felt it had been the most outrageously erotic night of her life. Now as she gazed up at the stars she felt deeply content. She was somewhere where danger and safety, pain and intense pleasure were hopelessly intertwined and she realised that she didn’t want them to disentangle. Her thoughts were interrupted by a shape looming over her and obscuring the stars.


“Open those lovely legs, Raika.” It was Mr Brian’s voice and she obeyed him with heartfelt delight.


She concentrated so hard on taking him for a good ride and offering up her ridged and bruised breasts for his carelessly harsh hands that she didn’t achieve an orgasm but took a lot of pleasure in his roar of release when he pumped himself empty inside her. A few feet away from her she could hear Patti being taken by another man who climaxed at almost the same time. Without a further word being exchanged both men climbed off them and disappeared into the darkness.


“Come on. The men will see to the slaves, there’s no time to lose!” Patti’s voice was an urgent whisper in her ear and she was pulled to her feet and led hurriedly away back to the stableyard, Patti’s body was warm and soft beside her. She draped an arm round her shoulders and squeezed her affectionately.


“Breast suspension is just the worst and the best thing, eh?”


Raika smiled as they approached the door to Patti’s quarters. “Yes, Mistress.”


“You sleep with me tonight,” Patti was firm and led her straight upstairs, flung the duvet back and pulled Raika down beside her before turning out the light. 


“Now run your fingers round my tits,” Patti’s breath was warm on Raika’s cheeks and she sighed with desire as she felt the deep furrows still perfectly retaining the grain of the rope imprinted into the soft flesh. And when Patti’s cool fingers touched her own marks she felt the long delayed orgasm begin to rise within her. Patti and she spent some further minutes caressing their marks and kissing each other’s perforated nipples until the need to go farther, faster, became too great and Patti pushed her down onto her back. In the dark Raika heard Patti turn herself and lift herself off the bed, then her shins were planting themselves either side of her face and above her she caught the scent of the aroused vulva. Smiling broadly into the dark she spread her own legs and felt the soft fluttering of Patti’s breath approach her quivering lips and seeping vagina with exquisite slowness.


“I had to hurry before you had leaked Brian all away,” Patti explained, making Raika whimper with need as she spoke into her crotch. Still her own hovered just above Raika’s questing tongue. “You’re gonna get a mouthful of Carlo by the way.”


Raika groaned with lust at the thought of licking Mr Carlo’s very own sperm out of Patti’s cunt. She arched her neck to stretch and meet the descending quim, oozing its thick cream of magisterial spunk and submissive sap. She took a long luxurious lick and savoured the pungent mixture on her tongue as well as the feel of Patti’s thick and soft labia peeled open and ready to reveal the mysterious depths of the vagina within.


“Enjoy yourself. They’ll beat the shit out of us in the morning!” Patti said and buried her face in Raika’s core, nibbling so hard at the clitoris that she opened her own mouth wide and had her cry stifled by the way Patti pressed herself down onto her and the taste of a master flooded onto her tongue.

 

“Lapses of discipline on that scale will not be tolerated!” Carlo snarled as he walked up and down the line of nervous grooms; Raika and Patti standing a little apart.


“Turn around, bend over and hold your ankles!” he snapped. Brian’s cock immediately began to take an interest as nine pert bottoms, some already sporting decent sets of tramlines after the previous night’s activities were presented atop nine sets of shapely thighs. Carlo gestured at him and he passed along the line carefully raising the little skirts so that they lay neatly on the smalls of the backs and wouldn’t interfere with the forthcoming punishment. The waiting was an important part of any punishment as he well knew. And of course a master was entitled to a stroke and feel as he went; it was none of his concern that the unfortunate girl was about to suffer and wouldn’t welcome the attention.


When all was properly presented Carlo started at the left end of the line and delivered four scorching licks to each bottom. There were no teasing flicks and flirtatious dalliance. There was just whippy rattan wielded hard against errant female flesh, which flinched and rippled charmingly, Brian thought. The yard filled with the sound of sobs and sniffing as Carlo worked along the line towards a visibly trembling Raika and a pale Patti. Beyond the line of bent over criminals, the gladiators sat with their backs against the stone wall of the stable and watched impassively. Their breasts still bore some reddening from the suspension and Brian could clearly make out the little scabs where the needles had been. Their day would be harsher than usual after this punishment, the hoses would be turned on them at greater pressure, the scrubbing would be harsher and some illicit cropping might be indulged in if he and Carlo weren’t around. The grooms didn’t like being taken down a peg in front of those they considered not much more than mere animals.


“Raika, you allowed yourself to be seduced by this whore!” Carlo was saying and Brian drew his attention back to the business in hand. “You are her assistant and should have alerted us to her failure.”


Miserably, Raika nodded and on the command turned and bent. Brian went and lifted her skirt, giving one buttock an affectionate squeeze before leaving her to face the cane. Six echoing strokes rocked the slightly built girl and several times she had to fidget herself back into position. The tramlines seared across her flesh with almost visible intensity and Brian was willing to bet that she would be a lot harder for Patti to play with from now on. Tearful and rubbing at her bottom frantically, Raika stood and apologised meekly for her offence. That left Patti.


Unafraid she stood with legs apart and hands behind back as Carlo approached.


“You will not be whipped at the post on this occasion, Patti,” he told her and she couldn’t help registering a split second’s surprise. “Instead, after training you will report naked to the training ring for full body flogging at the beam. All staff will witness.”


The beam was a device that Carlo and he had constructed to aid them in examining the arena slaves for signs of strains, sprains and ligament and tendon damage, as well as for logging bruises and cuts. It consisted of two horizontal beams which could be placed across the ring, one at ground level one at about eight feet. At either end they slotted into two uprights. Evenly spaced along both were rings with short lengths of rope attached and the entire stable could be spread in X configuration for examination relatively quickly. Brian realised that if Carlo meant Patti was to be flogged there, there was only one whip he would be using; the long driving whip. But whereas he had mainly flicked at Perdita with it, he didn’t think Carlo would be flicking. To judge by Patti’s expression he didn’t think she thought so either; and she had all day to savour the prospect.


Nevertheless, she presented herself proudly naked at five o’clock, wearing only her high-heeled sandals - her boots would cover too much for a full body whipping. Brian and Carlo were just dropping the top beam into place and Carlo wasted no more time in having her stand under it while he raised and shackled her wrists before spreading and tying her ankles. As always Patti cut an impressive figure, mature womanly curves and strength combined well in her and she had even put her hair up to ensure it didn’t impede the lash. Carlo flicked out the full length of the four-in-hand driving whip, allowing it to lick at her ankles. No one apart from the gladiators had ever felt its full venom. As the day had worn on, word had spread and the benches were fairly full of intrigued members with Housegirls; the grooms stood by the entrance to the ring.


Brian knew from experience that the trick for getting the tip of the whip to smack home satisfyingly was a combination of distance and timing. Carlo produced a masterclass in both. Brian counted fewer than twenty lashes which didn’t wrap the victim at least twice before the weighted tip slammed into her. These lashes were set aside and repeated. The arena was hushed apart from the echoing reports of the impacts and Patti’s grunts strained through gritted teeth or her occasional full blooded yells when Carlo changed targets with no warning and the crowd were treated to the sight of the lash scything through the air, whistling as it wrapped round Patti and then snapped home while her body leapt and twisted in shock, the thighs trying vainly to close and the pubic mound showing a clear indent at the extremity of the welt. At last she hung exhausted, her legs no longer supporting her, her arms stretched taut and made no acknowledgement of the lash. She was spectacularly striped and every man in the place was achingly hard. Carlo furled the lash and went to stand beside her, then he took a handful of hair and dragged her dazed face up.


“Have you learned your lesson?” he asked softly.


Patti licked her parched lips and swallowed. “No, sir,” she whispered. Applause greeted the spirited response and she and Carlo exchanged conspiratorial smiles. She would be back for more and he would always be there to hand it out.


They left her for about half an hour and it was Brian who came to release her at the end. He tethered Perdita to one of the uprights before he went to the bedraggled figure hanging from her wrists. He freed them first and Patti collapsed to her knees, then he knelt beside her and freed her ankles, admiring Carlo’s handiwork from close quarters. Patti too, once she could move, traced her fingers along some of the more spectacular welts, smiling proudly.


“Tit hung one day, then thrashed with that bloody thing the next,” she whispered. “It’s getting so a girl can’t keep track of the orgasms! Christ! That whip is something else!”


Brian smiled and then stood up, undoing his flies. Patti was not in the slightest surprised and knelt up immediately. Brian glanced over to Perdita, it was important that he drove home the lesson he had begun with Penelope; that although he was her master, she was not the only slave he would possess when the mood took him. Shackled to the post, she merely shifted position a little uncomfortably when she saw Brian’s erect cock disappearing between Patti’s wide open lips. He made a great display of energetically fucking Patti’s face, not caring about her but watching Perdita’s reaction. He was pleased with what he saw, there was nothing but a calm acceptance that a master is free to pleasure himself wherever he wants.










Chapter 15



 


 

“If Your Highness is in agreement I would suggest hiring in three squad girls. That gives us leeway for replacements for any damages sustained during the show and will, in any case, also allow us to field our strongest squad for the final day if the points are close.” Peter Lang glanced at his boss the Prince of Bakhtar who nodded quietly so he continued. “I would also suggest hiring in one or two of the solo fighters. I’m not entirely happy that we’re strong enough in the studded whip duels and in the pursuit running.”


“Show me the brochure.”


Peter handed him the glossy CSL brochure with its picture of Blondie in full dressage tack, her figure enhanced by a leather basque which made her haunches and thighs look as though they were capable of providing a man with endless pleasure in any way he chose to find it. Peter found his cock twitched and tingled each time he looked at it. His boss seemed to react in a similar way and after flicking through the pages which advertised the stable’s wares he returned to the cover.


“Is Blondie available? The last time we had her she was worth nearly a third of the points the rest of the solo fighters scored put together.”


Peter squirmed uncomfortably. He was aware that Blondie had played a very large part in winning that particular show.


“But we have brought on a lot of talent and with Ayesha fully trained now, we have won every show we’ve competed in since,” he said.


The Prince smiled. “Don’t worry Peter. I know you run a good stable. It’s just that that blonde draws the crowds like no other slave and Conor wants this show to be the biggest and most spectacular ever staged.”


“I spoke to Carlo last week and apparently Blondie is fighting in the Horstkoff colours in a fortnight’s time so he won’t let her out so close to then. Besides, I don’t think he would ever agree to let her set foot on Conor’s island again.”


“True. Oh well, let’s have number four and number three again. They were good value.” The Prince indicated the pages which displayed photos of Ox standing over a defeated foe in some arena or other and Cherry running lead in a six slave chariot.


“Agreed, Your Highness. I would also like to hire in the one they picked up at Salazar’s auction. According to Carlo she’s showing tremendous promise – that’s number six. And I would suggest numbers two and five for the pens.”


The Prince ran an eye over the photos of Jet delivering the finishing blow in a boxing contest and Tigre throwing an opponent across her hip. Both slaves carried clearly visible welts but were obviously still capable of earning their keep.


“Agreed.” The Prince closed the brochure and ran a finger over the image of Blondie on the front. “Pity though.”


Peter bowed and left the room. It was the office the Prince used when he visited the arena in up-country Bakhtar and was built as part of a penthouse suite on the top storey of one of the hotels in the village that lined the road from the harbour up to the stadium. At present it was deserted and Peter’s footsteps echoed as he descended the steps at the front of the building and walked over to where his Surrey waited. Ayesha, harnessed and tethered by her reins to a ring in the wall stood between the shafts. The fabric roof of the rig which overhung and protected the driver from the ferocity of the sun cast a shadow onto the wall beside her head but obediently she had made no move to shift into it. She knew to wait where her master left her. She was wearing a network of leather strapping in the royal purple, even her nipples were covered by purple cones, her richly embroidered blinkers and the plumes in her bridle were also purple.


He settled himself on the leather seat and then pulled her round, heading up the road towards the arena. Ayesha’s back showed its sinews as she toiled in the heat and it was impossible to tell what was sweat and what was oil on her gleaming skin. He wondered idly, as he flicked the whip at her rolling buttocks, how she would react when she was sold off after the upcoming show. Not that it mattered especially of course, it would simply take her new master a few weeks of meting out the kind of hard usage she was used to and she would easily be broken in to the new regime. It would be nice if she could leave his ownership with a win but with what he and Conor had cooked up for her, it was by no means clear that she would. Again it didn’t really matter as her price had already been set and a buyer found. 


By the time he steered her into the arena compound she was dripping foam from around her bit and sweat was pouring from her. As he reined her in at a hitching rail in the shade of the arena itself, he imagined how the sweat would be stinging maddeningly as it trickled down over her welts. One of the stablegirls, from one of the local hill tribes, given to the Prince in return for some favour or other by her family, came out with a parasol for him. She wore only a kind of sarong of translucent voile slung around her hips. In her navel a jewel winked and shone as she moved and gold rings in her nipples set off the almost plum coloured areolas of her neat little breasts. Above the whiteness of her teeth another ring through her septum glittered. Peter vaguely recognised her and recalled that he had seen her flogged a few weeks ago for some minor offence. It had only been memorable because her back was tattooed with a climbing plant. The twin stems emerged from her buttock crease and wound up both sides of her spine until the blooms spread in great crimson heads across her shoulders. By the time the flogging had finished, Peter recalled, the flowers looked as though their colour was running down her back. The Prince, however had had her sent to his room and had later reported that she had provided one of the most spectacularly athletic and enthusiastic fucks he had ever experienced. From a carnal gourmand like the Prince, that was praise indeed.


Peter tugged one of the nipple rings and turned the girl slightly, sure enough it was the one with the tattooed back, the skin now restored to silky perfection.


“Clean this one up, re-harness her afterwards and leave her back here for me,” he instructed as the girl accompanied him, holding the parasol aloft, towards the arena entrance. They wove their way between the low concrete walls which surrounded the sunken slave pens where the crowds could watch individual contests close up, leaning on the waist high walls. Beside Peter the girl’s simple skirt rustled softly as her hips swayed and undulated invitingly. Maybe it was because of how prettily her back had twisted and flexed under the whipping, but for whatever reason, as she left him at the start of the tunnel leading into the arena he felt moved to tell her she could enjoy Ayesha however she wanted before she re-tethered her.


“I’ll drive her down to the dressage practice, but it won’t matter if she’s showing a few more welts,” he told the girl.


“The master is too kind!” she exclaimed and salaamed gracefully before adding, “I would not dare to do other than I am commanded.”


Peter smiled as he strode into the welcome gloom of the tunnel. She would be very concerned to show that she had indeed enjoyed Ayesha and the pain of being re-harnessed over fresh welts would be good for Ayesha before final training began.


Ahead of Peter the arch leading out onto the floor of the arena beckoned with almost blinding brilliance. After even a few scant yards of coolness the heat took his breath away as he emerged and he took his sunhat off to mop his brow and squint ahead. Paolo, his assitant trainer was working the squad girls and the empty stadium echoed to shouted instructions and whip cracks. 


He was making the squad sprint from one side of the arena to the other, stop after two sprints and then do two more and repeating the dose. He had plainly been running them for some time. As he approached the exhausted fifty or so girls of the squad set off another pair of widths. Their sweat soaked hair swung in heavy mats around their dripping faces. Their arms swung wide of their bodies as with all women running, their legs pumped and beside them ran their guards, urging them on with maddening flicks of the whips. Their feet on the hardened earth sounded like a stampede but they ran in silence, conserving every last ounce of energy. They staggered to the end of the second width and collapsed in heaps of sweating, panting and groaning femininity. They lay sprawled with arms and legs splayed shamelessly and only began to struggle upright after one guard unhitched a hose pipe, turned it on and started dousing them.


Paolo saw his boss approaching and waited for him smiling.


“Did you get the extra girls we want?” he asked.


“Yes, I got them. How’s this lot doing?” Peter put out a foot and prodded a still-prone blonde girl.


“Getting there. Conor’s island’s pretty hot so I thought I’d drill them in this heat so’s they’ve got an advantage.”


Three of the guards appeared with water bottles and began distributing them, the hose was turned off and in a few minutes a line of dirt and sweat smeared girls were sitting with their backs against the perimeter fencing, their knees raised and carelessly spread with their forearms resting on them.


Peter strolled along the line as they squinted up at him, breasts till heaving as their breathing only slowly came back under control.


“We go into action again in three weeks’ time,” he announced. “We’re away to the Blues.”


He let that sink in. Inevitably there was the initial stir of excitement, some heads tilted to look up at the tiers of seats and remember how the crowds generated an almost tangible atmosphere of sexual excitement as the naked gladiators fought and were punished for their pleasure. But then came the recollection that prior to any show the training got harder and there was absolutely no sex allowed. Being the away team meant that that regime would start now and there would be a long journey in the hated crates before the show got underway.


“However, after training today the guards will make sure that no one goes into pre-show training… …..unsatisfied.” He allowed himself a smile as an excited ripple ran through the squad, there were some stifled giggles and some bottoms squirmed excitedly. Some of the slaves gave lascivious glances up from under eyelashes towards their favourites among the guards. Peter let the excitement grow for a minute or two.


“Paolo! Flog any girl not giving more effort than she has ever given before. Minimum of forty lashes at the post! Work them hard!”


It was carte blanche to have any girl he cared to flogged to the blood. The girls knew it and so did the guards. They would train till they fell and then watch avidly as punishments were handed out. And later on there would be the traditional orgy before the stable buckled down to hard work. Peter stayed to watch the first few wrestling and whip matches, then went to claim Ayesha back once he was sure that he had set things up just right and the girls weren’t holding anything back.


She had been placed where he had left her, still tethered in the shade and was now looking considerably fresher. Her hair had been brushed out thoroughly and her skin gleamed with freshly applied oil. But beneath the gleam Peter could see that she had been liberally welted and his cock twitched eagerly at the thought of how much a beating usually excited her. The tattooed girl reappeared and asked if he was pleased with her work.


“You’ve done well,” he told her, squeezing one of Ayesha’s breasts hard. “Report to my room tonight.” Her salaam was unperturbed although she must have known she was in for a long, hard night.


He drove Ayesha at a brisk trot out past the pens and heard the sounds of hammering away behind the arena on his left. The apparatus for the parade before the show at Conor’s stadium was taking shape. Peter grinned to himself and whipped Ayesha into a run. Down at the race track he found that the rest of the solo fighters were being drilled well in the dressage routine he and Paolo had worked out. When he left her, dribbling helplessly around her bit, her chest heaving for air, he found the lightweight traps being backed into enclosures marked out on the turf by cones - not singly but in formation. A guard stood at one end of the line and surveyed the backing rigs critically.


“Number three, your pony’s two feet slower than the others!” he called.


Three meaty cracks sounded from up the line then all the rigs pulled forward and tried again.


“Number four! Yours was half an hour ahead!”


A riding crop sounded again, four hefty swipes this time and then they tried again.


“Better!” the guard reported. “Water them and then we’ll practise the figure of eight!”


Seeing Peter the guard came over.


“They’re not looking too bad, Joe. We’ve got time to knock ‘em into shape and we’ve got some CSL backup if we need it,” Peter told him.


The guard brightened until Peter told him that sadly it wasn’t Blondie. However, he did get to drive Ayesha for the rest of the afternoon while Peter took over as ringmaster. By the end of the day the troop was capable of forming a perfect figure of eight with rigs criss crossing at the juncture of the loops with metronomic regularity. There were one or two crashes before that was achieved however and four of the ponies were limping badly by the end. But there was time enough yet and Peter retired happily to his quarters above the stables, built into the arena itself and found the tattooed girl waiting for him, naked.

 

Snake tore at the metal with desperate frustration. It was a fucking chastity belt! She had no idea why they were doing this to her. Even Conor Brien couldn’t be this cruel. But he was. For weeks she had been held in agonising bondage, fed by hand, taken to the toilet and even cleaned up by hands that weren’t her own. Not the slightest bit of relief had been allowed her and she was almost mad with frustration. Her cunt ached for filling with anything. Her clitoris throbbed and tingled with anticipation at each fantasy that increasingly popped into her fevered imagination.


And then the guards had entered her cell, attached this infernal thing to her and freed her hands. Immediately they had flown to her crotch and tried to tear away the metal strapping that ran between her legs and bisected her buttocks before joining the waist belt - also of padlocked steel. There were holes to allow for her basic functions but there was no way she could get anywhere near her clitoris and no way she could get anything thick enough to satisfy her up her cunt. That left her nipples, the fools had left her her nipples. Chuckling with delight at her own cunning she raised her still-stiff hands and began a frenzied frotting at them, twisting them, crushing them, squeezing the breasts themselves back against her chest - just as she liked men to do - but without the stimulation from between her legs, it was poor fare and tears began to course down her face as she nevertheless continued to torment herself as best she could. There was laughter from outside her cell.


The bastards! They were watching her agony through the hatch above the lock. Then the door was thrown open and Conor Brien strode in.


“I told you I’d have you hornier than any slave who’s ever gone into the arenas didn’t I? You’ve got three weeks’ training like that my girl. And any little pleasure you can get from your nipples will be good fun to watch but it won’t keep a whore like you happy. No, Snake, by the time I let you loose at the show, you’ll be halfway mad!”


With that he turned and left her, the door slamming closed after him. Screaming defiance and pleas for mercy simultaneously, she threw herself against the door and began to rub her nipples against the rough wood. She squeezed her breasts and rasped the nipples, bathing in the lances of hot pain that speared through her - straight down to her crotch. Groaning she collapsed onto the floor, realising that Conor Brien had condemned her to miserable scraps of pleasure from red raw nipples that would only inflame her lust further the less they satisfied her.


Laughter from outside her cell door faded as the men left her.

 

Raika couldn’t believe that she was actually going to be allowed to wear a slightly longer skirt and accompany Mr Brian when they transported the slaves.


Mr Carlo had summoned her and Miss Patti to his office and told them that in two weeks’ time, Ox, Cherry, Trouble, Jet and Tigre would be going to fight in the purple colours of the Bakhtar stable against Conor Brien’s Blues. Then two weeks after that Blondie would be going to the Horstkoff stable in Central Asia. He and Patti would go with Blondie; Brian, Raika and Brian’s own sub, Amelia, who would join them along the way, would go with the other five. Amelia had completed several stints at The Lodge as a pony and as a groom so knew the drill well enough to be of some help. 

 

Brian found that he was looking forward to the show far more than he would have believed possible. It would be the first time he had been behind the scenes at an arena and responsibility for the wellbeing of five of the best slaves on the circuit rested squarely on his shoulders. With Amelia unable to get away from work until the day of departure itself and with Carlo imposing a complete ban on sex in the stable prior to the show, he took to using the grooms and Raika. Patti might have declared that she had not learned her lesson in the aftermath of Carlo’s flogging, but nevertheless she was more circumspect with Raika than in the past and was more frequently to be seen climbing the stairs to Carlo’s rooms. 


Perdita started training once her skin had healed and her previous feistiness soon resurfaced once she had her master and was let loose in the arena. Already she was looking set fair to match Ox and Trouble in terms of endurance. Her running wasn’t as quick as Jet’s or Cherry’s but she displayed dogged determination which marked her out for log pulling and pursuit running. It was as a wrestler that she really looked to make her mark however. All her old aggression and guts combined perfectly with her figure to make her an immediate hit with the spectators and provide Blondie and Jet with unexpectedly fierce contests. Her breasts were the perfect handicap. Even if she easily won a contest, it was inevitable that an opponent would be able to do some damage to her tits before she went down and the members would throng the benches to watch as Ox or Tigre would wrestle her down and then get a knee into her back before reaching round and dragging the heavy mounds up by the nipples, making her arch her back to try and minimise the pain. As a bonus she seemed to understand that her master required her to suffer a bit before winning, and to prolong winning as long as possible. In the dungeons she quickly became acquainted with the breast presses and the long needles under Brian’s watchful eye.


Raika, Trouble and Purdy had all been branded on the same day but Raika was spared the tongue ring. Brian himself had had the privilege of pressing the iron onto Purdy’s left hip and holding it while she tried to writhe, screaming into her gag. Trouble had been perfectly docile, needing only her beloved Ox led out to stand where she could see her while the hot iron was applied. She couldn’t help the agonised writhing but hardly any noise escaped her. Raika had passed out. 


The tongue ringing had been done on the same day and again Brian had applied the piercing gun to Perdita’s tongue and passed the metal of the ring through the hole. An anaesthetic had been swabbed on previously so her large eyes had remained locked onto his all the time. He could read nothing but devotion in them. A week later and all three slaves were wearing their marks proudly.


On the morning of departure the slaves were roused early and not fed but taken straight to the toilet area where enemas were delivered by Patti if any failed to make a motion. Trouble and Jet were the only two made to go onto all fours while Patti stood astride their haunches and shoved the huge syringe deep into their guts before letting them up to squat over the gutter which served as their toilet. Every stool was carefully examined by Patti and Raika was now being inducted into the techniques of knowing what to look for. It was Brian’s least favourite part of the day and he was glad when the noises and smells were past and the hoses could be played as usual and the grooms could get on with hair drying and combing, tooth brushing and nail trimming. He and Carlo carried the six foot long crates in from storage in the tack room and placed them in the stalls. The slaves were already nervous and frisky as they knew what the change in routine meant and they hated the crates. But with both men working it took only a few minutes to get them down on their faces and truss them into the hogtie that they would remain in for the duration of the journey. Blondie kicked at her stall wall when she realised she wasn’t going and bit the groom who had brought her her breakfast. Carlo laughed and promised her a special seeing-to and while Raika looked after making sure that each crate, with its slave now neatly pushed inside, was equipped with a full water bottle, Brian went to say goodbye to Perdita who was sullen and resentful until he promised her a special thrashing on his return.


The crates were loaded into the horsebox for a relatively short trip by road to a quiet airfield just north of London, Raika and Patti, armed with numerous checklists and clipboards made a frantic last minute check that all the tack was packed and finally they set off. Brian suddenly quiet at the thought of the responsibility he now had while beside him Raika bounced up and down with excitement.


John Carpenter had worked his usual magic and the horsebox was smoothly diverted to a remote part of the airfield and two silent men helped Brian move the tarpaulin covered crates aboard a medium sized cargo plane and just as they finished loading, Amelia joined them having driven straight from work. 


The cabin was fairly roomy and shut off from the cargo hold, it was equipped with a galley and a bar and had six seats and a couch along one side. 


The captain welcomed them aboard via the intercom and they belted themselves in. Once the plane was clear of the English cloud cover and was droning along in level flight above the billows of blinding white, they were advised that they could remove their belts.


Brian watched as the girls stretched and relaxed, Amelia took her jacket off and Raika went over to the bar immediately ready to serve.


“Ladies,” he said, relishing the piece of news he had to impart. “I’m afraid that your work begins straight away. Mr Carpenter negotiated a very cheap fare in monetary terms. You yourselves make up the remaining fare, so may I suggest you strip for action as the flight crew will be taking it in turns with you both and I expect they’ll be starting shortly.”


Amelia chuckled throatily and Raika gave a little shriek of excited horror. But in a few moments they were both stark naked and sitting demurely beside each other, wearing only high heels and broad smiles of anticipation.


The captain, when he entered, was a fairly short and rotund man with a florid face and white hair.


“Ah, Mr Carpenter was as good as his word then,” he said, looking with blatant lasciviousness at the goods on offer.


“The one on the left is Amelia,” Brian said. “Nice little tits, I think you’ll agree, and a delightful mouth. The one on the right is Raika, bigger tits,” and here Raika proudly thrust them forward, “very keen to please. Both are available to be fucked in any passage you like, they’ll perform if you want to watch and of course they can be disciplined.”


“That’s quite a menu! Well, it’s quite a long flight so I’ll start by sampling Amelia’s mouth - after I’ve examined both items in a bit more detail… ….”


He sat back on the couch and both girls approached him obediently. Raika sat beside him while Amelia knelt astride him, pushing her up-tilted breasts into his face. Brian helped himself to a beer from the bar and made his way aft to check on the cargo. 


The co-pilot was a tall dark haired man who took Raika from behind while she bent over the couch and he chatted casually with Brian as he did so. It came as a bit of a surprise when it turned out that the plane carried a navigator too, and more of one when it turned out to be a thin lipped, blonde lesbian who wanted to smack Amelia hard before having her eat her out and wanted to watch Raika being fucked by Brian. She wore trousers and would only let Amelia drop them a little way down her thighs but nevertheless she did as well as she could. Afterwards they slept for a while then the flight crew paid another visit. They checked the slaves again on waking up before a refuelling stop.


Then the flight crew changed.


By the time the plane began to bank and the instruction to fasten seatbelts came through, both girls were looking a bit rumpled and were quite glad to dress again. There were groans beginning to emanate from the crates and it was high time the contents were allowed out. As the plane banked, below them they could see a green dot set in an endless expanse of azure. Several minutes later they were low enough to see a port with quite a few large, modern buildings which Carlo had told Brian were hotels. Set further back, towards the mountains was the airfield they were heading for, the one from which Patti had tried to make her escape, and beyond that, under the central mountains was Conor Brien’s and Mark Cavanagh’s estate and arena.


The undercarriage rumbled down and the plane seemed almost to stall before continuing its descent. Then finally the wheels screeched and bounced once and they were down. Brian felt a knot of excited tension form in his stomach. The next days were crucial to his future with Carlo, John Carpenter and CSL. 










Chapter 16



 


 

“You’re not joking it’s a bloody good price!” Conor sat back and blew a cloud of cigar smoke up towards the ceiling, then while he listened to the person on the other end of the phone, he lifted his foot and rested it against the pegged vulva of the slave tied down to the top of his desk. Her knees had been drawn up so that her heels just rested on the top and then her calves had been bound back to her thighs, the ropes tied off to the edges of the desk, preventing her from closing her legs. Between her legs he could see the gently sloping mounds of her breasts. Her arms had been spread along the far edge and her head hung down beyond. It was a view of a slavegirl he was particularly fond of; thighs, cunt, stomach and tits. All the best places for playing with and the head tucked neatly out of the way but available for cocksucking if required. The cunt lips with only a neatly trimmed covering of pubic fur bore four clothes pegs each, the brightly coloured plastic giving the slave a cheerful carnival air as they mercilessly squeezed the soft flesh. The application of the final one to the clitoris itself had made her stomach clench and flutter prettily as she had absorbed the pain, gasping and whimpering and making the colourful display on her tits wobble as well. He pushed a little harder with his shoe and made the girl’s breasts heave once more.


“She’ll be a bit the worse for wear of course,” he told his caller, “but I think you’ll enjoy what you want to do with her all the more for that.”


Conor laughed aloud at the reply and prodded harder with his shoe. The slave gave an audible gasp and the clitoris peg slipped off the slippery nub.


“Hang on just a moment now,” he told his caller and laid the receiver down while he replaced the peg, holding the hood back and settling the peg directly on its target. He wasn’t satisfied that her juicing up wouldn’t remove it once more but it didn’t really matter, it was all just a warm up for the whipping he would administer in a few minutes’ time. 


“Now then,” he resumed. “You’re right about the price, it’s a real steal. And you know why? It’s because I’m prepared to subsidise it by almost a quarter. Now although I love you dearly my old mate, it’s not for love I’m doing it. She’s yours at that price in return for a small favour….” He listened for a moment, smiling and nodding. “That’s what I thought you’d say! Drop in at the end of the week then and she’ll be here. I’ll tell you what I need doing. Bye now, and be good!”


He put the phone down and sat deep in thought for a moment but then rose and addressed the slave tied to his desk. “Now, m’dear. Get ready to suck your master’s cock and give him some good screams while you’re at it!”


He set about removing the pegs from the breasts, working fast so that she couldn’t keep up with the sudden rushes of blood and yelped and writhed beneath him; especially when he removed the cunt pegs. Then he touched the clit peg and she held herself steady, waiting for the bolt of pain as he pulled it clear, making no attempt to open the jaws first. He tapped it, making it quiver and her produce nervous, breathy gasps. He tapped it harder, then harder still until she was yelping and only then did he pull it clear. Her head came up, her lips pursed in an O of pain and then fell back again. Conor walked to a cupboard on one wall and selected a riding crop, then swishing it before her upturned eyes he went back to stand over her head, then he opened his flies and slipped his massively thick shaft between lips that struggled to contain him. He pushed in until she was trying to scream in panic around him and only then did he consent to withdraw a little. Once he was far enough out for her tongue to start work he began to smack the crop down on her stomach, breasts and crotch, knowing that the skin where the blood was returning would be increasingly sensitive. Her body twisted and arched superbly, the wide hips rose and swayed seductively and the crop’s keeper sprayed her liquid as it flicked away from her. He sank deeper into her throat and enjoyed the tightening round his helm. The slave felt him invade her farther and froze with her hips raised, inviting the crop to strike. Conor obliged, pleased with the girl’s submissiveness which reminded him of Snake’s dedicated masochism. At the thought of what he had done to Snake he felt himself begin to pump into the girl’s throat and gave her several hard whacks to signal the fact that he expected a smooth acceptance of his spunk. To his surprise he got it, despite her hips bucking up to meet the crop and her moans around his cock, somehow she managed to swallow competently and when he withdrew she didn’t spill a drop.


He left the girl where she was, she would do for further service later. In the meantime he wanted to check that everything was ready for the arriving stable. The business that would go on after the last exhausted slave had been crated up and shipped home was shaping up nicely and anyway he wanted to see Snake.


Conor strolled across the lawns between the wings of the house, made his way out to join the road from the airfield and turned right to walk between the barracks which housed the squad, now divided into five platoons of ten with some more spares who would soon form a sixth platoon. With strength like that the events could become really spectacular.


He passed the slave pens with their elevated walkways for the onlookers; empty now as the slaves were rested prior to the show itself, above him the arena loomed, casting a shadow across the training ground. He whistled happily as he made his way through an arch and came into the main stableyard. Here the horses used in pursuit running were stabled as well as the solo fighters, and currently its star guest was Snake.


She stood in the centre of the yard, her legs apart and heavy chains anchoring her ankles to iron rings in the flagstones. Her arms were spread and her wrists fastened to a yoke; she still wore her chastity belt, although the steel was now filthy and dulled. Her hair was matted and she looked as feral as ever she had when they used to hunt her.


Conor tutted as he looked her over and Gerd came to join him in surveying the wretched figure. Her hair was filthy and her body covered in dried mud and dust so thickly that even her spectacular snake tattoo was almost obscured.


Conor moved closer and gingerly grasped some hair to pull her face up. Her eyes were wide and staring and her face had lost the chubbiness it had had, making her potentially beautiful under the grime.


“Wanna fuck? Or I’ll suck you if you want?” Her voice held a grim chuckle which betrayed the fact that she was perfectly well aware of how bad she looked.


“Only a couple of days now, Snake, and you’ll get all you want. Got a nice surprise for you too!” Conor thought about teasing a nipple but decided against it when he looked closely. The whole of both areolas were scratched and raw as were the nipples themselves.


“Stupid bitch just rubs ‘em against anything she can. That’s why we’ve yoked her. We’ll hose her down in a minute and clean her then keep her out here where she can’t rub. She’ll have to go into the arena yoked too. If we free her hands before she sees -”


“Shut up!” Conor’s voice echoed round the yard. 


“Sorry, Conor,” Gerd said meekly.


“What? What you bastard? What else are you going to do with me, you fucking….” Snake’s voice cracked into a semi-hysterical sob and Conor stepped forwards again, grabbing her face with his hand.


“Just wait for a few more days and do what the men say, Snake. I guarantee you’ll be on your knees thanking me when it’s all over. When have I ever let you down?”


Snake looked up at him for a moment. “You’re the cruellest master a slave ever had… …You won’t let me down.”


Conor stepped back, smiling. “Then be a good girl.” He turned away. “Keep her out here and clean her up for Chrissake!”

 

The days following their arrival passed in a feverish blur of activity. Brian had never fully appreciated just how much went into staging the arena shows. The slaves had first of all to be exercised carefully to loosen limbs stiffened by long confinement, then, once they were all running freely, had recovered their appetites and settled into the long open plan room in which they were stabled, selections had to be made for the various events.


Brian and Peter Lang, with his deputy Paolo, pondered long into the evenings with lists of events and slave numbers and compared notes. Eventually it was decided that Cherry should be slotted into the dressage team – she fitted in well with the rest of the team in terms of appearance and had picked up the display routines almost immediately. Jet was a banker for pony racing and chariot work, but Ox, Tigre and Trouble were more problematic. Peter couldn’t decide whether to throw the Russian and the German straight into the first whip duels and melees or to keep them in reserve to strengthen the squad on the final day. And how best to use Tigre’s natural aggression? Eventually Brian solved the problem by reminding Lang how much he was paying for them.


“A good point, Brian,” he said with a laugh. “And besides, you didn’t haul them all the way over here to sit on the touchline. Okay, we throw Tigre into the whip contests immediately and then hold her in reserve for pursuit running. We use Ox and Trouble for log pulling, studded whips and wrestling – if they’re too damaged by the third day we’ll use a couple of our spares.”


“The honour of the CSL stable is upheld,” Brian said with mock pomposity and poured them another glass of whisky.


He was impressed by the high standard of presentation the Bakhtar stable worked to. Its slaves were well cared for, bright eyed and glossy haired. And of course they had Ayesha, probably the second most famous gladiator on the circuit. 


Brian had known she was fighting in the Prince’s colours, having seen her at the Bakhtar arena. Prior to that he had been handling her for an undercover Customs and Excise operation he had been running. When she had disappeared his case had crumbled and via a circuitous route which had revealed the depths of deception she was capable of, he had resigned as a civil servant and become Carlo’s apprentice instead. On the first morning on Conor’s island he strolled into her stall after the morning feed and grooming session.


“Hello, Ayesha. Long time no see,” he’d said and reached out for a naked breast.


Even while her eyes registered some shock of recognition she was automatically pushing her chest forwards to offer him the breast.


“They’ve done a job on you haven’t they?” Her soft, dark eyes remained fixed on his and she made no move to respond as he gripped his hand deep into the softness of the breastmeat. Her eyes closed in pleasure and Brian refreshed his memory as to how beautiful she really was. The smooth semitic features framed by the thick cascade of silky black hair and below the broad shoulders she was about five foot six of pure sex. He ran his hand down her side and patted one buttock playfully. “I’ll enjoy myself with you before I leave here,” he promised. She bowed her head submissively as he left. His chance came sooner than he thought it would. The next morning Peter asked him to ride as whipman on one of the chariots.


“You need to be tall to reach well with the long whip. Go for a practice this afternoon.” It proved far harder than he had thought, the wooden wheels and lack of suspension meant the rigs vibrated and bucked like mad, making his teeth chatter as he hung on to the rail and the slaves galloped with amazing speed. But by the third lap he had got his balance and was able to add his whip to the driver’s and the rig accelerated. To his intense delight, it was Ayesha’s back he found himself welting. After ten circuits they put fresh slaves in harness and by the end of the day, Peter pronounced himself well pleased.


On the final preparation day he drove her in a race with Jet, driven by Paolo. She was a superb drive, he thought, a role model for Perdita. Her stride was long and smooth and her breasts and buttocks quivered and shook to just the right degree. Under the whip she covered the ground with deceptive ease and he was amazed by how quickly they left Jet behind – and she was reckoned to be one of the classiest performers around.


With them both on the same team, Brian reckoned the pony racing was in the bag. Meanwhile Raika and Amelia worked tirelessly, when they weren’t feeding, cleaning out or strawing down, they were polishing tack or grooming the slaves. Brian loved the way the diminutive Indian would confidently lead two of the gladiators around on their tongue leads. They towered over her but she nonchalantly took the leads over her shoulders and led them to where they needed to be, brooking no argument or skittishness. He had seen her once take a crop to Jet over the latter’s reluctance to eat what she had prepared for her breakfast. The tall and powerful slave had accepted six hard lashes with complete docility, held bent forwards only on her tongue leash. The other side of the coin was that she took a very obvious pride in her slaves’ appearance and they responded by preening under her skilled and sure fingered touch. Her innate sense of her own competence was a far more powerful part of her dominance than mere size could ever be. Proof of how highly her charges rated their little groom was provided by the number of times he saw one or other of the slaves kneel in front of her and nuzzle her skirt up so they could use their ringed tongues to best effect. Amelia used what experience she had, and learned from Raika, the two becoming firm friends quite apart from being lovers sharing a master.


The atmosphere in the big room where the visiting team’s solo fighters and the CSL slaves were stabled was excitable and quite frequently there would be a disturbance when one or other of the fifteen slaves kicked or bit a handler. There would be the echoing sounds of a scuffle, male voices raised and then the smacks of corrective lashes being applied. What made the slaves skittish were the constant noises of carpentry coming from the yard behind the stable. From long experience they knew that when their owners devoted time and energy to a project which involved construction, it would inevitably involve them and cause them to suffer in imaginative and ingenious ways. The resulting mixture of fear and excitement spreading amongst a whole stable of naked and chained slaves made for a heady miasma. The embargo on sex immediately prior to a show meant that the men were also on edge. The home stable’s grooms, household slaves, Amelia and Raika having to stand in for the normally available fighters. The Bakhtar stable did not have any female grooms at all. In the evenings Raika and Amelia would usually arrive upstairs in the small plain room the three of them shared, with sperm crusting their thighs and frequently their cheeks as well. Neither of them complained overly much however.


The day before the show got underway properly was given over to the display and the parade, there had been meetings between Conor Brien and Mark Cavanagh and Peter Lang, Paolo and Brian. In the afternoon Conor wanted there to be the traditional display of the two stables’ slaves. This allowed the punters to inspect the competitors and study form before laying their bets. Usually there was the dressage in the evening but this time Conor and the Prince of Bakhtar had devised something special. They wanted a parade in the arena which would echo the Roman games in the arrogance of its cruelty and in its flaunting of wealth. Details however were hard to come by, all he knew about the Bakhtar plans was that a small ship had docked a week before and lorries were almost constantly trundling from the port up to the estate and unloading strange looking contraptions on the far side of the arena; an area where he seldom went as Conor specifically didn’t want any of the slaves getting advance warning of what was in store.


Consumed with curiosity and badgered ceaselessly by Raika and Amelia he could only buckle down to making sure the CSL slaves were displayed looking their absolute best.


The display was to take place on the training ground. The Blues slaves’ would be displayed tethered to posts set into the hard-packed earth and extending in a line alongside the pens. The Bakhtar slaves were to be spread out on the long racks they normally used and which Brian and Amelia had seen in Bakhtar itself. It was because they had met whilst assessing the quality of the slaves in Bakhtar that Brian requested the CSL contingent be exhibited alongside them this time round. The Prince agreed happily to this arrangement and the evening before the big day, the men were hard at work digging holes for the posts and assembling the long steel racks. The clangs and thumps reverberated around the estate and inside the barracks and stables a tense silence reigned.


The slaves were allowed to rise slightly later than normal on the day of the display. It was going to be a testing one for them even before a single contest had taken place. Brian and the two girls took their time over showering, scrubbing, trimming, coiffing and finally oiling their slaves. Eventually the six stood in a line, looking the epitome of desirable slaveflesh but still lacking the final touches. Round their necks went high metal filigree collars, replacing their workaday leather ones. The fronts were worked into long decorations that hung down their chests towards their breasts and jewels were worked in amongst the complicated steel patterns. Amelia and Raika cooed like excited doves as they applied these and then the matching armbands. After that it was time for the breasts themselves and Raika’s calm no-nonsense approach saw to it that each slave was pierced correctly and quickly. They all thrust out their chests proudly to receive the decorations and the task was accomplished with only a few bitten lips and stamped feet. 


In the full heat of the afternoon the training ground was transformed into a spectacular market cum showplace. The blue team’s slaves were stood to attention at the long line of posts, one on each side of each post, wrists clipped together on the far side of the wood. They wore bronze decorations at neck, breast and crotch and were hooded. Between them and the pens the long racks of the Bakhtar stable had been set up. Each girl was strapped at wrists, ankles, thighs and upper arms to vertical steel bars welded to long horizontal ones. At one end of the long line of spreadeagled and hooded femininity, the six CSL slaves were mounted. 


For the next few hours Brian, Amelia and Raika were kept busy discussing the finer points of slave training and handling and the particular talents of the slaves they had brought with them. A waist high rail ran round the rack so that the bodies could be touched and skin tone and musculature assessed but no closer approach was allowed. Brian was amused to watch how the women who were there to watch the slaves took especial pleasure in stimulating them without offering them any chance of climax. The men would lean over the rail and pinch thigh skin or buttock flesh to test it, or grab a handful of calf muscle and declaim knowledgeably about physiology. The women were much more spiteful and reached in between the spread thighs to finger and tease the cunt, or pinch the clitoris or nipples. Some of the discussions Brian had with men involved using either their women or Amelia or Raika as comparisons and several times the girls were expected to unkot their shirts and present their breasts for squeezing and hefting; all in the name of assessing the slaveflesh, naturally. But Brian didn’t mind and by the time the sun was setting and the slaves had to be herded into the arena changing rooms, guests had booked all five slaves fully for the following night in the arena’s cellars and there were only a few spaces left for the second night. 


Once the audience had rifted away to take their seats, the slaves had to be hurriedly taken down, watered and allowed to stretch, then splitting into the two contingents they were shepherded into the changing rooms on the opposite sides of the entrance tunnel. Once Brian and the girls had taken off the display tack and replaced the normal leather restraints, the Bakhtar guards shooed them off to the owners’ box to watch. Only they knew what was in store and hadn’t time to train newcomers. 


Raika’s and Amelia’s eyes sparkled with excitement as they saw the plush seats and realised they had the best seats in the house as both owners were involved in the parade. They were able to sit right at the front of the box directly over where the slaves would enter. The long discussions about female discipline and the repeated groping of the displayed bodies had given Brian a fair hard-on and he ordered Amelia to administer a slow wrist job while they waited for the parade. Raika was to swallow his ejaculate tidily.


While the girls were busy he sat back and looked around. It was nearly full dark and the floodlights bathed the whole arena in harsh light and deep shadows. From the roof above the terraces hung the usual giant video screens. As nothing was yet happening out on the sands of the arena floor, the cameras were amusing themselves by swooping in on various couplings and threesomes in the crowd. Ironic cheers went up as, in close up, they captured a woman failing to swallow a man’s sperm as he ejaculated into her mouth and it dribbled milkily down her chin. Being in the owners’ box, it was inevitable that one camera would spot them and indeed one did zero in on them. Brian laughed and waved at it as Amelia’s hand and Raika’s avid face were focused in on as they framed his straining cock. The exhibitionist thrill was just too much and he began to pump, Amelia still holding him tight to maximise the pleasure of the spunk spurting through the constriction. On the screen, Raika’s face and her cupid’s bow lips descended to thunderous applause as they took the massive, polished dome of his helm inside them and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked and swallowed his come. Then they all sat back and waved to the crowd, giggling and laughing happily.


After only a few more minutes the compere spoke and the show got underway.


“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he boomed into the night. “Your hosts, Mr Conor Brien and His Highness Prince Hassan of Bakhtar, cordially invite you to a feast of carnal contest and decadent cruelty!” He paused to let the cheers subside. “And to start us off the owners want you to enjoy a look at their entire stables! To open the proceedings then, please give it up for Conor Brien and the Blue team!”


From under the owner’s box there came a rumbling as the wooden doors to the entrance tunnel were pulled open, simultaneously the echoing cracks of the whips became audible and there was more rumbling, then slowly an amazed murmuring began to ripple through the parts of the crowd which had a partial view into the tunnel. Gradually the muttering grew to become sustained applause. Brian and the girls stood up to get a better look beneath them.


Suddenly, out from the tunnel burst first one, then two and finally three of the new six-slave chariots. Above the brilliantly illuminated stadium a fusillade of fireworks burst upwards and the crowd began to go wild as finally the slaves made their appearance.


Brian immediately noted that these were the modified rigs they had practised on over the previous days. Since the three pairs of slaves pulling a chariot with a long centre shaft had been introduced at the Bakhtar arena, other stables had worked on improving the design and now the rigs had even longer shafts. This meant that the driver who had the reins wrapped round his waist in a race, could deliver a lot more whip to the first pair, while his whip man wielded the long four-in-hand carriage whip over the backs of the front four. For the parade the drivers held the reins in their hands and they formed up line abreast, slowly trotting up the arena, their breasts strapped and bouncing under the whips that were playing on them purely for decorative effect.


From underneath them there came a renewed fusillade of whip strikes, the sound of men’s voices urging their slaves on and now an unusual sound joined them. It was the sound, Brian realised, of slaves groaning in massed effort under their masters’ lashes. Then he looked up at one of the video screens which showed a view directly along the entrance tunnel and as one the crowd stood to watch in amazement.


Slowly two long lines of straining slaves emerged onto the sand. They were hauling on heavy ropes which ran the length of their lines. Beside them came the guards, dressed as Roman legionaries and wielding long stock whips. Sometimes they cracked these in the air above the slaves’ heads, sometimes they delivered full blooded slashes which caused the recipient’s head to snap back in pain. Brian realised the truth of Carlo’s words at the Salazar estate. The show hadn’t even started in earnest and already the whips were being laid on with joyful abandon; the squads were going to get put through the mangle from now on.


The two struggling lines slowly emerged fully into the floodlit arena and behind them came the huge cart they were pulling. It consisted of four, eight foot diameter solid wooden wheels. A naked slave was tied, spreadeagled to each and they were revolving slowly as the cart moved. The flat top of the cart consisted of rough-hewn logs halved and lashed together. Brian realised that everything had been done to make it as heavy and ungainly as possible. Ahead of it the slaves’ bodies gleamed as they leaned till they were almost parallel to the ground and the lights picked up sprays of sweat and oil as the whips slashed at them.


A great cheer broke out as the monstrous cart was finally fully revealed. As a sort of standard, there was a pole set in the top and it supported the stable’s ‘flag’. Brian had never seen a tattoo like it. The naked but hooded slave hung by her arms from a crossbar, her feet rested on a smaller bar. Her crotch, stomach and breasts bore tattooed snakes. For some reason she seemed to be wearing a steel chastity belt. In the exact centre of the cart’s top was a platform resting on the backs of eight slaves as they knelt on all fours. On this stood Conor Brien in a white toga, smiling and waving to the adoring crowd. From time to time he slashed with a long plaited whip at the back of the stable’s flag, causing her to arch her back and writhe.


Brian suddenly realised that, as the lines of naked slaves toiled along the arena, the girls on either side of him, were digging their hands into his forearms in excitement. Raika grimaced with delicious fear at each thunderous crack of the stock whips.


As the cavalcade slowly made the turn round the far end of the arena, the crowd’s cheering and clapping was suddenly reinvigorated. The Bakhtar stable was about to emerge. As before the chariots led the way and this time Brian was able to recognise Jet running lead on the first one, but strangely Ayesha seemed to be absent, while Tigre and Cherry ran in the second rank of the one behind.


“His Highness Prince Hassan of Bakhtar proudly presents a tribute to his country’s piratical past!” The compere’s voice suddenly boomed out once more.


Again the sound of whips at work floated up from the entrance tunnel and then a silence fell on the crowd as they watched what unfolded before them.


A ship sailed out from the tunnel and raised sail.


Amelia and Raika gave excited little shrieks as they realised what they were looking at.


The prow of the ship nosed out and three pinioned ranks of slaves rose into the air as the mast to which they were attached was raised by guards hauling on ropes from out in front of the ship. The sail consisted of a rank of six slaves at the bottom, a rank of five above them and a final rank of four at the top. Their feet were tied to spars and their hands to the spar above them. But it was the way an impression of billowing had been achieved which had the crowd finally bursting into whistles and roars of approval. Each slave was impaled on a butt plug pole which speared up at an angle from the spar she was standing on. This had the effect of stretching each body into a graceful arc. 


The vessel’s figurehead was none other than Ayesha. She was mounted on a dildo pole which angled up and out from the bow, her feet were tied behind it so her weight was taken fully by her cunt. Her arms were spread and pulled back and out and her hair had been woven into a plait and was tied to the ship behind her so that her head was held up. Brian thought he had never seen a woman look so like she was really flying. Down in the bowels of the ship, in the place of galley slaves a close approximation had been made. The ship moved by means of four big wheels on each side, only the very bottoms of which protruded from the hull. These were being turned by teams of slaves pulling and pushing at handles mounted on the outer rims of big cog wheels inboard and in turn these turned smaller cogs which turned the axles. Down the centre of the ship ran a walkway and along this the overseers walked, working their whips on the bent backs of the slaves. Ox and Trouble were among them. Fortunately they had been placed side by side so Trouble was working docilely. At the stern the Prince stood, waving and smiling like Conor, although he was dressed as a dashing corsair, in sea boots, a silver cloak over mail and a turban with a purple plume in it. 


Almost unconsciously, Brian’s hands moved down to cup the buttocks of the girls beside him. Amelia’s were just nicely interesting to the fingers as she still sported a fair crop of tramlines. Raika’s were smooth and unsullied and seemed to beg for some marks. She would get them soon, he thought. The agonisingly slow parade went on below them, the teams of naked women sweated and strained under the whips and on the terraces a frantic orgy was in full swing to the accompaniment of the smack of leather on flesh and the groans of the slaves. 


Brian’s right hand foraged a little deeper between Raika’s buttocks and found the warm moisture between her labia. She squirmed and moved closer to him but he realised the ranks of the paraded slaves were nearing the tunnel once more and it was time they returned to the changing rooms to take charge of the CSL contingent.


“Later,” he said – as much to himself as to anyone. “Let’s get back to work.”

 

An hour or so afterwards he surveyed the stalls with their exhausted occupants. Ox and Trouble had gone straight to sleep once they had been settled on their beds, they were scored quite harshly already across their backs. Cherry, Tigre and Jet were unmarked but had settled almost as quickly. They knew that they hadn’t really started yet.


He had sent the girls up to bed ahead of him and now he and Paolo were taking a last look around before handing over to a night watchman. Suddenly there was a furtive movement outside in the yard and the door to the stables creaked open a fraction and a figure slipped inside.


“Over here,” Paolo whispered. The figure approached and then behind it the door opened to admit three more. To Brian’s astonishment he saw Paolo hold out his hand and receive a folded wad of notes, then another and then two more.


“Take your pick,” he whispered. “Fucking only, mind. No whips.”


Brian watched as the men made their way over to the stalls.


“Does Peter know about this?” he asked. “I mean, I know they’re on hire for the next two nights, but surely not tonight as well? Hey!” The last word was almost shouted as he saw a figure move towards Tigre’s stall. “Not that one!”


Paolo laughed. “I don’t know if he knows or not but we all do it. They’re slaves, Brian. They’re for fucking. That’s all they exist for!”


“Not mine,” Brian said. “They’ve got work to do in the morning and they’re going to do it to the best of their abilities. Official dungeon sessions with the trainer’s knowledge is fine. But not this!” He couldn’t put his finger on why he felt so strongly. After all he was perfectly happy for the slaves to be fucked, beaten, enjoyed in any way at all. But he just didn’t like this furtive, backhanded way of profiting from slaveflesh. He strode over to the end of the line of stalls where the CSL slaves were kept and stood in front of them. From further up the line he could hear sleepy groans as one or other of the Bakhtar girls was woken and was being helplessly aroused by fumbling hands in the dark.


Paolo shrugged and pocketed his money. In silence the two handlers waited until the men had finished, the rustling of straw and moans of pleasure punctuating the couplings. Then the men emerged and left without any further communication. Brian watched as Paolo went into the stalls of the girls who had been used and he could hear him checking their shackles. He waited until the night watchman showed up and waited an hour or so after that before he made his way upstairs.










Chapter 17



 


 

The first day went well for the visiting team. The dressage was held in the morning and the routines that Peter had worked out more than matched the complexities of Gerd’s blue plumed ponies’ formations. Cherry distinguished herself by the ease with which she slipped into the routines, the figure of eight especially and the Prince himself made a point of congratulating Brian on the slave’s ability to adapt and he also complimented Amelia and Raika’s presentation. But Brian had little time to bask in Cherry’s triumph. He had to dash back to the stadium to take part in the first chariot races. He had to change into shorts and a leather waistcoat with leather arm guards. He knew the women in the crowds liked to see the guards’ bodies but the whip play during a race could get pretty frantic - hence the waistcoat and arm guard. On the front rail of each chariot, there were holsters for two spares of the long driving whips. It was not uncommon for lashes to become entangled in the chaos of overtaking manoeuvres and it was often better to let the whip go than to risk being dragged out of the chariot.


Brian found he was far more nervous than he had thought he would be as he made his way into the darkness of the entrance tunnel and took his place beside his driver who was waiting beside the chariot. The crews from the blue team were likewise lounging by their rigs and waiting for their teams to be harnessed up and shortly the doors to the dressing rooms opened and the harnessed girls were led in. Brian took charge of fastening Ayesha and Jet to the front crossbar. Ayesha’s left wrist and Jet’s right were shackled, leaving them one armoured forearm on the outside to fight with. The chariot runners’ blinkers had developed into a separate item from the standard pony blinkers. They came much farther forward from the slave’s face and blocked her vision, even if she turned her head as much as reins and bit would allow. Experience had taught the trainers that by focusing the slave’s vision much more narrowly they were more docile when driven into situations of potential hazard. That meant a driver could wrench his team’s heads around and throw them into battle with another team without giving the slaves any time to worry about it. Combined with the two whips from the chariot itself this had resulted in much more entertaining and high-speed scraps, collisions and crashes.


Brian and his driver worked their way along the team making sure that the steering rein was connected to the bit of the rearmost slave on each side and then worked forwards ensuring that a shorter rein connected the slaves’ bits together. This had been found to be the most effective way of wrenching all three heads round for swift manoeuvring. The stone tunnel echoed to the shuffling of naked feet and nervous champing on bits. There was some frisking as the irritants on the butt plugs began to kick in, followed by occasional fleshy smacks as the men either calmed their teams or expressed their own tension by slapping a tempting buttock or strapped tit.


At last however the doors were flung wide and the drivers held their teams on tight reins while their eyes accustomed to the sudden glare. The compere’s voice boomed something that Brian couldn’t decipher over the cheering of the crowd, anxious for the first of the day’s sports to begin. Brian’s driver carefully steered his team over to the extreme left, where they had been drawn. It was why they had harnessed Jet on the right, to take the brunt of the fighting and Ayesha, the faster runner out on the left. Brian surveyed his targets, the front four female backs. Two of them already bore fading red stripes from being whipped through the parade, some beads of sweat were already meandering down across them. Brian wiped his whip hand on his shorts, settled his grip and looked to his right. Beside him one of the blue drivers and his whipman grinned back fiercely. Brian did the same. All the men would enjoy the coming minutes whatever happened, but it was always good to win.


“Are you ready?” the compere’s voice thundered. The slaves dug their feet into the dust as best they could, arms tensed on crossbars before them. Brian let the lash of his whip fall free.


“Set!” Brian’s driver checked the reins were settled around his waist.


Behind them the starting pistol cracked and they were away. The noise was deafening as the crowd erupted and the whips sang and snapped all around them. The wheels thundered in the dust and the slaves’ feet pounded. Brian’s vision almost blurred at the jolting but hanging onto the chariot’s front rail with one hand he swung in regular and fast lashes over Jet’s and Ayesha’s shoulders, the whipcord thudding into the strapped tits.


As they approached the first turn, Brian could see they were ahead of two of the inside rigs and keeping pace with the inside one. But they weren’t yet far enough ahead to pull across at the turn without a fight. The driver yelled and slashed even harder at the rear pair of slaves then wrenched the right hand rein cruelly hard. Jet was sideways on when the rig next to them tried to drive them into the fence by colliding and shoving but Brian managed to get a warning lash onto her right shoulder, making her turn her head just that little bit more and see the danger. Her right forearm came out and slashed at the oncoming slave’s midriff - she folded forward and Brian managed to get several slashes of the whip onto the opposing team’s backs, making their driver haul them round. The first turn negotiated they thundered down the next straight, still just leading their nearest rival and at the approach to the second turn Brian swivelled just slightly and slashed down and backwards, catching one of their leading pair hard and fast around the knees, the long lash curling, easily pinning the flying limbs together. She came down immediately, ploughing headfirst into the dust and tripping the girl behind her who came down too. The rig was unbalanced and still moving fast, the chariot itself tipped and spilled its men. Sending them sprawling into the dust too amid a chaos of thrashing, naked legs. Brian’s driver laughed wildly and redoubled the fury of his whip play as they smoothly made the turn and raced down the next length, moving into the third lane and sandwiching the blues’ other rig. It took only half the length of the next straight for Brian’s rig to overhaul it and in a flurry of battling slaves, with whips snapping and cutting the three teams came together, Conor’s team were caught from both flanks and the Prince’s slaves wanted to make sure they inflicted as much damage as they could to shorten the odds on the remaining races. The blues battled bravely as fists and whips assailed them from both sides but inevitably they went down at last and the teams regrouped back at the entrance tunnel. The Blues looked the worse for wear and by lunchtime, after three more races, the Prince’s team was leading handsomely, having taken two of the following three races.


The afternoon was taken up by the first of the whip contests and melees, followed by the paired log pulling races. Tigre did well out on the sands and dispatched four opponents, leaving them with just enough energy to lick her out as she sat triumphantly on their faces. She was heavily defeated however in the two whip melees between groups of twenty squad slaves. The crowd sentenced her to thirty lashes for having been the first slave down. In accordance with the new arrangements, the punishments all took place last thing in the evening. 


As it turned out, Tigre was the only CSL representative put to the whip in the evening. Ox and Trouble had acquitted themselves well, although the Blues had made up a lot of ground. Peter was well pleased with the CSL contingent and Brian was able to relax at the back of the owners’ box as the punishment session was served up as an appetiser before the crowd made its way back to the hotels at the coast - or if they were lucky enough - to the house and extra slave usage after dinner.


The losing chariot teams were flogged simultaneously, all twelve tied to posts that ran down the centre of the arena. Some lucky members of the audience had their ticket numbers called and came down to help deliver the sentences. Both Conor Brien and the Prince watched in quiet satisfaction as their slaves took the floggings well and fucked enthusiastically afterwards for the greedy cameras. 


Tigre’s flogging was more inventive. She and some others were put in the Cage - the open topped one sometimes used for final duels at the ends of shows. The crane was brought into the arena and hauled the apparatus high up into the night sky and swung it carefully around in front of the terraces so that they got good close up views of the spreadeagled forms and the sprays of sweat arcing off their bodies under the lashes. The cameras concentrated on the group sex scenes taking place below.


Back in the stables, there was barely time to hose the exhausted slaves down and feed them before those who had been booked for use were summoned. Brian oversaw Raika and Amelia as they brushed out Tigre’s and Jet’s hair, clipped on their tongue leads and took them up to the house and an evening of inventive torment at the hands of Conor’s special guests. His main concern was Ayesha.


He had been amazed that she didn’t appear to have been booked and was left in her stall when the others were taken away. He put Ox and Trouble together to let them 


Brian waited until the long room was quiet, then he moved Ox into Trouble’s stall and left the two to indulge in their favourite sixty-nine position. Having their hands bound behind their backs made them all the more feverish with their tongues and as he moved along the open fronted stalls he could hear the rustle of straw the muffled grunts of effort and pleasure. Most of the slaves whose presence hadn’t been requested by the guests were taking full advantage of the chance to rest. But when Brian reached Ayesha’s stall she was prowling to the limits of her ankle chain. The stalls here were open fronted, the floors sloping up towards the back wall, in front was the gutter that served as a toilet for the slaves. Ayesha stopped when she saw Brian and she lowered her eyes as he stepped across the gutter and leaned casually against one wall of her stall.


“Come here!” he ordered quietly and she approached timidly. As he had been in Bakhtar, he was genuinely shocked at how complete the transformation in her was. The old Ayesha was all self-possession and coolly manipulative femme fatale. The beautiful naked slave who stood before him now, was unconditionally offering him everything she had. He held his hand out at crotch level and she obediently opened her legs and moved forward to allow him access to the cunt he had dreamed of entering when she had been an informant in his case against Sir John Fitzgerald. He jabbed his fingers into her roughly and stirred her vagina into thickly moist activity. 


He worked her ruthlessly until she was squelching and her breasts were heaving as her breathing deepened. Then he left her with no warning and went to the tack table which ran along the opposite wall and took up two studded tit straps. She could see them as he returned but stood her ground and even thrust her chest out to offer her soft flesh for torment. Brian took immense pleasure in slowly tightening each strap, making her whimper and fidget then suddenly pulling for the final hole and engaging the buckle. She kept her eyes lowered throughout however, even when he sank his fingers deep into the congested and constricted flesh.


“Now I’m going to whip them,” he whispered and was rewarded by the softest of whimpers.


He selected an especially whippy crop and made her squat with her legs well apart so he could flick at her cunt with it while he waited for her breasts to sensitise to an appropriate level.


They were darkening nicely when he laid the first lash on. Instantly there was a pink line across the mottled and drum tight skin. Ayesha couldn’t restrain a strangled yelp and an agonised rise onto her toes. He lashed her again before she could assimilate the pain of the first and the third followed before she could turn away and huddle her throbbing tits against the side of the stall. He lashed her backside where she still bore traces of the chariot’s driving whip. By the end of a three day show, a gladiator was more welt and bruise than girl anyway so he couldn’t see Peter objecting to a bit of extra rations. He laid on six heavy cuts, the delicious, broad hemispheres trembling under the assault. At last she couldn’t take it any more and had to turn, baring her breasts for more punishment. Brian drew the crop back and stopped. Suddenly he realised that he was punishing the girl she used to be, not the slave she now was. She might have been despicable before but now she was an obedient submissive and in some ways had gained in stature. At least she was now honest. Carlo’s words came back to him; ‘a slave talks with her body’. Brian reached out and felt between her legs again. As he parted her lips he felt the hot juices flood out over his fingers. What couldn’t speak couldn’t lie. 


He aimed one exquisitely agonising slash across her nipples which nearly made her collapse and then, gripping her hair he led her over to the tack table and thrust her up against it, digging the edge into the fronts of her thighs. He paused long enough for her to see what was coming and then pushed her down onto her pounding and throbbing tits. Leaning heavily on her back so that she was crying out even before his cock was inside her, he fucked her from behind until she was howling.


It was as good a fuck as she had given him on the cross back in Bakhtar and she was on the crest of her third peak and trembling and sobbing at its intensity when he finally came and collapsed over her back, panting himself and feeling her gasp under him, her tormented breasts forgotten for a moment. After a few seconds he stood her up and released the straps, then he shackled her back in her stall again, leaving her to enjoy the feel of his cooling sperm oozing down her thighs.


Paolo came in and smiled at Brian when he saw the state Ayesha was in.


“Having a quick freebie? Why not, I was thinking the same myself,” he said cheerfully.


“I’m surprised she’s not been booked for the evening,” Brian said.


“Nah, the boss is going easy on her. He’s got something special planned for her on the last day. Hush, hush. Even I don’t know what it is.”










Chapter 18



 


 

Brian spent the morning of the second day helping the Bakhtar stable with the squad log pulling. Mid morning after the solo gladiators had warmed the crowds up by toiling in pairs up and down the length of the arena pulling slowly increased weights of wood behind them while their guards spurred them on with whips - and some judiciously administered cock at the pauses between laps - the entire squads were to be involved for the first time in mass log hauling.


The dressing rooms were in more than their usual chaos as over fifty naked females had to be oiled and fitted with special wrist restraints that would allow them to be irrevocably attached to the heavy rope that waited for them. But eventually the men managed to hustle their charges out into the echoing twilight of the tunnel. There they shoved the crowded slaves into the lines they needed and then used the karabiners on each restraint to attach each girl’s wrists to the steel rings set in the rope, on either her left or right shoulder, depending on whether she was pulling from left or right. 


The air was loud with male curses and meaty slaps as the slaves were organised. Panting in the oppressive heat there was just time for the two teams of men to exchange smiles and hopes for a good contest before the doors rumbled open and light flooded in. For a few seconds they waited while everyone accustomed their eyes to the glare and then with a command from each team leader the men applied the whips and the long lines of naked slaves leaned into their work, hauling the huge tree trunks behind them. Brian found himself in charge of an oriental looking slave directly in front of him, a blonde behind her and a Nordic looking one ahead. Each man had about three slaves to his whip. In the tunnel Brian had had a chance to slash a couple of strokes at a few randomly chosen slaves in order to assess the weight and the bite of the whip. He was impressed. The eight inch, penis shaped handle supported a thick bundle of fairly heavy, square cut leather tails. Their weight was just right to allow the slavedriver a comfortable swing, inflicting a good stinging stroke with minimum effort. He reckoned a healthy slave should be able to take heavy flogging and shrug off the welts in less than a day. Now, as the gleaming bodies threw themselves against the deadweight of the long log dragging in the dirt behind them, he joined his voice and his whip to the chorus of yells, snaps and thuds around him. Slowly, their feet slipping in the dust sometimes, the slaves dragged their loads into the sun and the eager crowd stood to greet the whip fest about to take place for their delectation. The two lines veered apart as the team leaders guided the slaves at the fronts of the lines to the starting places. There was a short pause while the crowd settled and the compere invited them to observe the ranks of well trained femininity paraded for their pleasure. Brian felt his cock stir at the thought of the decadent cruelty of the spectacle he was involved in. Before him the slaves tried to dig their feet in as best they could to get a good initial surge. He encouraged a few of the ones nearest him with slaps on their quivering rumps, and a quick fumble between their straining thighs provided his fingers with liquid evidence that despite the fear on every face, each slave was helplessly trained to enjoy her debasement under the relentless use of the whip on her body.


“Take the strain!” 


The slaves tensed and Brian, like the other men on either side of him, raised their whips.


Crack!


The starting pistol sounded and the arena came alive. The slavedrivers yelled and cursed, their whips smacked down in furiously paced salvos and the slaves, groaning and yelping began to stagger forwards. The crowd’s noise became almost something physical and Brian found his whip arm swinging in a faster rhythm than he could ever remember it having done before. 


Slowly the pace increased from a stagger to almost a normal walking pace. The team leader began to call in a definite rhythm.


“Heave! Heave! Heave!” At each call the whips fell and the slaves began to time their efforts to their flogging. By halfway along the arena the log was being hauled in a jerking but effective progress with the slaves taking no more whip than they could cope with. Brian found he had to wipe the sweat from his brow frequently as he worked on his three slaves. He was delivering full blooded throws to the three backs in front of him and as the oil and sweat flew up from the flesh, so a network of dusky pink lines was revealed. He glanced over his shoulder and realised that the Bakhtar team had got into its pace and rhythm before the opposition and as the end of the first leg approached, they had a lead of about four slaves. At the turn - where each tree trunk had to be turned about and hauled back along the arena - the men had to haul the line of slaves sharply around and try to keep the momentum going. Brian found it best to apply the whip to the backs of the thighs, this seemed to spur the girls on to pumping their legs harder and regaining their pace. 


By the end of the second leg, the Bakhtar team was half the length of the slave line ahead, all they had to do was hold their lead for the final leg. The slaves were now pouring sweat, their hair hung in solid wet rats tails, beads dropped form their swinging breasts, the whips swung in arcs of glistening spray and Brian realised that slavedriving was harder work than he had imagined, his arm actually ached from lashing his slaves onwards. But most importantly he had an urgent, throbbing, erection on. Being so close to the sight and sound of a line of some fifty slaves being constantly flogged as they strained and struggled for the crowd’s pleasure had resulted in a hard on that pressed against his thighs, so thick was the root of his cock. He was going to have to sink it somewhere or other in a slave fairly soon. He wasn’t the only one, the rhythm of the shouts from the team leader and the beat of the lashes was slowly accelerating. But so was the opposition. The Bakhtar team was tiring and even the whips could no longer spur them. The Blues were closing and the crowd’s cheering became almost painful to the ears as the men laboured with their whips, lashing and yelling their slaves on. Brian changed his strategy as he saw others around him doing. He started flaying the buttocks and letting the tails of the whip snap down between the thighs and dig into the sweat slicked cunt flesh. Heads reared up and down the line and squeals of anguish rang out but the pace picked up just enough and the Bakhtar team staggered home by two slave-lengths.


With their hands helplessly shackled to the rope, the girls collapsed onto knees and elbows, leaving their arses nicely raised. Brian - and every other man on the arena floor - fumbled open the zip on his shorts and sank to his knees behind the nearest slave and began fucking her urgently while he admired the overlapping ridges and welts on the slender back and wide shoulders. He slid into her on a cushion of sweat and juice and found her interior so wet that he could barely feel her. He reached forwards and took a tit in each hand then squeezed hard. Her head flew back and she squealed, immediately he felt her tunnel clench around him. He looked up once he was at his ease and saw the giant video screens revelling in the scenes of mass slave usage. On every one hard pistons of male flesh and blood thrust imperiously into helplessly open female passages. Anuses were stretched to their limits around the vein threaded shafts hammering in to the hilt. Cunts gaped pinkly, oozing thick secretions in between fucks and some slaves, their hands freed for the rope, knelt up and opened their mouths to receive their masters’ pleasure. There was so much flesh on offer and such a head of unrequited lust built up over the race that Brian found he was hard again almost immediately after he had emptied himself.


It was nearly an hour before the exhausted and bedraggled squads were whipped back to the dressing rooms. Brian was glad of a short break for a frugal lunch before he had to start tacking up slaves for boxing and wrestling in the pens during the afternoon session. Tigre was scheduled for pursuit running and didn’t need any. In pursuit running the naked slave merely had to avoid a horse-mounted rider’s whip for as many circuits of the arena as she could make. Cherry was scheduled to go as well. In the dressing rooms, Ox and Trouble were buckled into their studded boxing corsets and thongs. Jet was rested until the pony racing in the evening.


Brian spent the afternoon patrolling the walkways which ran around and above the slave pens. The crowd, shaded by brightly coloured parasols, leaned on the rails and laid bets or chatted happily about the quality of the bouts taking place below. Ox won her boxing bout and then two wrestling bouts. Trouble lost her boxing contest but managed to stay up long enough before the uppercuts between the legs brought her down, to attract a fairly light punishment tally. She managed to win one and lose one in the wrestling. Tigre made six circuits and Cherry five in the pursuit running, so by the time Jet had come in second to Ayesha in the cross country pony racing, Brian was well pleased with the CSL performance and so was Prince Hassan. He congratulated Brian and the two girls in a quick visit to the stable block in the evening. Raika was just dabbing at the cuts on Trouble’s back after she had been taken down from her twenty lashes punishment flogging.


“Will they be available for the final melee tomorrow?” he asked as the slave twitched and groaned under the disinfectant’s sting.


“Can’t see why not,” Brian replied. “She’s taken worse in training before now.”


“Good, then we don’t need to put any of our spares in, do we Peter? We’ll field a full contingent and whet the crowd’s appetite for the finale….”


Peter Lang and the Prince moved away towards Ayesha’s stall as they spoke and lingered a while there. 

 

Ayesha woke on the morniong of the final day of the show deeply puzzled and unhappy. She had been left out of nearly every event except for the pony racing, some of the log pulling and the chariots. She stood miserably in her stall as other slaves were led out for the studded whip duels during the morning and she regarded the limping and half-carried slaves that returned with nothing but envy. She knew how much her master liked to watch her taking the wicked studs across her back and breasts. Why was he denying himself that pleasure?


In the distance she heard the roar that greeted the onset of the final melee. Every able bodied slave was out in the arena and yet still she was left in her stall.

 

On the final afternoon, Raika and Amelia, breathed out in exhausted relief as the last of the slaves and guards filed out of the dressing room and into the tunnel. Their jobs were nearly done and soon they could pack up and go home. For three days they had almost ceaselessly groomed, cleaned, fed, watered and patched up their slaves. Now they could watch the final acts of the show from the owner’s box, probably get well and truly fucked by whichever men were there and then begin to relax.


They rushed up as soon as the squads had been let out into the arena and were immediately grabbed. Amelia found herself sitting on Conor Brien’s lap, her skirt rucked up and his thick fingers between her legs, fumbling with his zip. Without taking her eyes off the arena, she reached down and helped him free an amazingly thick cock. With a sigh of pleasure she raised herself and then let herself sink down onto it. Beside her Raika was kneeling, trying to watch the arena from the corner of her eye and suck off one of the Prince’s bodyguards.

 

A small excavator had piled and packed earth in the centre of the arena into a small hill and dug a moat around it. Water had been pumped in and now the hill was surrounded by thick mud and wet sand. The Blues had won the toss and Conor had decided his slaves would defend the mound while the Purples attacked it. It was a sublimely pointless battle as everyone knew that it didn’t matter who won. When the females had whipped, wrestled, kicked and trampled each other for the crowd’s enjoyment, the guards would charge in and take full advantage of all the slaves, regardless of which team they represented. Raika and Amelia shrieked with excitement as they watched their slaves charge the hill, splashing through the mud to be met by a counter charge from the defenders. As the trainers had intended, it quickly became a glorious mass catfight. Mud slicked bodies struggled and fell, rose and fell again. Whips sprayed thick mud as they fell, clearing small patches of flesh as they tore into the bodies. Breasts were squeezed, nipples pinched, punches were thrown as the brown and pink horde of over a hundred naked females fought and suffered for their masters.


On the terraces a ferocious orgy gripped the entire place. In brief breaks between her own usage, Amelia could see that every woman in the arena was undergoing multiple penetrations. And when one scene ended they were desperately seeking another. Amelia’s own hands were sticky from sperm she had wanked from men in the owners’ box, her mouth was full of the sour aftertaste of spunk and her thighs were slick with the stuff oozing out of her anus and vagina. Then, as only ten or twenty slaves were left standing and the majority of the slaveflesh was piled in writhing heaps; the men charged.


It took over an hour before they finished. Amelia cheered her master on as she watched him become a priapic creature of gleaming brown, the stiff shaft of his beloved cock wagging in front of him as he plundered slave after slave, hauling them up to take a bit more whip before he let them go down and serve him. At last the men acknowledged the cheers from a sexually drained crowd as they stood amidst the carnage of panting, fucked and whipped slaves.


And then the compere announced the special treat as the slaves were being carried or dragged away. 


Groaning with frustration in case they missed anything, Raika and Amelia rushed back down to help hose down and stable the squad.

 

Ayesha stood in the dark, trembling. She was hooded and hadn’t been hooded since the first traumatic days of her training. Her arms were stretched out and shackled to a pole across her shoulders. Two of the Prince’s personal guards had come for her, prepared her and led her away, stumbling in her darkness and placed her where she could hear and see nothing at all. She jumped when she felt a hand touch her right breast and then fingers dug in cruelly hard. She felt someone lean close and then heard her master’s voice whispering loud enough to penetrate the leather of the hood.


“I don’t care if you win or lose. You know that. I just like seeing you fight for me, so put on the best show you’ve ever done today. And if you lose; then take a long time about it. Understand?”


She nodded and then felt him lead her somewhere.

 

Brian, Raika and Amelia just made it back to the owners’ box as the compere was explaining the finale.


“These two are special,” he was saying. “They used to be lovers and they swindled the husband of one of them and would have seen him ruined while they lived comfortably off what they had stolen from him. But they were discovered just in time. One of them blames the other for her enslavement. And for her part the other will be consumed by guilt when she meets this bit of her past. So let’s sit back and watch a real grudge match!”


The arena had been left as it was but scattered around were stock whips, crops, boxing straps and studded whips. Now two figures were led out. Both of them were hooded and yoked. Brian immediately recognised Ayesha’s long black hair. But it was the other figure that everyone watched. She was the savagely tattooed figure they had seen in the parade. The one with snakes boiling up out of her crotch and over her breast. The two guards fumbled with the buckles at the backs of the hoods and then checked with each other. Simultaneously they whipped the hoods off and the two slaves saw each other.

 

For a second or so Ayesha didn’t know what she was looking at. But suddenly she realised that it was a harder, more good looking Karen. It was her erstwhile accomplice and lover. Floods of hot shame and guilt erupted inside her. She remembered how she would have dumped her once they had escaped with Sir John Fitzgerald’s money. But somehow Karen had been in Bakhtar; nowhere else could she have got that brutally erotic tattoo. But Karen’s shriek of rage interrupted her thoughts.


“Fucking bitch! You ran off and bloody left me! Then you grassed on me and look what they did, you cow!”


Quickly the two men undid the shackles and withdrew. Karen flew at Ayesha, fingers clawed, nails raking and the contest began. Karen was pure fury; Ayesha was shocked and guilty but that guilt made her want to wipe Karen out - to expunge her - along with the rest of her past that she had thought she had left behind.


To start with Ayesha was easily in control. She ducked and threw Karen casually, time and again, grasping her breasts and twisting them for the crowd. Throwing not-too-hard punches between her legs when she could, making her stop and double over. She took possession of a crop and began to lace Karen with it as the other girl, her face a rictus of fury, lunged in clumsily again and again. But there came a time when they faced each other, Ayesha calf deep in the mud at the foot of the mound, Karen crouching at its edge, mud caked herself and with a trickle of blood running down her chin from a split lip, where the balance of power shifted. Ayesha noted a strange look of mixed guile and mad excitement come into the girl’s eyes. Suddenly she stood up and walked confidently forwards. Ayesha was taken completely unawares and the crop was pulled from her grasp. She struggled backwards and out of the mud. Karen strode forwards with casual confidence and slashed the crop down onto Ayesha’s thighs. Then they were both clear of the mud and now Ayesha was crouching, looking about for new weapon.


“Take this, bitch. You can’t hurt me with it,” Karen sneered and tossed the crop over. Ayesha automatically swung it hard across the girl’s breasts and then back across her hips.


“Mmmm! Not bad! You always did a good beating Ayesha. I guess you must be pretty good at taking it by now. Wonder if you’re good as me?” Before her stunned gaze, Karen turned away and waggled her shapely behind at her. Ayesha’s training kicked in and she swung in another four hard lashes, scoring the skin instantly and making the buttocks swing and ripple. Karen looked over her shoulder flirtatiously. She wagged her arse again; Ayesha lashed her again. Karen laughed, whirled like the snakes whose images she wore and tore the crop from her hands. Suddenly she found herself scrambling backwards up the hill as Karen - a bizarre harridan in mud and tattoos, breasts swinging - strode after her. Ayesha’s own breasts took several stinging lashes, then Karen went low and scored the fronts of her thighs. Ayesha bent forwards and took the opportunity to somersault back down the slope and into the mud. She emerged spluttering and floundering but she saw a studded whip lying on the sand to her right and half crawling she scurried towards it. She whirled around when her hand closed on the wooden handle. Karen was just behind her and smiling lazily.


“Ooh! I hope you’re good with one of those, “ she cooed and turned her back.


Grunting with effort Ayesha swung her arm up and over, the heavy lash with its clubbed end, armed with the steel teeth, curled down and impacted on Karen’s back with a thud that quietened the whole stadium.


Ayesha watched as a pattern of small craters was revealed on her opponent’s shoulders but she made no reaction for a moment. Then she settled her feet a little further apart, put her hands on her hips and turned again.


“That’s good! Give me another, honey. You know how much you like to make me suffer.”


Ayesha was aware that the arena was totally silent. Desperately she pulled her arm back and with another grunt of effort she swung the lash in again. This time there was an “Oooo!” from the crowd as the whip thumped into Karen in almost exactly the same place. She staggered slightly this time and then as Ayesha watched the skin split, Karen reached over her shoulder, wiped her fingers over the whipped skin and then licked them sensuously.


“Mmm! The more scared you get, the harder you whip… ….I’d better scare you some more then!” Karen turned and faced Ayesha, smiling in pure delight. One hand was beginning to rub at her clitoris.


Ayesha felt the first stirrings of real fear. She began to realise that Karen’s natural masochism had been forged by her owners into something so extreme that there was nothing Ayesha could do that Karen wouldn’t enjoy having done to her. She was literally staring defeat in the face and all she could think of was that she somehow had to uphold her master’s honour and go down bravely.


She drew her arm back and lashed Karen again, this time snaking the whip around her hip and hearing it impact solidly on the buttock. Karen’s eyes closed briefly as she tasted the pain and savoured it. Then she undulated forwards, mincing like a catwalk model. Ayesha tried to strike again but again Karen was too fast and the whip was wrenched from her grasp.


“Now, let me show you how it’s done, lover. Conor once had me whipped with it every day for a week you know,” she said dreamily.


Ayesha turned to try and find another weapon but was stopped in her tracks by the first lash. It was far harder than Karen looked to be capable of delivering but it seared her back like no other slave-wielded whip ever had. She staggered breathlessly and took another stroke which drove her to her knees. Karen stood over her from behind and reached down to grasp a breast and dig her fingers into it until the flesh bulged out around them. Ayesha closed her eyes, knowing what was coming and hoping her master would enjoy it. She reached up and over her shoulders, touching her lover’s skin for the first time since they had both been enslaved, Karen’s thighs and buttocks were smooth and warm. As she gripped the buttocks, she felt one was slicked from where she had hit her with the whip which was even now about to strike her. 


Karen steadied her by her hold on the breast and then flicked the studded whip downwards. Ayesha arched and screamed as it bit into her right breast. Another flick and it impacted on her mons. Again she shrieked and arched but somehow refrained from bringing her hands round to shield herself. Karen flicked again and the inside of her left thigh exploded into white hot pain. The grip on her breast tightened just enough and Ayesha began to spiral upwards into orgasm as another flick took the right breast. This time Karen stepped back a little and as Ayesha arched she found her face slipping between her tormentor’s thighs and her mouth was pressed against the slippery cushions of labial flesh while her nose felt the pucker of her anus. She held on tight with her hands and held her arched position as she began to lick and probe with her tongue into the tangy outpourings of the cunt. She held the position long enough to scream into it when two more flicks caught her own cunt. But even as she collapsed backwards she was applauding Karen’s instinctive understanding of how to flick so as to prolong the spectacle and keep the opponent just on the cusp of orgasm. She hit the sand hard and lay there dazed as Karen disappeared for a second then came back to stand over her, smiling down at her and holding a leather tailed flogger in one hand while with the other she was masturbating.


“This is going to be so good, Ayesha. And it’s going to be sooo slow!” she said.


Ayesha watched her whip arm rise and was just able to roll over in time to take it on her back and begin the long descent into defeat at the hands of someone who was a natural born arena star.

 

She woke in darkness and groaned. Every inch of her ached and stung. Her hands were free for once and she began exploring. Her cunt was particularly tender and gradually she recalled scenes of lying in exhaustion on the arena sands with her legs splayed, taking whatever Karen dealt out and knowing her master would want her to keep her legs open. The crowd would want to see the whip land and hear her squeal. She had done both, over and over. Karen had driven her mercilessly, sometimes letting her orgasm, sometimes making her take her to orgasm. She vaguely recalled staggering to her feet only to walk into perfectly timed lashes, punches or kicks which had her down in a heap again and always there was the sight of Karen’s cunt settling over her face and her soft voice whispering, “Eat me out, you bitch!”


The door opened and a weak light was switched on. Ayesha saw she was in a windowless cell and tried to kneel up in the presence of her master.


“That was a good show you put on. The Prince was very pleased by how long you held out and so was I,” he told her.


Groaning with effort, Ayesha managed to get to her knees and her master took her face in one hand and looked down at her, calm and dispassionate as ever. Then he shattered her life.


“However, that has not altered my decision to sell you. Your new owner will be here shortly, in the meantime I will enjoy your mouth.”


In a shocked daze, Ayesha opened her mouth wide and felt the familiar, beloved instrument of male mastery slide into her, the helm ripe with the taste of other slaves. But this time she washed the shaft with her tears of baffled misery as she devotedly sucked him and invited him to achieve his pleasure in her mouth.


He pumped several spurts of hot sour spunk into her and then left with no further word and Ayesha wept in the dark. But slowly she began to pull herself together. She was his property after all, he was entitled to do whatever he liked with her. If he wanted her to serve a new master then it was up to her to serve him in such a way as to make him proud. However many owners she would have in the future, she knew that really she would only ever have one real master: Peter Lang. She would serve him through the medium of however many men wanted her, it was the only way a slave could express her devotion - even if the object of that devotion neither knew nor cared. Ayesha’s sore cunt began to moisten and stir at that masochistic thought.


The door opened again and she struggled up onto her feet to meet her new master. He flicked on the light and she gaped in astonished horror.


“Hello Ayesha.”


“Sir John!” she whispered finally.










Chapter 19



 


 

Brian was genuinely shocked.


“Your Highness is most kind but if you pay for CSL slaves, they are yours for the full duration of the show. Carlo and Mr Carpenter would feel dishonoured if their property was not taken full advantage of by their client.”


Prince Hassan nodded and smiled in appreciation of this evidence of an Englishman’s sense of fair play. He was in high good humour; Ayesha’s pounding at the hands of Snake had lost him the show by one solitary point. But all three days had provided excellent sport, already people were saying that it was the best ever spectacle and he was proud that his stable had been part of it. He wasn’t in the slightest bothered that it would be his slaves who would be displayed and available for hire for the fourth morning and had offered to allow Brian to fly his contingent home.


“Very well, Brian. I would be pleased to offer your slaves alongside mine.”


Brian left the other guards busily erecting the frames, trestles and crucifixes on which the losing team would be displayed and went to alert Amelia and Raika that their slaves were needed one more time.


It was a tradition that had begun at the Bakhtar stadium and Brian remembered it well. On the morning after the show, the losing team were offered to the crowd - for a price - to fuck and beat as they chose. It was a highly effective way of redirecting any winnings the punters might have made by bets, back into the stable owners’ coffers.


In the chill morning air and with the arena rising out of the heat haze behind the training ground over fifty slaves were soon in full X shaped extension, bent over forwards or bent backwards, butt plugged or dildo stuffed with whips beside them and a guard in attendance to take the money and judge when the already sorely welted bodies could take no more.


By ten o’clock the whole area was reverberating to the sound of whips and groans and shrieks of pleasure and pain. Brian strolled around happily, watching approvingly as Raika wiped between Jet’s legs as yet another man finished fucking her on the rack she was stretched out on and then turned to the cross which supported Cherry’s sagging form. She took money from another punter, handed him a whip and then pinched the slave’s buttocks hard. Cherry yelped and suddenly jerked upright again.


“Ready for you now, sir,” the little Indian chirped happily and moved on to ensure that Ox was capable of taking another customer. He felt that his first expedition in charge of CSL property had gone well and that Carlo would approve of his decisions.


He was also still coming to terms with the shock of recognising the slave who was now known to all arena fans as ‘Snake’. When her hood had been taken off he had seen Karen Fitzgerald, the woman who had taught him the meaning of - and the pleasures of - submission and dominance. It was she more than anyone who had brought him to the arenas and the fulfilling of all his dreams. Her ruthless demolition of Ayesha, who at the end had been dragged out unconscious, would be talked about in clubs and pubs for a long time to come and Brian wondered how she had been so radically altered from the meek but keen submissive he had known. However, that was a question he could ponder later. For now there was the exquisite sight of welted slaveflesh and the sounds of the last dregs of pleasure being wrung from it to enjoy.

 

Conor Brien lit an after breakfast cigar and watched the smoke drift up into the clear blue sky. The noises from the training ground drifted up across the lawns and reached his ears, making him smile contentedly. Somewhere down in one of the dungeons, Sir John Fitzgerald was reacquainting himself with Ayesha. One could almost pity the slave, he thought, but then she was tough and Sir John knew that she had a purpose to serve. Yes, he had those two where he wanted them. And there was the little Indian groom as well. All just where he wanted them.


He laughed aloud and considered that perhaps he should have taken up chess. 

 


Brian gunned the engine of the CSL horsebox at the little airport. Beside him sat his two assistants, drowsy and content in post orgasm lethargy. Behind them the crates were safely stowed with their bruised and battered contents aching to stretch out in their home stable once more. Home. He couldn’t wait. The day was a hot English summer one and Brian could almost hear the drowsy buzzing of bees under the tall lime trees which lined the drive up to The Lodge. The girls dozed for most of the drive but just before they reached home, Amelia’s mobile sounded. She listened to it for a second, agreed with something the speaker said, giggled and broke the connection.


“That was Carlo,” she said, turning to Brian. “He wants me to drive from just inside the gates. You’re to get out there.”


If it hadn’t been for her mischievous grin, Brian might have been concerned that he had done something wrong and was due for a rocket.


The gatekeeper saw them coming and once Brian had pulled through, he jumped down, Amelia shuffled over to sit behind the wheel and the horsebox growled off up the drive. Brian waved his thanks to the gatekeeper and began to walk along the tarmac just as he had done nervously earlier in the year.


He rounded the first bend and stopped. His mouth dropped open in delight and he shattered the quiet with a whoop of exuberance. A few yards along, Carlo was lounging against a trap to which was harnessed Blondie. Her reins were looped over a low branch and occasionally she shook her head, irritated by flies. There was a jingling as she did so. But just beyond Carlo and his legendary favourite was another trap and harnessed to this one was his very own Perdita, waiting docile and tacked up, ready for her master’s return.


“You did good, Brian,” Carlo said with his characteristic grin. “The Prince has spoken with John. He’s very pleased with our stock and the way you handled them.”


“Thanks. It was quite a show!”


Brian approached Perdita. She was blinkered but clearly heard his voice and her head came up. Her skin shivered as he stroked her flank, then ran his hand up to cup the silky smooth breastflesh. It came as quite a welcome change to handle an unwhipped slave and Brian took a firm grip, clenching his fingers deep into the heavy, strapped orb. Perdita champed on her bit.


“Steady girl,” he cautioned her, as he caressed her pierced nipple. She might not have tasted the whip yet that day, but Perdita had most certainly been reminded of the duties of a dressage pony. Both slaves had the green and gold CSL plumes in the tops of their bridles. Both had their nipples pierced horizontally and all four piercings had tiny bells attached at each end. Their reins carried bells as well, as did the leather straps that ran through their crotches, tightly bisecting the labia and making them puff out to the sides so the onlooker was in no doubt that the studded lining was pressed lovingly against the clitoris. Brian ran his hand down and stroked Perdita’s labia. She arched her neck prettily and turned her head slightly so that he could see her large soft eyes, their dark pupils dilated with lust for her master.


He ran his hand further between her legs, tracing the perineum towards the anus. Perdita immediately tensed, her bit rattled between her teeth and her tongue ring and she closed her eyes. Brian cast a puzzled glance at Carlo who just carried on grinning smugly. Brian unlooped Perdita’s reins from the branch and bent her forwards, then investigated the strap as it bisected the gracefully curving buttocks, which, he couldn’t help noticing were also clear of any whip marks. His fingers teased the strap away from her body and she moaned quietly. Her smacked her hard and then looked more closely at the strap before bursting out laughing.


“Yep,” Carlo said happily. “Full Salazar studded tack! Blondie’s getting broken in to it too. I tell you Brian, they fuck like it’s going out of fashion after a run with studs right up their arses!”


“Yeah? I’d like to try that!” Brian said, pulling Perdita upright again and stroking her back.


“Come on then! Full gallop for home!” Carlo called as Brian climbed into his seat and unshipped the driving whip.


“Giddup, Purdy!” he called and immediately scythed the whip back and forth across her shoulders, making her lean urgently into her work. 


Ignoring the drive, the two slave handlers steered out across the grass, following the tracks that traversed the golf course. Brian felt the warm wind fan his hair back as Perdita picked up her pace and widened her stride so that for a moment the two rigs were side by side. Before the two men the graceful backs of their slaves and their juddering buttocks beckoned to the whips. Laughing with the sheer joy of living, as one they began to lash their ponies into a full gallop, watching their long, powerful thighs lifting and pumping hard. 


Brian hardly cared that Blondie pulled steadily clear. He knew that Perdita was putting every ounce of effort she could into the run and anyway it gave him a perfect excuse to enjoy whipping her hard, he could hardly wait to sample the havoc he was wreaking in her tightly strapped cunt.


But for the moment he was content to watch Perdita’s shoulders and back flex as she pulled him and enjoy the warm breeze, the rumble of the wheels across the grass and the smack of the whip as it raised welts and began to fetch a spray of sweat.


Life just couldn’t get any better.

 


‘Last Slave Standing’ - the next book in the Arena series will be published soon.
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