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THE GLADIATOR



 



By


Sean O’Kane







 



Chapter 1



 



Tara stared up at the clear evening sky. It was a perfect duck-egg blue with small, pink tinged fair-weather clouds drifting across it. The air was warm and gentle on her bruised and abraded skin and she was lost in her thoughts of the previous forty eight hours. She had known before the show started that it would test her beyond any challenge she had ever set herself but never would she have believed just how far she could be pushed. And it wasn’t over yet. Not for her and the other slaves.


It was the after-show party and all around her, her owner’s special house guests mingled and enjoyed themselves, winding down after the excitement in the arena. She could hear the clink of bottles and the glugging of drinks being poured, the aroma of barbecues drifted across the wide expanse of lawn which lay between the guest wings of the house. And although she couldn’t see them now, when she had first been mounted in her agonising position she had seen all the other slaves mounted or suspended. Some were tied spreadeagled to great cartwheels which had been propped against the sides of the guest wings. Some were suspended by wrists or ankles from frames or from the pergolas which dotted the gardens, some were spreadeagled on the grass with wrists and ankles shackled to stakes driven into the ground. The bruised, welted and exhausted female forms had looked unbearably erotic to her as she and her opposing captain had been led out to be mounted in the very centre of the lawn, just beside the ornamental fountain. And now beside Tara’s own stretched-back head, her dark hair entangling with Tara’s blonde mane, was that girl whose squad had fought so bravely in the arena just a few hours before. With difficulty Tara swallowed against the gag strap and tried to ease her discomfort by shifting a little on the butt plug which impaled her, but to no avail. As ever Carlo’s ingenuity when it came to displaying or disciplining his slaves had been superb. The guards had constructed a sort of double crucifix which consisted of a stout central timber standing some six or seven feet tall, a foot or so off the ground a horizontal bar was fixed to it and stretched out wide on either side. About five feet above this, another identical crossbar was mounted and rearing out from the central upright about four feet from the ground, on both the back and front, were thick wooden phalluses. The angle at which they speared up from the main pole left Tara in no doubt about which of their holes they were destined for and without having to be told she and her opposite number had dropped to their knees and licked and sucked busily at them, knowing it was in their best interests to get them well and truly wet. 


Then the girls had been hauled up, turned to face away from the stake and lifted into place. Tara had gasped and moaned as she always did when penetrated in the rear but Carlo’s strong insistent hands on her hips had slowly eased her down until she could feel every inch of the thing stuffing her and squeezing at her vaginal wall. Their legs had been pulled wide apart and their ankle restraints clipped to loops in the lower horizontal beam which had lowered them even further onto the prongs, and their wrists were pulled apart too and fastened to the ends of the upper beam. As a finishing touch, typical of Carlo, both girls now mounted back to back had been fitted with gagging straps which had been fastened to the upright by hooks on the other side, so that their heads were pulled back sharply to rest on the top of the main pillar. And there they still were, splayed out, stuffed and mounted, their breasts and sexes blatantly displayed.


At first there had been many pawing hands, exploring the moistness between their agonisingly wide-spread legs and fingers had delved and twisted inside them making both girls squirm and moan as their vaginas were filled and the rear walls pressed against the shafts in their rectums. But also there had been admiring comments about their fitness and stamina as other fingers had traced the myriad weals, cuts and bruises which two days of nearly constant combat had left on their still-sweating bodies. But then a cheer had gone up from another part of the garden and she had been left, bereft of admirers. From fading snatches of conversation she gathered that the solo gladiators were being paraded and a bolt of pure jealousy shot through her making her moan into her gag as she felt her inner flesh dry and contract even more tightly around the wooden shaft embedded in her.


And while she waited for someone to return and continue the cruel stimulation of her crucified body, Tara’s thoughts went back over the two most exhilarating days of her life.


They were the days that everything since her abduction, months previously, had been leading up to. It had happened after a bewildering night of the most ecstatic sex she had ever experienced; she had been betrayed by a big Irishman, Conor Brien, and had ended up on board a ship with eleven other girls who he had also ‘recruited’. Over the long weeks of training under the stern tutelage of Carlo, the girls had been schooled to take a masochistic delight in a constant regime of fighting, sex and iron discipline. Once they had arrived at the ‘estate’ where they now lived, Tara had been astonished to find that she was part of an ambitious plan to revive the Roman arena spectacles using girl gladiators. She had found herself perversely thrilled at that idea and at the idea of being owned, by the man whose name she gathered was Mark Cavanagh, and trained like a thoroughbred racehorse. She had excelled at all aspects of her new life, so much so that she had been made captain of the squad of twenty four girls who had just completed two exhausting days of combat against a squad from another stable. It was the first show staged between two stables with whole squads of slaves in a purpose-built arena. From what she had been able to garner from scraps of conversation, she understood that previously there had been shows featuring just single combat and that these had been so successful the slave owners had invested in whole estates, arenas and mass combat in addition. 


The only other thing she knew was that she craved the adulation and attention that the solo gladiators, the original ones, received from their owner, trainer and all the guests who attended the shows.


Tara moaned into her gag and tried once more to find some way of making herself more comfortable in her bondage as she listened to the clamour being made over at the other side of the lawn. She could just picture the three star performers still bearing the marks of their ordeals and maybe still harnessed up with their bridles, bits and plumes; a uniform she was determined that one day she would wear. The thought of the twin plugs the slaves would probably still be wearing along with the studded tit straps and thongs eased her discomfort a little as she moistened inside and her thoughts turned back to the show.


The evening before it, she and all the other squad girls of both stables had been paraded for the benefit of those guests rich enough to attend in person - but via the internet countless others would be watching as the events unfolded. Bets had been laid as both squads had been assessed, and from what she could gather, the Blue team, which was hers and whose colour she wore in the form of an armband was favoured over the Red team. They had been chained to posts out on the parade ground until full dark and then returned to their quarters but Tara had been too excited to get much sleep.


The next morning the show got under way properly. 


First up was chariot racing. In their dressing room, which was an adjunct to the arena itself, Tara and her team of seven other girls were fitted with their harnesses. As the guards worked they were followed everywhere by eager video cameras and Tara could tell by the distant cheers that followed the buckling on of the studded and dildo-supporting crotch straps that the pictures were being relayed directly to the screens in the arena. Further delighted cheers confirmed her suspicions as the butt plugs, smeared with Carlo’s special irritant were given their final shoves and the girls began to frisk and squirm as the burning began at their anuses. Bridles, complete with blinkers were buckled on and their bits settled firmly between their teeth. Then once again the cameras closed in as the studded tit straps were buckled on tightly and forced the girls to fidget and prance despite their guards’ heavy slaps to their buttocks and thighs.


Finally all eight of the two Blue chariot teams were led out into the dark, stone flagged corridor and hitched to their chariots. Alongside them the Reds’ ponies were being similarly harnessed and the passage echoed to male voices urging girls into place and cursing them for their slowness. Tara felt her vagina warm and melt around the dildo which stuffed that passage so completely that it felt as though it was touching and rubbing against the butt plug every time she moved. Even the maddening itch that Carlo’s cream had ignited between her buttocks and the discomfort of the studs pressing against her labia, couldn’t quell her excitement at smelling the leather and sweat around her and seeing the bright sand of the arena floor waiting for her just through the arch at the end of the tunnel. She and Carlo had selected Pinky and Chestnut to do the main pulling for this chariot, while she and Jet ran ‘shotgun’ as Carlo called it. 


Each lightweight chariot had a long shaft protruding from its front and across the end of it was a six foot long crossbar. Pinky and Chestnut were tethered to this by both wrists, their arms in front of them, hands gripping the wood tensely. They wore no bits or reins but instead had large ball gags in their mouths. Their job was simply to propel the rig as fast as possible while the driver lashed them on. Tara was fastened to the crossbar only by her left wrist and Jet only by her right, they stood at the right and left ends of it respectively. Their free arms were encased in studded leather gauntlets up to the elbows and it was their job to fend off opposing chariots which were threatening to impede them or make them crash into the side netting or the central boarding of the arena. Tara’s bit had only one rein attached to its right end; Jet’s rein was attached to the left. This arrangement meant that the driver had only two reins to worry about and could wrap them round his waist, keeping his whip hand free and requiring him only to haul on the left to make Jet swing the rig to the left, or the right one to make Tara swing the rig in that direction.


The large blinkers they all wore constricted their vision to only that which was directly in front of them and so they relied entirely on the driver to steer. In practices Tara found that this allowed her to concentrate on fighting and running and leave all the thinking to the man with the whip.


When all four chariots were ready the trainers made a final inspection of the opposition’s harnesses and whips to ensure that no cheating had gone into the preparations. They made sure the whips were identical, no weighting to spur one team on more than the other, and made sure the studs lining the crotch straps were of the same length. Then at last a fanfare sounded in the arena, the crowd fell silent and with flicks of their whips the four drivers urged their ponies forwards and out into the arena.










Chapter 2



 



As she recalled that moment, Tara felt the blessed relief of her vagina lubricating again and relaxing, making the anal penetration and the bondage easier to bear, she squirmed a little and settled down to wait while she continued to relive the magical moment.


The sunlight had blinded her for a moment and the roar from the crowd deafened her, but their driver steadied his team with a couple of licks across their shoulders and steered them forward and to the left. As she waited, tensely adjusting her grip on the crossbar and feeling sweat begin to run under her crotch strap, Tara had bathed in the adulation and excitement of the crowd. Alongside, she could hear the other chariots lining up and as her eyes became accustomed to the bright light, she saw that the row of whipping posts which stood in a line down the centre of the arena had been joined by slatted fences to form a solid barrier. Suddenly an announcer’s voice cut through the cheers and stilled the crowd.


“Ladies and Gentlemen, as you will see there are two red chariots and two blue ones, arranged alternately. They will race over five circuits of the arena and points will be awarded to every team which finishes. There will be three races today and after that the two leading chariots from each team will go head to head tomorrow morning. Now cheer on your fancies and let the show begin!”


Carlo had come to stand just to Tara’s rig’s left and now he raised a starting pistol and fired it. The dry Crack! was almost lost in the explosion of noise from the crowd as the whips snapped and smacked on sweating flesh and sixteen girls threw themselves against the weight of the chariots.


Tara squirmed again as the memory of that dash down the arena, driven by the whip, the shafts inside her shifting with every stride, the studs pressing into her sex and breastflesh, made another tide of warm moisture flood into her belly.


They had drawn the outside lane in that first race and their driver had taken them wide at the turn, then pulled Tara fiercely to the right at the last moment. As she turned, she saw the strategy. The red chariot immediately inside them had gone ahead, pursued closely by the second blue chariot. But the red chariot on the inside lane had had to slow down to take the tight corner. Her driver aimed for them, cutting across the backs of the leading two chariots so closely that Tara’s pounding legs almost made contact with the backs of them. But then her driver had really used the whip. Expertly he had curled it over their straining shoulders and slashed at their hardened nipples. Tara had squealed around her bit and the two girls in the middle had let out muffled yelps but their pace picked up as if by magic and suddenly they were alongside the red chariot. Tara didn’t need any whip to tell her what to do. She struck out with her mailed arm and made contact with the ribs of the girl out on the left of the opposing rig. The girl flailed back but by then Tara was past her and her driver wrenched her head to the right and she dragged the rig across - forcing the red chariot against the boarding and leaving it in squealing and yelling chaos in their wake as the driver cursed and whipped his team back onto their feet and into line. But he had to start again from standing and posed no further danger. The two leading chariots were now well ahead and for three full circuits Tara’s team dug deep, scalded time and again by the whip snaking over their breasts, backs and buttocks as they charged in pursuit. Slowly, over the fourth circuit they closed and took a line which would squeeze the remaining red chariot between the two blue ones, Tara’s chariot heading for the inside. As they wheeled round to start the fifth circuit, Tara’s driver set up a blizzard of biting lashes and the girls strained to their limits, sweat blinding them, their bodies a mass of stinging and burning cuts and weals, but the long pursuit had drained them too far. Jet was barely alongside the red chariot’s axle by the last turn and they had to drop back to third to avoid being driven into the boarding on the final straight.


Strangely, as the girls stood in a gleaming, panting line at the finish and points were awarded, Tara realised that for the whole of the race she hadn’t been aware of the crowd’s noise at all. Her world had contracted to the overwhelming tormented pleasure of the competition and the fighting while her harness dug into her, the whip played on her and the plugs moved inside her. 


The cameras were in the dressing rooms as they staggered back in and the guards began to peel off the harnesses. Tara had hopped and twisted as the studs were coaxed off her slick flesh and the plugs eased out of her, but as ever there were mainly just miniature crater-like indentations where the steel had dug in. Round her breasts however there were some spots of scarlet but she wiped at them carelessly and felt nothing but relief when her guard pushed her, face down onto one of the tables and rammed himself into her sodden vagina. All the girls were dealt with similarly and the cheers from outside betrayed the fact that the cameras weren’t missing any of the action. 


And so the pattern was set.

 

After two hours rest in her stall while the solo gladiators fought in the arena, Tara was led out to the concrete pens which stood just outside the arena. And in the hottest part of the day, the walkways above the pens crowded with parasol-holding punters, the squads fought whip duels and cane duels, wrestled and boxed. The mud wrestling came as a blessed relief. Being able to struggle in the cool slime with the slick body of another girl under her hands was pure pleasure to Tara. She lost count of how many duels she fought; all she could be sure of was that she had won. As she knelt gasping on the floor of the pen, each of her opponents was dragged out to one of the posts on the training ground and put at the non-existent mercy of the onlookers who voted with their thumbs on the tariff of punishment. The better a girl had fought the lighter her punishment for losing was likely to be. But if a girl hadn’t put on a good enough show then the thumbs weren’t likely to turn up until a tariff of thirty or forty lashes was reached.


In the relative cool of the late afternoon, two further chariot races had taken place and Tara’s rig won one and came second in the other. As the other blue chariot was driven into the fence by both red chariots in the last race and the driver was unable to get the team back on their feet in the allotted time, the Reds won the team event but Tara’s chariot would race for the individual prize the following morning. 


To her delight she wasn’t taken back to her own quarters that night but was taken to a stall in the same building which housed the solo gladiators. As soon as her groom, one of the slavegirls who also served the estate, had chained her for the night she had dived deep into sleep, curled up on a rough sheet spread over straw, but not before she had seen the three solo gladiators led out in their full pony harnesses, complete with nodding blue plumes in their bridles and their tails swishing down the backs of their thighs. Obviously the entertainment would go on until the very last of the daylight had gone.


However, she discovered that it was to go on after that as well. She was woken later on by one of the guards, accompanied by several of the male guests who practically threw themselves on her and took her where she lay, fingernails raking at her scored flesh as they thrust themselves urgently into her sex or her anus, according to their tastes. Tara gathered from snatches of conversation she overheard while a seemingly unending line of men took their pleasure with her that her owner had made a change in his plans. Instead of being auctioned off to serve in the bedrooms of the guest wings as he had originally intended they should be, he had decided that the day’s exertions had been enough for the slaves. Consequently they were being taken in their own quarters and there was to be no further whipping. Tara had a very satisfactory length of manhood between her lips and was being allowed to play with herself while she worked at it, moaning in pleasure as she sucked on the thick erection in her mouth and her fingers stirred the warm, sticky soup in her vagina as she visualised the orgiastic scenes which would surely be taking place in the barracks. 


At last she finished servicing the guests and was allowed to lie down again but sleep was further delayed by the return of the solo gladiators. And it became obvious that the owner saw no reason why they at least couldn’t take more whip. Tara lay awake and listened in deepest envy to the admiring male voices further down the stalls, and in particular to that of her owner himself, and the delicious sounds of leather on female flesh followed by the unmistakable noises of those same females being enjoyed to the full. It only served to harden her resolve to be numbered amongst those most privileged of slaves.


For Tara, the second day started later than the first. The three sorely tested solo fighters were led out first and soon she could hear the crowd in the arena cheering as the contests resumed. As Tara had watched she had seen the grooms holding the fearsome whips those slaves used. 


The sight had made her impatient to get back into the thick of the action and she was relieved when at last she was taken out, ready and willing to face whatever tests lay ahead. All twenty four girls of each squad raced over the assault courses in front of those spectators who fancied watching a mass spectacle rather than single combats. From there, she and the her chariot team had been taken still wet and panting into the dressing room under the arena and after a short rest had run the final chariot race. They had won but the exertions of the assault course had reduced both teams to a staggering trot round the last circuit and while Tara had lashed out at and grappled with her opponent as the teams sweated and gasped their way towards the finishing line, the crowd had gone so hysterical that Tara actually became aware of the noise as the drivers had mercilessly flailed with their whips - even using uppercuts to score their ponies’ inner thighs. And as she looked back on it, Tara could see why it must have been quite a sight. All eight of the ponies must have been gleaming from head to foot with sweat and were plainly at the ends of their tethers. All that kept them going were the whips and their desire to get the harnesses off as soon as possible. And after that.......


Tara and Jet had pulled the chariot over the line almost despite the two girls in the middle, rather than with their help. They were beyond doing anything other than keeping their feet. There had been the blessed relief of bottles of cold water held to their mouths as they stood shivering and gasping on the arena floor, but they weren’t allowed out just then. The losing team were tied to the whipping posts to accept their punishment, two on either side of the barrier and the victorious team looked on as the lashes were applied, the huge images on the screens providing close ups of the arching and twisting bodies under the whips. And Tara was well aware that in the strictures of their harnesses, the movement, coupled with the eroticism of public punishment would be propelling the girls to dizzying heights and depths of pain and pleasure. 


And when her own harness was once more peeled off and the dildos removed, she took one of the guards for the best ride she could; laid back on a table, legs wrapped tight around him, interior muscles clutching desperately, she bucked and howled her way to her own long overdue orgasm, heedless of the grinning cameramen.


All the squad girls were rested for the next few hours while the finals of the various single combats were fought and punishment was meted out. Tara listened to the crowd from her stall and wished only to be back in the arena to face the final test. She knew it would be something special. Carlo had been tight lipped but obviously excited about ‘the finale’ for days and she pricked up her ears when she heard the noises of heavy machinery coming from the direction of the arena. She stood up and moved to the front of her stall, stretching her chain to its limit, but however she tried she could get no clue as to what was going on, all she could see was the stable courtyard. Horses were being brought back in, though she had no idea what they had been used for, and eventually the three solo fighters were half carried, half led back and tethered outside. They were covered in dust and sand, but through that coating Tara could plainly make out the livid traces of whip play.


She paced her stall, nervous and excited for what seemed like hours. Sometimes the announcer’s voice boomed out but she couldn’t make out the words. She picked half heartedly at some food until at last her groom returned, ran a brush roughly though her hair, said tersely that she would do and led her out.


In the dressing room all twenty four girls were gathered amid an atmosphere of suppressed excitement which seemed to be exuded by the guards. They were buckled into their fighting kit, the unstudded leather corsets, which were no more than wide belts, and gauntlets. But nearly half of Tara’s squad were not equipped with whips, instead they had the weighted nets. Hours of practice had taught them that these could be used, if slung like a weighted rope at knee height, to bring an opponent down but after that, it meant wrestling with them to prise the whip from their hands. It was time consuming and could be a big handicap in mass combat. She frowned her puzzlement at Carlo, but he just grinned and told her, “When you get out there, Blondie, you’ll understand.”


He was right. When she and her opposing captain led their troops out of the tunnel and acknowledged the deafening cheers which greeted them, she did indeed see what Carlo intended. Over the afternoon, the men had been very busy. The barrier and posts had been removed from the centre of the arena and instead the machinery that she had heard earlier had constructed a small hill of hard-packed earth. It stood some twenty feet high at its peak and its slopes stretched out almost to the perimeter fencing. At its crest stood the whipping posts, looking even more sinister than they had before and making Tara’s heart pound and her mouth go dry. She jumped when she felt a hand on her shoulder. It was Carlo.


“Okay, Blondie. You and the rest of my lovely bitches hold that hill against this rabble. Hold it and then beat the crap out of them.” He smiled and then continued, “If they take the hill then you’ll be the first on those posts and I’ll start the bidding at fifty lashes. Understand?”


Tara nodded and glanced at the opposition. Their dark-haired captain was getting a similar talking-to from her big blond trainer. In the same glance she noted that more of the opposition were equipped with whips than with nets. And she understood that her squad was being handicapped for holding the high ground. Briefly she wondered how much negotiation had gone into bartering their fates, but then dismissed the thought - it was none of her business. She knew all she needed to know.


Once on top of the hill she manhandled her troops into the best order she could, forming them into a tight ring around the summit and trying to give each net wielder a whip on either side of her for cover. She kept herself out of the line so that she could lend assistance wherever it was needed but at last all she could do was wait for the charge from the widespread circle of gladiators at the foot of the hill.


And when it came the crowd seemed to surge to its feet as one and roar in sympathy with the defiant screams and yells of the attackers as they ran uphill to meet Tara’s defenders. Tara heard herself screaming wordlessly in sheer exultation as she waited for the two forces to meet and the battle to commence. This was the moment she had waited for all her life. 


Tara’s net wielders had learned their lessons well and as the attackers came within range they slung out the weighted nylon webs like ropes and scythed down their targets then threw themselves onto the struggling girls. But that left gaps in Tara’s line and suddenly the two squads met in a juddering, screaming mass of heaving bodies. Tara flung herself into the fray and found that there was hardly room to swing a whip in the main press. It was simply body against body, shield against shield. Muscles strained, whips cracked wherever they could. Whip handles were used as clubs. Girls screamed and cursed - the rule of silence swept away in the excitement. Tara found herself holding off two girls, one with her shield, one with her whip arm wrapped round the girl’s chest, her forearm pressing as hard as she could make it against the breasts and the erect nipples. All round her was noise and struggling female bodies, the air was thick with the smell of sweat and leather. For a few moments the two lines swayed and fought but then the fact that Tara’s force was pushing downhill tipped the balance and with no warning apart from despairing screams, the attackers were falling back with the defenders falling helplessly on top. 


At the bottom of the slope there was more space and the battle resolved itself into individual skirmishes. There was room for the whips to be swung. Tara leapt to her feet after her headlong tumble down the slope, saw a red ribboned girl beside her, swung her whip down across her back and then back handed her across her chest with her shield. She went down and Tara looked round. Immediately she saw that her girls were getting the worst of it. They had fewer whips, and down here on the flat that was a fatal weakness.


“Back up the hill!” she yelled. She had no idea of whether or not she was allowed speech out here in the arena but all she wanted was to see her opponents on the whipping posts and know she had won for her owner.


Her troops obeyed her and soon they were re-formed at the top of the hill. Some had retrieved their nets on the way back, some had stolen whips from beaten opponents and they all exchanged fierce, proud grins as they settled themselves for the next charge.


Twice more they beat off the attackers before Tara had a chance to assess the situation again. Several girls of both squads were down, either stunned or exhausted - or both. But the attackers were worn down most, she thought, and she determined to finish the battle with a spectacular strike.


She settled her grip on her whip handle and looked around at her companions. They were all looking at her - waiting for her to give them the lead. She tossed her hair back and screamed out the command to charge. The red squad wasn’t ready for this reversal of the roles and Tara’s girls came down on them in an avenging tide of naked female battle fury.


It was a rout. And Tara almost laughed with the ferocity of the joy she felt as she lashed, whirled, danced, kicked and bludgeoned her way through girl after girl until she was face to face with her opposing captain. She was striped from shoulders to knees and in places some blood oozed from where weals crossed, but she was still standing and defiant. They circled each other warily, ignoring the grunts and shouts around them but suddenly a blast of music from the PA system deafened and distracted them. They both looked around and saw that Carlo was playing his trump card.


From the same tunnel that they had emerged from, there now came an entirely new force. Male gladiators. Tara recognised Carlo leading out his guards and the big blond trainer leading out the Reds’. But what caught her eye and, to judge by the roar of gleeful approval from the crowd, theirs as well, were the leather strapped, erect sexes which jutted from each man’s loins. The stiff, rearing columns of maleness wagged as the men ran and began to encircle the struggling females. With professional calm, Tara assessed the whips the men carried - they were multi lashed with short, flat-bladed tails. Not designed to bring a girl to her knees in one or two lashes, she realised. No, what Carlo had in mind was a prolonged spectacle which could only end in one way. She looked again at the swaying erections between the strong thighs and licked her lips, aware of the fire in her own loins. Fighting and competing always turned her on, but to fight out here against men who would inevitably win and claim their prizes on the floor of the arena was the stuff of her most treasured fantasies.


The cruelty of the trick Carlo had played on the girls only made the masochistic fires in her belly burn with even fiercer heat. He had deliberately set the two squads up to batter each other into exhaustion before revealing that the battle had not mattered at all. What was happening now was the main event.


A big, black haired, bronzed man she didn’t recognise was sidling towards her, his whip at the ready, the thick pole of his sex rising from the black thatch at his crotch, its strapping both inviting and terrifying her. She abandoned herself to giving the best show the crowd could ever have dreamed of witnessing and threw herself at him, yelling and swinging her own whip. With contemptuous ease he swatted her lash aside with one forearm and swung his own lash in to lick around one hip and wrap into her already scalding buttock. Then she was right up against him and trying to get one knee up into his groin, but he had carefully turned his hips side-on and her knee just slid up his thigh harmlessly. He gripped her whip hand’s wrist in his own crushingly strong one and let her feel the rigid shaft of his cock press against her stomach as he held her to him. She arched her back and squirmed, determined to fight to the last, but he squeezed until her whip dropped from her fingers. Then he dropped his own and wrapping his arm round her waist he lifted her easily off her feet and lowered her down onto his thick, leather-ridged shaft. Despite his augmented girth he slid easily into her and she yelled in a confusion of defeat and delight as she felt her labia spread wide and her tunnel filled and stimulated along every inch of its length as he pushed further and further into her. She melted against his muscular stomach as at last she felt the cock stuff her to what felt like her very cervix and she threw her head back, wrapped her arms and legs round her conqueror’s body and let him take her.


Holding her by the hips he effortlessly lifted and dropped her time and again, his leather strapping wreaking havoc inside her and sending her whirling out of time into a maelstrom of repeated, multi coloured, ecstatic explosions. And when at last he held her hard down onto him and began his own thrusts towards orgasm she ground herself fiercely against him, willing him on to spurt every last drop of himself into her. 


But she had hardly finished screaming her pleasure to the sky before she felt herself lifted and cast aside. Her innards were emptied so quickly and thoroughly that for a few moments all she could do was lie on the sand and gasp like a landed fish. As she gradually came down though, she became aware of the crowd’s baying once more and all around her the sounds of male and female pleasure, underscored by the grunts and cries of struggles as her fellow slaves fought their way to inevitable defeat - determined, just as she was, to go down playing their full part in the spectacle.


She got to her knees but was hit from behind and pushed down onto her forearms, immediately another of the fiendishly enhanced rods of manhood impaled her and she bucked and yelled as her contracted vagina was forced open again. But with only a couple of strokes the unseen man subdued her and she found her herself grinding and rotating her hips hard against his stomach as he thrust. She felt his hand bury itself in her hair and yank her head up so that she was staring up at one of the giant video screens. And to her dazed excitement she realised that one of the cameras had zoomed in on her. It was filming from the side and she could see herself, just as she had always imagined, bruised, dirt-streaked and whip marked, her full breasts hanging ripely beneath her and rippling under the thrusts from the man kneeling behind her and bracing himself by his grip on her hair. Vaguely she registered the announcer’s voice calling the crowd’s attention to various scenes being enacted all over the arena, then her attention was returned to her own internal state when suddenly the man withdrew and again made her yell with frustration and discomfort. But up on the screen she could see his rigid, gleaming shaft now poised just behind the curve of her buttocks. He leaned in a little and she felt - and watched - as it rubbed between the striped mounds. She gave a wordless cry of protest as she realised what he intended. The crowd realised as well and a gleeful cheer went up from those watching this particular bit of the show as he reached down to aim himself at her back passage and then begin to push.


Still held by her hair, Tara was again forced to watch as well as feel the pillar of hard flesh begin to shoulder her reluctant sphincters open. But suddenly the cameras changed and she found her herself watching her own face as she grimaced and gave a strangled moan between clenched teeth as she experienced the contrary feelings of discomfort and dark pleasure which she felt whenever a man enjoyed himself in her tighter passage. But then with a searing plunge he was fully inside her and yanking even harder on her hair he rolled over and pulled her on top of him. For a second she lay gasping as her body twitched and spasmed in the aftermath of the thrust but then his hand left her hair at last and together with his free one, reached instead for her breasts. They had been thoroughly ploughed by the whips of her driver and her opponents over the past day and a half and she shrieked with anguished pleasure as he roughly pulled and twisted her nipples between finger and thumb while digging his other fingers deep into the main meat of the breasts themselves. It made her arch her back and lessen his anal penetration for a second, but then he thrust up into her again and she accepted this new conqueror and the pleasure of another defeat. But as she moaned in acquiescence she saw a familiar silhouette loom over her. It was Carlo. Quickly he knelt between her spread legs and Tara knew that she was to become the meat in a sandwich of two powerful bodies. It was something she had experienced before but out here on the floor of the arena, it assumed even greater eroticism and she arched again to welcome this new penetration as Carlo’s weight pressed her down onto the man beneath her and he crushed his hands even harder into her breasts. Carlo grinned down at her as she gave an involuntary moan in response to his first full thrust which rubbed exquisitely at the septum dividing her two passages. Being doubly shafted by real cocks was in a different league of pleasure compared to being doubly stuffed with dildos and she began an immediate and instinctive bucking motion with her hips, alternating between the contrasting but strangely complementary pleasures of her double penetration.


“Go on, Blondie!” Carlo urged in a hoarse whisper. “Give ‘em a show! You can take a lot more before you go to the whipping posts!”


The only answer she could give was in the form of an increasingly urgent thrusting with her hips. But when Carlo began to reciprocate she dissolved into incoherent cries as, once again she was whirled into a chaos of blinding ecstasy by the shafts inside her and the two powerful male bodies which pinned her between them.


It took her a long time to totter to her feet after they had finished with her and cast her back onto the sand. But once upright, her heart swelled with pride as she saw that all around her the girls were making the men take them to their limits before enjoying their victories.  A creditable number were still on their feet and still putting up good fights, taking repeated lashes but refusing to go down.  Scattered about were prostrate female bodies, some panting in the aftermath of being defeated and then taken, others still lying under or kneeling before their conquerors. And everywhere, it seemed, her eye was drawn to the indefatigably erect cocks with their devastating lacings. Up on the screens the cameras were zooming in on them ramming between spread labia or disappearing between lips opened to their utmost or sinking into the puckered little craters between heavily lacerated buttocks. But there were still plenty of duels going on. Tara forced her legs back into action and tried to ignore the cool oozing and the inner burning at her crotch as she stooped to gather her whip once again and looked for a new opponent and a new defeat.


After that she could recall very little except isolated incidents; she knew she had fought again and again, however cruelly the men played with her before taking her - snaking their whips up between her legs which she had to spread wide to keep her balance by then - she would slowly stagger to her feet and invite another lesson in submission. She vaguely recalled being taken from behind while two more men stood over her and showered her back with their spend. She knew she had knelt and sucked on the richly flavoured cocks of several men. And then finally there had come the time when she had staggered upright from another double shafting and looked around to see that she was the last one standing. 


She should have stayed down. Remembering back, as she squirmed on her buttplug, waiting for someone to return and enjoy her discomfort, Tara knew she could have saved herself a lot of whipping and the most testing penetrations she had ever experienced. But as she tried to grin despite the gag strap, she knew that that was the exact reason why she had struggled up again.


By then the arena was reverberating to the sounds of the whips being plied at the top of the hill and the deafening cheers of the crowd. Exhausted slaves nevertheless performed their erotic dances under the lashes. Some men were dragging the last few slaves up the hill to wait their turn. Tara could see no formal tally of punishment or reward being given by the thumbs up or down, in fact once she looked more closely at the crowd she realised that the whole arena, slaves, guards and onlookers were in the grip of a ferocious sexual frenzy. Behind the fences she could see a lot of naked flesh on the terraces and felt a surge of excitement at the thought of the frenzied couplings which would be going on. 


Gathering herself once more, finding that her reserves of strength had not quite been exhausted, she tottered up and found a whip. The first male gladiator she encountered couldn’t believe that one girl remained ready for more. But a few clumsy lashes from her convinced him. He was a tall, wiry black man with a long, slender cock rearing up from his belly. He easily disarmed her but instead of taking her where she was, he dragged her over to the fence and pushed her up against it, face first. She clung onto it for support as he treated her back to some more punishment to get her seething inside again and then rammed into her back passage as she stuck her bottom out for him. In front of her, men and women reached for her breasts through the fence, their faces glazed with lust and excitement. Particularly the women she noticed. Some of them were even scoring their own breasts with their nails. Their clothes hung from them in rags and even as she was taken in the arena, they were being taken by any man who cared to in the audience. 


She collapsed to her knees once her sodomiser had finished with her but stubbornly climbed up again. This time the crowd’s noise surged again as she did. She realised she must be on every screen now. The last slave standing.


She couldn’t remember whether she kept getting up or the men wouldn’t let her stay down from then on. But at long last she had reached the end of her tether and had fainted under the assault of one last almighty orgasm when four men had held her spreadeagled on the sand while a man lay under her, plundering her rectal passage, another lay on top, shafting her inundated vagina and when they had finished three more stood over her, whipped her and then pumped their cocks with their hands till their spend splattered her from throat to crotch.

 

Even in her agonising bondage, Tara squirmed again as she felt her labia, still sore and stinging, engorge and peel apart at the memory of how it had felt to be the star of such a depraved show. But suddenly, in the deepening twilight around her, she heard voices approach and one voice was that of her owner. She knew that however wonderful the arena had been, being shown off by him to his guests would crown the whole event for her.

 

There was, however, one person who had not enjoyed the show. She was Patti Campbell and she was Mark Cavanagh’s original slave. She had been devoted to him even before he had become involved with Conor Brien and the arenas. She had watched as the two men had developed the whole concept of promoting female fighting, and she had noted how the big Irishman had gradually asserted himself over Mark. Certainly everyone on the estate referred to Mark as ‘Boss’ but she knew that when the two were alone, it was Conor who held sway. He was away recruiting another twelve girls to swell the ranks of the squad at the moment but Patti knew who really ran the show. However, that wasn’t really her major concern just then - it was the big blonde squad captain. Patti was normally self-confident about her appearance, she was big breasted and had the sort of luxuriant figure which promised long endurance under the whip, in addition she had a spectacular mane of copper-coloured hair which she knew Mark adored. But over the past few weeks she hadn’t been able to shake off the feeling that this blonde could provide competition for her. At thirty years of age and with a lot of money saved up, Patti was beginning to think that maybe it was time she made a move.


Mark had been completely wrapped up in the performance of his slaves and had ignored her totally. The fact that she had loved every second of watching the combats, the chariot races, the evening pony races, the pursuit running, the mud wrestling, the whip duels, only made it worse that she had not had the release of being at her master’s mercy. Instead she had had to either masturbate frantically or have a household slave kneel and give her relief orally. Neither came anywhere near having the whip followed by her master’s cock.


And even now that it was all over and Mark’s stable had emerged as overall winners, she was still feeling badly out of sorts. Mark was in high good humour but spent all his time with the cold and threatening Prince, who owned the opposing stable, even during the party. And to make it worse, Ali, the Sudanese major domo and Gerd, the estate’s manager had surpassed themselves in the cleverness of the way the slaves had been displayed. As she had dutifully fulfilled her social duties with Mark’s privileged guests, strolling through the gardens, she had caught her breath at the way the naked bodies had been suspended and tied. Pergolas, redolent of scented blossom in the twilight, had been further adorned by girls whose bodies had been twined around with tendrils of the climbing plants. They had been chained and tied tightly enough that they couldn’t squirm and spoil the effect of the tableaux they presented even when one availed oneself of the nipple and labial clamps and needles which had been left for the guests’ enjoyment.


Patti had repeatedly felt herself heat and moisten as the slaves groaned and tried to twist, their eyes closing as they experienced the submissive’s tormented heaven. A scarlet paradise she had explored so well herself. The more blatantly exposed slaves, on the cartwheels and staked out on the lawns had been no less arousing. And the lack of whips had been made up for by the eager way they writhed and offered themselves for sex or whatever any of the guests cared to do to them. But the stars of the evening had been the solo gladiators who had been paraded in full harness and then stripped. And there at least the whips had been allowed. They were considered hardy enough to take as much as the two owners cared to dish out. All six had been suspended in frames and their stripes added to by Mark and the Prince, while amused banter and conversations with the guests had continued. Now finally there were the two squad captains to deal with and Patti was trailing after the crowd feeling frustrated and depressed - but mostly she was feeling jealous. She had witnessed the display the big blonde had put on at the finale and also the frenzy her stubborn refusal to give in had engendered in the onlookers. At least there she had got something for herself. Ali and Gerd had both had her from behind while they had all watched from The Owners’ box. And she had got to suck her master while the blonde underwent her final trials at the hands of Carlo and the other guards. But she had known that even while she devoted herself to delivering the most satisfying fellation she could manage, her master’s eyes were riveted on the spectacle below. And the same thing was happening again.


While she watched sourly from the back of the crowd, the two owners took their slaves down and while the guards rubbed some feeling back into the numbed limbs they moved across to a tall frame, from the crossbar of which dangled four nooses. She knew well enough what they meant and her heart raced while her throat dried with a mixture of vicious excitement at what the blonde thing was about to be put through and envy that it wasn’t she herself who would have to suffer it.


She found breast suspension the most frightening and the most thrilling thing she had ever experienced. She jumped as a big hand came over her left shoulder and slipped under the sheer silk of her dress to fondle her breast, sending tingles of excitement lancing through her from her hardened nipple. It was Ali. The tall black man leaned forward a little and she relaxed against him, feeling his erection at the base of her back. 


“You’re pretty jealous, eh Patti?” he said softly.


“How can a slave be jealous? It’s up to my master what he does,” she replied, dutifully but unconvincingly.


“All the same, you’ve had no competition in five years. But now you know if it wasn’t for Blondie there, it’d be you he was stringing up by these.” Patti felt his hand squeeze hard around her breast. “And you got to admit, she’s some competition. I’ve never seen one girl take as much as she did today.”


Patti stayed silent and motionless as her master clipped the slave’s wrists to the back of her collar and then set about squeezing and manipulating the big, soft orbs of breastflesh into the nooses. All the while he was explaining to his audience how terrifying it was for a slave to be ‘tit hung’ but invited them to notice how compliantly she stood as he worked on her. And Patti did note the clear blue eyes of the slave looking down as she was readied, just watching her master’s hands working on her, making no move or sound. Beside her the Prince worked on his slave who was equally well behaved. And when the girls’ breasts had been settled fully and were already showing signs of constriction, the owners signalled to their men who hauled on the ropes. The crowd gasped in appreciation and the slaves cried out as the full weights of their bodies were taken by their breasts and they hung a few inches clear of the ground. Their legs kicked and their feet searched for something to brace themselves on. But there was nothing.


The ropes were tied off and everyone stood back to admire the sight of the two beautiful slaves hanging and squirming in their bondage against the rapidly darkening sky. Patti realised she was clutching at Ali’s hands now, urging them to grip her tighter. Her mouth was set in a rictus and she was repeating a mantra in her mind, ‘Suffer you bitch. Suffer. Suffer you bitch.’


“You’ll notice,” her master was telling everyone, “that the legs naturally hang a little apart when the body is suspended in this way. And as the crotch is about the only area of a fighting slave where the whip doesn’t land much in combat, it’s a good place to deliver the final whippings of this show.”


The hanging slaves made no response when they learned how they were to be further punished and didn’t struggle when the guards fastened the left ankle of one and the right one of the other to the outside of the frame and then fastened their adjacent ankles together. Thus spreading their legs a little more. Patti’s eyes feasted on the distended and swollen globes of flesh sticking out from the suspending nooses. She knew how bitterly the pull on their roots would be hurting and how the constricted flesh would be pounding. The crotch whipping would be wonderfully terrible torment until it hurtled them into shrieking orgasm. They would be unable to stop themselves from kicking and twisting under the lash, so presenting the audience with a delightful airborne ballet as they cried and writhed their way to their climaxes. Patti hoped her master would take it very slowly and make the blonde suffer all the way.


She needn’t have worried. While the two masters talked and joked with the guests, they plied their whips between the slaves’ legs, snaking the long lashes up from in front and behind, making the leathers snap up over the flinching stomachs or bury themselves in the buttock creases. Deliberately they kept to no rhythm, to slow the slaves’ inevitable climb to orgasm and Patti was dangerously near coming herself as she watched the twisting bodies in their bondage and listened to how their groans escalated into cries; and the cries into howls of tormented delight until at last they both arched rigid, treating the audience to one more spectacle of well-trained servility and were taken down.


Patti turned to face Ali as her master busied himself once more with his blonde. Ali read her expression and grinned.


“Please, Ali. I need pain,” she whispered.


“My pleasure,” he replied.









Chapter 3



 



“I heard the news, Mark. Well done!”


On the day following the show, and while the exhausted gladiators rested, Conor Brien was still on the trail of yet more slaves. He tucked his mobile against his chin and negotiated an especially tight bend in the road before continuing the conversation. 


“I’m on my way to another auction, me bucko! Send Carlo up to meet the ship in a couple of days and I’ll have another twelve for us. That’ll just give him time to train them before the next show. And this time I’ll be there myself. I heard that blonde I picked up for the last lot did a good job.”


“Unbelievable, Conor!” Mark Cavanagh’s voice sounded tinny and distant in Conor’s ear. “Get us some more like her!”


“I’ll do my best. I’ve got eleven pretty good ones being held now, I’m hopeful I’ll finish the consignment this afternoon. And then I’m going to take a well-earned holiday and I’ll see you for the next show.”


He broke the connection and returned his full concentration to the potholed track he was following up through deep pine woods to some God forsaken farm where he had been promised there would be a good selection of girlflesh for sale. They were in transit from farther East and were being held here in Slovenia while arrangements were made to smuggle them on. 


The last couple of months had been tough ones for him. Once Mark had made him aware of how much abducting English girls was costing, he had had to spread his net wider. But so was every procurer for the rival stables and he had found getting suitable material was time consuming and frustrating. It seemed as if every girl with a bit of fire in her belly and the submissive urge was being snapped up as soon as she appeared, leaving only the listless and pathetic dross. 


As the log built farmhouse came into view at last, Conor prepared himself mentally for disappointment.


An hour later he was ready to call it a day. He had swilled down three glasses of the local, fiery brandy while watching a parade of nude women pass in front of him. Some of them had been attractive enough, some had been athletic enough, but none of them had exhibited that spark he was looking for. He wanted girls from whom the fight hadn’t been beaten, girls who combined defiance, intelligence and an adventurous spirit. 


He pushed back his chair and made to leave but Josef, the thin little trafficker with the absurdly thick moustache, forestalled him.


“There is one more. And I think you should see her.”


Conor shrugged resignedly and resumed his seat. From the door on his left, from which all the girls had entered, two burly guards now came in. Each one held the end of a heavy wooden yoke, and stumbling under its weight came a girl. Her neck and wrists were imprisoned by the holes cut in the wood which lay across her shoulders, but her green eyes blazed contemptuous defiance as she gazed round her. One of the guards slashed a crop across her buttocks to drive her forwards but she hardly flinched. Instead, beneath her tumbled mass of black hair her eyes fastened on Conor. 


For his part, Conor was astounded. The girl was superb, she didn’t carry an ounce of flab. Her hips were smooth and her thighs long and well muscled. Her breasts were generous and rode high on her chest. When she saw his gaze return to her face she gave him a blatantly challenging stare.


Conor took a wad of notes from his pocket and threw them onto the table.


“Leave me the crop and the key to the yoke. Give me fifteen minutes and I’ll tell you if you have a sale.”


Josef flicked through the notes quickly and then nodded. “Just don’t make her bleed,” he said and jerking his head at the guards he left. 


Conor walked round the girl, noting that her smooth olive skin was criss crossed with marks on her buttocks. She was probably Romany, he thought, and had been sold for committing some misdemeanour or other. Whatever the reason, she was an incredible find.


“They beat you much?” he asked when he stood in front of her again. She nodded.


“Always when you’re tied up, right?”


She nodded again and a feral smile lit her face up, her white teeth gleaming.


Conor stripped off his shirt and took up the crop. Immediately she stiffened her stance, obviously expecting to withstand another thrashing. Her hands clenched into fists above the yoke, but Conor just smiled and took up the key to the padlock which held the heavy wood closed around her neck.


“I’m going to thrash you me beauty,” he told her. “But you’ll be free to try and stop me.”


He reached forwards, released the lock and eased the yoke off her. Even though he was ready for it, he barely got his knee up in time to fend off her first charge. But even though it caught her in the midriff she still came on and tried to push him down backwards. He flung away the yoke and swiped down hard with the crop, catching her twice down the length of her back. She reeled away sideways and he pursued her, flicking to left and right, catching her breasts, but she made no move to protect herself. Her whole concentration was focused on trying to get to him. She was perfect!


Time and again she ducked and feinted but Conor was ready each time; the crop flicking out, scoring her thighs, back and buttocks. But still she came on. Eventually Conor threw down the crop and tackled her bare handed, warding off her kicks and raking fingers, then pinning her arms to her sides in a bear hug and lifting her, squeezing her until at last she cried out. Then he flung her face down onto the table and retrieved the crop. The girl wriggled back until her feet touched the floor, then she stopped and looked over her shoulder.


“Beat and then fuck,” she said softly, and shifted her legs well apart so that Conor could see the dusky pouch of her sex.


“You like that,” he told her. He could see her state of arousal.


“Sure. But it needs a good man to make it really good. These guards are not real men,” and she spat dismissively.


“Twenty should do nicely, I reckon,” Conor told her, holding the shaft of the crop against the full roundness of her buttocks.


She lay flat and curled her fingers round the edges of the table. 


“It was a good fight, yes? So make them hard, then I fuck hard!”


Conor lifted the crop high up behind him and smiled. Carlo was going to think he had died and gone to heaven when he saw this one.


Twenty searing lashes later, her bottom a scarlet mass of tramlines and flares, nothing more than strained grunts had escaped her. And when he stood behind her and aimed his helm for the glistening channel between her flogged cheeks and sank himself into it, he couldn’t believe the power with which she gripped him and sucked every ounce of delight she could from his penetration. In contrast to the way she had been silent under punishment, on the end of his cock she howled and mewed and groaned her way to the loudest orgasms Conor had ever heard. 


Well, he thought as he counted out another wad of notes for Josef, while the girl was bundled into the boot of his car, that was a characteristic which Carlo and the guards could enjoy curing her of. But for now, he had finished recruiting the third lot of slaves for the squad and it was time he took a holiday.

 

Patti’s ecstatic, agonised cries still echoed in Ali’s ears, even though two days had passed since the after-show party. She had indeed needed pain after the display the boss had put on. Before he had finally allowed himself the pleasure of penetrating her, he had taken his time and she had experienced the slow building excitement of needles sunk into well-cropped breastflesh. Then he had turned her over on the bench and caned her hard before turning her onto her back again. By then she was writhing and gasping with the urgency of her need for him to take her the rest of the way into the blazing void of multiple orgasms under the lash. He had raised and spread her legs wide and then considered clamping her labia open, but instead he had freed her hands and she had held herself open, dragging her outer labia up and apart to expose the vivid pink of her inner flesh to the whip.


Ali smiled at the memory, Patti could really put on a show when she was fired up; twisting and yelping, arching and sighing, then screaming incoherently as she was finally swept away. He had let her have thirty lashes before he had at last sunk himself into her flooding depths and taken his own satisfaction, but he had watched her carefully all the time and even as he had left her to be attended to by a household slave, he was making plans.


Patti wasn’t just a dedicated slave, she was a clever and determined woman too. And Ali had watched every expression on her face as she had been driven towards her final explosions of tormented bliss. She had abandoned all pretence of giving her master - or whoever was using her - pleasure. She had concentrated purely on her own sensations. He had noted the way her eyes had closed as the whip had struck her sex, and he had noted the look of deep inner contentment on her face as she held herself open for the sting of the leathers. It was something he had seen before; when a dedicated slave felt she had been abandoned by her master, she was inclined to seek solace in her own enjoyment of slavery.


And he had also seen how she had looked at that blonde. The boss hadn’t noticed anything yet, but Ali was quite certain that soon Patti would make a move, and the fact that he was now on the lookout for it might do him a lot of good.









Chapter 4



 



The weeks following the first show were as hard as ever for the slaves. Training went on unabated and the guards began to make references to another show - and this time they were to be the ‘away’ team.


But Tara was completely happy with her lot. Every day was a test and she knew her trainer and owner were pleased with her because they personally took charge of her in the evenings. However gruelling the day had been, she and her stablemates were tested for their sexual performance under the whip, the cane and the crop. Tied down over trestles, fully extended in the frames or just bending over in the main body of the stable, the four star performers were beaten with a casual air of experimentation that she found thrilling. The girls were compared for the traces left on their skins, for how many lashes they could take before wriggling or moaning. And then the adored, imperious shafts of maleness would penetrate them and notes would be taken by the ever-present grooms as the men commented on the strength of their internal muscles and any improvements in their grip, or how patiently and cleverly their mouths worked on them. Tara was desperately envious of the three tongue-ringed slaves and longed to be able to tease and caress the two men who dominated her life so utterly, with the very symbol of her complete submission. So when either Carlo or her owner did consent to spend themselves in her mouth she was almost beside herself with pleasure and gratitude.


Finally, as she was chained on her straw for the night, her groom would kneel astride her face and, stroking her hair as she would a fretful pony, would encourage her to lick long and deep. So every night she fell asleep with her skin still singing from the beatings and her mouth still redolent of male and female sexes.


Their status had been underlined by the way the owner had reacted when the grooms had mistreated them on the night the staff had been allowed to celebrate winning the show.


Tara had heard the noises coming from the guards’ barracks, household slaves and grooms were obviously being thoroughly enjoyed. Very late, the four grooms had come into the stables, plainly drunk and determined to enjoy their superiority over their charges in their turn. They had taken the four inmates of the stalls out into the stableyard, where they had made them crawl on hands and knees, while they rode them and beat them, then made them eat pussy. As soon as Tara had nosed her way between the first girl’s strong thighs, she had smelt the male essence oozing out of both her passages and had set to work eagerly licking up all she could get. In fact it had been quite an enjoyable night, the grooms had produced some sizeable dildos afterwards and stuffed all four slaves, front and rear before riding them again.


But in the morning there had been hell to pay. Both trainer and owner had been outraged that the crops and whips had been taken to the most valuable slaves on the estate without any permission at all. And in the afternoon retribution fell. The four miscreants, still only clad in their ragged shirts which left their trembling legs naked, were lined up in the courtyard under a thick beam which had been slung from the roof of the horses’ stable right across to the slaves’ stable. They were sentenced to two hundred lashes each, to be delivered in two tranches of a hundred. The boss had passed sentence and had then asked if they accepted that the offence was grave and that therefore the punishment should be. All four of the condemned had murmured their agreement and had then slipped off their shirts and readied themselves for suspension and flogging.


Tara and her three stablemates were the only slaves who witnessed the punishment. They were tethered outside their stable, their hands drawn down in front, restraints clipped together and then a chain looped round the cleat, passed back between their legs and padlocked to a ring in the wall. 


Like all stable hands the girls were strapping and healthy, and their wrist suspension revealed their fine contours as they hung in a row once the low stools had been kicked out from under them. Each girl was assigned two floggers, one stood in front; one behind and employed long, thin single lashes with frayed ends. In addition a third guard kept count on each victim, and as the lashes started to fall, Tara nearly fainted at the eroticism of the sight. The four bodies swung and twisted, four pairs of legs bicycled madly in the air; breasts and buttocks rippled and swayed under the lashes. There was only one thing she loved more than watching slaves taken to their limits and beyond, and that was being taken there herself.


On and on through the hot afternoon the punishment continued until at last all four girls fell silent and only the hiss and slap of the whips echoed round the courtyard. Tara was by then tugging at the chain between her legs, grinding her clitoris against it - heedless of any punishment she might incur. She knew that all of the whipped girls had come repeatedly. But she also knew that it made no difference. This length of flogging meant that even repeated orgasms became a sort of punishment in themselves; draining and exhausting the girls just as surely as pain would.


At long last the hundreds were called and the girls were taken down for watering and a rest. Their bodies were tiger-striped by then from shoulders to knees and even though the guards were consummate whip masters, Tara was certain that blood would be drawn before the end. The interval was long enough so that arms and shoulders could recover before being stretched again, yet even that was a further torment as was testified to by the groans and squeals as the girls were hauled up all over again.


During the rest the girls had been allowed some water to drink and several buckets had been poured over their bodies to revive them, so that they could fully appreciate their punishment, and now, as the whips began to swish and crack again, the bodies gleamed in the sun and each impact of the lashes sent up a fine spray of droplets. And once again Tara found herself urgently tugging on her chain, pulling it up and sawing her hips back and forwards as the girls, now a little refreshed, cried and twisted and danced while the lashes wrapped lovingly around the shining curves of hips, breasts, backs and thighs.


And when finally the two hundred was called and the nearly inert bodies hung limply, the owner stepped forwards once more. He congratulated the girls on their hardiness and said he hoped they would never do anything like it again, but just to make sure, they would take ‘one for luck’. The guards who had been wielding the whips now moved forward and each grabbed a girl’s ankle, pulling her legs apart, whilst their owner picked up one of the whips. Taking his time he positioned himself in front the girl farthest from Tara and took aim. There was a hiss through the hot air, a smack and a strangled shriek from the girl as the leather curled up between her legs and the frayed end of the lash bit deeply between her buttocks.


Tara was panting with excitement by then and her chain was slick with her juices, she jerked it even harder up into her slit, deliberately crushing the tender sexflesh, as the final three lashes were delivered and the four girls were taken down. She was leaning back against the warm stone wall, her eyes closed when she heard her owner’s voice right in front of her and she started upright.


“Now my beauties, after that little show you’ll only ever feel the whips I want you to.” He was addressing all four of the slaves and smiling as he observed how they had all been trying to bring themselves off during the punishment. “Carlo,” he said, “leave them here and let them finish.”


Tara would gladly have kissed his feet in gratitude and she heard her stablemates’ chains begin an urgent rhythm of clinking as they too took advantage of the offer. Before them the four flogged bodies, laced with slight runnels of crimson in places, but literally covered in thin red lines and splotches of deeper scarlet were eagerly bucking under the bodies of the guards as all the participants in the scene sought to dissipate their excitement.


The four grooms called themselves ‘the two hundred club’ from then on, and were justifiably proud. Tara envied them and wondered how it would feel to be tested that severely under the lash. She couldn’t deny that she wanted to find out.

 

Soon after that Carlo disappeared for a couple of weeks and reappeared with a new group of slaves. This time there was no segregation of the squads. Carlo simply led the new girls out onto the training ground and let them meet the twenty four battle hardened veterans. Inevitably there was a mass cat fight as a pecking order was established. Outnumbered and with so much less experience, the new girls were soon battered into submission and the more experienced ones were queuing up to sit astride their faces and enjoy their submission. 


Carlo kept Tara literally on a tight lead beside him as they watched the spectacle of naked female aggression, and only let her off when there was one new girl still standing. She was a black haired, gypsy looking girl who was wiry and tough, and was surrounded by a ring of downed and groaning opponents. Jet, Cherry and Pinky amongst them Tara noted with interest.


Once her lead was unclipped, she needed no further order. It was plain that Carlo wanted her to take this one down. But she soon found out what her troops had already discovered - whatever she lacked in experience and technique the gypsy girl made up for in raw courage and strength. Tara threw her again and again, but every time the girl staggered back up and charged. When Tara applied nipple holds, the girl wrenched herself free and accepted the pain without flinching. And even when the dreaded crotch hold had her teetering on her tiptoes, she still tried to kick. Eventually Tara got her down onto her face and twisted one arm high up her back, then reached round and twisted and pinched a hard little nipple until with one final shriek of defiance the girl went limp under her. For a moment Tara stayed where she was, savouring the feel of the sweating body under her, the thrust of the muscular buttocks up into her stomach, the soft fullness of the breast under her hand, but then Carlo arrived.


He was stripped to the waist, and as he pulled Tara up, there was some cheering from those girls not involved with the squirming and writhing on the dusty ground, where the fruits of victory were still being enjoyed. They knew a challenge when they saw one and so did Tara. Joyfully she threw herself at him, determined to make him work for his inevitable victory. Usually he was keen to demonstrate his expertise at not only defeating any girl he took on but also making an exhibition of his prowess; lifting her high over his head and spinning her before throwing her, lifting her bodily on a crotch hold or twisting her arm to make her squirm at his feet. It was that which Tara always enjoyed, but on this occasion she walked straight into a forearm smash which left her reeling drunkenly and Carlo simply grabbed her between her straddling legs, up-ended her and smashed her down so hard she had been winded and had writhed helplessly for a moment or two. But once she was able to sit up she saw why he had been keen to dominate her so completely. The gypsy girl was on her knees before him and sucking eagerly at his erect cock while he stood arrogantly over her.


“El Tigre here needs to know who is boss, Blondie,” he told her as she sat up, dazed and still panting. “She needed to be beaten by the best and then see the best beaten. Now she will submit fully to the whip and make a good fighter. Maybe as good as you soon, eh?”


As a reward for her part in Carlo’s display, he had ‘El Tigre’ as all the men called her delivered to Tara’s stall that night and he leaned on the half door, watching indulgently as the girl paid homage between Tara’s widely spread legs.


With the squad up to thirty six girls, nicknames were abandoned and instead each girl wore a numbered disk at the front of her collar. Tara’s was number one, but despite that, hers and the gypsy girl’s names stuck.


Training soon settled back into its gruelling routine which was only alleviated by the guards’ increasingly frequent references to the next show. And then finally there came a day when no slave was taken out and guards and grooms alike had scurried about on mysterious errands.


It occurred to Tara to wonder during that day how the men would set about transporting a total of thirty nine slave girls. And when she found out, she once again marvelled at the excitingly cruel and yet elegantly simple solution.


Of course the slaves were no more than cargo. Valuable cargo, but cargo nonetheless. So only the slightest of nods in the direction of their being human merchandise was made. The girls were simply crated up for the journey.


To begin with, the day started normally. Food was swilled into the trough which ran down one side of the stall and Tara’s hands were clipped together behind her back which meant she had to kneel down and plough through the gruel face first until she had lapped up everything. One of the stable hands then returned and wiped her face before leading her out to squat over the channel cut in the floor which ran in front of all four stalls. There she voided herself, her motions were examined, notes taken and then she was cleaned. All this was perfectly normal and Tara had come to enjoy the care which was taken over her well-being; she had come to accept fully that she liked the idea of being a purely physical creature - a beautiful animal - kept by her owner to be tested and exhibited, to be admired and desired. And to be submissive to his will at all times. And from conversations she had overheard between her owner and her trainer, she knew that if she did well at this show, she would be promoted to the rank of solo fighter and wear the heavy tongue ring as the badge of her complete enslavement.


So when she saw the crates, her immediate reaction was one of admiration rather than horror. They were simply wire lockers about three feet high by six long. Four of them were laid out in the courtyard, ready to be stacked onto the waiting truck, where a pile of already occupied crates was already loaded. The slaves had simply been hogtied and then slid in through the top-hinged flap at one end of each crate. It seemed that no one had been bothered about noise because no gags had been employed and the crates’ occupants were already whimpering and groaning as Tara was made to lie down while her groom folded her arms and legs up neatly behind her then tied her ankles and wrists together, before two of the guards lifted her easily and slid her into her crate then picked that up and tossed it casually onto the truck. She found herself above one of the new girls and alongside Carrot. In short order the other three crates were stacked and the truck jolted off, to the accompaniment of outraged squeals from its cargo as breasts were painfully squeezed against the harsh wire every time it lurched or dropped a wheel into a pothole.


The truck took them back towards the little port at which they had first arrived but turned off once it had crested the hill and Tara could see they were heading towards a small airfield. Helicopters and small, ungainly aircraft stood about. And into one of these planes the consignment of slaves which contained Tara was loaded and firmly lashed down. As the engines began to roar and shake the plane, not for the first time Tara reflected on just how much money was invested in the stables and the shows. But her thoughts were shattered as the plane began to trundle over the grass and it felt as if every tooth in her head was being jarred loose.


Some hours later they put down for re-fuelling but as no doors were opened Tara couldn’t see where they were. Cramps and thirst were tormenting them all by then and when one of the guards paid them a visit just before the second take-off he passed along the stacks of crates which stood down both sides of the fuselage and pressed a wet sponge into each one, allowing the slave to suck some moisture from it. Seeing so many naked girls sucking so eagerly must have stirred a thirst in himself because he unpacked two of the solo fighters and led them forward by their tongue rings. Obviously further along the plane there were seats for the guards for about an hour later the slaves were returned, each with obvious traces of sex oozing down their thighs and making their chins shiny. Tara was insanely jealous.


At long last, when her arms and legs were ablaze with pain, she felt the plane begin to descend and heard the engines throttle back. Then there was a violent thump followed by more painful jolting and at last they stood still.


The rear doors of the plane were flung open and a cold wind blew in. Men speaking thickly accented and halting English entered and began to unlash the crates. Then each one was taken out and opened, its wretched occupant slid out and her ropes cut. There was no need to stand guard, none of the girls could do more than lie where they were and slowly rub some feeling back into their limbs. It was late in the evening and although Tara tried looking around when she could at last stand, all she could see, apart from the usual scattering of buildings around a small airfield, was featureless, level ground with some high mountains on one horizon. It had taken three planes to transport all the slaves and guards, Tara’s had been the last to land. The boss flew in by helicopter as the unloading was completed and thirty nine exhausted, naked and cold girls stood in the bleak, darkening landscape wondering what would happen next. 


There was the noise of engines from over by one of the buildings and soon the headlights of a convoy could be seen heading towards them. It turned out to consist of covered lorries with bench seats running down each side of their length behind the cab. Some of the big, bearded men in whose territory they now were, unshipped whips from beneath their coats and gestured the girls inside. At least that time they weren’t tied and completed their journey in relative comfort, apart from the cold.


About an hour later they were herded into their new quarters. By then it was fully dark and all Tara cared about was getting out of the unaccustomed chill. So she and the others jostled their way through double doors, while whips cracked over their heads and they found themselves in a barn. Thankfully it was reasonably warm despite its high roof, and the floor was strewn deeply with straw. All down the walls were rings set in the stonework and once the girls had all used the buckets at the far end, which was all that was offered in the way of toilets, they were chained to these by their collars and then fed. When the lights went off, two of the new guards stayed on duty, so Tara burrowed down into the straw and went straight to sleep.

 

As it turned out, Tara’s stable was given several days to recover from the journey. Wherever they now were, it was a long way from the perpetual sun they had become used to. From the look of the land and the guards, Tara formed the impression that they might be either in Turkey or maybe even Georgia. The area was remote, but boasted an incredible number of ruins. All of them dating from ancient Greece or Rome as far as she could tell. The arena here was an original amphitheatre. The only alteration was that a fence had been put round the perimeter of the fighting area. Beyond that the ancient stone seats climbed high in steep terraces, and where they stopped, the familiar video screens were mounted, looking incongruously modern.


Although the days were warmer than the nights, it frequently rained and Tara and her companions were given short shifts of rough wool to wear before training warmed them up. They itched and scratched unbearably, and Tara found herself resenting the clothing for its own sake. To her it didn’t seem fitting for a slave to be dressed at all - except for fighting gear, pony tack and maybe some lingerie to look pretty in before fighting a cane duel. 


The whole estate seemed to occupy a valley in the otherwise bleak uplands which surrounded it, and like her owner’s estate it had a river running through the bottom. However the assault course here was built on dry land and consisted of a circuit almost a quarter of a mile in circumference and was dotted with obstacles like climbing nets, greasy poles, and most wickedly, a place where the running track narrowed and passed between thick thorn shrubs.


The river itself seemed to be reserved for a complicated wooden construction. From each bank, long piers stretched out and met in the middle. But there they widened out into a very large platform. And just upstream there seemed to be some sort of weir. Tara eyed the arrangement suspiciously; she had a feeling it would play a part in the show, and after Carlo’s finale at the first one, she didn’t underestimate the owners’ and trainers’ ingenuity or cruelty. 


But to make up for the looming presence of that ‘bridge’ there were the fighting pens. And she thoroughly approved of those at least. They were underground, under the arena. Whether they had been reconstructed or merely adapted, she couldn’t tell. But they consisted of a series of sawdust floored squares with high wooden partitions surrounding them, and in between, mighty stone pillars held up the floor of the arena itself. Here the audience would be able to get really close to the action. There were no fewer than fifteen pens in the low ceilinged area, the only light came from pitch torches in brackets on the stone pillars. There were enough of these to give a reasonable amount of light, but it was a flickering and eerie one. In her imagination, Tara saw the crowds pressing tightly around the pens, urging on the naked contestants and she considered that the crush of bodies in this large but claustrophobic area would produce a sexual charge which would far exceed that of the arena itself.









Chapter 5



 



All the girls knew when the show was due to start because one afternoon the air was full of the noises of helicopters and planes once more. Trucks and cars roared through the estate and past the barn they were housed in. That evening they were all fitted with the metal decorations they had worn before and were displayed for the guests. Again they were staked out and got a first glimpse of the opposition. They were tough looking girls, Tara thought, quite a few were black and many of the rest looked Eastern European. But what really amazed her was the sheer number of girls now standing at the stakes and being assessed by the crowd of guests. Seventy eight of them. And she was also perfectly well aware that each girl was now a willing gladiator. However brutal the discipline, if there wasn’t a part of her which wanted to submit, the best the guards would get from a girl would be sullen obedience. But she knew that every girl here would fight till she dropped for the honour of her stable. 


By the next morning their barn was doubling as dressing room and surgery. Guards brought in several tables and piles of boxes containing plasters and liniments for patching up and relieving injuries and strains. And with them came the cameras. Once again the cameramen zoomed in on every detail of the chariot harnesses as the devilishly studded straps were tightened into crotches and around breasts, and dildos eased up into anuses and vaginas. And once again Tara felt the familiar thrills of imminent competition and exhibitionism stir her insides into warm soup as the dildos were finally screwed in to their fullest extent and the strap was eased between her legs, the studs just digging into the fleshy labia and Carlo’s infernal concoction beginning to make her anus burn.


Since the first show, he had made one refinement to the harness. Tara and Jet now had two reins coming off their bits. The inner reins connected to the bits of the two girls who provided the main pull for the chariot and they were connected to each other as well. That meant that a tug on Jet’s or Tara’s outer rein made the whole team swing in the required direction, making the steering much more responsive. As it turned out, it needed to be.


Once they were all led out and hitched up to their rigs they were walked out to where the races would take place. The arena had evidently been judged to be too small. So further along the valley a wooden ‘circus’ had been constructed, modelled on the classic Roman pattern. It was a long narrow stadium with boards down the middle, but also there were tall boarded partitions sticking out from the edges, narrowing the track in places. Tara understood their purpose immediately. They were chicanes, designed to bring the chariots together and make the teams fight for the way ahead as well as just race.


But Carlo was plainly unhappy, from what she could make out these chicanes had never been mentioned to him, so his stable had never had a chance to practise. He stood in front of Tara, his fists balled on his hips and confronted the man who was clearly the owner of the opposing team. He was tall, with thick black hair and sharp features, and he was smiling and inviting Carlo to back out. He was also inviting him to consider how it would look if he did so. Carlo really had no choice and went into a huddle with the drivers to discuss tactics, but with such short notice all he could do in the end was walk along the lines of his ponies and tell them to fight better than they had ever done before; and run faster.


As it turned out the races were thrillingly brutal. The chariots did indeed have to fight for the way ahead and time and again teams of girls were sent hurtling into squealing chaos as they ricocheted off the wooden boards; going down in tangles of legs and arms. The drivers would have to dismount and desperately disentangle harnesses and girls before he could continue. On several occasions the team going down managed to get involved with the team just behind them; enough to bring them down as well. Tara gritted her teeth around her bit till her jaws ached as she fought whoever came within range and she took a savage joy in the cacophony of noises as the roar of the crowd mingled with cries of the girls, the thuds of the bodies hitting the boards and the smack of the whips.


No substitutes were allowed so in between races Carlo and the guards scurried from rig to rig, spraying anaesthetic onto sprains and dabbing disinfectant into cuts. The ponies frisked and squealed into their bits at the not-so-tender ministrations and by the end of the third race even Tara was reduced to helpless panting – her vision all but obscured by sweat and tears from the harness’s chaffing at her skin and its insidious rubbing at her interior.


Carlo strutted triumphantly after scores had been tallied; plainly they had done enough to win. But it had been a bruising contest. Back in the barn, several of the girls were placed on tables and attended to. Jet was badly grazed from a close encounter with one of the chicanes, Tara herself was bleeding from several cuts over her shoulders where whips had caught her repeatedly. Two other girls were limping badly and one was carrying a nasty cut on one thigh from one of the collisions.


They had two hours to rest and eat and then the afternoon would be spent in the arena.


The solo fighters would be centre stage in the circus for pursuit running and then later there would be log pulling. Tara gathered all this from Carlo fussing round with his lists and his clipboards as she lay gratefully on one of the tables while a guard massaged her and attended to her cuts. 


They were split into three squads for the afternoon. One squad would fight with whips, one with staves and one with a combination of both. Tara was to captain the whip squad. It was a form of combat she particularly enjoyed and she grinned at the guard who, while he was buckling her into her leathers, stopped to insert his fingers into her and found her open and moist. He grinned back and ran his fingers along the still-discernible indentations in her labia made by the studs of her harness.


“Later on, Blondie,” he said. “First you’ve got work to do!”


Unlike their home arena, this one’s entry was open to the sky, so Tara and her cohort were formed up into four neat rows of three and marched smartly out to do battle. The ancient stone seating excited Tara as she looked around her and imagined the terrible scenes which might have been enacted here so long ago. Every seat seemed to be taken and she could see plenty of brightly coloured female attire. And as her squad marched in, bare breasts bouncing, shields and whips held high, she could feel the crowd’s excitement and down at the front she could actually see some couples already intertwining as they anticipated the spectacles to come. This was where she really came alive and as her heart raced, the fires in her belly ignited. She scuffed her feet in the dust to assess her footing and then looked up as the opposing team entered at a jog and halted a few yards from them. Carlo strode over to his opposing trainer who was with them and Tara heard the exchange which followed.


“These whips have been greased!” Carlo said angrily as he fingered one of them.


“Of course,” the other man agreed smoothly. “We always use greased ones. They hurt so much more and naturally I assumed you would use greased ones as well.” He adopted an exaggerated look of surprise. “Don’t tell me your sluts are fighting with dry whips! Oh dear!”


Carlo fumed in vain. Once again there was no way out.


Tara looked around at her troop. She saw several nervous swallows and lips being licked. Then she looked back at Carlo who was shrugging in resignation and she mouthed a word at him. She might well get a punishment for it but this was an emergency. 


It was a formation she had worked out and had scratched in the sand of the training ground at home. Then she and Carlo had drilled the girls in it.


Now Carlo smiled grimly as he saw her mouth the word, “Wedge,” at him, and he came close, whispering it to the squad.


Then he and the other trainer went, leaving the arena to the gladiators. Grips on whip handles were settled one last time, hair was shaken back, last minute loosening up exercises were gone through and then suddenly the starting pistol cracked.


Tara immediately leapt forward, and behind her she knew the girls were forming into the wedge formation, with her, their captain, at the sharp end. There were only a few yards separating the opposing lines but so well drilled was Tara’s squad that by the time the enemy was engaged a tight triangle followed Tara into battle.


The idea was to split the enemy into two and then fan out once the initial charge had beaten some of them down. 


Tara yelled in sheer exultation as she hit the line, swiping with her shield and striking overarm with her whip. Her first contact was with a black girl who was knocked sideways by the ferocity of the charge and the weight of bodies pressing in behind Tara. But then, from one side came the first of the lashes from the greased hide whips. It caught Tara full across the width of her shoulders and turned her battle cry into a shriek of shocked pain. It stung like no whip she had experienced. Behind her she could hear similar screams and realised they were in trouble. The impetus of the wedge had faded under the first lashes and now they were being surrounded rather than splitting the enemy. Desperately Tara turned and lashed out at the girl who had struck her, catching her across the breasts, then backhanding her with her shield. As she went down, Tara dropped her own whip and grabbed her opponent’s. She straightened up just in time to meet a charging girl with her shield up, and for a few seconds they locked against each other, sweating breasts rubbing, thighs straining. Suddenly Tara ducked and got her shoulder into the girl’s stomach as she lurched forwards, then she straightened suddenly, throwing her high into the air. Panting she looked around. Those of her squad still on their feet were cowering behind their shields, dodging the biting lashes as best they could and being driven remorselessly backwards. Tara leapt into the attack again, slashing wildly at the backs of her opponents and hearing their shocked screams as the lashes bit. 


“Grab their whips, you dumb bitches!” she screamed as some of the enemy reeled under her assault. She saw Cherry come up like a fury from a crouched stance and pounce on her attacker bare handed. The gypsy girl was standing toe to toe, refusing to give an inch even though she was getting the worst of each exchange. But when she heard Tara she collapsed onto one knee and swung in an uppercut to her opponent’s crotch, bringing her down into a writhing heap and allowing her to grab another of the deadly whips. 


Slowly the tide turned as Tara’s squad abandoned their whips and wrestled instead, soon it was evenly balanced as the doctored whips became spread out. Girls now stood face to face and traded lashes on an equal basis. Bright lines of scarlet appearing on the sweat- gleaming flesh of breast, back and thigh. Some pairs fought on the ground, wrestling for control of a weapon. But anger was winning the day, Tara’s squad was not going to go down to treachery. One by one, with groans of exhaustion or shrieks of pain, the opposition went down. But once they were down, it didn’t stop there. None of the victors were interested in accepting the usual gladiator’s submission, they wanted revenge. Tara looked round and laughed with delight at the erotic scene being played out. Twisting, squirming slaves were being pursued as they writhed in the dust by her own girls wielding the terrible whips and picking their targets. No matter how they struggled to shield themselves, they left tempting areas of soft feminine flesh for the lashes to bite into. And they still had to take their places at the whipping posts for losing. Sure enough the thumbs went down when at last a halt was called, and they stayed down till a tariff of thirty lashes was reached. Then Carlo insisted that the home stable’s whips should be used. Tara sat and watched as the sentence was carried out. The sight made her squirm with pleasure and she hoped that the guards might visit later on. 


Revenge was sweet. She could feel that the cuts on her shoulders had opened and she had plenty of new ones but she couldn’t have cared less.


Back in the barn and laid out face down on a table, flinching occasionally as disinfectant was dabbed onto her, she heard Carlo’s voice just above her.


“This one tried to speak to me. Put her down for sixty lashes, full body whipping when we get home. And make a note, I’ll carry out the sentence myself, give her fifty more for winning and then fuck her lights out.”


She smiled contentedly. He would do all of it.


Then she heard him address the rest of the girls and tell them to assume that the staves were weighted as well. They were to ignore the weapons at first and go for the girls, get every weapon they could off them and then use them themselves.


It worked for the next squad, but by the last contest the enemy was ready for them and gave them a bad mauling, but once again they had won through on balance.


In the evening, they were sent into the pens.









Chapter 6



 



Ali was thoroughly content. He was holding the fort while everyone was away at the latest show. That meant he had all the household slaves at his disposal and the privacy also suited him. He had a phone call to make and he really didn’t want the boss overhearing. Patti had gone as well. She was becoming more and more openly sullen; she had to make her move soon - he was sure of it and he had plans to make. 


He waved away the girl who was crouching in front of him and licking the last traces of his emission from her lips, reached for the phone, took a battered old diary from his desk, thumbed through it for a moment and then made an international call.


The phone rang for quite a while before a highly cultured English voice answered.


“Dandy, is that you? It’s Ali here, remember me? Okay man, it’s good to hear you too but listen I’ve got a deal for you. Let me lay it out for you and we’ll do the small talk later, I’m tight on time.”

 

Two hours later, and far away in Berkshire, England an irritable John Carpenter sat and listened to Dandy Macintyre. 


He was irritable because he had little time for politicians and Dandy was one. That was one reason, the other was that the man was dead right about the problems The Lodge was experiencing. As the most exclusive and secretive SM organisation in the country, John, its owner and creator did not really want it known that he was having major difficulties getting new girls. But Dandy seemed to know all about it.


“The best stock is being creamed off way down the line. And at prices which are well over top wack, John. It’s these arenas which are springing up. There’s big money - I mean big - in them. And if they can outspend The Lodge, I think you should deal with Ali. He’s sound enough in his own way. Knew him way back when I was in Sudan with the Diplomatic Corps. He’s Dinka you know, and they know good stock when they see it, believe me.”


“Yes all right, Dandy. But what do you really know about him?”


“Good man with a whip. Knows women and trades in them. What else is to know? He can get you a slave who should make a good Housegirl, straight out of the best stable around and his price is reasonable for the information he can give us - if it means you can get to the auctions before these buggers snap up all the good stuff. Just insure him against repercussions and we can look forward to much needed new blood at The Lodge. Christ, John! It’s been months since we had anything new at all!”


That was true, and what this Ali person was saying fitted in with what himself knew, just about the time he said the arenas had got up and running, and the owners of the various stables had poured vast amounts of money into purchasing prime female flesh, The Lodge’s struggles to find good new Housegirls had begun. John had even had to stop the auctions of stock to preserve what he had and he knew the members were grumbling.


“So this guy reckons he can get us a succulent piece of privately owned slaveflesh and if I pay him enough, he can forewarn us of where the best auctions are, way up the line?”


“Precisely.”


“Okay, tell him to e mail me his bank details and I’ll attend to it.”


Dandy smiled. “You won’t regret it, John.”

 

Tara’s first bout of the evening session was boxing. And that meant studs once again. She let herself slowly relax once the guard had buckled the leather corset on, feeling the sharp little points kissing her skin, then she carefully settled her breasts into the studded half-cups while the guard fed the studded thong between her legs and buckled that tightly as well, making her wince as she felt her labia given the threatening little kisses. Beside her girls were either being kitted up like she was, or were being oiled and kept naked for wrestling while others were slipping on the more decorative corsets and stockings for cane duelling. Having the guards’ hands on them and knowing that their already sorely tested bodies were in for one more pounding gave the air a real charge. Tara herself could feel her lips engorging and opening against the studs at her crotch, while across her back, the corset dug into and revived the sting of her whip cuts, both sensations contributing further to her excitement.


The cavernous space under the arena was indeed the cauldron of lust which Tara had expected. The air was thick with pungent smoke coming from the black cigarettes many of the men smoked. And as the first teams of gladiators were led in the crowd erupted into thunderous cheers and applause which reverberated around the ancient pillars and arches which formed the ceiling.


The pens themselves were accessed by low wooden doors cut into the boards which formed the sides and there were banks of ascending benches set around them for the spectators. As Tara ducked and entered the sand-floored area, she was not surprised to see nearly as many women as there were men in the audience. And they were very close to the action. The sides of the pen were about eight feet high and the front row of spectators were able to lean on the tops. She could see bundles of notes changing hands as bets were placed. Her opponent entered soon afterwards and Tara sized her up. She had a Slavic look about her and was well built with pale-skinned breasts billowing up over the half cups of her corset forming inviting targets. 


But as an adversary she proved very disappointing. Tara was appalled at how badly she had been trained. The first time she managed to get in a few punches, jabbing to the body and breasts, the girl simply stopped in her tracks and Tara saw her expression change from one of shock to one of self-absorbed wonderment at the intensity of the pain spearing in from her nipples. She was responding purely as a masochist and not as a gladiator, which put Tara in a quandary. She realised that if she punched her again, the girl would probably collapse in an orgasmic heap there and then. The crowd would rightly feel cheated and she herself would probably end up getting the thumbs down as well as her wretched opponent. The whip she could cope with, but Carlo would be furious.


She did the only thing she could, circling and feigning, dodging clumsy blows, giving the girl plenty of time to recover from one bout of pain before she delivered another. But soon the crowd saw through it and began to get restive, so Tara made the best job she could of finishing it off in style. She managed to get into a clinch and for a while the girl put up a decent struggle, pulling at Tara’s hair, clubbing in punches to her ribs. Their breasts were squeezed between their sweating bodies and both of them gritted their teeth as the pain hit. Immediately the crowd roared its approval, this was what they wanted. Tara felt the familiar surge of pleasure in response to the crowd and stopped concentrating for a second. The girl brought her knee up suddenly and caught her squarely between the legs. A bolt of scarlet agony shot through Tara as the points drove into her engorged labia. It was exquisite pain and Tara found herself dangerously close to folding up around it as her body and her surroundings transformed it into blinding pleasure. Grimly she held herself together, although at the cost of some body punches and then waded forward. She had put on enough of a show; her blood was up properly now. She forced her opponent back under a hail of jabs and hooks which had her squealing helplessly. Then at last, when she was backed up against the boarding, her mouth hanging open, her arms crossed over her breasts and her legs splayed wide, Tara moved in. She came close to her victim, close enough so that she could see the mixture of eagerness and terror in the girl’s exhausted eyes. She knew what was coming; and so did the crowd. There was a second’s breathless hush and then Tara brought her own knee up, hard. She felt the softness of the girl’s sex under the leather thong as she drove upwards; the crowd erupted, drowning out the girl’s shriek. She fell forward against Tara, trying to hit the deck but Tara wasn’t having any of it. She pushed her back up against the boarding, her legs still straddled wide open. This time she used her fist and the girl’s body jerked upwards, her eyes rolled and glazed as agony and orgasm swept over her. Tara stepped back a pace and her fellow slave tottered forwards, panting and gasping in the mounting waves of tormented ecstasy. Tara reached out and grabbed her hair with her left hand - steadying her for the coup de grace - then slowly she drew her fist back and down. The girl’s eyes cleared for a moment, she saw what was coming and made a heroic effort to keep her legs straight - and well opened. Tara brought her fist up again and the girl went down without a sound, writhing on the sand at her feet while she acknowledged the applause and two guards entered the pen. One guard clipped her lead on and led her out while the other hauled the loser up and looked around at the forest of downturned thumbs. He grinned and took his whip from his belt.


Back in the barn, Tara stood with her hands obediently on her head and her legs apart while a guard unbuckled her corset and peeled it off. She bit her lip as she felt the studs reluctantly pull free of her and glanced down. Only one or two had left scarlet pinpricks, mostly on her breasts. But it was down below where they would really have dug in. She braced herself as she felt the guard’s hands at her back, unbuckling the thong. He pulled it free in one wrench and she couldn’t suppress a breathless cry as her sex lips erupted into ferocious stinging again. The disinfectant stung as well when it was applied and the pad came away from her with smears of pink on it. 


She was hoping to be put into a more feminine corset for cane duelling but instead the guard produced a bottle of body oil and began coating her in it. 


Gleaming and naked apart from her collar and lead, she was led back in for a bout of wrestling. The huge room was becoming very hot and the crowd was heating up as well. The second round of fights was coming to an end and Tara could hear the Thwick! of canes landing, the slap of whips working over at the whipping posts, and the desperate cries of effort from fighters giving the last of their strength. There were periodic eruptions of noise from various parts of the room as contests neared their climaxes. Money was changing hands everywhere she looked and in several places women were being taken from behind as they leaned over the boards, eagerly watching the sport, or were down on their knees before their men, hands and lips working at erect cocks. The door to the pen she was destined for opened as she was led towards it and an exhausted Carrot was half carried out and taken straight to the posts. She had obviously lost a hard-fought contest because from beneath both contestants’ corsets and thongs, thin trickles of crimson ran over their thighs and there were smears of it on their breasts. 


Tara’s wrists were freed from behind her back and her restraints removed, then she was pushed into the pen for a second time.


Her opponent that time was an altogether tougher proposition and Tara enjoyed herself as she grappled on the sand floor with the lithe blonde athlete. They clawed and scratched at each other, hands slipping on the oil and sweat, squeezing breasts and seeking holds between each other’s legs as the crowd bayed and urged them on. The sand stuck to the body oil and soon both of them were half coated in it, making it easier to get a grip. Tara’s greater height and weight eventually began to tell, but not before she had been thrown hard several times and swung into the boarding with rib-bruising force. In the end she got in a forearm smash which dazed the exhausted girl sufficiently for Tara to begin the final exhibition. She went for both nipples and loved the feel of the hard little nubs under her fingers as she squeezed and twisted, forcing the other girl to follow her around until she spun her round in a wide arc, still holding her and then let her go, to crash into the boarding, back first. As she tottered forwards, Tara ducked, got one arm round a thigh and hoisted the girl onto her shoulders in a sort of fireman’s lift. Then she spun several times to disorientate her before hurling herself backwards, landing on top of the girl and winding her. A crotch hold was easy then as she writhed helplessly. Tara’s thumb slid easily up into the open and lubricated vagina while her fingers found an anus that was evidently used to being prised open and worked their way in. Caught in the slave’s quandary by experiencing fear and pleasure at the same time, the girl stiffened but made no move to struggle, enabling Tara to grab her hair with her other hand. She braced herself for a final effort and then heaved with all her strength, pushing up with the hand buried inside the girl and pulling her by the hair. In one sinew-cracking move she released the girl’s hair and put all her strength into her right arm, propelled the slave high above her, her arm straight up, the whole of the girl’s weight now being taken by the hand inside her two passages.


For a second she teetered there, a cry of anticipation and fear breaking from her, and then Tara clenched her grip and jerked her hand free. With a guttural howl the girl fell, her legs couldn’t hold her and she went down into a heap on the floor of the pen. The crowd loved it. Tara walked round acknowledging the cheers and actually reaching up to touch some of the hands which reached down to congratulate her, before she returned to her writhing opponent and knelt over her face to receive her due tribute.


She was allowed a drink after being rubbed down back in the barn, and she fervently hoped that if she had to fight again, it would be a cane duel. She could feel her strength ebbing after the long day. But Carlo was fussing around with his clipboard and was evidently worried about some sort of score, she knew there was a points system but it didn’t concern her. Whatever the problem was, however, it meant that she was put back into the pens for another wrestling contest. But before she was led out again, her three stablemates were brought in from having been competing somewhere else. They were heavily marked and cut and plainly at the extreme limits of their endurance. 


She watched as they were led in and laid on the tables. Even those normally silent slaves couldn’t prevent themselves groaning with tiredness as they lay back, their strong thighs whip-striped and blotched with what looked like hundreds of pinpricks, their deep rib cages, right round to their backs, and the mounds of their breasts similarly marked. Carlo gestured to three guards who immediately took up station at the ends of the tables by the girls’ heads, they pulled the bodies a little further up until the heads fell back off the edges and then they unzipped their flies and gave the slaves their semi-tumescent cocks. She watched in sympathy as they immediately reached up to hold the men close to them while, with sighs of relieved pleasure they put out their ringed tongues and began to work, licking and lapping at the rapidly hardening shafts. These slaves had been taken to their very limits and this was their reward; exactly what she herself always craved after a hard fight, the taste of a master’s cock deigning to give some pleasure by spilling itself in her mouth. And, of course, the protein was always useful.


As her hands were once more clipped behind her, Tara fervently hoped she might get some of the same before the night was out. Carlo was plainly furious about the state his beloved fighters were in and was muttering something about studded whips as he bustled around. Maybe the host stable was cheating again, Tara thought. It didn’t really bother her, they would cope somehow. Her final contest of the day was the hardest and even though she won it, she was on all fours, her lungs burning as she dragged in gasps of the foetid air. Her opponent, sweat and sand-coated lay beside her, flat on her back. Her breasts heaving as she too panted, her body whip-scored and scratched all over. It had been a good fight and she got only ten lashes. The guards didn’t bother with taking her to a post and as Tara watched, they lashed her where she lay, too exhausted to even try and shield her breasts.


The slaves were simply chained to the wall as usual, but before lights out their guards took their pleasure with them. The one who chose Tara started by allowing her to kneel up and lick his hard shaft as it reared above her, letting her roll her tongue around the tightly gathered scrotum, then slowly lick up the length of the underside until she reached the rolled-back foreskin and shining dome of the helm. As she raised herself up a little more, opened her mouth to its widest and pushed down so that she felt the hardness of him fill her, she could tell by his taste that he had given other slaves the benefit of his attentions during the day. 


Tara was only slightly disappointed when he didn’t finish himself in her mouth, instead he pushed her back onto her straw and plunged up between her wide-spread legs, forcing a grunt from her as he pistoned into her vagina, his cock shouldering apart her slick and still-stinging labia. Her hands were still imprisoned behind her back so all she could do to express her gratitude for the relief he was bringing her was to brace her feet and buck upwards under him as he thrust down onto her. Their urgent coupling soon became a frantic race for the crest of the wave and both slave and guard joined their cries of triumph to the chorus that rang through the barn.









Chapter 7



 



The next day began with running the assault course. There was only one route and all seventy two squad girls ran it together. With that many slaves competing for the track it was inevitably a free-for-all. Elbows flew as they ran, fists as well, their bodies jostling hotly as the race went on, their breath forming a cloud round them in the morning air. There were certain points on the course where tiers of benches had been erected for the spectators, these were at places like the greasy poles where crowds of naked girls had to mill around while four girls at a time swarmed across, some of them falling into the mire beneath. The crowd of waiting slaves behind them gave great sport as fights went on continually, and the losers slithered helplessly down the steep bank into the mud and had to wade across. Similarly, where the track narrowed to run between thorn bushes, there were more spectators to watch as girls fought for space and then fought not to be pushed into the brambles. Down the home straight, which the slaves entered once they had scrambled over the third set of climbing nets on the course and then crawled under more nets, over which some of the guards stood, with whips at the ready, they ran a gauntlet of yet more whip-wielding guards. The men picked out the slaves from the opposing stable and punished them with burning stripes from wetted leather. There were four circuits to be completed and by the time the squads started on their fourth, they were well spread out. Tara and her opposing captain ran neck and neck, behind them El Tigre loped smoothly along occasionally scrapping with a black girl. Once they were clear of the melee behind them, all four relaxed a bit, they knew they had a long day ahead of them. They punched and kicked enough to keep the onlookers amused and crossed the finishing line under a hail of lashes but in relatively good order.


As she sat and got her breath back, Tara was pleased to note that her squad seemed to be trailing in fairly well up the field. Carlo was beaming again and the opposition’s trainer wasn’t. The finals of the chariot races went well too and by the time the finale was due, Tara was pretty sure that they had done well again. Carlo walked amongst them as they stood by the banks of the river, giving them encouraging slaps on their rumps and flanks.


“One more scrap my beauties then it’s back home for a few days off, eh?”


Tara’s assumption that the strange bridge she had glimpsed on her arrival here would feature in the show proved correct. She and her squad stood on one bank of the river while the opposition stood on the far one. Both squads were armed with staves as well as whips and nets this time. But what intrigued and puzzled her most was that the spectators weren’t seated, instead they milled around beyond ropes which had been set up to form temporary compounds on either bank, and why were there so many horses? But Carlo spoke again and interrupted her thoughts.


“You’ll fight on the centre platform, and the first one of you who goes into the water will taste an hour or two under my whip when we get home. Don’t give an inch!”


He turned and raised his arm to signal his readiness and the opposing trainer did the same on the far bank. 


“Charge!” Carlo yelled, and to a fusillade of whip cracks from their guards, Tara led her squad out towards the strange, wide platform in the middle of the river.


The logs beneath their feet drummed and shook under them as they ran. From the banks came the cheers of the spectators and towards them came the crowd of grimly determined, semi-naked fighters. Above their leather corsets, their breasts shook and swung as they ran. Tara felt the familiar surge of elation as she heard the spectators’ roar rise towards a crescendo, a cry of avid, animal lust at the feast of female combat which was about to be served up for their pleasure. 


At that instant Tara understood with complete clarity that she loved this strange life and wanted nothing more. She belonged wholeheartedly to her owner and his trainer. She was their creature to release for the fight and then to put back on the leash until she was required again. Shouting for the pure joy of naked struggle and the sexual slavery which would follow, Tara ran to meet her foes.


The two squads crashed together in the middle of the wide platform. A few whip strikes were possible as they closed but then it was just body against body; shield against breast, snarling defiance, knees raking up for crotches. No strategy was possible in the crush, it was pure brute force until slowly the melee began to break up and individual fights developed. 

 

Back on the bank, Carlo watched happily. He could see his squad captain’s blonde mane flying over the crush of heaving bodies. He punched the air as she broke away from the crowd for long enough to swing her whip and begin to split the enemy lines. He had no love for his opposing trainer who had cheated at every turn but he had to admit that the man had come up with an excellent twist for this finale. He turned to where several of his men held horses and motioned for them to wait.


Out on the platform, several of the fights had developed into mauls of three or four bodies all twisting on the ground, biting, scratching, pulling hair, grabbing at breasts and nipples. The cries and squeals formed a descant to the roar of the crowd. There was a splash as the first girl was pushed off the platform and that was quickly followed by several more. Carlo didn’t care whose slaves they were, it was time to get the real action underway. On the opposite bank he saw his opponent raise his arm and he did likewise, then both dropped them simultaneously. The guards holding the horses began to urge them to pull.

 

The joy of the fight had banished from Tara’s mind the thought that there was bound to be a cruel twist to this finale. So it came as a complete surprise when, having just disarmed a girl, then held her by her hair while she cracked in a dozen or more lashes across the sweating body writhing and shrieking in her grasp, she felt the whole platform suddenly lurch. She staggered, regained her balance for long enough to see the horses toiling up the banks pulling long ropes behind them, then screamed in despair as the whole platform groaned then began to disintegrate as the props were pulled from under it. 


In a confused and screaming mass, the squad girls fell into the river. The water was icy cold and some four feet deep, the girls came up spluttering and gasping at the shock, all thoughts of fighting banished by the cold. Then they were hit by the flood. Upstream, louvres in the dam had been opened and the river poured through. Tara was swept away with all the others, in a tangle of legs and flailing arms. Water filled her ears and eyes as she fought to hold her breath and try to swim. For a seeming eternity she was swept along until at last her face broke through into the air and there was solid ground under her feet. She lurched upright and saw that they had been swept about a hundred yards downstream and were at the far edge of a large pool where the flood had dissipated its fury. Ahead of her there was a shallow, shelving bank of mud which ran up to the grass. She reached it and collapsed onto all fours, around her the others were doing likewise before they set off to flounder up the mud and back onto dry land. But before any of them could do that, the final surprise was sprung. Down over the bank swarmed the whole crowd, whooping joyfully and shedding their clothes as they charged down onto the wet and exhausted gladiators.


Tara found herself actually laughing as she struggled upright to face the eager horde, and to her amazement the girl beside her, one of her opponents, was doing the same. It was going to be one huge mud-wrestling free-for-all, with unconstrained sex and fighting thrown in. What more could they have asked for?


The first men came careering down onto her and bore her back into the water before dragging her out. She fought and kicked joyfully in the slippery mud as their superior strength told and then cried aloud as she was penetrated for the first time that afternoon. From then on, covered from head to foot in thick mud, her hair a single mass of muddy rats’ tails, she was taken again and again. Hands slid around her, under her, into her. Thickly erect cocks pushed at her every entrance as she squirmed in the cold ooze. Sometimes she was face down as someone sought her anus, sometimes she was held up by several men while one by one they plundered her sex. She came and came until she was simply a limp, rag doll, hardly able to respond, just acknowledge the thrusts into her by letting her body jerk as it would. Some of the whips had survived the flood and washed up on the beach. Inevitably these came into play, and Tara found it a welcome relief to be held still while she took a good thrashing. It let her recover from her sexual use just a little and when the men started in on her again, she was able to respond with renewed vigour. All round her, her fellow gladiators were squirming under male bodies, or being taken from behind on all fours, their cries of ecstasy filled her ears, along with the crack and splat of the whips landing on mud-coated skin. The sight of so many, chocolate brown, exhausted slaves being used so repeatedly, drove Tara into a frenzy of excitement and she reached for and grasped every hard rod of maleness she could find, guiding it between her legs, holding it while she licked it, mud and all, or turning and pulling it towards her anus.


She had no idea how long the orgy went on but eventually they were dragged from the mud by the guards and hosed down, then led back to the barn, fed and chained for the night. As with the first show, she felt unbearably bruised and battered but hoped secretly that they might be put on display like the last time. But it became clear that the owners thought they had taken enough when the chains were run from their collars to the wall behind them and the securing rings. Tara settled herself carefully on her straw and breathed out a long sigh of contentment. And at that moment her world fell apart.


The barn door opened and a small crowd of people came in. There was her owner, followed by the copper- haired woman, Carlo, two of the guards and behind them came a large man. At the first sight of him, Tara’s stomach turned over and knotted itself into a kernel of pure hatred and fury. It was Conor Brien.


“Cheer up, Carlo,” he was saying. “The studded whips made for a good show and there’s no harm done. In fact at the next owners’ meeting I’ll suggest we make it a regular event.”


“Yeah, I suppose,” Carlo conceded. “They’re tough enough. And this one’s ready to go solo with them.”


The group stopped where Tara lay. She shut her eyes. Not him! Dear God, not him of all people!


But Conor was speaking again, his Irish burr unmistakable. 


“She’s a peach isn’t she,” Tara felt his shoe touch her naked foot and she flinched in disgust.  The casual arrogance which she so loved in other men, in him seemed odious. He had tricked her, he was the only one of these new men who now commanded her every move to have ever done that. They were honestly, carelessly masterful. But Conor had taken her, then left her to be abducted by two henchmen, and she couldn’t forgive that. And the worst of it was that she had been so besotted with him that if he had kept her for two weeks, she would have happily walked into slavery quite voluntarily. 


“Can’t remember where I picked her up from, but it was a good day’s work. We’ll tongue ring her and move her on when we get home,” he concluded.


Carefully Tara opened her eyes and looked up. Fortunately they were ignoring her, Conor had his arm round her owner’s shoulders and was addressing him.


“We won again Mark, me bucko! Despite all the tricks of them! Ah, we’re a great team, you and me. Just like I said we’d be when you first came to work for me. I stay out at the sharp end; you and Carlo see to the rest!”


Tara’s breath caught in her throat in horror. She wasn’t even owned by the man she worshipped. She was owned by Conor Brien! A blaze of hot rebellion roared through her. She had no idea what she was going to do, but no longer was she a willing slave. She glared up in fury as the men started to move off. They had paid her no attention at all and didn’t notice how her gaze followed Conor’s back.

 

Patti Campbell noticed though. Her master had promised her to Conor for that night and he was one man she was frightened of. He had a fearsome temper and whenever he took Patti, she was always terrified of what he might be capable of, particularly, if like tonight, he had had a glass or two of whisky first. As the men moved away from the blonde slave, she caught a glimpse of the hatred that speared from the girl’s eyes towards Conor’s back and at long last her plans fell into place.









Chapter 8



 



The trip home in the horrible crates was even worse this time for Tara. She was in an inner turmoil, suddenly her life had become hateful to her. Now she knew the full truth, she was torn between self-disgust at how easily she had taken to complete submission, fury with Conor and the desire for revenge. As she suffered in the cramped hog tie, she contemplated escape but the thought of being mistress of her own fate again appalled her, leading to another bout of self-loathing at how slavish she had become. 


But despite all her self doubts and rebellious fury, Tara was glad to be back in her own stall when the journey at last ended and as sleep took her, she decided that she would take the next few days as they came and wait until she was quite sure she could live without slavery before she did anything drastic. 


As events unfolded however, she was denied that luxury. The slaves were allowed two whole days to recover. Tara’s groom worked tirelessly at anointing and treating her cuts and bruises. They were even allowed to sit out and enjoy the sun with the only exercise coming in the form of being taken by the guards whenever it took their fancy. The unaccustomed idleness lulled Tara somewhat but still she debated endlessly about what she should do. 


In the small hours of the third night after their return she was shaken awake by someone. A figure loomed over her and she caught the scent of perfume, she sat up quickly and the figure crouched down beside her.


“Ssh! Don’t wake anyone, I’ve come to help you.” The Scots accent identified the strange copper-haired woman who had so often regarded her with open hostility.


“I saw how you looked at Conor back at that other arena. You’re right to hate him, he’s dangerous,” the woman went on in a whisper. “It’s too late for me, but you can escape before they make you so completely submissive you don’t know who you used to be.”


To Tara’s amazement the woman leaned still closer and unpadlocked the chain from her collar. “I’ve got you some clothes and I’ll tell you which direction to run in,” she went on.


Tara’s thoughts whirled. This was going too fast, she didn’t know what she wanted any more. But surely it would be insane not to escape from this outrageous way of life if the chance presented itself. The woman settled the issue as if reading Tara’s thoughts. She knelt back and unbuttoned the shirt she wore, turning slightly towards the small amount of light that came through the open stable door. Tara could make out the traces of a truly savage breast beating. The woman’s big soft globes were striated with fans of dark lines which Tara knew would be livid in the daylight. The nipples showed signs of where they had been clamped and probably pierced as well, Tara guessed.


“It was Conor,” she said. “My master gave me to him after the show. I hate the man but I came like a bitch on heat while he beat me. You know how it is. Go, while you can.”


Tara knew perfectly well now how it would go. Conor would send for her one night, mistreat her terribly and she would glory in the treatment even as she hated him. She had to go; the woman was right.


There was a simple, short denim skirt and a plain blouse. Both garments felt oddly harsh and constricting, even though they were much softer than the leather she wore in the arena. The skirt was tight across her long thighs, it barely came half way down them. The blouse strained over her breasts, but at least it would give her some cover for wherever she was going. Then, in silence the woman helped her unbuckle her collar and restraints, smiling sympathetically as she saw Tara’s involuntary reluctance to leave behind the symbols of her slavery, then she beckoned her out into the night.


Tara felt almost light headed with the elation of freedom as she tiptoed after her new friend. They rounded the stable block and crossed the deserted training ground, passed between the barracks and went out into the open ground which swept up to the pass between the mountains that Tara had noted on her very first day.


“Make for that pass,” the woman whispered once more. “Once you’re over it, you’ll see a small village about five miles away. Go round that - they know what goes on here and most are involved. Follow the road, by night if you can, for another twenty miles and you’ll find a town where you should be able to get help.”


Tara tried to speak, to thank this mysterious benefactor who she was leaving behind. But the long-ingrained habit of silence prevented her. The woman smiled again sympathetically and touched Tara’s shoulder, gently guiding her towards freedom.


She ran.

 

Patti Campbell stood for a moment and watched the slave’s white blouse and her long legs fade into the night. She would wait a few minutes before raising the alarm, she didn’t want the silly cow caught too quickly.


Once she judged the time to be right, she made her way to the guards’ barracks and woke them, making up a story about having been sent to fetch Blondie by the boss and finding her gone. It didn’t matter what she told them, she herself would be long gone before Mark or Conor found out the truth.


She skirted round the house, climbed into one of the jeeps and made for the airfield, where a bribed pilot, who she had put on stand-by earlier that night, was waiting to fly her out by helicopter. The three copters stood in a row at the far end of the field and in the second one along she saw the silhouette of a man. Her heart leaped; she was really going to do it! It had been so easy in the end, now all she had to do was set herself up somewhere far away and find a new master. Mark could play with Blondie all he liked from now on; once he had caught her.


She climbed into the cabin eagerly, turned to slam the door and when she settled back, a forearm as hard as steel pinned her to her place.


“’Evening Patti,” Ali said, leaning across from the pilot’s seat. “You’re wondering where Bob is I expect. Well let’s say I topped your bribe and now it’s me who’s going to fly you out of here. But where to? That’s the question isn’t it?” He chuckled. “I think you’re going to like it Patti....eventually. And I’m going to like the price you’re fetching.”


She twisted her head and looked at him in dismay. “No, please Ali. Don’t sell me.....I’ll do anything!”


“I know. And you do it very well. In fact if I wasn’t in a hurry, I’d have you on your knees right now and your pretty mouth round.........”


“Yes, I’ll do it Ali. Let me suck you and then let me go!” she pleaded.


“No chance. It’s too late anyhow. You want to face your master and Conor after letting Blondie escape? And don’t worry, you’ll be thanking me for this in a few months’ time.”


With his other hand he produced a pair of handcuffs. Patti struggled as best she could but he was wiry and very strong. Soon her hands were cuffed together in front of her and a leather strap bound round her waist and tied at the back, kept her pinned in the seat. Binding her must have reminded Ali of some of the sessions he had had with her in the past, because before he went into the pre-flight checks, he opened her shirt and stroked her freshly whipped breasts until she couldn’t help giving a despairing groan of pleasure.

 

With only one brief halt where they changed to a light aircraft at a small airfield where Ali was obviously known as no one made any comment about his carrying a bound female passenger, they flew for hour after hour. And eventually, in broad daylight they were flying low over what had to be English countryside and eventually landed in a field by a huge Victorian house and two large men came to greet them.


“Welcome to your new home Patti,” Ali announced. “You are now the property of one of Europe’s top SM palaces.” He favoured her with his grin again. “The boss would’ve been so mad with you that he’d have sold what was left of you to a Marseilles stew. This way, you’ll get all the slavery you can handle and fetch the kind of price a woman like you should fetch.”


A few minutes later, Patti Campbell discovered she was now a Housegirl at The Lodge, the most discreet and expensive gentleman’s club in England. She stood in an opulently furnished office before a man called Mr Carpenter. Beside him stood Ali and an odd man in an absurdly brocaded waistcoat who was called only Dandy. In front and to the left of the huge leather desk, in a regency chair, sat a tall Russian woman who she had been told to call simply Madame. Patti’s arms were being held by the two immensely strong and silent men who had escorted them to this room - and she was naked.


A cheque passed from Carpenter to Ali who nodded amiably at her and then left, saying to the other men that he would make his peace with his current bosses by pointing out that in spiriting Patti away he had at least realised some useful money for her. If they had had their way she would have been worthless. “Of course, I won’t go into the full details of how much I got for her,” he told them, his teeth gleaming whitely as he smiled. “And just in case I do have to leave in a hurry, keep the money coming and I’ll tell you where the sales are.”


Treachery piled on deceit, Patti thought and realised that she was completely out of her depth with men like these. She raised her head with what pride she could muster and prepared for whatever her future now held.


The Russian woman rose and walked around her, Patti felt cool, strong fingers stroke over the weals on her back and buttocks. Then she came and stood in front of her, hefting and weighing her breasts, letting her thumbs slide over the nipples which hardened and revealed the traces of the needle play Conor had gone in for. The woman’s lips tightened as she saw them.


“Yuri, Ivan. Take her to the desk and lay her out on it. Legs splayed,” she ordered.


Once Patti was positioned, spreading her own legs without being forced, she was examined with almost medical thoroughness. The Russian woman bent down over her sex and pulled her labia apart. And Patti knew she would see where she had been pierced and weighted until she had been unable to stand, despite Conor’s whip playing ceaselessly over her body. She felt fingers open her and work their way inside.


“Grip me,” the woman told her and she clenched her interior muscles as hard as she could. The woman nodded and withdrew her fingers. “Hold her legs up,” she told the two men who currently held her shoulders. 


Patti knew what was coming and sure enough as soon as her knees had been forced back to her breasts, she felt those same calmly assessing hands spreading her buttocks as wide as possible and then one, two and finally three fingers worked themselves into her anus. 


“Grip and relax,” she was told and obeyed as the fingers pushed into her and then pulled back a little. Patti concentrated on relaxing as the fingers pushed in and then gripping as they retreated. She knew what men liked when they used that passage. A slave’s rectum should be as welcoming as her mouth and vagina.


“Good,” the woman pulled out and straightened up. “There is not much she hasn’t experienced, but she is tough and has good muscle tone. She’ll do, and she’s certainly pretty enough.” Unexpectedly the woman smiled down at her and Patti couldn’t help but smile back. There was a magnetism about the woman, she was as domineering as any man but instinct told Patti that she was infinitely more knowledgeable - and cruel. 


“I suggest you fuck her a few times, gentlemen, to signify her arrival here. Then have her put in a holding cell for a week while I tend to her cuts. Then I’ll start training her.” She swept out with no further comment.


Patti’s legs were put down and she was pulled along until they hung off the end and the edge of the desk cut into her buttocks. 


“You first Dandy,” the man called Carpenter said. “Then me, and after that Yuri and Ivan can take turns till she can’t screw any more.”


Patti felt the welcome warmth of arousal spiral down from her nipples and earth itself deep in her stomach. The casual crudeness with which her body was being disposed of was comfortingly familiar. This was what she wanted, the attentions of dominant, harsh men. And as the man called Dandy freed an impressive erection from his trousers and took his place between her legs, Patti abandoned herself back into a life of submission. It was where she belonged after all. The first shove from Dandy found her moist and open and she groaned as he pushed into her to the hilt, then she wrapped her legs around him; determined to show she was worth her cost.









Chapter 9



 



Tara sat, her knees drawn up so that her breasts were squeezed against her thighs, her arms folded across her kneecaps. She had been betrayed again. She was at the summit of the pass and in the moonlight could survey the land ahead. The copper-haired woman had lied; there was no village, no road to a town. Ahead of her the land fell away in a series of gently undulating hills until it met the sea. She was on an island. She had turned in a full circle when she first reached the summit and everywhere she looked the sea surrounded her.


For the first few minutes after she had made this discovery, dismay, shock, bewilderment and rage had sent her thoughts into a hopeless whirl. But now she was beginning to think clearly again. There was no point in harbouring thoughts of revenge on the woman, she just had to deal with the reality of her present plight. And what it all boiled down to was that she loved being what she was; but as long as Conor Brien was her real owner, she didn’t want to be where she was. 


Time passed and the pre-dawn breeze began to play in her hair, teasing strands across her face and making her irritably flick them back. But slowly she began to see a way forwards. It would be a hard and painful road but it would solve her problem. Inevitably it would involve letting Carlo and her owners do their worst with her, she would be tested like never before. But there was no way round it and hadn’t she always enjoyed being tested, always sought out thrills, taken risks? And once she had been brought here she had discovered that it had all been a sublimation of her deepest desire; to be mastered, taken to the farthest limits of pain and pleasure and thrust willy-nilly into ever harder tests and challenges.


Tara stood up. All the self-doubt, shame and fury of the previous days had evaporated, she had a plan now. In the dark she grinned fiercely, Carlo would be leading the search for her by now, and island or no island, she would give him a run for his money. He would expect no less. She set off, running downhill towards the dawn of a new day.


In the grey light of early morning, she avoided two patrols of mounted guards by hiding behind the low scrub which was all the harsh landscape offered in the way of cover. But the ground was hard and she knew she was leaving little in the way of footprints. By the time the sun was fully up, she had reached the sea. It was as far as she could go, so she sat on some rocks and waited to be found. After an hour or so, she saw a horse trot round a headland away to her right and come towards her along the beach. She held her breath and hoped the rider wasn’t Conor or the man she had thought, until so recently, was her owner. She was in no doubt that she would have to face them sooner or later, but she would rather it was later. Her plan would need all her courage and resolution; maybe if it was Carlo who found her, his initial, inevitable punishment would prepare her for the worse ones which would surely come. Between gladiator and trainer there was a bond. A cruel one, but a very real one. 


Tara breathed out in relief as the figure on the horse came into focus; it was Carlo’s squat, muscular physique. She stood up and climbed down from where she had been sitting as he approached. He dismounted and they faced each other.


“Knew you’d make it this far, Blondie,” he said. “But I put the others to covering inland just in case.” He shook his head in puzzlement. “Why’d you do it? Why’d you let that bitch set you up? She got clean away and left you to take her punishment. You know as well as I do you love everything I do with you. And now you make me look bad. People will say, ‘That Carlo, he’s too soft on his slaves’ and I’m going to have to prove I’m not. That means I’m going to have to prove it on you, Blondie.” 


Tara nodded. She knew full well. And she couldn’t tell him the real reason why she had been so easy to set up. 


“Still, you’re one tough girl. That’s the good news. The bad news is you’re going to need to be!” He took a whip from the belt of his shorts and threw it to her. Even caught unawares, her reflexes were fast enough for her to catch it. Almost dispassionately she looked  at it. The lashes were thin, plaited leather and were knotted at intervals along each lash. This was going to hurt.


“Go and wash it in the sea. It’ll hurt more and when I lead you back, I want everyone to see that Carlo doesn’t go soft on slaves.”


She paddled out a little way and then squatted to carefully soak each lash in the warm seawater. When she returned to where he and the horse stood and returned the whip to him, she noticed he had hammered four stakes with clips attached, into the sand, and lying between them were her collar and restraints.


“Strip, put those on and then face down, Blondie, arms and legs spread out.”


It was a relief to shed the clothes, and unalloyed pleasure to feel hard leather at her wrists, ankles and neck again. When she was naked and prepared she knelt in front of him. Tara knew well enough that the prohibition on speaking didn’t prevent a slave from being perfectly eloquent with her mouth. She could see the straining bulge in Carlo’s shorts, a thorough flogging with a wetted and salted whip was something to look forward to, and she reached out, slid down the zip and freed his magnificent cock. Then in a combined gesture of repentance and acceptance of her coming punishment she leaned forward and kissed the gleaming dome of the helm. He even allowed her to take him fully into her mouth for a moment or two before he pushed her away.


“We got work to do,” he said simply.


She pressed herself down onto the warm sand, shifting her torso a little to dig a slight depression for her breasts then spread her arms and legs out towards the four stakes. She squinted up at Carlo as he bent to clip each limb to a stake. He had stripped himself and Tara’s already hammering heart accelerated a little more. When the flogging was over, surely he wouldn’t be able to resist taking her.


“This is going to be a long one, Blondie,” he said as he stood over her, and on the sand, Tara saw the shadow of the whip. “I’m going to take it to the blood.”


She bit her lip and tried to ready herself, but screamed at the first lash. The wet leathers smacked down onto her with stunning force. A raging blaze of stinging pain instantly scorched across her shoulders. Another one followed, on precisely the same place. She hadn’t finished her first scream and the second lash drove the remaining breath from her. She lay panting, waiting in terror for the next one. But Carlo gave her a cruel respite. He wanted her good and ready to appreciate every iota of agony.


Swish!


This time she heard the whip coming, just before the wet lashes landed with a damp Splat! Across the shoulders again. She raised her head and howled, pulling at the stakes which tethered her. 


Swish! 


Again the noise of the approaching starburst of pain. And again she writhed and screamed. Dimly she realised that although Carlo had punished her many times in the past, he must never until now, have used the full strength of which he was capable. It wasn’t just that the lashes were stiffened by the water, they were being used at full force.


Swish! Again that wicked hiss before the explosion.


Tara’s whole world shrank to just one thing as the lashes fell relentlessly. She was being beaten at full strength at last. In her pain-fogged brain she could envisage the naked man standing over the vulnerable form before him and leaning his total power into each lash. In her mind she pictured the way her body was jumping and twisting at its bonds as each impact registered. It was unbearably erotic to her. And slowly, slowly; even the intense agony of each stroke of this, the most testing flogging of her life, began to spiral her towards the void. The darkness which would be ripped apart by the most brain-splintering orgasms she had ever experienced.


When the first one hit, she was vaguely aware of humping her pelvis frantically against the sand and pulling at her wrist shackles while the whip continued to scald her middle back. After that she was given a rest and when her vision cleared she craned her head up and squinted over her shoulder, then collapsed again with a groan. Carlo was crouched at the shore and soaking the leathers again.


“You ready for more?” he said, when she felt his shadow fall across her. She nodded and gripped her hands into fists around the chains which held her.


Swish! 


Crack! Freshly soaked, the leathers bit in with renewed venom and Tara set off on another journey into the heart of tormented ecstasy. Burst after burst of pain flashed behind her eyelids as she writhed under her trainer’s merciless whip, until at last she climaxed again and shrieked till her throat hurt.


Again she was rested and again Carlo freshened up the whip. Then he set about her buttocks. The lashes seemed to bite right into the softer flesh there and she thought she might bleed instantly. The very thought of it sent her spiralling upwards again. But her voice failed her at the next climax and all that escaped her were hoarse croaks as the world inside her head dissolved. She was forced to two more orgasms before finally Carlo bent over her and freed her wrists.


“It’s done,” he said simply. “But you’ve got a lot more coming like that. Get used to it.”


As her head cleared, she realised that her entire back and bottom were on fire. It was as if she were still being beaten, in fact the pain was going deeper and deeper into her. The salt she realised, it was burning wherever the skin had split. 


“Get up onto your knees and forearms,” Carlo ordered from above her. Groaning at the fires which increased even more when she tried to move, she slowly obeyed. She rested the top of her head on the sand, looking down the length of her body between her wide spread thighs and sighed in relief. Carlo was kneeling behind her. At the heart of the furnace which was still engulfing her was an incessant ache, a yearning emptiness in her sex.


She watched as he reversed his grip on the whip and the handle was presented to her vulva. She wriggled her hips as she watched and felt it touch her lips, encouraging it to shoulder them apart and bring relief to her flooding vagina. Carlo pushed and she groaned in delight as she felt herself filled. He thrust until she was stuffed to the very neck of her womb and then he moved it in and out until she was pushing back urgently and rotating her hips. Then he let it go and instead gripped his straining erection and shuffling closer to her began to push at her anus. Impatiently she humped her back, trying to get the best angle for him and soon he was tightly encased in her back passage and her septum was being exquisitely manipulated by the shafts inside her.


“Reach down and fuck with the whip,” he told her, his voice thick with excitement. Aware of what a picture of abject, passionate and thoroughly flogged slavery she was presenting, Tara rammed the whip into herself while Carlo shoved even deeper into her tighter passage and in a few seconds she was locked into the final convulsions which presaged a climax so complete that she passed out even as Carlo pumped himself into her with a roar of pleasure.









Chapter 10



 



Carlo led her back with her wrists tied to his saddle and left her at one of the whipping posts on the training ground for the afternoon. He wanted the others to see the state of her back. In the evening she was taken to the main house and put in a windowless cell and restrained by an old but effective method. One leather anklet was removed and replaced by a steel one with crimped rivets fastening it. From this a chain led to a huge iron ball that she could only just lift if she needed to use the bucket in one corner, which served as her toilet. She remained there for some time but was quite unable to tell how long as there was no daylight whatever. The German woman who kept all the fighting slaves shaved brought her food and rubbed ointment into her lacerations while she lay face down on her narrow pallet. As she did so she grumbled that it was a waste of her time because she was certain to have to do it all over again in the coming days. Tara was not really too concerned, it was what she had expected and now that she had weathered Carlo’s initial wrath she felt she could face Conor himself - but she still couldn’t bear to acknowledge him as her owner and continued to think of Mark Cavanagh in that capacity.


The darkness was complete, only a small hatch in her door admitted any light at all, and that was only from a weak bulb in the corridor outside. She had had no idea that the main house had these cellars, but she supposed they must have once been wine cellars. The total absence of natural light meant that when Conor visited her, she had no way of knowing if she had been there a week or a month.


In the casually arrogant manner which had so attracted her to him originally, he marched in once a guard had unlocked the door and slammed it to behind him. She had been asleep but he made no allowance for that.


“You stupid slut!” he shouted as she sat up, dazed and tousled. “We gave you the chance to be what you really wanted to be and you threw it back in our faces, you ungrateful bitch!”


Even if Tara had been allowed to speak she doubted she could have found the words to counter that opening broadside.


“I’m not staying to see you punished, I’ve got work to do and anyway I’d be likely to flay you alive given half the chance!” he went on. Tara couldn’t repress a shudder at the thought of how close she might have been to facing this man’s full retribution, but she felt relief as well that he was going.


“Mark and Carlo think you can still be used after you’ve been punished, but I’ll leave that to them........hmm.” For the first and only time, Tara saw him look doubtful and she held her breath for a moment. Everything hinged on the next few seconds. “Ah well. They know what they’re doing.”


Tara had to fight to prevent herself showing her relief. She desperately needed to restore the other two men’s confidence in her if she was to achieve what she wanted. And with Conor out of the way, she was sure she would endure whatever they put her through.


After he left there was another period of time measured only by several meals being brought for her and then Carlo came.


“We’re going to show what you really are, you silly bitch! And by the time we’ve finished you won’t want to run away again. Believe me. Then we can get back to giving the punters a good show in the arena. That’s what you’re for, Blondie.”


Tara had no idea what he was talking about but was quite sure it would be harsh beyond her ability to imagine. There was another period of waiting before the door was flung open again and this time she was told to pick up her ball and follow the guard. Blinking she emerged into the lit corridor and followed him to a room further along. It was not much bigger than her own cell but it had a shower, soap and towels. Tara revelled in the cascading warm water as it rinsed the soap and the filth of her long imprisonment from her. The guard lounged against one wall and watched appreciatively. She was not in the least surprised when, once she had towelled herself dry, he took her up against the same wall. As he said himself while he thrust up into her and she wrapped her legs tightly around his hips.


“A clean cunt’s always a better fuck.”


He even allowed her to wipe herself afterwards so she could face what was coming relatively well kempt. Once again she had to struggle to lift the iron ball and trudge after him as he led her back along the corridor, past her cell and into the room at the end.


The guard opened the door, stood back and waved her through. Tara stopped in her tracks. The room was a veritable temple to the dark arts of sexual torment. In neat rows hung every whip, cane, crop, flogger or paddle a girl could conceive of having used on her. There were shelves full of dildos and vibrators ranging from dainty little clit ticklers to monstrous shafts with the diameter of a man’s fist. Chains hung in shining curtains with clips on the ends and below them were ranged C clamps, spring-loaded clamps and some which Tara had never encountered before. There were speculums and dilators, gags, hoods, tubes and dishes all stored with a neatness that was terrifying in itself. It spoke of a deliberate and methodical approach to delivering pain to a slave, building it slowly and carefully, watching and enjoying every flinch and cry from the naked woman bound on whichever frame or bench took the Master’s fancy. And there were plenty to choose from, Tara noted as her wide-eyed gaze came to rest on the man who stood waiting for her. He was a tall, dark man dressed in tight leather trousers but that was all, apart from leather bracelets at his wrists. His torso was lean and muscular, she noted appreciatively and his face thin and intense, his eyes a startling green which gave him an almost feline appearance.


“Carlo’s too busy to give you all you need,” he said in a soft voiced American accent. “So he hired me in. I guess he’ll look in from time to time and he’ll read my reports and contribute to the schedules I’ll work out. Now over to that bench and lie back, I want to see what I’m working with here.”	


He gestured to a black, leather-covered couch with stirrups at one end and chains attached to its steel legs. Forcing herself to remain calm, Tara did as she was told, even raising and spreading her legs to rest her calves in the stirrups without having to be told. Her ankle restraints were clipped to them to immobilise her and her arms were raised and her wrists were clipped to a bar which hung from the ceiling above her head. Immediately the man, who she would come to know only as ‘Doc’, the name the guards used, bent to examine her sex. She was hardly surprised by that, but what did take her aback was the small tape recorder he took out of a pocket and placed by her hip. As she felt his fingers begin to explore her, he spoke to the machine as he spread her lips and peered at her.


“The subject has a really good, almost a classic cunt. The outer lips are well shaped and plump, the inner ones are tidy in an unaroused state - we’ll see how they go when she’s achieving orgasm. The clitoral hood is well formed and also neat, ideal for piercing either temporarily or permanently.”


Tara gave an involuntary start as she felt his fingers start to swirl around and rub at the clitoris itself and almost immediately she felt it begin to throb and harden; excitement overcoming fear with no difficulty.


“The clitoris is very sensitive and erects quickly to quite unusual proportions. Again, ideal for piercing.”


For several seconds he continued to stroke her there, until she was gasping and gripping the chains over her wrists, then he put what she guessed were two of his fingers inside her and began to flex them, twisting and clenching them, rubbing against her vaginal walls. She put her head back and began rolling her hips helplessly, nearly crying out in frustration when he withdrew them and held them up for inspection.


“The subject is easily stimulated and discharges in good quantities,” he concluded and then moved on to inspect her backside. He gripped his fingers hard in her buttock flesh and concluded she was, “well padded over just about the right amount of sinew.”


Then he lubricated his right hand and inserted first one finger and then three into her anus. Tara grunted at the abrupt intrusion and the speed with which he increased the number of fingers. Again he screwed his hand round inside her and she felt her septum squeezed against her front vaginal wall on several occasions and struggled to get her own hands free so she could plunge her own hand into her sex and bring herself off. But she was distracted as she felt him briefly withdraw a little and then clench his fingers and thumb together before thrusting his whole hand up her. It had been quite a long time since anyone had fisted her there, she was well accustomed to the butt plugs she wore for racing but this was far more testing. She writhed and moaned as he again twisted his hand inside her, half fighting the pain, half trying to maximise the pleasure. He didn’t stay in her long enough to allow her body to settle the issue by coming, however. Instead her wrenched himself free and voiced his conclusions.


“Subject’s ass is fine. Well experienced and easily stretched but closes quite quickly which shows there is still good tone in the sphincters. Suggest a dilator and hot wax in there a few sessions down the road.”


He went to wash his hand and Tara whimpered at the implications of what he had said. The guard who had brought her grinned at the Doc. “Then bugger her, eh Doc?”


“For sure. That’s what she’s here for.”


The two men hauled her upright and then attached her wrists to chains hanging from another bar, keeping her arms well apart and nearly at full stretch. The examination went on.


“Thighs are probably the best I’ve ever seen on a slave, strong enough to keep her upright under as much whip as anyone wants to give her. Stomach likewise strong; breasts.....?” he gripped her nipples and twisted them hard enough to make her squeal, then pulled until she squealed again. He released them and gripped the mounds themselves, letting the soft flesh spill out between his fingers as he squeezed. “Again, I’d say they can take whatever anyone wants to dish out. Arms and shoulders exceptionally well shaped, back good and broad, ass just about perfect. 


“In conclusion; the subject is ideally suited for treatment of the severest kind. First session will test her skin’s reaction to whipping and subject will not be hooded for this.”


In what was to become a familiar pattern, Tara was taken to the edge of exhaustion and beyond. It wasn’t that any one beating was worse than anything she had experienced so far, it was just that they used every single implement over what seemed like every square inch of her skin. It was almost made worse by the fact that they seemed quite keen that she orgasm as and when the piercing thorns of pain attained that sweetness that Tara now knew so well. No sooner was she hanging limply and panting in the wake of one excruciating climax than the Doc’s fingers were inside her and his calm voice was assessing the quality and quantity of her discharge. 


“The subject’s inner lips engorge quite eagerly under a crotch whipping and stand quite proud. She discharges satisfactorily in orgasm. The secretion is very thick and copious. By the end of the treatment, I expect the cunt to be achieving full female ejaculation, which will make the slave extremely valuable.” 


And once his assessment of her outpourings was completed then he went back to work; sometimes working over the area he had just been attending to but with a different implement and sometimes choosing a different area but keeping to the same implement. Each slow ascent to orgasm was followed by the same detailed, impassive assessment and when eventually she was taken down she collapsed and had to be carried back to her cell.


From then onwards her treatment resolved itself into a pattern which she assumed the Doc cooked up with Carlo, who did attend many of the sessions she was subjected to and took her several times.


She would be allowed to sleep but in her permanently dark world, Tara had no way of knowing for how long. Sometimes she was sure that they had only left her for a couple of hours and she would limp and shuffle along the corridor almost comatose with exhaustion and it would take a fairly serious flogging before her head cleared and the session could proceed. At other times it felt as though they left her for days. She was pretty sure that they were keeping her disorientated, so that she would never know when the next bout of pain would send her screaming into the slave’s vortex of agonised pleasure. But strangely enough they encouraged her in that, one of her greatest fears had been that, as punishment, she would be forbidden orgasms - on pain of some even more hideous fate. In fact, as time went on, more and more of the sessions finished with her laid out on one of the benches, being mercilessly shafted by one or other of the guards, who were always in attendance. What was done to her in each session she became increasingly unsure about, they blurred into one long succession of technicolour scenes in which, when she wasn’t hooded, she watched in fascinated horror as her breasts were pierced with longer needles than she had ever encountered and she felt the unearthly sensation of steel sliding through her flesh until it emerged the other side of her breast with another sharp detonation of localised pain. They were bound with ropes and plastic straps, the nipples clamped and pierced, then they were beaten and finally she was suspended by them, screaming as ever in demented fear and demonic excitement. 


She would crane her head down and watch when she was allowed to sit up, as her vulva was worked on. Usually she was put on the stirrup bench for those parts of the sessions and could just about see as the Doc’s horribly competent hands peeled her labia apart and proceeded to thread short needles through them, sometimes the needles were weighted so when she stood for her next flogging, her lips would be wrenched down and she would orgasm all the faster. 


During those sessions for which she was kept hooded, the sensations were intense beyond anything she had experienced. Ears and eyes completely stopped, she could only wait for the next mind-jarring impact of the whip, or the subtle tightening of ropes, or the sudden sting of a needle. At the end of one of those sessions she was bent over a bench, butt plugged and taken by three men as far as she could make out. She had had a thorough flogging whilst being ankle suspended and her vulva was throbbing with need and the residual pain of the whip. As she hit her climax with the third man, lights detonating within the blackness of the hood, she felt her vagina spasm with unusual violence. It seemed to clamp around the cock with a strength she had never known before and inside her there seemed to be extra eruptions and it felt as though half her insides had melted and were pouring down into her vagina. She reared against her bindings as the power of the climax ripped through her and she repeatedly locked into rigidity as wave after wave of moist heat flooded her loins while her sex milked the cock inside it with a mind of its own. 


She was sure she had actually ejaculated. In the next session it was confirmed when she was given a vibrator after electricity, fed through terminals connected to needles in her breasts and sex, had had her bucking and thrashing on the bench. Again she felt herself lock with almost frightening power around the buzzing shaft, and when the Doc pulled it free, he commented on the thick rivulet of discharge which oozed from between her swollen lips. He took some on his fingers and let her lick them.


Even after those sessions at the end of which she was taken repeatedly, she would masturbate in her cell and gradually she began to understand what was being done to her. They were giving her true nature total freedom. By keeping her utterly isolated and in the dark, she was being made to focus entirely on sex, pain and pleasure. She now existed only to stumble down the corridor to discover more ways in which the female slave could be made to experience whatever her masters wanted her to, to stumble back to the shower and then her cell. And always she craved more, she couldn’t sleep until she had had one more of these awesome new climaxes she was capable of. Sometimes the German woman attended her if her breasts needed attention, or her labia, and she would call her a whore, a pain addicted bitch on heat, a slut who would open her legs for any man and Tara didn’t mind in the slightest. It was true, and inexorably her mind began to take a back seat while her body ruled her life. Now when she was summoned to the dungeon, she stumbled along, holding her iron ball, in front of the guard. Once there she would obediently bend over when told to, get herself into position on the bench when told to, fetch the next whip, collect the necessary chains, clips, clamps or tongs. Whatever was needed for the next stage of her treatment she would willingly bring and lay out for the Doc. Her particular favourite was to stroke her own nipples into full erection while he held two pairs of open ended tongs, and once they were primed to full hardness, she would cup the breasts herself while he placed the steel rings on either side of each nipple then squeeze them together and twist both sets. She even forgot whether she was doing all of this just for the sake of her plan or because she just couldn’t help herself. And eventually she began to forget what her plan had ever been. She began to sink into a protective miasma in which she only existed to orgasm through suffering. The relentless hammering in of the lesson was achieving its goal, and the session which had literally involved a hammer as well as nails was one she would never forget. 









Chapter 11



 



Carlo came for her in her cell eventually and took her to one of the cells on the ground floor for her eyes to acclimatise.  The cell had a high window in the outside wall and she was left to sit on the bed and wait while her eyes slowly recovered. Carlo came back and hacked the rivets off the wretched iron ball so that she could walk freely at long last. Then he took her. She was made to bend over the bed, take her weight on her hands and spread her legs. He made no attempt to test her lubrication with his fingers, he just plunged his cock straight in. Simply being ordered to bend over had fired her up enough so that he slid in effortlessly and was immediately into a rhythm which had her being knocked forwards as he plundered her to the hilt and he reached under her to sink his fingers deeply into the flesh of her wildly swinging breasts.


“You know what you are now, don’t you Blondie? You’re a complete slave, addicted to pleasure and pain,” he said from behind her.


She was beginning the long climb to a blinding climax and could only moan and grind her hips against him in response, he urged her on to grip him even tighter by smacking her rump as she felt the warm pulsing and the strange draining feeling while her vagina spasmed and clamped around his still ramming shaft. She was nearly spent herself by the time she heard him gasp and felt his familiar hot gouts of sperm jet out of him and fill her so wonderfully. As usual he pulled himself free unceremoniously and she pitched forwards onto the bed, lying curled up and gasping in the wake of her orgasm. 


Mark Cavanagh was lounging in the day room as she was brought before him, wrists clipped together behind her back. Carlo stood behind him; in front of him one of the household slaves knelt, her own hands pinned behind her back, while she licked slowly up and down the shaft of his erect cock. The girl bore tell tale signs of a recent beating to her back and buttocks and was clearly under strict instructions to simply lick her master, not suck him. He had business to conclude first.


“So, you think the silly bitch has learned her lessons well and is ready to move on, Carlo?”


“I think she is, Boss.”


Tara, in the grip of her newfound torpor, stared at the ground, indifferent to the discussion.


“We’ve got two weeks before the next show. Get her back into training and we’ll make her the star of the first day in the arena.” 	


At the mere mention of the arena, Tara’s heart began pounding.


“We’ll have her flogged for the crowd,” Cavanagh went on. “Have a good platform built for a post and frame and she can take four hundred lashes.”


Suddenly time itself seemed to stop. Everything went still and silent. Even Tara was roused as the import of his words sank in, she dared look up and saw that even the household slave had stopped her work and was staring at Cavanagh aghast. 


“Have them delivered in four batches of a hundred. It’ll make good entertainment in between fights,” he went on, ignoring the effect his words had had.


“Sure, Boss,” Carlo agreed calmly, and Tara couldn’t help glancing up at him too. He was ready for it and met her eyes. “She’s plenty tough enough,” he said. “Orgasms permitted?”


“Yeah,” Cavanagh stretched out luxuriously and clicked his fingers for the slave to start work again. “Let her howl all she likes. The crowd’ll love it. And then she can have her tongue pierced.”


Tara’s heart pounded even harder. She was going to be a solo gladiator! All she had to do was take this awesome punishment. All the weeks in the dungeon with the Doc had just been a preparation for the real thing – and if she could handle it well she would be forgiven.


She was taken back to her stall and revelled in the surroundings, the straw, the smell of leather and polish, the sound of the three solo fighters getting their daily beating from Carlo after training, Tara had no trouble falling asleep that night. Word seemed to have spread fast and the grooms had handled with her a kind of awe. But that was none of her concern any more. She was a devoted slave. If her masters wanted her to be publicly flogged to the blood; that was their business not hers.

 

After her long imprisonment, it took over a week of gruelling training before she was anywhere like being back to her full fitness but even so, she never lost a bout with any of the other slaves and by the time the arena was once again in full readiness, so was she.


The night before the show was due to start all the slaves were paraded as usual in their


metal accoutrements. Each stable now boasted a squad of forty eight girls plus three solo fighters and the training ground was a superb sight as over a hundred slaves were displayed, examined and discussed. Tara heard Carlo say that now they were up to full strength, new and even more testing events would be added because there was a ready market to sell any exhausted slaves into and a seemingly unending supply of new submissives to take their places. During the previous week Tara had witnessed a duel between Jet and El Tigre as to who would take over the captaincy of the squad once Tara moved on, El Tigre had won convincingly and Carlo had had to step in to prevent Jet taking any further punishment from the gypsy girl’s whip. Of course the fact that Tara was to take no part in any combats during this show had meant that the squad was one member down, but as that meant forty seven were taking on forty eight, it wasn’t deemed important.


 Tara had trouble getting to sleep that night, she squirmed on her bed of straw for hours while she squeezed and rubbed her thighs together in a vain attempt to assuage the arousal she felt as she envisaged her coming ordeal in front of the crowds, avidly watching her from around the arena. She and she alone would be featured on all the video screens so no one would miss a second of her prolonged flogging or one flinch, twist or scream of her reaction to it. To add to her problems, the sounds of helicopters and light aircraft ferrying in the late arrivals, disturbed the evening and night air. Fortunately her own groom took a last look round the stable before going to her own bed and saw how restless she was. She clucked her tongue sympathetically and went to fetch something. She returned with a large dildo.


“Come on, let’s get you sorted, Blondie. Can’t have you falling asleep at the whipping post can we? Spread those legs nice and wide.”


Gratefully Tara did as she was told, the rubber shaft slipped easily up into her roiling depths and the girl set about giving her a much needed shafting.


She was only given a light breakfast and then her groom spent a long time brushing her hair into its golden best before clipping her wrists behind her back, attaching a chain to the restraints and feeding it forward, between her legs before handing it to Carlo. He led her out of the stableyard and towards the looming bulk of the arena. Tara could hear the noise of the spectators as she was led into the stone passage which ran between the dressing rooms. Here Carlo tied her chain round a steel loop and left her for a while. All round her she could hear the sounds of feverish activity as the two sets of guards got their charges ready for the first events. She leant against the cool stone and tried to calm her racing heart. She was scared. She knew that by the time this day ended she would have experienced pain beyond anything she had yet endured; but still the cruelty about to be inflicted on her excited her. It was almost as if she was part of the crowd, and would watch her own suffering with nothing but the same excitement they were feeling.


She fixed her eyes on the archway leading out into the bright, sunlit arena and waited for it to begin.


The announcer’s voice suddenly boomed out over the PA and hushed the crowd.


“Ladies and Gentlemen, today we have a very special treat for you! One of our gladiators took it into her head that she didn’t want to entertain you any more and ran away!” There was a chorus of derisive yells before the voice continued. “And so she’s going to be punished right in front of you, and of course provide us with extra special entertainment!...”


Tara listened as the crowd exploded with delight when the announcer detailed the extent of her coming punishment. She felt no resentment, only that same strange empathy with them. Then suddenly Carlo was beside her and a cameraman was at his shoulder. The crowd noise redoubled and Tara realised that she was on all the video screens. As he released her chain, Carlo leant close to her.


“We’ll give them the best show they ever had, eh Blondie?” he whispered as he took up the slack and led her out into the arena.









Chapter 12



 



From his seat in the terraces, John Carpenter gazed down in awe at the figure which emerged from the tunnel. Even without the loving close-ups the cameras were giving the girl on the huge video screens, he could see what a truly magnificent creature she was. Even on the end of a chain and being led towards a platform on which she was to receive an almost medieval punishment, she held herself proudly erect. Her shoulders were back and her heavy but high breasts shook and swung delightfully with each step she took. She was exceptionally tall and so the broad swell of her hips was entirely in proportion. Her thighs were long and powerful, John noted from one screen how they swelled forwards from her hips. From the corner of his eye he noted that Madame Stalevsky was nodding approvingly.


“A beautiful specimen.” She had to lean close to him to make herself heard above the noise around them.


“And if they’ve got another fifty like that - and the opposition as well, not to mention the other stables.......it’s no wonder we can’t get any good stock!”


Despite his promise to keep them informed about where sales were taking place, Ali had not really come up with any good information. John had attended a few that he had told him about but it was obvious from the poor quality of the merchandise that Conor and the other stables’ buyers were still getting in further up the line. But Conor was telling no one - not even Mark Cavanagh it seemed -  exactly where he was buying. Eventually John had decided that if the arenas were going to pose such a direct threat to The Lodge, it was time he got to know his enemy. He had subjected Patti Campbell to an agreeably hard session at the end of which she told him all he needed to know and then he had parted with a small fortune for three seats in this arena, apart from himself and Madame he brought his wife, Caroline. She had served as one of the original Housegirls at The Lodge and John had had a feeling he would need some relief during the show. 


Despite himself he was impressed. There was obviously a colossal amount of capital tied up in these projects and he couldn’t help but admire the sheer scale of the whole thing. The arena was just big enough to engender a fevered atmosphere but not so big that the spectators were too far removed from the action. The previous evening he and Madame had inspected the squads and apart from admiring the quality of the slaves they had both noted that among the admirers there were heads of state and heads of multi-nationals. Even compared to The Lodge’s exalted membership, it was rarefied company.


He had also found himself deeply aroused at the thought of all the magnificent girlflesh on view, fighting and competing purely for his entertainment. But even he, an experienced flagellator, had been shocked at the sentence handed out to this magnificent blonde creature who was now mounting the steps of the platform to face the whipping post.


“Four hundred! Can she take it?” he asked Madame as the girl’s arms were raised and her restraints clipped to the post.


“Women are a lot tougher than even you think,” Madame replied with a mysterious little smile at Caroline, who smiled back.


John suddenly realised why Madame’s training dungeons back at The Lodge were off limits even to him - and why, when they emerged, the girls were so breathtakingly submissive and compliant. He settled back and returned his attention to the scene unfolding in the arena.

 

Tara rested one cheek against the wood of the post and braced herself for a prolonged thrashing to her back. Nothing she hadn’t had before, but it would only be one quarter of her ration this time. Carlo wasn’t ready to start just yet however. He produced two nipple clamps with a short chain joining them and held them aloft. The crowd responded gleefully.


“Ah! Let’s see what our chief trainer’s got in mind!” the announcer said.


Tara knew instantly.


Carlo clamped her left nipple first, fear having worked its usual magic on her and made it stand out hard and rubbery. She winced as the teeth bit and again the crowd roared as one camera caught her grimace. Then he pulled the chain tight around the post and settled the other clamp on her right nipple. The chain was deliberately short and the clamps pulled cruelly at her nipples. It also meant that as she squirmed and writhed under the lash, she would make the pull even worse.


Taking his time, Carlo next piled her hair forward of her shoulders, stroking her almost as a lover might, teasing her, making her wait, settling the tresses carefully down over her breasts. Then he stood back and took up the long thin whip he always used for extended punishments and swished it through the air a couple of times. The arena fell silent.


Ssshwack!


The noise of the lash landing was almost drowned by the explosion of cheering as the show got under way at long last. Tara jerked involuntarily as the first line of fire was laid across her shoulders and immediately the pain in her nipples intensified. She tried desperately to hold herself steady as Carlo got down to work. But inevitably as the crowd roared and the lash continued to lace her with narrow tracks of scalding heat she eventually threw her head back and yelled, not caring about the pain in her breasts, acknowledging only that she was going to orgasm. Carlo stopped once she locked rigid and her hips began to hump against the post while bright shards of piercing ecstasy shattered her mind. Then, before he started again he pushed his fingers up into her as she shook in the aftermath and worked them inside her until she was arching her ravaged back, sticking her bottom out and begging for him to take her. He obliged and the crowd roared him on as he stoked her to another draining, spasming climax. And then he went back to whipping her.


She came again but this time he didn’t stop and her gyrations at the post became almost hysterical as the climax ripped through her. And then suddenly, it was over. Tara was hanging from her restraints, her legs shaking helplessly. She opened her eyes and looked up at the screens. On one screen she was actually looking at her own face, tear soaked and dishevelled, mouth open and panting. On another she could see her back. Carlo had done his usual professional job. From shoulders to waist it was laced with criss crossing webs of thin red lines, but no skin had been broken and her buttocks and thighs were untouched. That was for later, she realised. Behind her Carlo strutted and acknowledged the applause, waving and bowing. 


When her legs could support her she was led down and back to the tunnel. The racing chariots were assembling with their frisking teams of tacked-up girls, fidgeting and fretting as their plugs and dildos, studded tit straps and their trainers’ special ointments worked on them. Then she was back in the blessed cool and allowed to sink down to her knees. Carlo gave her some water and then left her to recover. She pressed her back gently against the cool stone and closed her eyes as the races got under way. So far so good, she reflected. Carlo was probably going to whip her breasts and stomach next, then buttocks and thighs after that. But the last session was going to be a real firework display, she thought. It would have to involve a pussy whipping. She shifted a little and managed to get a different part of her back against the stone, then settled down contentedly to wait.


She watched the exhausted chariot racers led back in and then saw one of her stablemates led out to fight with one of the studded whips which had now been adopted. The only concession had been a slightly broader leather corset, leather shin guards and headguards which looked like fencers’ masks. She was able to see most of the contest and groaned with frustration as she saw her team mate make a fatal error. The two had stood toe to toe and traded lashes which had scored their backs, shoulders and breasts - neither one giving ground and shrugging off the impacts as the crowd, now thoroughly aroused by the blood which was being drawn, urged them on to greater efforts. But suddenly the girl from the opposing, green arm-banded team, feigned injury and made the home team’s girl think she had an opening; she ducked low and swung in a lash to her opponent’s thighs. With a studded whip that usually brought a girl down, but this time the girl danced back just enough to avoid the lash. Off balance, Tara’s team mate stumbled forward and the greens’ girl was able to land a wicked strike vertically down her back, which landed between her buttocks. And as her legs were splayed for balance it buried itself between them, Tara winced at the thought of the stinging whip biting into sexflesh. There was a shrill wail as the girl went down and then it was just a matter of time. The greens’ girl could choose her target as the home team girl writhed in the dust and struggled to get up again. She made it but bore the traces of the whip by the time she did. Her shield arm was down and it took only two scything lashes across her chest before she was down again and Carlo stepped in. 


It had been a good enough contest and the crowd were content to give the thumbs up to a tariff of ten further lashes for the loser and then Tara was on again.


The whipping post had been altered.


From its top now protruded a thick beam which stretched horizontally out some four or five feet. Chains hung from it half way along its length.


Once she was standing under the beam, Carlo released her wrists and attached them to the chains. She could still touch the ground if she stood on tiptoe but her breasts were pulled up and formed smooth mounds on her ribs. She knew from long experience that this was the best position for them to be lashed in, as they rippled pleasingly but didn’t swing or bounce too distractingly for the flogger or the onlooker.


“It looks like he’s going to whip her tits this time!” the announcer said. “But he’s leaving her a choice. As he whips her she can turn and take it on her back or sides again or just stand there and take it on the tits! Let’s see what she does, take it away Carlo!”


Carlo waved and did just that. Tara was taken by surprise and as the lash slammed home across the upper slopes of her breasts and the tip snapped at her right underarm, she instinctively hollowed her chest away from it and then half turned away from Carlo, lifting her left leg as if to ward off the next strike. But that strike was delivered backhandedly and came at her from behind. She shrieked as it cracked across her already flayed shoulders, arched again and twisted back to face him. Carlo grinned at her, knowing he had taught her how this session was going to go. She flicked her hair back and wiped some sweat off her face on one raised arm, then faced him again. She was ready this time and took the full impact across her chest without twisting. Carlo was standing a little off to her left at just the right distance to make the whip bite with its full venom as it struck. But grimly Tara held on for lash after lash, absorbing the flashes of stinging agony which exploded in her breasts, knowing it was far preferable to having her back or sides worked over again. Carlo knew it too and continued to work on her breasts, cutting in little flicks to the undersides then putting his full weight behind a downward swipe, snaking the lash achingly close to her nipples and once or twice hitting the throbbing little peaks themselves, secure in the knowledge that she would hold her breasts steady for him for as long as she could. It made for a good show. But Tara knew she was heading for another orgasm and once it hit she would spin and howl and lose all control, then her back would feel the lash again and that would drive her to even wilder convulsions. Carlo played with her until she heard the crowd’s count reach twenty five and then he aimed for the nipples quite deliberately. One....two......three....bitter lashes snapped across them. Tara bit her lip and desperately fended off the approaching crisis for as long as she could but at last she had to surrender to the blinding storm of tormented ecstasy which blew through her entire body, making her fling her head back and yell, her belly contract and her legs lift as she tried to rub her thighs together. Helplessly she twisted and jerked at the end of her rope and the whip caught her back once more. Orgasms raged through her again and again until, with his usual perfect judging of a slave’s condition, Carlo stopped and let her catch her breath. 


Dimly she heard the announcer discuss the state of her body and involve the crowd in trying to estimate how many times she had come. It was wonderfully, erotically humiliating and she and Carlo exchanged glances of perfect understanding before he started in again. This time he worked down her stomach and thighs to take up some more of her allotted ration before he returned to her chest and made her perform her dance once more.


She managed to walk off again but groaned as she sank down against the wall and this time pressed her burning front against the cool stones. She was half way through.

 

John kept his wife busy as the day progressed. He watched the various contests unfold on the sand and as enthusiastically as any of the other spectators gave the thumbs down to any slave he didn’t think had given her all. He kept Caroline kneeling between his spread thighs and pressed her face down onto his cock whenever he felt the need to ejaculate. Both he and Madame were most impressed by the log pulling. It was a brutally pointless exercise but one which demanded fine judgement on the part of the guards. Two pairs of the slaves who were obviously selected from the finest specimens each stable possessed were matched against each other, each pair had their arms raised and spread out along the length of a single pole which ran across their shoulders and through the rings on the backs of their collars. Their wrists were strapped to it and from the centre of it a long chain ran back and was wrapped around the middle of a heavy log. The object was very simple; the two teams raced to be the first to drag their log the length of the arena. They raced the best of three and an extra, smaller log was added each time.


The slaves looked to be pretty evenly matched, but the guards were evidently given a free hand as to how best to spur their charges on. John and Madame conversed professionally as they watched while the green team’s slaves were butt plugged, the plugs having been dipped into a bucket of what the announcer said was a secretly formulated mixture of spices designed to get a girl prancing and desperate to have the plug removed. The blue team were similarly prepared but their guards preferred to stuff the slaves vaginally rather than anally. Both teams’ plugs were held in place by thongs. The greens had studded ones but the blues had smooth ones and while the greens’ guards carried long stock whips the blues relied on short multi-bladed floggers.


John was of the opinion that the greens would win, the slaves would be driven mercilessly by their harness and those whips. But Madame was not so sure and wagered on the blues. They shook hands on the bet and John let her borrow Caroline, who ducked under Madame’s customary, full-cut, knee length skirt and got to work.


The blues’ chief trainer fired a starting pistol and the two teams leaned forwards and began to strain against their loads while their guards plied the whips over their exposed and sweat-shiny backs. Most of the spectators were on their feet, cheering on their fancied team as the slaves’ feet struggled for purchase and then slowly began to drag the logs forwards. With agonising slowness and under constant whipping the teams began to edge along the arena and then pick up pace as the inertia of the logs was overcome. For the first few yards the teams were level but then the blues’ guards switched the whips from their slaves’ backs to their straining thighs, the blades snapping between them at the soft skin on the insides. Immediately the slaves seemed to get a second wind and opened up a lead which saw them take the first race.


While the second logs were being added and the chains wrapped round them as well, John observed that again the guards adopted different strategies in dealing with their charges. The green team watered theirs, made them kneel and allowed them to fellate them. On the screens the cameras captured the eagerness with which the whip-stimulated and butt plug-tormented slaves worked on their masters’ shafts. But they weren’t allowed to drink down the men’s sperm. Instead the guards pulled their heads back and showered their faces. On the other hand the blues’ guards pulled out their slaves’ dildos and gave them a good shafting as they bent over under their pole. And from the close-ups on the screens, it was plain that they were allowed to come and the men allowed themselves to ejaculate fully inside their bodies.


“That’s why my money’s safe,” Madame said as Caroline extricated herself from her skirt and resumed her position in front of her master. “A slave is still female. She exists to please her master or masters but if she is allowed some pleasure herself, she will give everything out of gratitude. The greens will try hard and hope to get fucked but the blues know they will. Also the blues’ whips are better for getting at the female parts while not doing too much damage before the other events. Their trainer knows his business well.”


John resigned himself to losing his money. Madame was never wrong when it came to slaves. He should never have bet against her and decided that Caroline would pay the price later.


Nevertheless he was on his feet and cheering the greens on as the two teams sweated and fought their loads for another length of the arena. The cracking of the whips on the naked females, now pouring sweat and showing delightful networks of weals as they struggled on was almost drowned out by the crowd. It was a close call but John felt slightly more cheerful; the greens won by a few inches, Madame just smiled and reminded him that there was a show to be put on and if the blues had won there wouldn’t have been a third race. During the second rest, while the third and smallest log was added, the greens’ slaves were once more teased while the blues were allowed to fellate and swallow. When the starting pistol sounded for the third time, the slaves had to plant their feet wide apart to try and get their loads moving and here the difference in the whips really told. The blues’ guards delivered volleys of lashes right between the spread thighs as they strained - every sinew standing out in clear relief. Immediately the slaves redoubled their efforts and slowly began to drag their logs towards the finishing line. The greens’ guards couldn’t use the stock whips with such accuracy and their slaves took yet more punishment to their backs and buttocks, they were clearly weakened rather than stimulated and the blues began to forge ahead. 


Every person in the crowd jumped to their feet, even Madame, John noticed, and the noise became thunderous as the two teams made their slow and painful way along the arena. But once the blue team was moving, the guards shifted their targets again, now they moved to stand in front of the sweating and straining slaves and walking backwards, flicked their whips across the swinging breasts, stinging and stimulating the already erect nipples. The cameras missed nothing; on two screens were giant images of the green slaves’ backs getting more and more striped and cut, while on the other two were close-ups of two pairs of breasts being skilfully worked on by real experts who were tormenting and exciting their slaves, holding out the promise of satisfaction in return for one supreme effort. And they got it. The blues made it over the line a clear six feet in front of the greens.


The announcer told everyone that lunch was being served once the losers’ tally had been set at twenty lashes and the blue team’s slaves were still getting their well-earned shafting from their guards.


To the sound of yet more whip play, cries and groans, the crowd made its way out of the arena. John Carpenter was certain of one thing as he followed Madame out; he had to become part of this. It was the best morning’s entertainment he had ever had and there was still a day and a half to go. 


The buffet lunch was served on the lawns between the guest wings of the house and again John was amazed at the sheer scale of the operation, the catering alone must have cost a fortune. Virtually every woman was dishevelled and flushed and their men were sharing them around companionably as they discussed the morning’s events and what the afternoon held in store. John himself gave Caroline to an elderly gentleman and watched distractedly as he backed her up against a wall and began feeling her up, lifting her skirt up her long, slender thighs and helping himself to the moist softness between them. She was well trained and gave him as good a ride as she could but John’s thoughts kept turning to how - if he couldn’t beat the arenas, he could join them. It wasn’t just that he wanted to be part of them, he realised that shows like this one would exhaust slaves pretty quickly, they would be sold on and more new ones would be purchased, making life increasingly difficult for The Lodge. But if he could somehow get onto the inside of one of the operations he could perhaps safeguard a supply of slaves. There was no way he could buy his way into a stable; he was rich enough but these owners were in a different league of wealth and power. The word ‘stable’ kept going round and round in his mind.


It wasn’t until he was making his way down to the pens for the next round of combats that it finally clicked. Racehorse stables often trained horses for independent owners didn’t they? So, if he could find a really prize specimen and loan her to a stable it would give him a lever to take a few slaves for his own purposes. But where could he get hold of a slave? A slave who would need to be something really special. For some reason he found his thoughts turning to the magnificent blonde who was still awaiting two hundred further lashes.

 

Carlo came for Tara in mid afternoon. The crowd was settling back into the arena after the fights in the pens and her next tranche of punishment would provide a good hors d’oeuvre for the rest of the day’s fun.


Tara was not surprised to see that under the whipping post’s arm a trestle had been set up. She mounted the steps, hearing the applause that greeted her but making no reaction. She knew her job. Without being ordered, she bent over it and let Carlo tether her wrists and ankles to the four legs. It was pretty much what she had expected but a frisson of real fear ran through her when she saw that he had taken up a cane and was flexing it for the crowd to see. Surely they couldn’t expect her to take a hundred with a cane? Her backside would be laid open! One of the cameramen came to stand just below the platform and trained his camera on her face and glancing back between her spread legs she saw another one with his camera trained on her bottom and displayed sex. They would get both parts of her reaction, her grimaces and screams and at the same time her sex would engorge and open with excitement as she suffered. When she climaxed, the whole crowd would see how enthusiastically she exuded her fluids and this humiliation comforted her.


In the event she took fifty from the cane across her backside and down her thighs. She came several times and the crowd cheered her each time, and in between those they cheered each time Tara felt a thin trickle run down across her flesh. A glance up at the screens told her that Carlo had judged it time for the blood to flow. But in amongst the furnaces that roared through her whole pelvic area, it was of no consequence. Her eyes were blinded by tears, it was the most intense pain she had ever taken, the bitter, narrow lines of agony piled on in such quantity had swept her away in screaming, ecstatic semi-oblivion. And when she was hauled groggily to her feet, not knowing if she had taken her full ration she tottered and nearly fell. But Carlo grabbed her by the hair and pushed her to her knees in front of him. He freed his rampant cock from his shorts and to her delight presented it to her mouth. She sucked hungrily, grateful for the opportunity to gain some pleasure which didn’t come from the whip and when he spurted himself into her it helped ease the soreness in her throat caused by her screaming.


She took the next fifty on the soles of her feet. They simply laid her down on her face with her wrists lifted and clipped to the ring at the back of her collar while her feet were lifted and tied to the crossbar of the trestle. It took a long while until the cane could sear its way through the thick skin of her soles but when it did, she knew she was putting on a good show, jumping and arching at each Thwack! and then humping and grinding at the wood beneath her as she climaxed over and over again. 


Tara was only vaguely aware of crawling from the arena that time. And once she was chained in the tunnel again she collapsed full-length on the sand and slept for the rest of the afternoon.


Carlo woke her by flinging cold water over her and then giving her some to drink before hauling her upright. She groaned as her feet took her weight but she managed to stagger back into the arena, although Carlo had to hold her by one arm. Up on the platform was now a whipping frame. It was late now and shadows were lying across the sand of the arena. It was churned up and Tara could see hoof prints, so she must have slept through the pursuit running as well as other spectacles. She cursed herself, she had never seen the horses in action. But her thoughts were interrupted by the announcer who told the crowd that over the next few minutes they would see something truly extraordinary; a slave of unique toughness worked on by a true whipmaster.


First of all Carlo strung her up in the classic X configuration and Tara was aware of a strangely respectful silence from the crowd and a surge of pride shot through her as she realised they were looking at her ravaged body with admiration, wondering how on earth she could take any more. Tara gritted her teeth and prepared to show them how well she was trained and just what class of slave they were watching. The first half of this last part of her punishment consisted of Carlo simply searching out and lashing any strip of unmarked flesh he could find on her back, sides, breasts, stomach, buttocks and thighs. It was a full body whipping in all senses of the word and Tara clung onto consciousness by the skin of her teeth as the measured and accurate delivery of the whip only spiralled her upwards with agonising slowness. But at long last he let her reach her peak and dimly she heard the crowd explode into cheers as she arched into a climax once more. 


Carlo waited until she had fully calmed before he went back to work and drove her to one more blinding orgasm before he took her down. By then she was completely lost; she didn’t know whether she was standing freely or whether she was tied, her hair hung in thick, sweat-matted tresses in front of her tear-blurred eyes and she only realised that she had actually been taken down when her cheek collided with the floor of the platform as she collapsed. But any hopes she might have had that at long last it was all over were dashed as she felt chains being fed through her ankle restraint loops. Of course; at the end it had to be the worst and the best of all. The most feared and the most loved.


She felt the pull of the chains and the strain come onto her legs as she was hauled up to hang by her widely spread ankles. She was raised until her hands were hanging clear of the platform and her face was on a level with Carlo’s crotch. What followed was something Tara never forgot. Her entire body was a flame, it burned with an intensity she had never experienced before, every inch of her hide seemed to be shrieking contradictory messages to her fogged brain. And in her inverted position she was incapable of any rational thought now, she sank beneath the waves of white-hot sensation and abandoned herself to being simply whip fodder hanging in front of her trainer. A body to be tested and enjoyed; a purely physical creature to whom thought was unnecessary and irrelevant.


Carlo played it out to the bitter end; he wielded the heavy flogger with precision and knowledge making her scream till her voice failed utterly. Lightning shot through her brain time and again as he scored the tender insides of her thighs and finally, finally brought the leather down on her most vulnerable spot. Capable now of only croaking, Tara’s body curled upwards and then arched backwards as the strikes landed, she felt her insides convulse and her fluid squeeze up between her labia to make the whip land in her wetness and send up sprays of her thick spend which splattered on her chest and back. He wrung the very last ounce of orgasm out of her, letting her hanging body quiver and shake and then stepping in again......and again. Tara became simply a target, her scalded labia the bullseye. And in the final storms of her punishment she sloughed off everything she had been, like a snake shedding its skin, and became what she knew she had always been destined to become. A creature of the arena, fated to live out its ecstasies and sufferings for the crowd’s entertainment. All else that had gone before disappeared, her mind was wiped clean in those final climactic moments.


Then at last, as she felt her vagina begin to spasm its way towards one final climax as the whip drove her remorselessly onwards, Carlo stopped and blearily she watched his hand fumble with his flies and free his rigid, pulsing erection which he pushed down slightly to aim it at her mouth. Eagerly she opened as wide as she could, reaching her arms round him to hold him close, knowing the cameras would catch how she jerked under the whip without letting it spoil his pleasure in the soft warmth of her grateful mouth. She took yet more lashes; seven.....eight....nine....ten, she couldn’t tell. There was a crescendo of noise from the crowd, she felt the handle of the whip slip between her puffy and slick labia and then as she sucked him to his climax he worked the whip inside her until it seemed to her as if the whole world exploded inside her head and she felt her muscles clamp round the whip handle while she erupted and Carlo’s sperm splashed into her throat. Then darkness closed over her.









Chapter 13



 


 

For the following three weeks she was housed in Carlo’s quarters. She slept in a bed for the first time since leaving the barracks, it didn’t feel right to her but at least it allowed her to start healing in relative comfort. While she had been unconscious at the end of her marathon under the whip, he had pierced her tongue.


When she had woken to find the thick ring in her mouth, she had felt nothing but overwhelming pride and when Carlo allowed her to suck him that first night, after he had covered her in liniment of his own devising and she stung deliciously all over, she had taken a long time teasing and caressing him with it, letting it slide over and under his tightly wrinkled scrotum, letting it trail up the thick shaft, sliding it along the meatus that divided his helm. It was the symbol of all she had come to understand about herself over the past weeks and it was fitting that the master who had been mainly responsible for getting her to where she had to be should be worshipped with it. 


She was aware that something irrevocable had happened in that final devastating session in the arena; she was completely calm now, untroubled by any thoughts of what might happen or what might not. All that mattered was that Carlo was her true master. Her entire attention was focussed on him and even on the day after her ordeal, if he had ordered her to bend over for the cane or told her to put her hands behind her head and take a tit whipping, she would have done it gladly. Her past had ceased to exist. She lived purely for the present and her master’s next command.


Although she felt out of place in a bed, it was far too luxurious, she preferred the harsh feel of straw now, she put up with it for the sole reason that Carlo actually shared it with her. At first she had been horrified, an arena slave wasn’t worthy to share his bed, but she quickly realised that as she was off limits for punishment for the time being, he was enjoying her the only way he could and she devoted herself to pleasing him. Besides she was comforted by two further considerations, firstly she was still kept naked and chained by her collar to a ring in the wall over his bed and secondly he never insulted her by speaking to her as though she was a person. He ‘shushed’ and fussed over her as he would a horse when he tended to her cuts but otherwise he controlled her by clicks of his fingers and simple gestures. Of course he discussed her openly with other people but Tara found she could blot that out quite easily and genuinely developed an ability to simply not hear what was said about her, as a slave she felt it was impertinent to understand a conversation about her. She slipped easily into the role of Carlo’s favourite pet. 


The day he led her out on her tongue lead, all but the worst cuts now healed without scarring, was the proudest of her life. He had practised with her in his spartan but scrupulously clean quarters, clipping the lead to her tongue ring and then pulling gently on it.


“Come on, Blondie!” he had urged and clicked his tongue to get her moving. Having to stick her tongue out and follow the lead eventually made her stretch her head forwards a little and she realised that unconsciously she was imitating the manner of a horse being led by its bridle and this seemed to please Carlo; he gave her sweets to eat from his hand. Once she had achieved that he put high-heeled strappy sandals on her feet. At first she had shied away from them - she didn’t want to wear clothes - but when he had lashed her breasts with the lead a couple of times she had calmed down and accepted them. Then by dint of a few lashes to her hips she learned that he wanted her to step delicately and put a sway into her walk.


But it was only on the day he led her out that she fully realised why he had wanted her shod. As ever, on that day, her hands were kept clipped neatly behind her back but just before he took her out, Carlo produced what Tara had been dreaming of for months. From a plain pine cupboard he took out a butt plug from which flowed a long, graceful, palomino horsehair tail. It was a tribute to how obedient she had become that she didn’t bend over straight away, instead she waited impatiently for his gesture before doing so. He lubricated the plug by bathing it in her flooding vagina before jamming it deep inside her rectum. And then she was ready. 


As she stepped out into the sunlight, she realised that the sandals had steel plates under the soles and at the heels, so that as she walked on the flags of the stableyard she actually sounded a little like a shod horse. She took the delicate steps that she knew Carlo wanted, feeling the tail sweep against the backs of her legs and she was so delighted that she felt her heart might burst with pride as she followed her trainer - her true master back to her stable. The grooms were waiting for them and crowded round to pat her and stroke her, call her ‘good girl, good pony’ and feed her tit bits. 


For most of the afternoon she was tethered outside the stables, her lead stretching from her tongue to an iron ring in the wall. She stood with animal patience, quite content in the knowledge that she was where her master wanted her to be. From time to time she flicked her head irritably if a fly settled on her face, sometimes she shifted her weight from one leg to the other, making the sandals scratch metallically against the stones. It seemed that Carlo was busy with the other slaves but sometimes one or other of the guards would stop and stroke her haunches or back, occasionally their rough, strong hands would slide over the smooth skin of her breasts and make her shiver with pleasure. They would laugh and pass comments about her but she merely gazed patiently at the wall in front of her, blocking out the meaning of the words, just enjoying the sound of male voices and the touch of their hands. On several occasions those hands would stray down across her stomach and delve between her legs, then she would open them obediently, using the opportunity to scrape her shoes on the stones as she did so. As the hard fingers parted her lips and felt for her clitoris she would stamp and cavil a little, just enough to make them slap her rump to calm her. 


Just as the day was beginning to cool, Carlo returned. He was dusty and sweating from the training ground and refreshed himself by splashing himself with cool water from a bucket just inside the stable block. When he stepped out again he was carrying what looked like full pony tack and Tara’s heart began to pound. He stroked and patted her, making little clicking noises with his tongue to settle her as she frisked at the end of her lead, pleased to see him and eager to run. Then he unwound her lead and led her out of the yard, turning away from the complex around the arena and making for the open fields. Tara’s joy was complete when she saw one of the lightweight racing traps waiting for them. When he halted her she couldn’t help fidgeting and prancing in her eagerness, her tail swinging and caressing her legs. Carlo took a long, slender buggy whip from the seat of the trap and, holding her firmly by her lead, dealt her several stinging lashes across her stomach and breasts. They were the first she had tasted since her punishment and although she calmed down, she felt herself melt inside as the hot pleasure soaked through her body.


As it turned out, she had quite a long wait before she could run with the trap; the tack was complex. The first thing Carlo did was tap the back of each of her calves with the whip. At first she didn’t understand what he wanted and hated the anger in his voice as he cursed her, then tapped again. This time he added a tap to her ankles and she realised what was required. One at a time she bent her knees, raising her feet behind her so that Carlo could remove her shoes. Much as she had loved being shod, the feel of grass under her bare feet again was good. 


Next came the bridle. When she had pulled the racing chariots, the bridles had been simple, functional things, but this one was much more complicated and Tara fell in love with it immediately. First there was the bit. This was slender enough to slip through her tongue ring once the lead’s clip was removed. It was attached to a large ring at one end and at the other Carlo screwed the matching ring’s mounting into its end. Then the strapping of the bridle itself was fitted over her head. One strap went over the crown of her head, crossways, while straps from the rings at either end of her bit ran back by her cheeks and they were fastened to the ring at the end of the head strap, encasing her head tightly but comfortably. In addition a further strap ran under her chin and fastened there, allowing her mouth to open just enough. From the head strap two thinner ones dangled down her cheeks and these were buckled onto the lower cheek straps, then her blinkers were press studded onto them. She saw them before they were fitted and realised that they too were not the plain, functional items she was used to. They were worked in complex patterns and decorated with small studs. Finally the reins were attached to the rings at the end of the bit and Carlo moved on.


He buckled a sort of cross between a leather belt and a corset around her waist next, and again she saw it was elaborately worked and decorated, round the bottom hung loops of slender chains. Over her stomach it was broad enough to reach up to and support her breasts while at the same time it reached down almost to her pubic mound, but it tapered to the width of a simple belt behind her, leaving her hips clear. Carlo buckled it so tightly that she had to draw herself up to her full height and breathe in sharply. She realised that she was being prepared for some kind of display rather than a contest, the corset would be flattering her figure spectacularly but it was too tight for any real athleticism. From the front of the corset dangled a curious strap, she had glimpsed it briefly as Carlo had fitted it. A thin single strip of leather branched out into two, at the ends of which were press-studs. Carlo squatted down in front of her and fed the single strap between her legs, then reached behind her and she felt him doing something which caused her butt plug to shift inside her; it was only at later practice sessions that she saw on other slaves what the straps did, they supported the tail where it joined the base of the plug, making it stand up and then flow down more gracefully. At that time though, what mainly concerned her was the single strap which ran between her legs. Thankfully it wasn’t sharply studded like the ones she wore for boxing, but whereas they covered the labia this one bisected them. Carlo laid it carefully between her lips and she immediately felt that just where her clitoris was, the leather had been roughened so that any movement she made would encourage it to rub and stimulate her. He moved behind her and tugged sharply up on the two straps before clipping them to her belt. Tara couldn’t prevent a soft gasp escaping her from round her bit as she felt the crotch strap bed itself in even more deeply between her lips, making them swell out and touch the insides of the tops of her thighs. This definitely had to be for display, she thought, as she visualised how her sex lips would be on blatant show.


Her surmise was proved correct when Carlo produced the finishing touches. Taking each breast carefully in his hands he pierced her nipples with thin steel needles. She was well used to the sharp but short-lived pain and made no more fuss than an involuntary stamp of a foot each time the steel went in and then emerged from the hardened little peaks. To each end of each needle he then clipped delicate silver bells which tinkled prettily when he hefted each breast and let it fall. He stood back and admired the effect briefly before going behind her once more, lowering the shafts of the trap and clipping her wrist restraints to them. Then he gathered the reins, settled into his seat and began what she was to come to know as her dressage training.


The object was elegance and sensitivity. These were not qualities she had ever expected to have to display as an arena slave and to start with she found it surprisingly difficult. The whip was only applied as a guide and she had to accustom herself to light taps rather than the full-blooded lashes she was used to. But slowly she did learn that a tap to her left hip meant veer slightly left and to keep the movement smooth, she was to cross her right leg slightly in front of her left as she did so. A tug on her right rein and a tap to her right hip meant a sharp right turn, this time crossing her left leg in front of her right. A touch of the whip to the top of her spine was “Walk on”, a harder tap to the same place was “Trot”. Trotting was intended to make her breasts swing and ring her bells, to this end she had to lift her knees high in an exaggerated motion that she found irritating, she was used to athletic movement rather than this stilted, showy gait. For several weeks Carlo had to wrap the whip hard round her hips and stomach until she got used to it. Gradually her plumes were added and so were more and more bells, they were hung from her ankle restraints and from the rings on her bridle so that the slightest movement made her harness jingle. Eventually all four tongue-ringed gladiators were run in formation, wheeling, trotting and even reversing in complete harmony. And at the end of each session all four slaves would go down onto their right knees and bend their heads in unison, making their blue plumes nod prettily.


Strangely, she found that the enforced sensitivity, the lightness of the whip touches made her even more attentive to her driver who was always Carlo. She learned to almost anticipate his every command and keep alert at all times, ignoring her surroundings, her entire attention focussed solely on reacting to his touch.


Occasionally she was aware that other people came to watch the practices but their applause and their hands roving over her body once the traps were halted, were irrelevant. She was bonded completely to Carlo, it was he who had so skilfully guided her through her monumental punishment and it was he who had been through every stage of her enslavement with her. And as she trotted obediently, or walked, carefully putting as much sway into her hips as she could, she listened always – and only -for his approval.


The dressage was the only oasis of relative gentleness in the training regime however. The rest of Tara’s days were spent in learning how to pull the heavy logs, either by herself or with one of her stablemates. And there was precious little subtlety to the whip play there. She learned how to handle the wicked studded whips, and how to take their devastating lashes without flinching, and more importantly without becoming so stimulated by the pain that she lost her self-control. And at last she got to find out why real horses were kept in the stables as well. 


She practised pursuit running and loved every second of it.









Chapter 14



 



Mark Cavanagh had felt out of sorts ever since Patti had so treacherously left. At first he had wanted to fire Ali for having actually had the effrontery to help her but eventually wiser counsels had prevailed. Gerd and even Conor had calmed him down. If, as Ali said, he had stumbled across her trying to escape, then he had thought quickly and well. If he had returned her to him he would certainly have marked her permanently in his rage, this way at least he had got a good price for the bitch. Still it all left a bad taste in his mouth; Ali insisted that she had given him no reason for her wanting to escape but he was left with a lingering distrust of his old friend. It was Conor who had suggested that with so many stables developing now, they were better off keeping Ali where they could watch him closely. He knew a lot about how this stable, the most successful on the circuit, ran.


That thought kept him relatively cheerful at any rate. Their slaves were undefeated, the only ones to hold an unbroken run of success and the money was pouring in. They could charge whatever they liked for internet access to videos of the blue stable’s contests and equally the charges for attending the shows in person were now truly astronomical - but still demand outstripped supply.


In the weeks following the chaos of Patti’s escape and the rehabilitation of the big blonde, he and Conor had attended several meetings between the ever-growing number of stable owners and the shows were developing rapidly. Adding the dressage had been the idea of an American owner, who pointed out that by displaying the cream of the slaves in a more blatantly sexual way, they could charge more for use of them in the evenings. A Swedish owner had then suggested that they be shod to add more grace to their deportment and both he and Carlo had been surprised at the way the slaves had responded so well to the subtleties of dressage. He supposed that beneath it all they were still female and liked being displayed. It had also been decided that the shows should be extended to three day events. Some owners had protested that that would push the slaves too far but Conor had reminded them of the increased revenue it would create and of the seemingly unending supply of submissives they were tapping into in Africa, Eastern Europe and the Far East. If a few slaves became too worn out to compete they would fetch good money on the market and could be easily replaced. At the last meeting he and Conor had attended, the owners had agreed on a number of new contests that could be held in the evenings at the owners’ houses and only the very wealthiest guests would be allowed to buy their way in. The best of the slaves would compete in weight lifting by nipple and labia; the size of dildo and butt plug they could take and other more ‘intimate’ spectacles, unsuited for the broad canvas of the arena but guaranteed to make money. Finally Mark himself had unveiled what Carlo and he had developed; The Cage. This was intended to be like the grand melee the squads fought in at the close of the shows but it was for the solo fighters. By a complicated allocation of points during the show, the best two solo gladiators would go head to head in a final climactic struggle. He had watched as the owners had heard him out in delighted silence, broad grins spreading over their faces as they realised what a savagely erotic spectacle it would make and just how much more rich they were going to become.


Now it was just a fortnight till the next show. Conor had gone back to his estate in Ireland where he kept his own complement of domestic slaves and had left Mark and Carlo to make final preparations. They were seated at dinner and were surveying their four finest slaves who were spread out in full X shaped suspension in their frames, facing the dining table. They had been examined for strains and sprains and although all four were well and truly whip striped, they were still due their daily ritual of a final beating from their trainer and from Mark himself.


“I reckon we follow the usual routine, Boss,” Carlo said, sliding his chair back as the household slaves cleared the table. “Ease off from now on, just basic fitness training and dressage for these ones. Assault course running and general stamina work for the squad.”


“Yeah, if it ain’t broke, don’t fix it,” Mark agreed. In fact bringing the star performers into the house on more occasions, it was more convenient than walking down to the stables, had been the only change they had made to their winning regime. He stretched languidly, still feeling a little jet lagged from the last meeting in Hong Kong. “You take the two on the left, I’ll beat the other two. And if we’re going into the pre-show routine, I might take the blonde downstairs for a last session tonight.”


“Sure, Boss,” Carlo agreed. “Mind if I join you? She’s something to see when she comes these days.”


“No problem. You know Conor’s thinking that in between shows we could do kind of one-off combats. Just for side bets between owners. He reckons that blonde’s the best on the whole tour and she could earn very nicely in between the big events. What d’you think?”


“Sure thing. The more that one fights the better she likes it......and the better she fucks!” He dismissed his unease. She still threw herself wholeheartedly into every fight and every test he set her and she came ever more eagerly and ever more ferociously under the whip. So what could go wrong?


He and Mark stood up, taking their whips from where they hung on the sides of the frames and positioning themselves behind the slaves. Carlo was attending to one of the brunettes and the black-haired slave. She had nearly as good tits as Blondie, he thought, he would take her down to the dungeon as well. Two pairs of stretched, cropped and hot waxed tits were better than one any day.

 

Patti Campbell was sweating.


John Carpenter lounged against the dungeon wall and looked on with interest. It was the first time even he had been allowed into Madame’s sanctum, deep in the cellars under The Lodge. That he was there at all was a mark of how serious the situation had become. They had returned from the show at Mark Cavanagh’s arena to find unrest among the members growing at an alarming rate. Occupancy was down and one or two subscriptions had lapsed, even some of his oldest friends were openly expressing their doubts about how long The Lodge could continue without new Housegirls to refresh the members’ jaded palates. What had been just the faintest outlines of a plan to rectify things had suddenly become their only lifeline. Patti Campbell was the key to it all. If there was any chance at all of finding a way into Cavanagh’s stable - any slight crack in the edifice - then she held the key.


Madame had been working on her almost non-stop since their return and the constant punishment sessions coupled with complete isolation from the members and the other girls - which meant absolutely no sex - were beginning to tell. At first it had seemed hopeless, she had told them everything she knew and that appeared to be that. But Madame was certain the girl was holding something back.


Patti had been stretched out on a table, her arms were tied full stretch behind her head, the wrists bound to the legs at that end. Her own legs were spread and stretched so that her ankles were tied to the table legs at the other end, the edge of the table cutting into the backs of her thighs just below the buttocks. Her position thrust her breasts up very nicely and exposed the cunt very well but it was not the most punishing bondage he had ever seen. However the girl had been there for nearly a whole day and was beginning to crack under the patient and knowledgeable torment. Madame was walking around her, flicking at her with a multi-bladed flogger, making the sweating body writhe but never allowing her to reach the peak she was plainly desperate to attain.


“So tell me again. Why did you escape?”


“I told you, Madame!” the slave moaned. “I was scared of Conor.”


“Patti, when I start on the needles in your tits, you’ll probably wet my nice dungeon floor. But there won’t be any orgasm for you. You’ll be paraded in disgrace and returned to solitary confinement and then we’ll do it all over again. And again. And again. Until you tell me the full truth.”


Madame paused to let the whip’s lashes trail over the heaving breasts. Patti tried to arch herself, offering herself for the whip. But Madame was implacable and lifted the whip away. Instead she moved and caressed the engorged labia with the lashes.


Quite suddenly the girl broke.


In a sob-racked babble she told Madame how she had been jealous of the blonde and how she had set her sister-slave up to cover her own escape.


This was news indeed. Madame’s eyes glittered in fury as she listened and John realised why the girl had held out so long. All the Housegirls worshipped Madame and she was very hot on loyalty between them. Patti Campbell was in deep trouble but before the interrogation went down that track, John stepped in.


“But what convinced you that the blonde would want to escape? Everyone says she loves what she does.”


There was a slight pause and he held his breath.


“Because she hates Conor Brien. I saw it in her eyes when he was at an arena. She really, really hates him.”


John breathed out and exchanged glances with Madame, they stepped out into the low-ceilinged corridor and conferred. It was, just possibly, the break they had been looking for. Reputedly the best fighter on the circuit retaining enough of her individuality to openly hate her owner. 


“It all depends on how far they broke her spirit in the arena when we saw her,” John said.


“She is exceptionally tough that one. And if I’m any judge of slaves,” Madame replied, “I’d say she’s bonded with her trainer now alright. But she goes very deep and it could be that in the right circumstances, her hatred of this Conor will re-surface.......”


“And we’ll need to be there when it does. I’m going to call Ali and tell him to stick close to that trainer and the blonde,” John finished for her.


“And in the meantime, I’m going to give that wretch in there a taste of what she condemned the blonde to,” Madame said in a steely tone which boded very ill for the girl in question.









Chapter 15



 



Tara knew perfectly well when the next show was imminent. As before the whole estate seethed with activity and apart from basic feeding, hygiene and grooming the slaves were left in their stalls. She paced around at the end of her chain, impatient to get going but dreading those awful crates that had been used previously. In the event though her fears were groundless. The venue they were travelling to was much further away and the slaves were transported in relative comfort for the long flight. 


They were taken by trucks out to the airfield where a small fleet of twin prop planes awaited them. Down each side of each plane’s fuselage ran a simple bench seat and the girls were sat on these. Their wrists were clipped together and their hands pushed down between their legs. Then a long chain was run through the loops on their ankle restraints fed up and through the loops on their wrist restraints and padlocked to the seats’ steel legs at either end. Four guards travelled in each plane, the rest going in separate planes and some in the estate’s helicopters.


The journey was very long and equally as tedious as there were no windows. Tara used the time to sleep and conserve energy, waking only when they touched down several times for refuelling. Occasionally one of the guards would approach a girl and have her fellate him while the others looked on enviously but it seemed like an eternity before they landed one more time and the guards began to unfasten the chains.


They emerged into sunshine as brilliant as that which they had become accustomed to at home. But here there were palm trees and in the distance a sea of the most brilliant blue Tara had ever seen outside a travel brochure. She squinted around her until her eyes adjusted and hazarded a guess that they might be somewhere in the Caribbean. The airport buildings consisted of little more than corrugated iron-roofed huts. But the fleet of trucks waiting for them was modern and well cared for.


Her impression about their location was reinforced by the fact that the guards from the host stable were mainly black but wherever they were it didn’t matter greatly to her. Her newfound calm acceptance of her life left her free to exult in the building excitement she felt at the approach of yet another show. And this time she would be one of the star performers, but not in the way she had been for the last show. This time she would be doing what she had been born for and Carlo would be watching her all the way.


They bumped along unmade roads for maybe half an hour before the truck pulled off onto smooth tarmac, passed under an arch of white stone and entered the estate.


Smooth lawns stretched out for acres on either side of the road, here and there ornamental fountains played and stands of palm trees provided shade. Already there were a few guests taking late afternoon drinks and talking. As always they were beautifully dressed, the women in long, cool dresses or short revealing ones, all of which were tailored with the quiet elegance which bespoke quality and huge price tags. Perhaps, long ago, Tara might have reacted with shame and envy to her blatant nudity in front of these elegant peacocks but now she simply registered them and immediately turned her attention to seeking out Carlo. He was all that concerned her.


The trucks drove past a long, hacienda-like building and then passed under another arch before coming to a halt in a vast courtyard surrounded by single storey buildings. Here they finally stopped and their own guards supervised the unloading and distribution of the slaves to their various barracks. Tara and her three stablemates were led by their tongue rings into the shade of a long but high roofed building with a stone floor. It echoed as the guards exchanged comments and the grooms fussed over their charges. Down at the far end of the long stable block Tara could hear horses stamping and whinnying at this disturbance to their routine.


She was ushered into a stall by her groom, chained to the wall as normal and left alone as the girl set about unpacking all her tack and the whips Carlo employed on her and hanging them up on the wall opposite the stall. Tara calmly set about settling herself on her straw and resting as much as she could.


As the climate was so similar to the one they were used to, the visiting team was given just one full day to rest after their journey and in the evening after that the parade and the dressage took place.

 

As the sun began to set in blood-red splendour over the sea on that day, Carlo made his way down from the main house to supervise Blondie’s tacking up for the parade with unsettled spirits. He had had a curious conversation with Ali only a few hours before. He had been inspecting the opposing team’s tack and whips and when he had emerged from the barracks he had found Ali waiting for him. He had always liked the tall Sudanese, he always seemed cheerful and had an eye for a good slave almost the equal of Carlo’s own, the two had settled into a companionable stroll across the beautifully tended lawns where the dressage was to take place and where already a white-fenced ring had been constructed. For a while they had been silent but then the Sudanese had broken it.


“How’s Blondie doing?”


The question startled Carlo. “Fine! Why do you ask?”


Ali shrugged. “Don’t know, just a hunch that’s all.”


“What sort?” Carlo stopped and faced the taller man. “Come on Ali, what’s eating you, eh?”


Ali chewed his lower lip thoughtfully. “She goes real deep that one,” he said at last. “I was at quite a few of the Doc’s sessions too, Carlo. And just like everyone else I saw you beat the crap out of her in the arena. But I wonder, can you really beat everything out of a girl like that?”


The thought that his carefully constructed sequence of punishments might not have been entirely successful made Carlo react aggressively.


“She’s fine! I say, she is fine. And when Carlo says a slave is fine - she’s fine!” He turned to walk away but Ali reached for him and held him back by one arm.


“Listen Carlo, my friend. Right now that slave is the most valuable property on the whole circuit. She’s worth more money than you or I will ever see.” His voice was low and urgent. “You know what it’s like with Conor Brien. It’s like working for an unexploded bomb. Now if anything should happen - anything at all Carlo - he would trash her. He would take your best slave - the best you ever trained - and trash her.”


The two men stared at each other for a second but it was Carlo who looked away first. Ali relaxed and gave his customary brilliant grin. “Just keep your eyes peeled, Carlo. That’s all I’m saying. For the sake of the stable, for your sake......and maybe hers too.”


Then he turned and strode away. 


Conor Brien and the big blonde; suddenly Carlo felt as if he was caught between two millstones which were inexorably grinding towards each other. In their own ways each of them was somehow larger than life. He shook his head in disbelief, he would never have believed he could think about a slave like that.

 

Tara came hurriedly to her feet as she saw Carlo approach and open the half door to her stall, placing her hands neatly and expectantly behind her back, parting her legs ready for her tack to be fitted. But she was surprised to find her master was not his usual brusque and assured self. He clicked his tongue and ‘shushed’ her as usual, stroking her hair and feeding her a sweet with his other hand but there was an odd note of anxiety in his voice as he stroked her breasts and flanks, making her quiver with pleasure.


“Gonna be a good show this one. Best one ever, eh, Blondie?”


His hands had reached her lower stomach by then and slowly they made their way between her legs, his fingers splaying her labia and seeking out her rapidly erecting clitoris. As the devoted pony she was, she leaned towards him and rested her head on his shoulder, letting her tongue ring, her treasured symbol of servitude, slide against his neck. To her utter amazement he slid his fingers up into the hot moistness of her vagina and began stirring her, as if he was about to take her. But he never, never did that prior to a show. 


He withdrew his fingers and stepped behind her, pushing down on the small of her back to make her bend forwards. In a haze of delighted uncertainty, she obeyed instantly, hoping against hope he might break his rule but terribly afraid he was just playing with her prior to lubricating her butt plug.


But no sooner had she bent than she felt his familiar, thick shaft press against her labia and let them suction open slowly until her vagina drew him in and clasped his length. She moaned in complete happiness and he began a leisurely thrusting rhythm, all the time talking to himself, describing how he would lash her in the pony races, his hands still stroking her hips and buttocks. She wriggled more firmly against him in response and his hands began to trace the lines of imaginary weals that the upcoming combats would score on her back and she eagerly rotated and ground against him, loving every second of this unexpected treat. Then, quite suddenly, he grabbed her hair and began to pummel himself into her, catapulting her into an orgasm so sudden that she cried out. She barely felt his sperm splash out into her before he had pushed her away roughly and she nearly fell. But it was as if whatever had been preoccupying him before had been dismissed from his mind and suddenly he was his usual self, bustling round her, slapping her rump to hurry her up, cleaning her vagina out with his fingers and making her lick them clean. Then at last with her blue plumes nodding proudly, her thighs wiped carefully clean of any trace of sperm and her nipples pierced and chiming as she moved; she was ready.


At first all eight ponies and traps were paraded around the outer perimeter of the ring, allowing the guests to reach over the rail and assess each slave. Tara was well used to this and suffered the hands to squeeze her breasts, massage her thigh muscles and slip between her legs to grip and pinch her labia as they plumped out around the bisecting strap. As usual she was not interested in understanding what was said and in any case much of it wasn’t said in English, but she felt there was an odd sort of respect in the way she was handled this time and there was an undeniable note of pride in her master’s voice as he answered questions put to him.


Then the event got under way properly. First came the individual rounds and Tara strained every fibre of her being to please Carlo better than she had ever done before, taking mincing steps in her high heels, making her tail sway, veering to right and left with no jerk to her trap whatever. When the order to ‘Trot on’ came she lifted her knees practically to her chest with each step and set every bell on her harness ringing so loudly she got a spontaneous round of applause. And at the end, when she backed the trap carefully between the poles set for it, without touching either one and then went on one knee in homage to her audience and bowed her head, she got an even louder cheer. One by one they were put through their paces. One slave on each team hit the poles on the reverse section but as Tara stood watching outside the ring, still harnessed to the trap she felt that her stable had the edge - just.


In the team event, the blues were drawn first. Again they walked on, trotted on, heads held proudly high, knees lifting in unison and to the same height. Again they veered smoothly to left and right, and came back to an immaculately straight line abreast. But when it came time to wheel in formation, she realised how painstaking Carlo’s preparation had been. Somehow he must have found out the dimensions of this ring in advance because he had been rehearsing them to exactly the right radius. Tara always ran the outside when the team wheeled, her longer legs made it easier for her to make the extra pace without seeming to hurry, while at the inside of the line the black haired slave who was the shortest, turned almost on a sixpence. Tara flashed by the excited faces of the crowd lining the ring for two complete circuits before, exactly as rehearsed, the inside trap turned and stopped dead, the second described a tight circle to bring it round to stand beside it, the third described a slightly larger one and fetched up beside the second and Tara, Carlo’s whip resting on her left shoulder, her left rein maintaining just the right pressure, wheeled round behind them and drew up beside the third, Carlo reining her in at exactly the right time to re-form the perfect line abreast. Four whips touched the backs of four right thighs in perfect unison and four placid ponies went gracefully to one knee. 


The opposition, in purple plumes, were good, but their trainer had not had Carlo’s imagination and it was to the blue team the judge came. As the trainer’s pony, it was to Tara’s right breast that the rosette was pinned, the judge pinching a small ridge of flesh and passing the pin through it. There was good-natured laughter from the crowd as she fidgeted enough for Carlo to have to flick her with his whip while she was decorated.


Back in the stable there was jubilation.


The four slaves stood in a line close together tethered by their tongue rings to a rail outside the stable while the grooms rubbed them down. Dressage was a new event but once again the blues had emerged victorious. The grooms were still only allowed their ragged shirts and Tara was vaguely aware of the guards’ hands being slipped up between their legs and their giggles as they towelled her down. She gazed steadily ahead at the white stucco of the wall her ears only attuned to Carlo’s voice, her body waiting for his touch. And sure enough he made his way along their line, stroking, petting, calming as he went until he came to her and then his fingers slid up into her.


Tara had enjoyed the warm feel of the girls around her, her fellow slaves’ thighs and shoulders rubbing with hers, but one touch from Carlo and she was desperate for more. She dipped her head forwards to take her tongue ring in behind her teeth and swallow before she drooled too much but then his hands were on her, stroking the curves of her flanks and haunches and making her skin shimmy with pure pride. 


But suddenly there was the sound of a man’s voice which she didn’t like. It was loud and bursting with arrogance and suppressed violence that instinctively she recoiled from. It seemed to belong to some remote bit of her past. She was vaguely aware that she ought to know whose voice it was but she didn’t want to know, all she cared about were the slow, proud caresses of her true master. They didn’t stop; his hands kept sliding over her buttocks while some conversation went on and she was content with that, shaking her head and frisking flies away. But the strange man’s voice wouldn’t go away, it had awoken something deep inside her and disturbed the dreamlike state she had existed in since her punishment had been completed. And when the groom led her to her stall that night she wouldn’t settle until she had had some lashes from the buggy whip. Carlo didn’t deliver them but the thought that it was his whip was enough and once the groom had lashed her back four times she was content to settle down.


But the sound of the man’s voice kept coming back to her. It meant something very important but she was certain that it lay in her past - way back before her punishment sessions with the Doc and her traumatic public flogging in the arena. And back there she didn’t want to go. She slept.....eventually.









Chapter 16



 



The show proper got under way the next day. The arena on this estate was modern and very similar to the one back home. Carlo had his entire complement of slaves led through it before the gates opened for the crowd, just to allow them to assimilate the atmosphere. Tara tested the consistency of the sand under her feet and gazed round, noting the whipping posts in their sinister line down the centre of the arena and the familiar giant video screens hung from the roofs of the terraces. The strange doubts and uncertainties of the previous night had been swept away by sleep and in the fresh sunny morning with a tangy sea breeze ruffling her hair and an arena waiting for her, Tara felt ready for anything her master wanted her to face.


The first contest she was involved in was the boxing between the eight solo gladiators. Tara’s opponent was a dark, sinewy girl of Middle Eastern complexion. She was good and the fight went to several knockdowns before she failed to get up again. She also managed to land a good few hard punches of her own to Tara’s midriff and breasts. But she was able to blank out the pain beyond that level which excited her and motivated her to prolong the bout for the crowd’s delight.


Several times as the olive-skinned girl went down, Tara knelt astride her face and fiercely pressed her head up into her groin. With the thong on, there was no way the girl could lick but nevertheless it gave Tara a pleasant and invigorating frisson of pain as the girl’s face pressed the studs up against her labia. In any case the crowd loved it and applauded each time Tara let her up and the girl staggered to her feet, furious, brave and ultimately doomed. Eventually Tara backed her up against one of the whipping posts and taking her time delivered several jabs to the body and breasts as the exhausted girl simply stood and soaked it up, gasping with pain and succumbing to the helpless throes of the pleasure it was inducing in her. A final lift of the knee between her legs and it was all over, she writhed on her back in the sand and Tara knelt over her face once more, wishing she could get the thong off and feel the eager tongue licking up into her.


But instead she had to make do with watching her take a tariff of ten lashes, agreed by the thumbs of the crowd. But the sight of her head throwing her mane of black hair into the air as the whip cracked across her back and she flung herself against the post only increased the urgency between Tara’s legs.

 

By lunchtime on that first day, Carlo was moderately happy. The blues were still ahead. The boxing had been honours even; two bouts to each stable. The squad had lost the first round of chariot races but had won a whip melee involving twenty slaves from each squad. After the crowd had eaten, the contests in the pen would start and he was fairly sure the blues could hold their own there. And once the spectators took their seats in the arena again, there were the individual studded whip duels. He decided he would put Blondie out first and she should get some more points on the board straight away.


She succeeded beyond even his expectations. She simply walked through her hapless opponent’s lashes, seeming to ignore the biting impacts across her shoulders and back, then delivered four lashes of her own, concentrating on the fronts of the thighs and the breasts. And while the purple team’s slave was hunched over and reeling she disarmed her with one slash to the girl’s wrist. From then on she stalked her prey, playing with her for the crowd, picking her targets but never unleashing her full power. It turned into an entertaining pursuit, the disarmed gladiator dodging between the whipping posts, trying to get back to where her whip lay but Blondie was relentless and far too canny to allow that. In the end the crowd were baying “Olé” every time she landed a lash and the other slave arched and twisted away, her shrieks clearly audible even above the cheers. But she took her punishment well, not going down until she was striped from shoulders to knees, blotches of deeper red marking the weals where the studs had dug in. Once again the crowd were pleased enough and she got only ten further lashes at the post.


The other duels also provided good sport and took up most of the afternoon, the blues coming out still with their noses in front. Carlo looked forward to the pony races which would be held in the cool of the evening, again he was fairly sure his stable could cope with the opposition but it was one event he really enjoyed. He would be driving Blondie himself and he relished the prospect of sitting behind the powerful slave, watching her buttocks ripple as she ran, the evening breeze in his face and the long whip in his hand, ready to sting her into further efforts.

 

Tara was experienced enough to know how to take full advantage of what rest she was offered, and once she had been hosed down, towelled dry and wrapped in a blanket, she dozed lightly in her stall until there was the sound of footsteps echoing in the big stable block and men’s voices laughing and calling to one another.


By the time Carlo reached her stall she was standing waiting, legs apart, her arms tidily behind her, chained together at the wrists and at his signal - a click of his fingers - she obediently stuck out her tongue to have her lead clipped to her ring. All four slaves were lined up outside their stalls and made to bend over. Tara heard the familiar metallic sounds of the bowl Carlo used to brew up his horribly effective irritant, being placed on a table and scraped with butt plugs. Then she felt the blunt shape press smoothly through her sphincter muscles and lodge firmly inside her, making her feel bloated immediately. By the time the studded crotch strap and dildo had been fed between her legs and buckled tight, and the tit straps similarly applied, the fiery itch at her anus was making her and her companions stamp and frisk. There was a flurry of meaty smacks and curses as the drivers brought their steeds to heel. Carlo gave Tara’s breasts two quick slaps and then squeezed the strap around one until she bit her lip and stood on tiptoe, the feeling of the sharp little pins digging even further into her soft flesh eclipsing the discomfort at her anus.


Their bridles, complete with blinkers and the plumes which Tara loved so much were only attached once they had been led out and their wrists clipped to the shafts of their traps, then their drivers mounted and with light touches of the driving whips steered their slaves out to the course. As at her home stable, the course was laid out for a cross-country race, the crowd ranging themselves along the rope barriers which marked it out. For this first evening she knew there would be four races and the winners would go through to the semi finals and final which would be held at the end of the second day. Carlo had put himself into the first race but with her blinkers on, Tara couldn’t see her opponent and instead concentrated on the course ahead while she waited for the starting pistol and the flurry of whip lashes which would spur her up to whatever speed Carlo deemed appropriate. She had no idea of the course layout, or how many laps the race would consist of, all that was in Carlo’s hands, he would whip her to the right speed and make sure she maintained it. 


As it turned out the course was laid to test the slaves thoroughly; it dipped and then rose in a long left hand turn as Tara pounded away from the start, leaning against the weight behind her and feeling Carlo’s expertly aimed lashes curl down over each shoulder in turn and snap at her breasts which were strapped up to stand out so invitingly. She grunted into her bit as bright flashes of pain exploded as each nipple was hit by the whip’s tip. She leaned into her work even harder and felt the inertia of the trap lessen as she got up to full speed, her legs stretching into long strides as she gained momentum. Then there came two slashes to her rump and she knew she was going at the right speed. The crowd flashed by on either side of her and vaguely she registered their cheers but mainly she was waiting for Carlo’s next move. Beside her she could hear her opponent’s bare feet pounding on the dry grass and the crack of her whip being applied.


The course went into a dip and Tara widened her stride, flying joyfully across the turf, her hair and tail streaming, her master just keeping her buttocks warm with the whip, but then there was a steep little rise which slowed her. Again her breasts and ribs took the whip as she leaned into the gradient, crested the hill and saw the water. The track took them downhill again then bent sharply right to run along a small stream with a stony bed. Carlo’s whip curled round her upper thighs and she felt the bit pulled back. Rearing her head slightly she leaned back against the trap this time. Carlo obviously didn’t want to plunge headlong into the water but their opponents knew the terrain and took full advantage, pulling ahead and hitting the stream at full tilt sending up sheets of spray. Obviously it was only shallow and Carlo slashed at Tara’s breasts again so that she too splashed headlong into the ice-cold water, gasping as it sprayed up her stomach and chest. But then she was whipped up into the pursuit of the pony and trap ahead of her. Fortunately the soles of her feet had hardened up over the months so the sharp stones beneath them only gave her slight discomfort. But the unevenness slowed her down as she frequently stumbled on shifting stones. The water was only a few inches deep but the trap lurched behind her and occasionally one wheel would catch and twist her round until she could yank it free. The opposition had used the right tactics - hit the water at full speed and the trap would bounce over most obstacles. Tara heaved and strained to her utmost as the whip scorched her breasts and upper back again and again. The plugs inside her tormented her and her anus burned. Desperately she gritted her teeth on the bit and struggled on but she was losing ground badly. For some fifty yards she staggered and heaved until the track suddenly re-emerged from the water and took them sharply left - up hill. Again, the team which hit that slope with some momentum would gain.


Tara could hear Carlo cursing and swearing behind her and once her feet were back on the turf she threw herself forward and began the chase. Carlo must have realised that there was still a long way to go because the whip eased off and Tara could concentrate on cutting into her opponent’s lead, which was considerable by the time they crested the rise and saw a long level stretch running between clumps of palm trees and curving round to the left. She felt a steady pull in that direction on her bit and then a couple of light taps across her buttocks. Carlo clearly didn’t want her to exhaust herself just yet so she contented herself with getting her rhythm back and her breathing under control again. Gradually she widened her stride once more and began to close on the team ahead, Carlo seemed content with that as no corrective whip was applied. The curve was a long one and he took her on a line which brought her close to the crowd on her left and she could clearly hear that she was being shouted on by many of them. She tried to put on a spurt in response but Carlo lashed her thighs quickly and she steadied. 


Then suddenly the curve tightened, her bit was pulled sharply to the left and she found herself at the top of a steep little slope which led back to the stream but this time the track led straight across it.


“Yar! Go for it Blondie!” she heard Carlo bellow as he whipped her back. And this time they hit the water flat out. She was across it almost before she had finished gasping at the renewed shock of the cold on her sweat-sheened skin. The trap lurched and bucked wildly behind her but somehow Carlo stayed aboard and then she was pounding up a slight rise again which led to a long straight, past the start/finish line and onto the second lap. They were holding station now and as they started the second lap, Tara realised it was the last one because she got a blizzard of really hard lashes which had her squealing desperately through her bit. But she got the message and threw all her remaining strength into the pursuit. This time round Carlo pulled wide to the left as they approached the water and then pulled her hard right as they charged downhill and into the stream, so she hit it going nearly straight on. Carlo’s line was so tight that she actually felt some hands reaching out from the crowd stroke her flanks as they flashed by. But all she had eyes for were the wheels of the trap ahead. Behind her, as she splashed through the icy stream once more, she could feel her own trap bounding along over the rough going but Carlo was still yelling her on and whipping her shoulders. At this speed the wheels didn’t catch and they lost no ground at all but neither did they make much.


Back on dry land, Tara snorted for breath round her bit and groaned with effort as she fought her way up hill and when she looked up again she was scant yards behind with mainly level ground ahead. All round the long left hand curve she gained on her opposing pony slave. She could see how much whip was being applied and reckoned she had a chance, Carlo was now just snapping at her bottom, keeping a final thrashing in reserve. As the two teams hit the ford, Carlo pulled her out to the right and they exited almost dead level. And from there to the line was a simple sprint. Tara felt a shift in the balance of the trap and realised that Carlo was standing. The whip suddenly came down and confirmed that he was. The lash landed hard over her right shoulder, it carved the whole depth of her breast and the tip stung bitterly as it cracked into her stomach.


She snorted in shock and pain, instinctively bending forward which was what Carlo obviously intended as he laid on an identical lash over her left shoulder. Beside her she could hear the opposing driver screaming at his pony and lashing her mercilessly. Grimly the two slaves pounded along under the constant barrage of stinging pain. Suddenly Tara felt a whip lash land across the fronts of her thighs and squealed in shock, almost stumbling fatally. The opposing driver was resorting to whipping her as well as his own slave. She heard Carlo swear and then his whip smacked across the chest of her opposition, making her throw her head back and lose momentum. Just enough. Tara got her head down again and gained precious inches. Through sweat-blurred eyes she saw the line coming closer and closer with agonising slowness. Her knees felt weak, she was staggering rather than running, Carlo wasn’t bothering with the whip any more. He was just urging her on with his voice but she couldn’t hear the words, they were lost in the roar of the crowd. The other team had to be just out of her blinkered vision. She had to hang on. Vaguely she was aware that as her strength failed, the combined effect of her harness, plugs and the whip was increasing and she was dangerously near a climax. She realised she could feel her labia sliding damply on the studded crotch strap. Inside her she could feel the dildo almost floating and squelching in a flood of vaginal juices. She screamed into her bit to try to drive away the arousal and lunged desperately for the tape, falling through it and sliding on the grass headlong. She was powerless to cushion her fall and so her breasts took the brunt of it and the pins in her tit straps dragged cruelly as she slid.  


Her groom washing her face with a tepid cloth was smiling when Tara opened her eyes and so she knew she had done enough and gratefully slumped back to allow the girl to unhitch her and see to her stabling.

 

She fell into an exhausted sleep the minute her groom chained her in her stall but was woken some hours later by the noise of men and women entering the stable block. They were talking and laughing loudly and every now and then she heard the chink of glasses and the glugging of drinks being poured. Of course; the day wasn’t over yet. She and her fellow slaves still had one more performance to put on. Stiffly, feeling the residual sting from the whips and the soreness at her breasts and sex from the studs, Tara stood up and blinked herself fully awake. Opposite the stalls the tables which normally held their tack had been swept clear and some of the lights had been switched on. There was enough illumination for her to make out a fair sized crowd of guests, men and women dressed in superbly tailored suits and evening gowns. Her eyes slid over them until she found who she was looking for; Carlo. He was showing a group some of the whips used on the slaves but glanced over when the grooms led the four solo gladiators out on their tongue leashes. She enjoyed the look of pride which she saw on his face as the guests made admiring noises. At her table Tara was made to turn and lie on her back, her hands still bound behind her. Then her feet were raised and placed on the edge of the table, so that her legs were bent double. Then she felt rope being wound round her shins and thighs and then a tension came on them as the ropes were tied off to the legs at opposite sides of the table. Her legs were thus raised and spread in blatant invitation to the guests to either beat her or fuck her - or both. Her head hung down over the opposite edge of the table and upside down she could see the straining bulges in the men’s trousers and decided that as they had probably paid very highly for the privilege of gaining access to the slaves, they would definitely go for both. She felt herself begin to heat and melt at the prospect.


Tara was about to try and crane her head up to see which was to be done to her first when a hand pulled her head down firmly and she found herself looking at the underside of a thickly engorged cock which was spearing towards her mouth. Without a moment’s hesitation she opened wide and heard the man sigh in pleasure as her ringed tongue began to lick up the hard shaft and then swirl around the smooth and pungent helm. But his need was obviously urgent and after only a few licks he rammed himself into her waiting mouth. She was just about to relax her throat to give him better access when the first lash arrived between her legs. She almost gagged as she jerked in shock and moaned in delight simultaneously, while the thick cock filled her mouth. But then whoever it was who was whipping her settled into a rhythm and she was able to widen her throat.


Hands mauled and squeezed her breasts while the cock withdrew and plunged in again and again. The man plainly didn’t want to feel the caress of her lips or tongue any more, he just wanted to feel the tightness of her mouth as he pumped his spend into her. And all the time she was responding to the stinging smack of the leathers between her legs. Suddenly the cock stopped thrusting and she felt the urethra expand and then begin to pump. As far as she could Tara raised her hips off the table to meet the whip as one of her spectacular orgasms burst through her. She gulped at the warm splashes of sperm and felt her sex convulse and squeeze as her thick secretions ejaculated to reward the whip. 


Again and again she forced her hips up, milking the last drop of her fluids and her orgasm as the cock was withdrawn from her mouth and wiped on her hair. And as she lay gasping in the after-tremors she was overjoyed to hear Carlo’s voice and feel his strong fingers pulling her labia apart and delving into her pounding sex.


“See?” he was saying. “When this little beauty comes, it pours out of her. Makes for the most comfortable fuck you’ve ever had.”


Whoever he was talking to took him at his word and Tara bucked again as she felt herself penetrated by another cock. She cried out in pleasure but then her face was engulfed in a swish of fine silk and she found herself in a fragrant darkness. Two stockinged thighs were either side of her and her questing tongue found the delicious and tangy moisture of a lubricated vulva. The lips were already parted and between the convolutions of the inner lips she easily found the vaginal entrance and lanced her tongue upwards. She was rewarded by a squeal of delight and then fingers gripped her nipples and pulled spitefully.


“Fuck the bitch! I want her tongue right up me!” she heard the woman she was licking say to the man who was screwing her. He obliged and Tara rocked under the force of his assault while she obediently sucked and licked the woman until she heard her scream and the man using her vagina finished in a frenzy of even harder thrusts and jets of hot sperm. 


Again there was no respite for her. Another cock was presented to her lips while between her legs the whip started again. This time Tara came before the man using her mouth and as she felt her innards drain there were cries of delighted surprise from the observers as they watched her cunt ooze thickly, expelling sperm and her own juices to trickle slowly down between her buttocks. She cried out her ecstasy around the cock in her mouth and then it was suddenly removed and she felt the warm splashes of sperm on her throat and breasts.

 


Tara began to sink into a haze of slavish pleasure as her use continued, the guests seemingly unable to get enough of her. At one stage she felt her groom being bent over the table beside her and taken from the rear while being beaten at the same time. But as she herself was pleasuring two men she couldn’t devote more than a second’s attention to the cries of pain escalating into shrieks of ecstasy. But as she lay panting and dripping sperm from both ends while the groom’s beating carried on, she heard Carlo again.


“Get her over here and we’ll have more fun!”


Before she could begin to figure out what he meant, the groom was hauled to her feet and then re-positioned. This time she was bent over Tara. Her familiar, plump sex was jammed down onto her face so that her nose was pushing at the girl’s anus and Tara could feel her hardened nipples on her own stomach. But, joy of joys, there was a tongue at her throbbing clitoris. And while one of the guests took a cane to the groom’s bottom another used a flogger on her back. From between the girl’s legs Tara got a wonderful view of the thin rattan shaft blurring as it sliced down across the well-fleshed buttocks, just inches from her face. It was enough, and while Tara felt the onrush of another explosive climax under the tongue-lashing her clitoris was getting, the groom writhed and ground her hips down, her warm breath fanning Tara’s nub as she yelled under the lashes.


For what seemed like an age she and her groom were taken time and again until finally Carlo called a halt. There were groans of disappointment which turned to cheers when he reminded them that there was still the next night.


The voices faded and Tara heard the groom climb slowly to her feet from where she had been discarded on the floor and begin to untie her legs. Finally she was allowed to stagger shakily upright and look around. All four slaves and their grooms were streaked from head to foot with shiny sperm; it gleamed between their thighs and on their buttocks, it streaked their breasts and matted their hair, it was caking around their chins.


“We’ll clean ‘em up in the morning,” one groom said, grinning at her companions. “Let’s just get the bitches bedded.”


Almost as soon as she was chained, Tara began to plummet into a deep sleep. A post- orgasmic lassitude overtook her and dulled the pounding at her crotch, she sighed contentedly and rolled onto her back, opening her legs to let the cool air soothe her bruised flesh. But just before the waters of exhaustion closed over her, there came a memory. It was a niggling little itch of a memory; something she had heard without even realising she had done so. While she had been pleasuring all the people who had crowded round her, there had been one voice which had wormed its way into her sex-drugged mind. It was a male voice, swaggering, smug and somehow dangerous; and it was the voice which had so disturbed her the previous night.


But it was too late to prevent her sinking into sleep.









Chapter 17



 



As ever, Carlo had known exactly how far - and for how long - to let things go. So when Tara awoke it was clearly mid-morning at the earliest. The sun struck through the windows in the wall opposite her stall and mote-filled beams of light streaked the stables. She couldn’t help groaning as she eased herself up onto her elbows. It was always like this in the middle of a show but food, a shower, a little limbering up and then a massage would sort her out. 


Sure enough, by the time her groom had expertly used her strong fingers as Tara lay on the table which had seen such frenzied action the night before, she was ready to go again. 


Her first event was the solo log pulling and with Carlo driving her she had relatively little trouble. But by the time he came for her to compete in the pairs event it was plain that things were not going too well. He was frowning and his handling of her as she was fitted to the long pole which stretched across hers and one of the brunette’s shoulders was unusually harsh. Nevertheless she and her partner struggled back and forth down the arena, dragging their ever-heavier load, goaded expertly by Carlo’s whip which alternately stung their backs and shoulders and then wickedly curled up between their straining thighs. It was a close call but they crossed the line first and were led back to their stalls just as the losers began to pay their forfeit at the whipping posts. The shrieks and cries answering the cracks of the whips rose above the enthusiastic counting of each lash by the crowd.

 

The slaves were rested for a couple of hours before being led out for pursuit running. The front seats in the arena, those not shaded by the roof had sprouted a colourful crop of parasols as the crowd protected themselves from the bright sun beating down on the sand as the eight runners were paraded.


Carlo had drilled them all well and even though this was the first time Tara would compete in this event for real, she felt quite confident. All she had to do was make as many ‘lengths’ as she could before her pursuing horse rider ran her down and pinned her with his whip. Between the whipping posts, panels of wood had been slotted so that there was now a continuous barrier down the centre of the arena, but one which stopped well short of either end. A ‘length’ was counted as the length of one side of this barrier, the idea was simply for each slave to run as many as possible before being inevitably brought down. At one end of the arena a temporary corral had been constructed and inside this the rider would wait for his signal to start the pursuit of his naked quarry.


Tara had been drawn to run third and she had a seemingly endless wait in the dressing room before being led out. And as the first two runners were returned, caked in dust and sweat, scored with yet more weals over breasts, torsos and thighs; it became clear from Carlo’s demeanour that the Blues were not having it all their own way on this occasion and their early lead was being whittled away.


When it came to her turn and her groom was buckling on the shin guards which was all the protection the slaves carried he stroked her hair and kept up a worried murmur of encouragement, much as if he were addressing a horse which he only expected to respond to his tone rather than his words.


“We’ll show them, eh Blondie? Their best is six lengths. You can do more, my lovely bitch. You’re one strong slave. We’ll show ‘em,” he muttered.


She got a rousing cheer as she was led out to stand beside the corral and Carlo confirmed her growing celebrity status as he unclipped her lead and her hands.


“See? They love my beautiful blonde bitch. Show ‘em something they don’t forget in a hurry.” A quick slap to her flank and he was gone.


Tara flexed her wrists and looked around, suddenly alert now that her master was gone and she was in the arena.


Beside her she could see her pursuer, now mounted so that he was visible over the side of the corral. She noted his horse was skittish and he struggled to calm it. So much the better, the more he had to concentrate on his mount, the longer she could remain free and running. From long experience in training, Tara knew the contest was not as one-sided as it at first appeared. The firing pistol would sound twice, on the first she would start her run, and on the second, when she passed a marker half away along the barrier, the rider would be let out. The arenas were compact enough to even things out a little. An unencumbered slave was far more manoeuvrable than a horse, so although the horse was faster in a straight line, it took a high degree of horsemanship to turn it at each end of the barriers.


It was up to the fleeing slave to take full advantage before the rider could run her down and let loose with the stock whip he carried.


Tara settled herself into a half-crouch and waited tensely. The crowd fell silent. A sudden sharp report sounded behind her and Tara surged away from the start. Only vaguely did she register the storm of cheers which rose from the whole arena; she was listening for the second shot which would signal the real commencement.


But for a few seconds she could relish the freedom. With no harness she could feel the wind on her body as she accelerated and lengthened her stride. Her breasts swung and shook, her hair trailed and blew in a thick blonde mane behind her and though she could have wished both were a little restrained she knew she made a glorious sight as she loped easily over the sand, her long legs effortlessly covering the ground.


The second shot sounded and Tara re-focussed her attention.


As she rounded the barrier to complete the first length she glanced back and saw the horse accelerating towards her, just approaching the halfway marker, she reckoned. She set off on the second length at full speed, knowing how the horse would rear and struggle as the rider pulled it fiercely round before it could get back up to its own full speed. She glanced back again at the next turn and saw that the rider was now maybe three quarters of the way along the length. She reckoned she could make it three lengths before she needed to take any evasive action - and before she would need to worry about the whip.


She made it. But as she set off on the fourth length, she could hear the horse snorting and whinnying its protest against the bit yanking its head hard round. Tara ran now with her full attention on the sounds behind; looking round was fatal, it slowed you. She had just made the halfway by the time she heard the horse’s hooves closing fast. She took two more strides and then threw herself forwards, ignoring the grating on her stomach and breasts but concentrating on hearing the whip sigh over her head. Then she was up and running again, swerving out to her right to go round the outside of the horse which was being reined in as the rider struggled to regain his own balance and turn.


Tara ducked close by the horse’s head; deliberately distracting it and making it rear, then she was round the barrier and starting on her fifth length. But it was close work now and she knew the rider would be targeting her pumping thighs, aiming to wrap the whip and bring her down. He was good, she realised. He had wheeled his mount skilfully and was accelerating fast. Once again the hooves drummed behind her and she could almost see her own buttocks and thighs making inviting targets. She imagined his arm raising but this time she knew he would strike low so she made no attempt to throw herself down. Instead she veered sharply to her left and flattened herself face first against the barrier; her feet skidding in the dust as she slowed. The tip of the whip scorched across the backs of her knees making her stagger for a second but nothing more. She wheeled around and dashed straight out from the barrier, aiming to go close behind the horse. But the rider had second-guessed her and turned his horse to his right, barring her way.


Knowing that to hesitate was to lose in this event, Tara changed direction and darted back, nearly losing her footing but going for the gap between horse and barrier. She knew she would take a hard lash in so doing, the rider being able to slash down at her back as she passed. The blow was hard and momentarily made her lose her stride and her breath as the lash traversed her upper back, the tip snaking round to sting her left breast. But the pain spurred her on. This was what she loved; the contest. Her against a whip wielded by a man who wasn’t afraid to use it.


She dived for the end of the barrier, swinging herself round it by one arm. The rider got in another lash, down over the barrier itself. It scythed across her breasts this time and she shrieked and spun away. She hadn’t seen it coming and the atrocious pain made her wobble and stagger but still she kept up a stumbling run until her head cleared. But when it did, she saw she was in trouble. She had run wide of the barrier as her breasts had blinded her with their pain and now the horse was between her and it. It kept pace with her on her left as she desperately sprinted forwards, sweat streaming down her face and stinging the weal on her breasts. But now the rider could pick her off and he did so, however she jigged and dodged. Frantically she tried to remember which length she was on. Carlo had said six was the score to beat. Was this the sixth? She couldn’t concentrate, the man was a master with the whip. He was weaving dextrous patterns in front of her with the long, heavy lash, forcing her to slow and back towards the outside fence of the arena. She just had to keep going somehow, make as many lengths as she could and trust to luck. 


She decided to stand her ground. Suddenly she stopped dead and faced the rider, arms and legs spread in the crouch of a gladiator. She saw him smile and bring the whip down so that it slashed across her back again. She flinched but stayed where she was. He whipped her again. This time across the fronts of her thighs. Again she held her ground, blinking away the pain, shaking her sweat-matted hair out of her eyes and watching her opponent carefully. He was laughing now; she could see him picking his next target and played up to it. She pretended to cower and put one arm up across her face while she half turned away from him. As she had guessed, he was playing to the gallery, sure he had her. He whipped her across her buttocks, just as the crowd would want. She yelped and staggered, knowing now that he would whip her there again. The sight of the heavy lash carving into the full, fleshy mounds was what they all wanted to see. Sure enough she got another hard lash and staggered again as flashes of pain burst through her. But now, under her raised arm she watched until his arm was fully raised for the next stroke and then she ran. 


Digging her feet deep into the sand she sprinted forwards again. This was her last chance. He should have gone for her legs; got her down. But he had been too confident and now she knew he wouldn’t make that mistake again. 


Tara again darted in front of the horse and then she was round the barrier and pounding along to try for another length. Her breath burnt in her lungs, her heart pounded and her body stung from the sweat seeping into her weals, but still she listened for her pursuer. He was right behind her before she had made a third of a length. She knew he would be aiming for her lower legs this time, which was why she wore the shin pads. A whip wrapped round there would always bring a girl down. Tara headed out from the barrier quite deliberately this time and turned at bay. But this time she faced the rider on her terms. She kept directly in front of the horse’s head making herself almost impossible to strike. It was a good strategy but required calm nerves as the horse reared and the rider urged it on. She waved her arms and shouted incoherently as, step by step, she backed towards the end of the barrier. 


Suddenly the rider wheeled his horse to his right and tried to regain the initiative by overtaking her but Tara simply turned and ran while he was heading away from the barrier. He came back for her in a curve, aiming to block her way and maybe pin her against the barrier itself. But she stopped dead again, took a backhanded lash across her breasts again but staggered away from the barrier, behind the horse. She was sobbing for breath now, almost spent, but the end of the barrier was so close!


In a shambling, stumbling run which was all she was capable of, she made for her goal. There was no more strategy, it was a question of endurance. The rider couldn’t claim his quarry until she made no attempt to rise. And that meant he had to get her down.


She was on his right again and as she stumbled blindly forward the blow she had been dreading fell. The whip wrapped around her lower legs, scoring her calves and tripping her. She went down in a long skid and rolled over immediately. The horse loomed over her, dangerously close and she rolled again, somehow scrambling up and taking two more stinging lashes across her bottom as she did so. A she lurched upright she saw the horse standing squarely between her and the end of the barrier. Its rider wasn’t spurring it, he had her where he wanted her. Without thinking she stumbled forwards and then dived straight under the horse. She was under its belly and through before it or its rider had time to react and then she was up. Dazed and exhausted she stumbled forwards again, her hand reaching for the barrier’s end. She heard the rider curse as he turned his mount once more and then the whip caught her round her waist. It drove what little breath she had out of her but she didn’t let that stop her; not now. Her hand grasped the final post and she swung round to complete one more length.


She lay full length and began to recover herself. Her pursuer treated her to three more lashes criss-crossing her back, to make sure she wasn’t going to get up again. But she could enjoy them now; now that she had given everything. Her defeat had been inevitable and now the conqueror would claim her - out in the sand of the arena in front of a cheering crowd he would take the submission of her sweat and sand-coated body.


As the spots cleared from in front of her eyes she heard him dismount and shakily she pushed herself up onto knees and elbows, shuffling her thighs apart. Her breasts swung free beneath her and she didn’t need to look to know how hard her nipples were, she could feel them throbbing as she imagined the cameras greedily zooming in on her, focusing on the peeled open prize between her thighs. She yelped in surprise as the rider gave her two more lashes across her buttocks. Then she felt him kneel behind her and the smooth helm of his cock press against her opening. There would be no fondling of her clitoris or breasts, she knew. All that mattered was the sight of his manhood thrusting into her beaten body. And he played his part well. He thrust and withdrew slowly, drawing himself almost completely out before driving for her depths again and she rewarded him with gasps and cries as her tunnel gripped him with every ounce of strength she had left. And as he used her, she craned her head up and saw her own haunches on one of the huge screens. The dusky red of his shaft, gleaming with her juices was plunging in and out between her whip-scored and sand-encrusted thighs. She lost herself in an explosive orgasm, screaming with abandoned ecstasy as he grabbed her hair and pulled her head up for all to see her utter defeat. And when she had finished, he withdrew and went for her anus, making her cry out all over again as she felt her rectum filled by his shaft and at long last by his thickly jetting sperm. 


Tara collapsed forwards when he had finished with her and lay panting, full length on the sand while she listened to the crowd applaud, she heard his footsteps come round to her head and then he hauled her up by her hair. But any hopes she might have had of being allowed to lick him clean were soon dashed. He simply wiped himself clean with the fistful of hair he held and then threw her back down.


Carlo seemed well pleased with her and she lapsed back into her dream-like state as he fussed around her when she was led back into the dressing room. She guessed she had done enough and settled down to rest in her stall for a few hours before the pony racing finals in the evening.

 

Carlo looked at his prize blonde slave standing passively still, harnessed to her trap. Her only movement, apart from an occasional shift of weight from one foot to the other, was a flick of her tongue now and then as she swallowed, which rattled her ring against her teeth. In the rapidly cooling air her breath and her sweat steamed slightly. Carlo ran his hands over her flanks, and she acknowledged his touch with the odd twitch of a muscle beneath her skin. But the skin itself was showing the results of two days of competition; and there was still another day to go and they were teetering on the brink of their first ever defeat and even the toughest slave he had ever come across was showing signs of reaching the limits of her endurance. Weals crossed other weals and spots showed beneath the skin where blood had gathered. In a lot of places there were small scabs forming where blood had been drawn. It was the same for the other team though, he thought, and he had to admit they were the best opposition he had come up against.


The pony racing had been slow as all the drivers were aware that there was still another day’s competition to go but the Blues had still lost overall. Only Blondie had won. He did some rapid sums and realised that everything would depend on the last day. The Blonde was his top scorer and would be entered in The Cage - the final contest - and that meant she would be rested tonight. The guests would have to make do with squad girls and the other three solo gladiators.

 

Tara was only aware of her master’s hands on her lacerated skin and his voice as he murmured his concerns about how the show was going. She was almost dozing on her feet, contented and tired, ready for her stall. Perhaps it was that very state which caused all the trouble. Because suddenly a loud, Irish brogued voice sounded close behind her and a hard hand slapped her backside.


“Carlo! Give me an update on these fucking bitches!” 


To Tara it was as if someone had administered an electric shock. The harsh touch and the equally harsh voice breaking in on her tranquillity, had the effect of bursting open the doors in her mind which she had closed under the relentless punishment. She gasped and started as a blaze of fury swept through her. It was Conor Brien! The man who had swept her off her feet then abandoned her. It was the one man in the world she didn’t want to be owned by and the one man she was owned by.


“Whoa, girl!” Carlo said, reaching out to steady her by grabbing her right breast and squeezing it so the studs in her tit strap dug in and forced her to hold still.


“I thought you told me we had the best stable in the business!” Conor went on.


Tara’s mind reeled with sheer fury. How dare Brien talk to her master like that! She tried to twist away from his grip so she could kick out at Brien.


“Whoa you bitch!” Tara heard Carlo’s voice but for once didn’t obey and kept frisking and pulling. He smacked her across her midriff with the spare length of lead in his hand and squeezed her tit harder with his other hand. She squealed around her bit and had no choice but to subside.


“Sure I did Mr Brien,” Carlo went on. “But when you’re the best, the others aim for you. But don’t worry. We still got tomorrow and we still got this one. She’s undefeated and The Cage counts four times the points. So even if the squad loses all its fights tomorrow, we can still win if she does.”


“Ah, I tell you Carlo, that was the best day’s recruiting I ever did.” The hateful voice was right by her ear and his hand was on her buttock again. She shivered in revulsion and twisted even more violently, defying the pain of Carlo’s grip on her breast and dislodging it.


Carlo reacted fast, he moved to stand directly in front of her tightening her lead with one hand and reaching out to grip her studded thong with the other; then he squeezed again, forcing the studs into the softness of her vulva. Tara’s eyes widened as she felt the studs dig in. Her breath hissed out round her teeth, clenched on her bit. Her nostrils flared and she rose onto tiptoes. Carl kept the pressure up until he was sure she was quiet again. Then slowly he relaxed his grip.


“You told me you’d thrashed everything out of her, Carlo!” Conor Brien growled. “If you can’t then I will!”


“No, Mr Brien! She’s okay, just leave her to me. Just let her rest and she’ll be fine.”


Slowly Conor Brien relaxed. “Okay, but just you remember. I don’t accept failure, Carlo. Not by my slaves or my staff. Understand?”


“I understand, Mr Brien,” Carlo replied stiffly.


Tara found herself in a different stall that night but it didn’t bother her; she was too exhausted to care. Strangely though, she was quite calm. She knew now what she had to do. The consequences might be unthinkable and Carlo would be angry and disappointed but nevertheless it was something she just had to do.

 

Carlo and Ali made a tour of inspection before the final day’s contests began. It was something Carlo would normally have done alone but after Brien’s outburst the night before, he had confided in the tall Sudanese. They had watched the squad girls turned out, showered and fed and now they watched as the grooms led out the four solo gladiators, and inevitably their attention focused on Blondie. 


“You still going to put her in The Cage?” Ali asked.


“Got to. She’s the highest scorer,” Carlo said simply.


“Listen, after what you told me last night I chartered a plane and made a couple of calls. If something big does go off, we can get us....and her out of here fast.”


Carlo nodded and went to stand by the big blonde as she was tethered by her tongue to the hitching rail outside her stall. As usual he stroked her hair and ran his hands over her, assessing the damage she had already sustained. It was pretty considerable but nothing she couldn’t handle, he reckoned. But after being in The Cage........well it might take a week or two before she was fit for anything, still that was what she was here for.


He patted her rump and made his way out, following Ali. Even the prospect of the final melee in the arena couldn’t lift the weight he felt on his shoulders and he was glad that the Sudanese had made plans. Blondie and Brien......Brien and Blondie.......what was going on? Whatever it was, he felt that putting Blondie in The Cage with everything to play for was going to crystallise things out. 


The Cage; suspended from the boom of a mobile crane in the centre of the arena with four chains holding it, the metal cage -  fifteen feet square - would host the showdown between the two top scoring solo gladiators. They would be naked and there would be no holds barred. But to make it more entertaining the chains would allow the cage to tilt and sway as the girls moved about inside which could give a random advantage or disadvantage to either slave. The top was open and at pre-agreed times, pre-agreed weapons would be tossed in, but only one of each. It would be up to the slaves to obtain and use each weapon to its best advantage before the next was thrown in. The contest would go on until one girl went down and stayed down. 









Chapter 18



 


 

With the patience born of long experience, Tara endured her tethering between bouts of massage and gentle walks and trots round the stableyard on the end of her tongue lead. She could hear the sounds from the pens and the arena and was impatient to get back into the action. After the events of the previous night she remained alert and aware but kept calm. She learned that things were going badly for the Blues and that increasingly the grooms who patted her and fussed over her were chatting about how much depended on how she fared in something called The Cage. That did disturb her. The one thing she didn’t want to do was disappoint Carlo but there was no help for it.


It was getting late when she was finally led into the dressing room under the arena and was rubbed all over with oil so that she would shine under the floodlights. She had heard how the melee - fifty whip-armed male guards against both squads of slaves had been a great success - the men hadn’t finished with the slaves until early evening.


The door suddenly crashed open and Conor Brien came to stand right in front of her. He grabbed her chin in one huge hand and wrenched her head up so she had to stare at him.


“I don’t know what’s going on inside that lovely head of yours, you bitch. But if you can hear me, remember this; there’s always got to be a penalty for losing.  And if you lose out there tonight - you’re going to pay a penalty like you can’t even begin to imagine!” He pushed her away, turned on his heel and was gone.


Her mouth went suddenly dry and her heart pounded with terror but the copper-haired woman’s words came back to her, one night Conor would want her, he would mistreat her terribly and she would love every second. Suddenly her jaw set, she wouldn’t stand for that. She had to go through with it. She had to play the part she had written for herself to the last line and after that she would simply have to trust to luck. 


But her devotion to Carlo had not wavered; he had never betrayed her. He had taught her more about herself than even he realised; he was her true Master, but tonight there was no help for it, she had to fail him just this once before she could truly devote herself to him. She didn’t like that thought at all and when he came to lead her out she tried to communicate with her eyes but he was preoccupied and plainly worried, just taking up her tongue lead and tugging her along into the arena.


The roar of the onlookers hit her like a physical blow. They were charged up after the feast of fighting, flogging and fucking they had witnessed earlier and now this single contest would not only provide another erotic spectacle but also decide who lost money and who won it. The floodlights bathed the sinister shape of The Cage in glaring, pitiless illumination as she was led towards it. Carlo unlocked a door cut into the bars of one side before releasing her tongue lead. Desperately, Tara tried to get out some words around her ring but she had been mute for so long that only an incoherent gargle emerged and before she knew it she had been pushed inside and the door had been locked. She pressed herself against the bars and did the only thing she could think of. She stuck her tongue out; it was her usual gesture of submission to her trainer and master. But Carlo didn’t even look at her, just patted her haunch through the bars and walked away. Somehow, after all this was over she would make him understand - if she made it through whatever Conor’s vengeance might consist of. But her mind was clear at last and she turned to face her opponent and get down to business.


A lithe, dark-haired girl had been pushed in through a door opposite her and the two gladiators sized up their surroundings and then each other. Instinctively Tara tested her footing, the floor of the cage was fine mesh, she glanced up and noticed the open top, but if there was a purpose for that, she would find out in due course. She looked at the girl opposite her more closely. She was looking around nervously and testing the bars as if she wished she could escape now and she seemed to be avoiding looking at Tara and suddenly it hit her. The girl was scared of her! Her reputation had grown to the point where the other gladiators were scared of her. Tara laughed aloud at the irony of it all. If she wanted to she could make this no more than a stroll in the park. But she didn’t; and somehow she would have to persuade this reluctant opponent to beat her. Suddenly the cage lurched and there was the whining of a winch as it lifted some six feet above the arena floor. Tara held onto one of the vertical bars and looked outside. Her eyes found the Owners’ box and, yes, there he was! The big Irishman was looking relaxed and chatting cheerfully with the others. She saw Mark Cavanagh, the man she had once worshipped as her owner until she had found out that she was Conor’s property and had scrubbed him from her mind. He looked happy too. But that wouldn’t last she told herself grimly.


The cage swayed on its chains and the crowd subsided into the silence of expectation. Tara shook her hair back proudly and stepped away from the bars. She knew she was good enough to orchestrate her own defeat - prolong things for the crowd and give Conor Brien plenty of time to savour the taste of that defeat.


Slowly she made her way across the cage in her usual crouch, feeling how it shifted slightly as she did so. The other girl did the same and as she came closer Tara could see the expectation of losing in her eyes. At first Tara did nothing to disabuse her of that notion. In the first clinch, both girls’ hands slipping over oiled flesh, breasts pressed flat together, Tara managed to get one hand between her opponent’s legs and throw her then she followed up by dropping to her knees on the girl’s back. The familiar battle lust raced through her as she watched the girl’s whip-scored body writhe as she stood back, it took a lot of self control to let her rise. But to her credit, the girl came up fighting, charging into Tara at waist height and sending her staggering back. The Cage tilted treacherously as their bodies left the centre and both of them sprawled into a corner. The other girl was up first and stamped her foot down onto Tara’s breasts. She screamed and turned over to protect them, took a kick to her buttocks but was able to use the bars to pull herself up. For a moment she stayed where she was and let a rain of punches and kicks fall on her back and legs. She glanced up at the Owners’ box and was pleased to note the concern on its occupants’ faces.


She ignored the dull pain of the blows and whirled suddenly, landing a backhanded slap to her opponents’ breasts, stopping her in her tracks and enabling her to get a grip on them, digging her fingers in to stop the oil making them slide off. She loved the feel of the soft flesh she was squeezing and the sound of the girl’s wail as she was pushed back. Her hands scrabbled at Tara’s wrists vainly but then she suddenly stopped pushing and let herself fall backwards. Tara was taken off balance and fell forwards. The girl got a foot in her stomach and sent her flying high overhead.


The world span and then she landed heavily, the cage swung and tilted again, propelling her into another corner and then the girl was on her again. Tara decided that she was a worthy opponent to lose to as she felt fingers dive between her legs as she sprawled and get a pinching grip on one of her labia. She thrashed desperately, lashing out with her fists and legs but couldn’t stop the sharp, penetrating pain. Another hand found a nipple and twisted. Tara yelled and arched, momentarily paralysed; but suddenly the two grips were released and the girl was gone. Tara blinked and looked up, she was scrabbling away and was picking up a flogger. So that was the reason for the open top, she guessed. Every now and then a weapon would be tossed in to keep the slaves busy and the crowd entertained. She grinned. How she loved this life!


She sprang up and decided it was time she asserted herself before throwing the fight. The girl came at her, swinging the lashes and Tara let her, dodging sideways as the cage tilted again, this time she was the one on top in the corner and she made it count, wrenching the whip from her opponent’s grasp and tossing it contemptuously out of the cage once she had delivered several hard lashes to the strong back and deliciously trembling buttocks. Then she strode back to the centre and waved to the crowd while the other slave pulled herself up. 


She deliberately turned to the Owners’ box and when she was sure she had Conor’s attention she smiled and blew him a kiss. A slow-dawning expression of horror passed across his face as he took in the implications of her action and she was still laughing when the other slave leapt on her back and the two naked furies went at it with nails, fists and feet, seeking out every feminine crevice and hole and punishing it in any way they could. Tara loved every second of the desperate explorations, the feel of the warm body twisting against her, breasts bouncing and swinging, strong thighs clenching as her fingers tried to drive up between them. Then a riding crop was thrown in and there was a frantic crawl for it, each girl dragging the other back and trying for the advantage. Tara almost forgot her purpose and won the struggle.


She taunted the girl for a while, just flicking at her thighs and shoulders, then she let her grab it and allowed herself to take a thorough thrashing as she pantomimed the agony, arching, twisting and screaming as she pretended to be badly hurt. She listened for the crowd’s screams as those who had had the courage to bet against her suddenly saw big money coming their way. She stayed in a corner while the thrashing went on, facing her tormentor and holding the bars either side of her as if too stunned to sink down and curl up. The girl was laughing with savage joy as she swung the lash in to Tara’s thighs, breasts and stomach, she was getting her confidence up, beginning to believe that she could actually win against the famous Blondie.


But not yet, Tara decided. She surged off the bars, shaking off the beating as if it hadn’t happened, twisting the girl’s wrist till she dropped the crop and then holding her arm out straight and forcing her to bend over, she got one of her own legs over it, straddling the twisted limb. Then she wrenched it up until she could grind her sex and her clitoris against it. She listened for the cheers from her own relieved supporters as she sensually rolled her hips, using her opponent’s pain to fuel the lust which naked combat always roused in her. 


She looked up to the Owners’ box again and revelled in the perplexed expressions she saw there. Coupled with the delightful friction between her legs, it was nearly enough to tip her over the edge and into orgasm. But fortunately the girl under her managed to twist around enough to use her free hand to grab one of Tara’s ankles. She gave a theatrical wail of despair as she allowed herself to be toppled from her perch and then a single lash whip came sailing in over the bars.


In the ensuing, savage whip duel the first blood was drawn and the crowd went wild. Tara had gone for the crop and let the other girl take the whip. With the greater reach she inevitably made it tell and Tara felt the first warm trickles begin to course down her back as they lunged, lashed and ducked, striking wherever they could. 


And by the time a weighted, leather boxing strap was thrown in, Tara was genuinely beginning to feel the first effects of approaching defeat. But one look up at the expression of fury on Conor’s face as she went down on all fours under a barrage of lashes was enough to spur her on to play out her revenge to the end. She struggled to her feet, not having to feign it too much now, her body stung and ached all over, to see the other girl winding the strap round her fist, her face set in a grimace of savage determination. Then she flung the whip out so that Tara couldn’t use it and came for her in the gladiator’s crouch, closing in for the kill. Tara took one more look at Conor and faced up to the pasting she had condemned herself to.


It seemed to take forever. Now that she knew she was going to win a famous victory, the girl put on a real show and even through the daze of pain Tara gradually sank into, she appreciated the skill. After an initial shoulder charge to get Tara staggering backwards, she picked her targets, weakening her with blows to the stomach and breasts, dazing her with clubbing blows to the head. Tara tasted blood in her mouth as she was flung back against the bars and sank to her knees. Then her face was held roughly against her opponent’s sweat- soaked crotch and she began to lick at the pungent juices while she felt the girl thrust and swivel her hips - playing to the gallery. Tara could still have retaliated, she knew she still had plenty left if she needed it. But a long slow defeat would stretch out the agony for Conor Brien.


Time and again she was dragged to her feet, swung against the bars and then she tottered back to meet a fist or a knee brought sharply up between her straddled legs. The world dissolved into wheeling circles of colour as it spun round her when she was thrown or knocked clear across the cage. Then the girl took up the crop again and for as long as Tara remained down she was lashed with it. And once she had clawed her way upright again, using the bars. Her opponent’s weighted fist punished her until she collapsed. 


Just once as she was flung face first against the bars and began to slide down, her rapidly closing eyes picked out Carlo. He was standing in the arena gazing up at her with open-mouthed despair, almost as if he himself were feeling every shattering impact on her exhausted body.


Once again Tara did the only thing she could think of and prayed that his time he would see; she stuck her tongue out and showed him her ring. The crop began to scythe down across her already-numb back but she kept enough control to roll her eyes up at the Owners’ box. She saw Carlo’s eyes follow hers and realisation begin to dawn. He ran. And Tara knew she had done enough and was happy even as she was hauled by her hair back into the centre of the swaying cage. She hadn’t seen it but the final weapon had been slung in. A studded whip.

 

Carlo dashed for the dressing room, his mind in a ferment of sudden realisation and stark fear. He raced for the door which would take him outside but it opened before he got there and he cannoned into Ali.


“She’s getting pounded!” he yelled as he grabbed Carlo by the shoulders.


“I know! The bitch is throwing it!” he panted in reply. “It’s Brien, I think she’s getting something back on him. You were right Ali, she kept something back from us. Christ what a tough bitch! Get that plane and stay with it! I’ll try and get her out before he gets to her! Jesus, he’ll kill her if he does!”


Ali sprinted back out of the door and Carlo ran back into the arena. It was nearly over. His magnificent Blondie was hardly moving now; a limp and blood-stained form on the floor of the cage, her conqueror standing over her playing the crowd, getting them to shriek their desire to see another lash go in and watch the big blonde writhe one more time. The victor was frantically rubbing her free hand between her legs, orgasming in the sheer joy of complete victory and even in his desperate haste Carlo did have to admit that The Cage was a hell of an idea. The gleaming body of the victorious gladiator, streaked itself with blood in places standing over the vanquished slavegirl was intensely erotic. And as he rushed over towards the crane driver, the end came. Somehow the blonde contrived to get her knees under her and lift her backside up - he couldn’t tell if it was one last attempt to rise or an invitation to one last lash which would send her into the final agonised orgasm of the defeated. But as he gestured frantically to the crane driver, he saw the victorious slave take aim - she did it so slowly that the crowd was able to make a rising “Oooooh!” as they watched her arm rise and then the whip scythed down between the blonde’s buttocks. She twisted up, almost throwing herself off the floor, her shriek audible above the crowd’s demented cacophony and then she fell back and didn’t move again.


The cage was lowered and Carlo’s fingers fumbled with the lock. He looked up at the Owners’ box as the door finally swung open and saw Conor Brien shoving people aside as he tried to get out. Carlo ran in, knelt and picked the blonde up, then slung her body over one shoulder in a fireman’s lift and tried to make his escape. 


Conor Brien would expect him to go through the Blue’s dressing room, so he made for the home team’s room and barged through the jubilant guards. Outside he was swallowed up by the crowd streaming out of the arena. Ignoring the cries of amazement once people recognised what he was carrying he ran towards the small airfield, all the time keeping an eye open for Conor’s head above the crowd. He was nearly there when he spotted it. He made one last effort to break through the crowd and finally burst free, he saw Ali taxi-ing a twin engined Cessna and turning it ready for take-off. Hefting the blonde firmly onto his shoulder he set off at a full run but heard Conor begin to shout behind him and he doubted if he would have time to load the girl and himself before he was caught. But he was going to try.


His feet pounded across the grass while his ungainly burden jolted and shifted, slowing him down. The plane came closer but so did the sound of footsteps in pursuit. And even he; Carlo who prided himself so much on his fitness, was panting with effort by the time he flung the rear door open, dumped the inert slave inside, slammed the door again and turned to face his erstwhile employer.


The two men faced each other, panting from the chase. The draught from the engines blew around them like a deafening hurricane.


“You and I can square accounts tomorrow, Carlo,” Brien shouted over the roar. “But I want that worthless bitch now!”


“Right Mr Brien!” Carlo yelled back and pushed himself upright to square up to the bigger man. “She’s worthless, so I’m buying her. You take all the money I got in the bank, that way you got a bargain. Shit, you own the bank so it’s no problem.”


Brien smiled but shook his head. “No deal. I got a score to settle with her, now get out of my way or I’ll settle with you too.” He took a menacing step forwards. But suddenly another voice shouted over the engines.


“That’s enough Mr Brien!”


Carlo looked along the fuselage and saw Ali leaning out of the pilot’s window. He was holding a pistol and it was pointing at Conor Brien’s head. There was something about the rock-steady way it was held which suggested that the man holding it knew how to use it and was quite prepared to. Brien obviously came to the same conclusion.


He gave a humourless smile. “It ain’t over till it’s over,” he said. But he backed off a step and Carlo turned and scrambled into the plane.


“Get us the hell out of here, Ali!” he yelled to the cockpit as he locked the door. Then ignoring the seats and seatbelts he knelt by the blonde as the plane began to bump along over the grass. 


“Oh, Blondie. What the hell have you let them do to you?” he murmured as he turned her over and surveyed her ravaged body. Beneath him he felt the roughness fade as the wheels cleared the ground and they were airborne.









Chapter 19



 



John Carpenter put down the phone and turned to where Madame Stalevsky sat, an elegant eyebrow raised quizzically.


“They’re on their way. They’ve got the blonde but it sounds like something’s happened. They’ll be here tomorrow, about mid-day. But Ali says they’re going to need some facilities.”


“Like what?” Madame asked.


“He asked if we’d got some kind of sickbay. He said they were going to need it for a few days.”

 

The copter put down at The Lodge’s helipad and John, Madame, Yuri and Ivan - Madame’s two mute Russian helpers - waited till the blades were drooping and swishing before they approached. The pilot’s door opened and Ali’s familiar white-robed figure climbed out. He was followed by a shorter but powerfully built, swarthy man and Ali introduced him as Carlo. John and Madame instantly recognised him from the memorably expert whipping they had seen him deliver to the blonde in question and hands were shaken all round in mutual recognition of a shared enthusiasm for plying the whip on female flesh. And then John asked where the slave was.


Carlo looked a little uncomfortable. “She’s in the back. But she don’t look so good just now. If you can let me have a room and a few things, she’ll be ready in a couple of days....... Maybe a week,” he conceded.


“Make it two,” Ali said.


“What’s happened?” John asked.


Carlo held up his hands. “It’s a long story. If we can just get her settled and if you can leave her with me for a while. We’ll tell you everything.”


The smaller man went and opened the rear door of the copter and pulled out a human form wrapped in a blanket and a sheet so nothing was visible, except, John noted with concern, some blonde tresses trailing out of one end of the bundle. There was some blood on them.

 

Some hours later they all gathered in John’s office and Carlo related the whole tale.


“She just wanted revenge. Nothing we did to her could get that out of her stupid head,” he took a swallow of his whisky. “What a tough girl that is, eh? A session with ‘the Doc’ every day for a month and then four hundred lashes. And still she don’t let go of that thought. But you don’t worry Mr Carpenter, she’ll be fine if I look after her. Don’t ask me how I know, I just know. She gave me a sign. She’ll be back fighting, soon.”


“Okay, Carlo. Whatever you need, just ask. And in the meantime, gentlemen, feel free to enjoy our hospitality.”


Carlo’s face lit up. “Ali says you got Patti here.”


“She’s here, sure. And she’s a reformed character, after Madame had her for two months’ special treatment once we found out she betrayed that blonde of yours. Madame has very strict views about how slaves should behave towards one another.”


Carlo nodded seriously in agreement and then laughed out loud. “I gotta see that Patti! She was fucking good even when she was bad!”

 

Tara woke slowly, fighting her way up through waves of pain and flashes of memory. She relived the garish lights shining down on The Cage, the sight of the studded whip descending to bite into her flesh, time and again, Carlo running from the arena, Conor Brien's face contorted in fury. That was a good memory and she opened her eyes, or tried to. They wouldn't open properly and she remembered the weighted boxing strap on her opponent's fist but she could see enough to know she wasn't in her stall. She was lying face down on sheets and the smooth, crisp linen against her skin was a touch of luxury she had long forgotten. She tried to raise her head; and screamed.


Pain exploded through her whole body. It wasn't the usual throbbing and stinging she was accustomed to in the wake of a good flogging, this was raw, sharp agony. Even the act of screaming hurt her and she fell back, burying her face in the pillow and trying to breathe shallowly enough to calm the pain in her torso. 


"Lie still, Blondie." It was Carlo's voice, her master's, coming from above and behind her. Knowing he was there calmed her and she made no attempt to move again.


"If you wanted to get some kind of revenge on Conor Brien, you did that alright. And if you wanted to get away from him, you did that too. But you paid a big price, you stubborn bitch. You've got cracked ribs, a broken hand, your eyes won't open for another few days yet and you're cut to ribbons from neck to knees." His voice was harsh and unsympathetic yet he seemed to understand her motives. She carefully stuck her tongue out show him her ring and assure him she was still his slave.


"Okay," he went on. "From now on it's you and me, Blondie; we're on our own You'll heal up in a few weeks, meanwhile we've got ourselves a new home and once I've got you trained back up, you'll be back in the arena. Understand?"


She flicked her tongue out again.


"We're going freelance. So your first job is to lie still and heal fast."


She didn't really understand what he meant. But it didn't matter, she had accomplished what she had set out to do and she still had her master; that was enough.


She drifted in and out of sleep over the succeeding days. Sometimes there was pain when her dressings were changed. Even rolling onto her back so the cuts across her breasts could be attended to, hurt her ribs terribly. But slowly the pains began to ebb and eventually she was able to stand, although Carlo had to support her. After several more days she was able to walk slowly and carefully around the neat, sparsely furnished room. From what she could see out of the window, she guessed that she was back in England and in a large country house to judge by what she could see around her. Parkland stretched away on all sides, dotted with Oak and Copper Beech.  On one sunny day she was delighted to see a ponygirl pulling a trap at a fast trot along one of the paths which traversed the grass.  She herself was not restrained in any way and as she recovered, she realised she missed her collar, wrist and ankle restraints. And she felt increasingly uncomfortable about having her hands free. But about one thing she was very happy indeed. She found she could recover that comforting, slavish calm which allowed her to block out any understanding of what was said in her hearing and as she healed she let herself slip back into it.


As ever Carlo seemed to know exactly what was going on in her mind and one evening he appeared with her collar and all the rest of her trappings. With her hands once more comfortingly clipped together behind her back and her lead clipped into her tongue ring, she was led down what looked like a series of back stairs and servants' corridors until they emerged into a courtyard. The evening was chilly as she padded patiently behind Carlo across the cobbles and into a stable but immediately she felt at home as they entered the single storey building. There was a stall which was deeply spread with straw, there were radiators to keep the English climate at bay and there was the unmistakable smell of horses, which she was to learn were kept in the adjoining stable


She was still moving very stiffly and Carlo had to help her down onto the sheet which


covered her straw bed. But once she felt her collar chained securely to the wall and a rough blanket was thrown over her, Tara knew that wherever she now was; it was truly her home. And as Carlo closed the door and the dark descended, she let her mind drift away and sank contentedly back into her slave miasma. 









Chapter 20



 



When John returned to The Lodge after a fortnight away, he was quietly well pleased. He had had a series of meetings and felt he was on the way to staging the event which would restore The Lodge's fortunes and ensure him an involvement in the heady world of the arenas.


The blonde slave had certainly left a deep impression behind her. She had become something of a legend amongst the Owners and speculation was rife as to where she had been whisked away to. John hadn't given anything away on that score; they would find out when he was good and ready. Conor Brien was said to be still incandescently furious and that was how John wanted him to stay. A man in that state was easier to manipulate.


Even better news had come from a social gathering he had managed to get himself invited to and one of the guests, a Middle Eastern Prince, had been an Owner. He told John there were plans to stage smaller fights and contests in between the major shows; the demand was there and there was no point in having expensive slaves not earning their keep.


John was going to give them something to really chew on.


On his first night back he dined with Madame and Carlo. The stocky slave trainer was more relaxed now that his charge was back in a stable and he invited John to inspect her the following morning. 


He knew Carlo well enough to know that he wouldn't extend that invitation unless he was sure the slave was back in reasonable condition. 


"Yes, I'll do that Carlo. But first, as the plan is that you and she are going to go out on hire to whichever stable can afford you - I think you should take your own groom."


"Her groom is simply solved," Madame put in. "Patti. She knows the stables and the arenas. And of course she knows this slave."


Carlo laughed and beckoned Patti over. She was on domestic duty that evening and was wearing a yellow dress which set off her striking copper-coloured hair and pale complexion. She approached the table nervously and stood beside Carlo, the inviting swells of her breasts rising and falling noticeably above the low-cut line of the bodice. It was the uniform of all The Lodge's Housegirls, a full-cut gown which could nevertheless be removed swiftly by undoing a short zip at the back and sporting a hidden slit in the back of the floor-length skirt.


John noted that Carlo's hand went straight to that slit and he watched with amusement as Patti's body shifted slightly to allow Carlo's fingers to penetrate her. She glanced nervously at Madame, who tried to forbid these attentions when girls were working, but Madame either didn't see or didn't choose to. 


She blanched even paler when she learned the identity of the mystery slave who everyone had heard about but no one had seen and her lip trembled when she heard that she was going to be her groom.


"Blondie might not like you being around at first, Patti. So tomorrow morning be out in the stableyard about eleven. I'll give you a good beating to show her your new status." Carlo told her and then compounded the girl's discomfort by giving her his room disc to clip to her collar. That reserved her for his use overnight and she clearly knew she was in for a tough time. But it got worse.


"Mr Suarez," Madame said to Carlo, and John noted the honorific with amazement, coming from her to another trainer it was praise indeed. "This wretch has been thoroughly chastised in my special dungeons for her treachery. As a result she is now an exceptionally tough slave and I waive the usual penalty for over-using a Housegirl."


There was normally a huge fine for any member of The Lodge who rendered a girl unfit for work and service. Carlo was obviously aware of the honours Madame was heaping on him and hastened to rise and kiss her hand.


"You are too kind, Madame. But Carlo Suarez will not insult your generosity by taking anything less than full advantage of it." Without turning he waved Patti away and the trembling girl curtsied and went back to serving. John was certain that by the following morning Patti Campbell would be one well-thrashed girl.

 

The morning was bright and promised a fresh Spring day when John sauntered round the front of the house and into the stableyard. Already three of the girls had been driven out in the grounds between the shafts of The Lodge's traps. The traps themselves were tilted up against the stable walls and the male grooms were busy towelling down the girls, whose delicious buttocks and backs all showed the healthy pink stripes of a morning's trot before the crop or whip. He strolled over to inspect more closely; one of the girls was the petite little Amber Oakley-Dean - a privately owned Housegirl whose Master was in residence at the moment. As usual he hadn't spared the rod on her and John admired the network of stripes overlaying older and darker marks on her smooth haunches. Next to her was Marietta and John's brow furrowed at the sight of the pretty, dark-haired girl. She was one of the longest serving of the Housegirls and had it not been for the drought of new talent caused by the arenas she would have been sold off to one of the members - and there were plenty who wanted her - for a handsome profit by now. The third girl was none other than Brat, the tall blonde American heiress who belonged to his good friend Alan Masterson who was abroad at the moment but who had sent her to The Lodge to keep her out of mischief - as he put it. 


He watched while the grooms allowed the girls to dress and return to work, then, right on cue Carlo appeared at the stable door and John stood back to take stock of the slave on whom the whole of The Lodge's future depended. Carlo emerged into the sun with a slender lead in his hand and behind him came the blonde. 


Of course he had seen her before, but then she had been either a fairly small figure out on the arena floor or parts of her had been zoomed in on by the cameras and shown on the huge video screens. But in the flesh she was a sight which made him gasp. She was a big girl; made bigger by Carlo's acquisition from somewhere of high heeled sandals and he had had them shod with steel so that as she walked her feet sounded like hooves, clicking and sliding a little on the cobbles.


But it was the way the slave carried herself which most contributed to the illusion that he was seeing a thoroughbred horse paraded for him. Her tongue just protruded from between her lips and her lead stretched from the unusually thick and large ring to Carlo's hand. With her hands clipped behind her back, this restraint either forced on her or she chose to adopt a pecking sort of motion with her head as she walked behind her trainer. And added to this, in her heels she overtopped Carlo by several inches and this further reinforced the image of a horse with its trainer. 


Carlo led her to a hitching rail and looped her lead round it loosely before stepping back, arms folded and with a proud smile on his face. The slave came placidly to a halt and simply stood facing the wall. As he watched, entranced, she took her weight off one leg and bent it slightly at the knee, just as a horse might and as her shod foot scraped the cobbles, he almost expected her to let out a soft whinny. He shook his head in admiration as his eyes took in the almost overwhelming physical presence the slave seemed to radiate. He noted the powerful, forward curve of her thighs and the thickness of the hams themselves. And yet the buttocks were proudly female atop them, swelling well out, high and tight before sloping up to her lower back. He noted the depth of her rib cage before settling on the delights of her big breasts. Like her buttocks they rode high and proud with hardly a crease where they swelled out from the ribs and the upper curves were full and round, the nipples sitting at their peaks, large and surprisingly dark for so blonde a specimen. John moved to stand directly behind her, despite her size and fitness her shape from the back was pure woman and beautifully proportioned. He felt his cock begin to stir as his eyes fastened on the join of her thighs. John approached and stretched out a hand to stroke her back. Her skin was smooth and warm and shivered a little under the strange touch and he found himself making soft shushing noises as he felt the firmness in the tone of the buttock flesh and the hardness of the thigh muscles.


"She don't even got a scar from the that last pounding she took," Carlo said proudly. "It's one of my best mixtures! My slaves don't scar. But if I want them to prance a bit, you should see what I put on the butt plugs!"


"I'll look forward to that, Carlo," John said as he at last allowed himself a squeeze of the deep, soft mounds of her breasts. The only reaction he got was a click from the tongue ring as it was briefly withdrawn and then protruded again as the slave swallowed. This close up, John could at last get a look at her face, which had previously been half hidden by the thick blonde tresses which hung to her shoulders. Her lips were full and inviting, her nose was perhaps a little too pronounced for classical beauty but the bone structure of the cheeks was strong and her deep blue eyes were large and intelligent. But they seemed fixed on something only she could see and they seemed oddly lifeless. It was as though the girl had withdrawn deep inside the body of the slave. Then Carlo stepped up on her other side and stroked her flank. Immediately John saw a flash of awareness in the eyes, which flickered out again once it was clear that her master didn't require anything of her.


"You really got to fuck her and beat her to get the full picture. What you're looking at here is the fighting slave, but she's the best at other things too." Carlo's voice was excited as he registered John's admiration.


"Okay Carlo. Whip her up and I'd love to sample her," he told the trainer.


Carlo took hold of the tongue lead and pulled it down sharply. With no discernable change in expression, despite her tongue being wrenched hard, the slave moved her legs well apart and bent forwards. Carlo tied off the lead and slipped his crop from his belt.


John squatted down beside her head, flicking a thick tress of hair back over the slave's shoulder so he could see her expression clearly. Carlo went to stand just to one side of her now perfectly presented backside and raised his arm, then brought the crop lashing down in a blurring arc which impacted with a Crack! so loud it echoed round the stableyard. He raised his thickly muscled arm once more and lashed in a second stroke which impacted just as loudly. John couldn't believe what he was seeing.


As much as the next man he enjoyed giving a girl a bracing whipping to open her up and moisten her for the first shafting of the day, but Carlo seemed to be giving her full punishment-strength treatment. And yet the slave had not even batted an eyelid even as the braided shaft of the crop must have furrowed her buttocks almost to the bone. As the third savage blow whistled in, he looked along her back and saw the shock waves ripple through the twin pillows but not even her fingers clenched or stretched. A fourth smacked home and still the deep blue eyes remained clear and untroubled, seemingly fixed on a point down by John's feet. 


"Beat her harder, Carlo," he said. Again, not even a flicker of expression.


"Sure, no problem. This is her first beating since we got here so she needs it anyway."


After the sixth slashing cut had fallen he stood and moved to join Carlo behind her. The wide expanse of the buttocks showed the clear traces of the crop - complete with the flares where the keeper had added its scald to each stroke. But the slave's only discernable reaction was in the classically neat, plump pouch of her sex, nestling in the hollow at the tops of her thighs. There he could plainly see how the lips had engorged and peeled open, the clitoral hood had withdrawn as her sizeable nub had erected and the neat little folds of her inner lips framed her vaginal hole. 


"You really want to see her come under the whip, she makes juice like a man!" Carlo enthused as they stood back and examined the progress so far.


"I'd like to see that. But right now, I think I'll screw her."


Carlo laughed at the excitement he heard in John's voice. "Okay, Boss, I'll just give her two more for luck and then you mind if I share?"


John watched the shaft of the crop slice across and into the generous width of the slave's cheeks twice more and then both men moved in to finish their enjoyment. John found his urgently hard member sucked eagerly in by one of the most delightfully tight and strong cunts he had ever encountered and looked down to enjoy the superb, womanly figure beneath him, the wide hips beginning to swivel and roll, the strong back and wide shoulders lifting a little as Carlo loosened her lead enough to allow her mouth to begin servicing him. Then both men sighed in pleasure and exchanged small talk as the slave worked on both of them, rotating and grinding her hips against the shaft which impaled her cunt whilst simultaneously lifting and ducking her head to draw Carlo's ejaculate into her mouth.


She managed to drain both men at almost the same time and John was crying out in ecstatic pleasure as he felt himself ejaculate into the most powerfully spasming vagina he had ever experienced when Madame and Patti entered the yard.


Both men stood back panting in the wake of their orgasms while there was a flurry of soft clicks from the slave's mouth as she finished swallowing Carlo's emission. And John was fascinated to see a far greater flow of thick, milky fluid squeeze from the still-fluttering cunt than he would have expected. Without any comment, Madame pushed Patti to her knees behind Blondie and ordered her to clean her.


"Get right in there, even if your nose goes up her arse," Carlo told her and Patti obeyed quickly, burying her face between the flogged buttocks and thighs, drawing the first sounds from the blonde; soft mews of pleasure as her tongue lapped at the emissions and her nose did indeed press against the tight crater of the anus. John noted wryly that Patti's breasts bore the characteristic traces of the crop across their upper slopes and wasn't surprised at her alacrity in obeying Carlo. Once that chore was out of the way, Carlo was able to demonstrate the intensity of the blonde's orgasms under the whip. He tightened her lead down again and standing at her head he used a two-tongued quirt to whip her between her legs, aiming the blows down her back and burying the lashes right along the buttock crease and scouring the sex-swollen vulva. Only after twenty lashes did he at last produce a reaction. The blonde's head began to rear up tugging at her tongue lead and she uttered high-pitched, incoherent moans and cries. Meanwhile, behind her, John gazed in fascination as her back began to hump and her hips swung as if she was taking an invisible master for a ride. Finally as her rhythm reached a crescendo, the thin lashes smacked down on the pink flesh with a


noticeably wet sound. But Carlo kept lashing her until she locked rigid and when he stopped, both John and Madame applauded as the cunt visibly spasmed and clenched exuding thick gobbets of opaque fluid.

 

By lunchtime, John felt that the morning had been well spent. Patti had knelt and licked the big blonde clean twice and the slave had seemed to accept her quietly enough. But just to make sure, Carlo had knocked a couple of nails into the stable door's jambs and tied Patti's wrist restraints to them before whipping her back with a long dressage whip. He had clearly left her back unmarked the previous night for that purpose because her backside bore an impressive number of tramlines from a cane, her breasts were scored by the crop and her stomach and thighs were still red from a flogger. 


He was pretty certain that there would be no more jealous tantrums from her.


All that remained now was to get the blonde back into training and to goad Conor Brien into a wager.









Chapter 21



 



Tara’s main problem was her impatience. Once Carlo had beaten her and allowed her to be taken out in the stableyard, she knew she was on the road to recovery and found the gentle workouts he now set for her irritatingly easy, the lack of hard testing allowed her to emerge from her customary, comfortable torpor. Even when she was harnessed to a trap and steered out into the parklands, he kept her to an easy trot. There was no fighting either, instead she was allowed to run free around the estate with only Carlo himself running beside her. Her irritation was taken out on her groom. She kicked and bit at every opportunity but never got more than a slap on the rump in return, the copper-haired woman seemed to be possessed of saint-like patience. But even Tara had to admit that for whatever reason the woman did really seem to be devoted to her. She spent hours brushing out her hair, she kept careful notes of every bowel movement, every day; and frequently returned food to the kitchens if she didn’t think it was precisely what Carlo had ordered.


She was almost permanently in attendance on Tara and Carlo had her adopt the same uniform as the grooms back at Conor’s stable, he gave her an old shirt and she had to make do with that. Tara thought she had very good legs and enjoyed watching her at work, but mainly she enjoyed it when the woman went to work on her. At nights, after chaining her she would frequently spend a long time between Tara’s legs, patiently licking and finger-fucking her to climax after climax. If it was a form of apology for her treachery, then Tara soon forgave her completely. 


But slowly things began to return to normal. She had her own tack made by the male grooms, a studded boxing corset and thong arrived and eventually combat practice resumed. There seemed to be no female fighting slaves around so she trained with Carlo. A kind of pen had been constructed in a barn out beyond the yard and here he would strip to the waist and she would wrestle and box with him. He wore no protection for boxing, even though she wore the weighted leather strips. If she managed to lay a fist on him at all he would take it with no more than a slight grimace. But he didn’t pull any of his own punches and she got used to taking much heavier punishment than against another girl. Sometimes some strange men would come and watch and sometimes they were allowed to have her afterwards. And as time went on, they would sometimes throw a girl in with her, for a little warm down after a hard bout with Carlo. 


But it was only when the whip duelling practice began again in earnest and Carlo began to flog her hard when she was in harness that Tara realised her strength was returning and maybe some kind of real show was in the offing.

 

One evening, John returned to The Lodge after another absence. It had been nearly two months since the blonde slave had arrived and the members, having been told that this girl held the key to getting a steady supply of new stock, were now getting restive. Up in the Common room after dinner, he held court and told them about progress.


As a special treat the blonde had been brought up from her stall and was forming the centrepiece of the action. In the huge, high-ceilinged room, any girl could be enjoyed in any way by any member. John sat on one of the sofas, surrounded by Carlo, Madame, Dandy MacIntyre, Alan Masterson and several other long-time members. Around them, the air was filled with the hiss and smack of whips and the groans and cries of the girls. The big blonde was wrist suspended from a chandelier in the middle of the room and two of the newer members were gleefully wielding whips across her broad haunches and taking bets on how many orgasms they could force her to. But all round the room other girls were bent over trestles, hung in frames or stretched over bars and were being subjected to all the torments their imaginative masters could conjure up. The air was thick with cigar smoke and the smell of sex. 


John breathed it in appreciatively; it was good to be home. Beside him knelt his wife, Caroline, ready to serve him. He held out one hand and she knelt up to allow him to delve into the bodice of her dress and scoop out a breast which he squeezed and teased casually as he spoke.


“It’s on,” he said simply. Carlo pumped his fist in the air but John hadn’t finished. 


“We fight three events over one day. Cross country log pulling, then pony racing in full studded tack and finally a no-holds-barred contest in a special pen he’s having made. I’ve seen the plans and it looks hard, Carlo.”


“It’s no problem, Blondie’s ready to fight again. I can feel it in her.”


“Good. Of course Brien doesn’t know we’re only fielding one slave, that would have given the game away but from what you say, Blondie can take three on alright.” They all looked over to where the slave was still being belaboured, her legs were beginning to bicycle in the air a little as the tally mounted. 


“But what was the final wager John?” Dandy asked impatiently.


“Ah, now when I said I wasn’t interested in prize money, I got his interest. He’s a gambler and he took the bait straightaway. If we win, we claim the three slaves he puts up and we get first refusal on all the new recruits from the markets he goes to. And of course, I or a representative, go along to make sure he doesn’t palm any second rate stock off on us.”


Carlo nodded. “He’d like that. The risk is just enough to make it interesting.”


“Come on John!” Dandy demanded. “What’s that against?”


John waved his arm in a gesture which included the whole room. “This,” he said quietly. “If we lose, he takes The Lodge. It was the only way I could get him to take the bet.”


There was a moment’s silence then everyone spoke at once until Madame held up her hand and asked for quiet. “Let’s hear what Carlo thinks,” she said. All eyes turned to the trainer.


“For the log pulling, I reckon they’ll put up Number Nine - a Russian girl, very strong but not as fast as Blondie. For the racing it’ll have to be Jet, she and Blondie go back a long way, normally Blondie would take her every time but after a log pull......well, she should still do it. As for the pen; I reckon they’ll use El Tigre, she was the best fighter coming up through the squad. And she’s tough, gentlemen.”


“You are not very encouraging Mr Suarez,” Madame observed.


“Ah, Madame, you forget one thing,” a sly smile spread over Carlo’s face. “Blondie will be fighting for me against Conor Brien. That’s how she’ll see it and she’ll give me everything.”


“Precisely,” John agreed. “That’s why I had to go up against Brien. If Blondie’s going to take on three contests in a day against fresh slaves. She’s going to need all the motivation we can give her. Let’s just pray her ‘everything’ is going to be enough.”









Chapter 22



 



Tara knew for certain that she was going back into serious combat. Carlo produced a length of chain and a long pole and began log pulling practice. But this time it was out in the grounds of the house and she had to pull a heavy log over grass, through calf-deep mud, through water and up steep hills. It was gruelling work and she got all the whip she wanted and more. In the makeshift pen she fought Carlo till late into the night and now there were more spectators who shouted encouragement to her. Her groom woke her early and she was tacked up and ready to pull the trap not long after the sun was up. Carlo seemed intent on not letting her rest, he pushed her harder and harder, making her pull the log immediately after four full circuits of the estate between the shafts of the trap. And then he began putting her in the pen against other men. There were two of them, but if she hadn’t seen them together she would never have known. They were identical twins and much bigger than Carlo. He would shove her in, still mud-spattered and panting, her body still smarting from the whip and there would be one of them, perfectly fresh and ready for her. Either she would have to try and wrestle him or box him naked or worse, fight with whips. What was most disconcerting about these strange men was that they were utterly silent. But they were very good and Tara took pounding after relentless pounding. But slowly she began to find reserves of strength which even she, despite all she had been through, had not suspected she possessed. 


Then quite suddenly it all stopped and for three entire days she was rested. Then there was a week of light training and no whip, and then one afternoon Carlo came for her and her groom packed her tack and her whips into two large suitcases. She heard a helicopter in the distance and knew she was going back into an arena.

 

John waited impatiently beside the large copter for the group who would be making the journey with him to Conor Brien’s island; Carlo, Patti and Blondie were the core of it of course but it had been decided that Yuri and Ivan would make the trip too. Conor was going to go ballistic when he saw the trick that John had pulled and they would need all the security they could get to protect Blondie from any attempts at nobbling. 


For that very reason, and to further protect her, they were aiming to arrive early on in the morning of the actual day the contests were to be held. He went over again in his head the wording of the contract that had been drawn up, he was obliged to; ‘provide a slave of sufficient training for each event so that a spectacle worthy of the Blue stable will be guaranteed.’ He had carefully phrased it so that Conor couldn’t wriggle out of the wager once he showed up with just one slave - and Blondie at that! Also by arriving so close to the start it would make it all but impossible for Conor to back out as all the arrangements; all the cameras, the lighting and most importantly the spectators would be in place. But what he was now waiting to see was the effect of his final manoeuvre in the psychological war.


The group came round the corner of the house and John felt his spirits lift immediately. Walking in the centre of the group was the slave herself, but she wasn’t naked. She wore high-heeled sandals, a short brown leather skirt and a simple white blouse tucked into it. Her ankle restraints had been removed and she wasn’t on her tongue lead. Her only outward traces of slavery were her collar and the fact that her wrists were clipped together behind her back. John noticed that she kept very close to Carlo, her shoulder touching his and her eyes were lowered in that strange, inward-looking gaze she always adopted.


For a female who wore her customary nudity with more blatant sex appeal than most women managed with a fortune in designer clothes, Blondie with even those simple items was simply stunning. Her thick blonde tresses, beautifully groomed into silken waves, moved and swung about her shoulders as she walked, her breasts pushed and shifted just a little against the plain white material of the blouse; and her legs! John felt himself begin to throb into erection as he studied the smooth, tanned thighs, long, muscular and shapely, as they strained the short skirt with each step. And the leather at her hips was stretched tightly and hugged the curves of her haunches. Even he, who well knew the feel and appearance of the vulva, hidden just above the skirt’s hem, longed to put his hand up and explore the soft, warm moistness he knew he would find there. 


The thinking behind this transformation was that Blondie had been something of a legend in the world of the arenas, then out of the blue she had lost a fight she should have won and had disappeared. But now she would reappear, not naked like the other arena slaves, but devastatingly clothed and looking every inch the thoroughbred she was. Once the crowd saw her.......well just let Conor Brien try and back down then.

 

Tara hadn’t liked the feel of the clothes but her master was plainly determined she should wear them and she had subsided into her usual docility. She was also uncomfortable about not being on her tongue lead but as long as she could stay close by him she could put up with it.


Once in the helicopter she had immediately settled herself to sleep, instinctively taking advantage of any opportunity to rest. Sometime in the dark, there was a transfer to a private jet and finally, in the light of early morning there was another transfer to a smaller helicopter. Tara slept as much as she could, there was no doubt now that she would be required to fight soon.


She woke to find herself back at what she always thought of as her home arena. She came to full alertness immediately and recognised the small airfield and below it the sprawl of familiar buildings around the bulk of the arena itself. Following Carlo, and now far more alert and expectant than normal, she stepped out onto the grass. Coming towards them was a crowd of men, she recognised some of the guards but her eyes were drawn to the centre of the group and she saw Conor Brien and Mark Cavanagh. She moved closer to Carlo, her heart suddenly pounding but he shushed her and patted her behind.


“It’s okay, Blondie. All you got to do is fight this afternoon. You’re even with him now so it’s okay to win and get ahead of him! Then we go back to our nice new stable and we fight whenever we want after that. All you got to do is win, Blondie - and you know how to do that, don’t you girl, eh?”


Beneath his words she could feel the tension inside him. Suddenly there were raised voices all round them, Conor’s was loudest and he was pointing angrily at her but the two silent men stepped protectively in front of her and she let herself fall back into her usual torpor.


Eventually she was vaguely aware of more people arriving and there seemed to be cameras and suddenly Carlo had his hand on one of her arms and was leading her away. People seemed to be cheering her and Carlo was waving back at them. She sensed him begin to relax and followed him to a jeep which took them down to the estate buildings.


Once they arrived, Tara’s calm couldn’t protect her from the rush of emotions she felt. Something akin to homesickness pervaded her as she was led past the barracks buildings, then the training ground where there was a strange new kind of pen taking up almost the whole of it. And inevitably her eyes went to the looming bulk of the arena where she had first tasted the heady excitement of the female gladiator’s life and then, beneath Carlo’s whip and in front of the baying crowd, had finally sunk into full acceptance of her fate and her nature.


Carlo sensed her disturbed spirits and once she had stripped and was settled in a stall just opposite her old one, he stayed with her, massaging her neck and shoulders until she was ready for some last minute rest. 


She was woken after what seemed like only a few minutes and after a light lunch of fresh fruit and cold meat which Patti prepared right there in the stable and a few quick loosening up exercises she was prepared for log pulling and led outside on her tongue lead. The crowd was waiting for them down by the assault course and once again they seemed to be cheering her but now Tara completely ignored the noise and instead set about assessing the opposition and the task in hand. The logs were to be pulled lengthways with chains looped around thick stumps at one end, the course would require them to be pulled through water so Carlo’s preparation had been correct - as usual. Her opposing slave was one she vaguely recognised from the squad, another blonde, but stockier and shorter than she was. The two slaves glared at each other as the chains running from the logs were clipped to the poles across their shoulders and their drivers flicked and cracked their whips in the air to warm up. Then a guard stood forward with a starting pistol and Carlo flicked her across her back to instruct her to take the strain and wait for the signal. She leant forwards and tested her footing, trying to dig in deep for the first desperate tugs against the inertia behind her.


There was a dry Crack! from the pistol and the sound of the first lashes landing on female skin was drowned out by the crowd, who exploded into cheers and yells of encouragement. Tara strained and swung her weight from side to side as Carlo’s whip curled around her ribs, biting into her breasts as he stood directly behind her, astride the log and flogged her forehand and backhand. Quite suddenly the log moved and she almost stumbled in surprise but then she was off, her thighs pumping as she accelerated down the slight incline which led to the water. She almost laughed aloud in the sheer delight of competing again under the whip and also because she realised that all the hours of struggling through English mud had been a deliberate plan on Carlo’s part. Here the ground was harder and the log moved more easily. He had given her an edge and she was going to exploit it to the full. The water was barely ankle deep and she cleared it already well ahead and dug in deep again to pull up the other bank. But Carlo flicked at her thighs, she didn’t need to exert any more energy than was absolutely necessary. Once a decisive lead was taken in log pulling, there was little chance of being overtaken. She settled into a rhythm which kept her comfortably in the lead for the next three circuits and even had the leisure to notice that the crowd was cheering her on rather than booing the lack of close competition. At the end though, they wouldn’t accept a tariff of less than thirty lashes for the loser. The other blonde, already heavily scored was staked out between four pegs hammered into the hard ground and given fifteen on her back, then turned over and given the rest to her breasts and stomach.


Carlo let Tara have some water and a rest while the sentence was carried out. The sounds of the whipping, the crowd’s gleeful counting of the lashes and the slave’s groans, cries and struggles as she squirmed and ultimately climaxed sent warm tingles down into her crotch. She was home - and she was ready for the next challenge.









Chapter 23



 



John Carpenter was waiting for Carlo back at Blondie’s stall, Patti had laid out her tack and was ready to give her a quick towelling down before getting her ready for the racing. The two men greeted each other warmly, there was one event down, two to go and they both felt confident now that Blondie could pull it off by winning the second event and rendering the third nothing more than an exhibition bout. Winning always excited her, Carlo said, and having been allowed to watch a loser’s punishment being dished out had keyed her up even more.


But their optimism vanished as a shadow fell across the doorway.


“Ah, now, if I were you gentlemen, I’d hold the preparations for the pony racing.”


Conor Brien was standing just outside and grinning broadly.


“Why’s that?” John asked cautiously.


“I’ve had a little look at the contract meself, after that trick you pulled this morning. Turning up here bold as brass with Blondie and Carlo in attendance......” He shook his head in mock despair. “It’s getting so a man just doesn’t know who to trust. So, I thought, two can play at that game! And d’you know what? I found that there’s nothing to stop me introducing another event with another slave.......one just for fun!”


John’s thoughts raced. “But we agreed three events,” he protested.


“Ah yes, we agreed verbally but it wasn’t put in the contract. I guess you were too busy trying to bamboozle me about what bitch you were putting up and took your eye off the ball.”


John’s heart sank. The man was right, now he thought about it there was no specified number of events and now he couldn’t pull out. He cursed his own stupidity. “Listen Conor. If we win we take all the losing slaves right? So that means you stand to lose another slave,” he was improvising madly. “And if we win, just think how much we’ll charge this stable to hire in Carlo and Blondie if you do this.”


Brien simply grinned and shrugged. “There’s always got to be a penalty for losing; or where’s the fun in winning?” His grin faded suddenly. “Out on the lawn in front of the house in ten minutes. A nice little torture session........before the pony racing.” He turned on his heel and was gone.


John and Carlo turned to look at Blondie. She was still standing placidly by the tack table and gave no sign of whether or not she had understood anything.


“Can she do it?” John asked hoarsely.


Carlo shrugged. “She’ll have to.”

 

When she was led out onto the lawn, Tara got that strange mix of fear and fond memories again. Every time she had been here before she had experienced exquisitely erotic suffering and the two tall, rectangular frames she saw now, promised more of the same. But though she had ‘turned off’ during the altercation at the stable, she knew her master was very worried. She tried to nuzzle his shoulder to reassure him but he was too preoccupied to notice. The truth was that she didn’t care about Conor Brien anymore. All she cared about was winning for Carlo. And she would do whatever that took, but if it meant beating Conor Brien in the process; then all the sweeter.


It was Carlo who fitted her into the frame, shackling her wrists and ankles to the corners of the frame so she was stretched out in the classic X configuration, in complete suspension, her toes unable to touch the ground. She looked over to see who was opposing her in this bout and got a shock. There, spread out just like she was, was Cherry, the slave who had shared her bunk and been her own sub when they had just been starting out in the squad. The girl made no show of recognition though, just glared at her and Tara realised that she regarded her as an enemy of her master’s stable now - nothing more.


Around the two slaves a ring of rope had been laid out and in the hot sun, the crowd now settled down comfortably to watch. Conor strode into the ring and addressed them.


“I’m pleased to announce that purely for your pleasure, Ladies and Gentlemen, we’ve added a little freebie for you this afternoon. There will be no points awarded so it won’t affect the outcome of the real competition. But who can resist a little extra fun with a couple of lovely slaves like these two, eh? They’ll both take an equal measure of pain and then they’ll be left to add their own pleasure. The slave which passes out first, loses. Like I said, no points but a lot of fun to watch!”


He left the ring and the little German man, Gerd, who had sometimes stood in for Carlo as trainer, entered the ring and behind him came four guards carrying two tables which were covered with dungeon implements. Tara licked her lips nervously as she took in the short needles and the long skewers, the clamps, the weights and the whips and paddles. Carlo, looking far from happy, also entered the ring and went to stand by Cherry. Gerd came to stand by her and fingered the implements on his table eagerly. 


“Okay,” Conor announced. “We’ll start with a little work on the tits. Twelve with the crop, just to bring the blood up to the surface, then we’ll start on the needles!”


Gerd smiled at Tara and took up the crop from one of the tables.


Tara gritted her teeth as the count began. The German didn’t flick with the keeper as some masters might at the start of a session. He brought the shaft down across one taut mound and let the keeper snap at the other, then he moved round and did the same from the other side.


One!


Two!


Three!


Slowly the count mounted as Tara writhed and twisted, her breasts a solid mass of white-hot pain as the shaft of the crop bit into them remorselessly. 


Four!


Five!


Six!


Tara’s fingers clawed at the chains above her restraints as the blows fell straight across her nipples and they responded by engorging even more, hardening into throbbing peaks of agony and inviting what was about to be done next.


Seven!


Eight!


Nine!


Ten!


From somewhere Tara heard Cherry begin to scream and at last felt able to let go herself. 


Eleven!


Twelve!


Tara hung limply in her bonds, her hair matted around her face as she looked down at the scarlet traces carved in her smooth breastflesh. Gerd’s hands came into view and they held one of the short needles with a colourful plastic handle. From bitter experience Tara knew that masters liked their slaves’ tits to look colourful. She gritted her teeth again as one hand held a nipple and pulled it out into an angry red, elongated tube, then the other hand brought the needle down and slowly pierced her vertically. There was the usual sharp little shock as the point went in and then another as it exited. She gave a breathless gasp as the two peaks of pain stabbed through the dull pounding in her breasts. There was a polite round of applause from the crowd as Gerd stepped back and Tara looked over to see Carlo doing the same, Cherry’s left nipple - characteristically dark red and disproportionally big in its state of erection - was also pierced vertically. 


But then Gerd was back and Tara just had time to wipe the sweat from her face against her upraised left bicep before the same nipple was pierced again, this time horizontally and just behind the vertical needle. Again there was the applause then he started on her right nipple and did the same. Between her achingly spread legs, Tara felt the familiar surges of masochistic pleasure in the face of the sharp lances of pain and heard the crowd respond. She knew perfectly well what an erotic spectacle she made, all she had to do was look over at Cherry’s suspended body and see the taut breasts sporting their colourful adornments right at their tender peaks. But then Gerd picked up a heavy leather paddle and moved behind her, she gritted her teeth as she prepared for the broad swathes of stinging heat which would soon erupt in her buttocks. But after only five resounding smacks which had her desperately heaving her pelvis forward, even in her stringent bondage, she gave way to cries and tight grunts. The crowd took up the count again as Gerd mercilessly swung the heavy paddle in until Tara’s and Cherry’s cries mingled and merged into one loud, continuous siren -like wail. At the count of twenty the beating stopped and Tara’s head fell forward as she gulped for breath. Her entire pelvic area seethed and roiled with burning pain, she was fairly sure she had climaxed several times but amid the furnace of pain which the beating had stoked up she couldn’t tell for certain. But all doubt was removed when she jerked in her bonds as she felt the German’s fingers slide easily up into her vagina which spasmed hungrily around the penetration. He flexed and twisted the fingers inside her until she was moaning helplessly, then he removed them and came to stand in front of her, proudly holding up his glistening fingers for the crowd to see. There were gleeful cheers and Tara blearily looked over at Cherry, whose head was still hanging while Carlo also held up the evidence of a slave’s helpless arousal under punishment.


For what seemed like an eternity Gerd went to work on her prepared buttocks. He took small pinches of skin and threaded each of them through with a needle until Tara felt her backside must look as if each cheek had been laced up like a boot. The flogging had rendered the flesh exquisitely sensitive so the repeated shocks of sharp penetration soon had her moaning and sweating all over again. Although the only expression her body could give to its stimulation was a slight bucking of her hips and clenching of her stomach, nonetheless she could clearly feel the growing warmth and hunger between her legs. By the time that particular torment was over, Tara’s head was tossing in frustration and she was groaning helplessly, much to the crowd’s growing delight. Suddenly she realised that Gerd was in front of her again and running the lashes of a flogger over the palm of one hand. 


Given the nature of the slaves’ suspension, there was only one place such an implement could be destined for. Tara stared at her grinning tormentor as the crowd’s excited murmur built around them. She heard a hiss and smack from over at Cherry’s frame and then a wail of almost demented passion. The crowd erupted but she hardly had time to register it before Gerd swung the flogger in an uppercut and a bolt of hot, delicious agony shot through her as the leathers snapped at her labia and bit along the tender flesh which they had peeled apart to reveal. Her head flew back and she arched and screamed at the same time. Then another lash struck her and another until she was only aware of her hips pumping forwards for another dose, her stomach clenching and inside her, the mad spasming of her vagina as she achieved orgasm after orgasm and felt herself ejaculate, draining her innards in thick spurts which flooded her vulva and soaked the lashes as they struck her. She was so completely drained that she hardly felt the clamps squeeze her lips and then pull them down as they were weighted. She only wanted something inside her, deep inside her, filling the aching space of her vagina. She moaned and cried out urgently, bucking her hips again and setting the chains and weights to clicking and rattling against each other as they hung between her straining thighs.


She didn’t care what Gerd did anymore; all she could focus on was her need. She hardly felt the points of the long skewers locate against the sides of her sweat-slicked breasts and then press through, but the thought and the strangely nerveless feel of the steel passing through the fatty tissue inside her, made her look down and watch. She snorted and gasped in desperate excitement while female squeals and moans of ecstasy rose from the crowd. One skewer through each breast and then Gerd stepped back and acknowledged the applause. Her body now aching in every sinew, burning and stinging from the beatings, her labia and breasts throbbing, Tara was crying from sheer frustration as she looked over at Cherry. She too was writhing in her chains, her body gleaming with sweat and Tara thought she had never looked more devastatingly erotic as her chest heaved and her breasts trembled with their savagely beautiful decorations.


But Gerd returned and Tara dragged her eyes away, almost whimpering in gratitude as she saw the huge, ribbed dildo he held. Without any preparation, knowing she needed none, he came close and pushed it up into her, the girth of the thing making Tara gasp again as she felt it stretch her inner flesh. Once it was safely lodged he reached up and freed her right wrist. Immediately her left arm began to hurt even more but without any thought, Tara’s right hand had flown down between her legs, grasped the base of the dildo and was pumping it desperately into herself. In her headlong flight towards fulfilment she glanced once at Cherry and registered how utterly; how shamelessly and abjectly the two of them were behaving. In the full view of a voyeuristic audience, with their legs spread so wide that no shred of dignity was left, they were pumping dildos into themselves and crying out in pleasure as their orgasms approached. But that thought was drowned in the ecstasy of feeling herself filled at long last and she growled with determination as she felt the first waves begin to break and sweep her away. She spiralled down into a scarlet realm of exhausted pleasure so intense it was as if her entire being was centred in that tight wet tunnel which pulsed and clamped around the thick rubber shaft inside it. Beyond all thought, blinded by the silent explosions of lightning and deafened by her own screams, Tara went on and on pumping until she knew no more.

 

Back in the stable, Carlo surveyed what he had to work with. They had more or less carried Blondie back and laid her on the tack table while Patti dabbed at the small trickles of blood from the piercings. The slave lay on her back, her chest heaving and her tongue ring clicking as she gasped her way back to consciousness. 


“Christ! Two more events left and she’s a shagged out wreck! What are we going to do?” Beside him John Carpenter was almost hysterical and Carlo couldn’t blame him. He had gambled everything and looked set to lose it. If ever he, Carlo Suarez, needed all his slave handling skills - it was now.


“Leave her with me,” he said quietly as he realised what he had to do. He held his hand up to silence any protests or queries. “Go,” he said simply.


When he was alone he helped the blonde up to a sitting position and gave her a drink of water before helping her to stand. She was weak but her legs held and her eyes were clear enough as she ran her hands over her body, assessing and exploring her various hurts. He allowed her some moments and waited until her hand was cupping her sex, her fingers delving into her own vagina and rubbing moisture over the swollen labia. She gave a shy glance at him and clicked her tongue ring. It was time.


He turned her to face the table and pushed her torso down onto it, then he unzipped his flies and rubbed his flaccid cock at her opening which was clearly visible between her swollen and reddened lips and her equally reddened buttocks, until he began to harden. The slave moaned with pleasure as she felt it. That was what he needed. 


Once he was hard enough he aimed himself at her entrance and pushed in, making her cry out at first as his shaft pressed against sorely tested tissue. But he couldn’t afford the time to be gentle, she needed her master inside her and she needed to listen to him.


He leaned forward and grabbed her hair, pulling her up so he could whisper into her ear while he began to rock his hips and give her the screwing she wanted.


“I know you can hear me in there, Blondie. Sometimes I know you don’t want to hear but now you need to listen - and listen up good. Understand?”


There was a moment’s hesitation as he went on thrusting into her tight depths and then the tongue ring appeared and was withdrawn.


“Okay. Conor Brien thinks he’s got us. You’re going up against Jet in the pony racing and then you’re fighting another fresh slave. In the state you’re in, even you can’t do it Blondie.”


Again there was a hesitation and then the ring came out.


“So we’re going to lose the race and put everything on the last fight. But we got to make it look good so we don’t get disqualified. You’re going to put on the show of your life, Blondie. You’re going to stagger and stumble and look like you’re all in. And I’m going to thrash you like my life depends on it. But you can take the whip like no one else, all you need is to keep some energy left. Pain you can deal with. Okay, Blondie?”


Again the tongue ring showed.


Carlo smiled. “That’s my girl. Now you can have a screw.”


He settled down to giving her what she needed; her master’s undivided attention.









Chapter 24



 



The studded tack was a torment that was worse than even Tara could have imagined. She squealed around her bit as the crotch strap was drawn tight against her throbbing labia, the plugs stung both her passages and made her eyes water so badly she could hardly see the course ahead. She even heard some indrawn gasps from the crowd as she went up on tiptoes as the strap was mercilessly applied. She felt the trap behind her shift as Carlo settled and she steeled herself for further torment. Beside her she knew that Jet, the strong black girl who was the only one who had ever come close to her for pace, was prancing and fresh. 


The starting pistol cracked and Tara yelled as Carlo lashed her but she leaned into her work and concentrated on giving the show he needed from her. Jet pulled clear almost immediately and while Carlo made a great display of swearing and cursing her while he swung the whip, she managed to block out the pain and concentrate on keeping just within striking range of the opposition. Her legs didn’t feel too bad, all things considered, but everything else either felt wrung out or in agony. The plugs shifted inside her but she managed to focus on the memory of her master being inside her and whispering in her ear what he needed her to do and she was able to dispel their mingled discomfort and arousal.


The course was familiar, she had run it in training hundreds of times and for the first two circuits put up what looked like a brave fight, struggling alongside Jet but failing to respond when she was whipped up. But all the time she kept well within herself, on the final lap, Jet would be whipped into a sprint and it was then that she would have to fail.


Sure enough, there came a time when Jet’s driver let loose a flurry of lashes and the black girl’s powerful haunches drove her well clear of Tara. Carlo stood up and screamed at her as he threw his full weight into scything lashes which curled down over her shoulders and bit into her tightly strapped breasts. She reared her head wildly and let herself wobble from side to side of the track, she snorted desperately through her nose and managed to give the appearance of complete exhaustion as Jet pulled farther and farther away. The whip rained lashes down on Tara as she stumbled along, never making more than a trot but making that look as though it was as much as she could do. From up ahead she heard a cheer go up and realised that Jet had crossed the finish line. Carlo seemed to completely lose his head and whipped her with insane ferocity, lacing her chest and pubic mound with scalding lashes that curled round her body, but still Tara concentrated on maintaining a staggering, lurching trot. 


They crossed the line to a sympathetic round of applause and Tara collapsed to her knees, chest heaving and slavering round her bit. But, thanks to Carlo’s little talk back at the stable she stayed alert. Patti helped her to her feet and she made sure her legs trembled under her as her tack was taken off. The squeals of protest she made as the studded strap was peeled out of her sweating crotch and the plugs pulled from her two passages, was entirely genuine though. 


“If I hadn’t seen you flog your own slave half senseless, I might have thought you threw that, Carlo!” Conor Brien’s voice boomed out, smugly confident and as arrogant as ever just behind her and Tara relaxed. The plan had worked. But they weren’t out of the woods yet. She had lost, so, exhausted or not, there was a penalty to pay. 


Maybe it was the affection in which the crowd held ‘Blondie’ or maybe it was because they wanted to see a good fight as a finale, whatever the reason, they gave the thumbs up for a tariff of only ten lashes. Tara leant her head against the wood of the whipping post while her wrists were secured above her and prepared to take yet another flogging. It would surely draw some blood; there could hardly be a square inch of her body which hadn’t been soundly whipped already. As she expected the guard who administered the lashes made no allowance for her condition and threw himself into his work with enthusiasm as the crowd counted the tally. She screamed and twisted at the post, hurling herself against the wood as the whip cut into her buttocks and back, then spinning around when she could take no more and exposing her breasts, stomach and hips to the rest of the lashes. When it was over she could feel some warm trickles on her thighs and it was only this which brought some warmth to her belly. 

 

For the second time that day, Patti had to dab at the cuts on Tara’s body as she lay on the tack table. Carlo, John, Yuri and Ivan stood round and looked on.


“We’ve got fifteen minutes before she has to go again,” John said eventually. Carlo just nodded and went to stand by the blonde’s head. He held her chin between thumb and forefinger, turning the slave’s face to his.


“You still there, Blondie?” The tongue ring flicked out, clicked and disappeared.


“Okay, I reckon you’re going to be up against El Tigre next. She’s young and keen, just got her tongue ring I hear. She’ll come at you fast and low - I taught her that - so be ready to stop her from the first. She don’t know how to back off, that one. It’s her strength and her weakness too, so make her come to you all the time. And think, Blondie,” he tapped the side of his head. “Think good! There’ll be weapons in the pen so make sure you get to them first, then let her run onto them.”


Tara didn’t want to think. All she wanted was to leave all that sort of thing to her master and sink back into her comfortable miasma. But evidently she would have to carry on for a bit longer. Whatever these contests were about it was obviously important. She tried to relax as best she could under Carlo’s knowing hands as he massaged the muscles of her calves, thighs and arms. The rest of her body was just one sea of residual whip burn. It wasn’t the best of times to go up against El Tigre, she thought. She could clearly remember the girl’s raw aggression from the moment she joined the stable. But losing was simply out of the question. She had done that once to Carlo and would not do it again.


All too soon she was helped to her feet, her hands were clipped together behind her back and she was led round the stable a few times. She rolled her head to ease her neck and shoulder muscles, trotted a few steps and was pleased to find that somehow she had come through this far feeling fairly good. And fairly good was going to have to be good enough, because Patti took charge of her tongue lead and, surrounded by the four men, she was led towards the training ground.

 

They headed straight for the strange new pen she had glimpsed on the way in. Banks of benches had been erected around it and every seat seemed to be taken. From what Tara could make out as they approached, the pen seemed to be made in the shape of a long sort of corridor which then opened out into a small arena. At the near end of the corridor, which was the narrow end, were two doors, one on either side. And at the nearer of the doors stood Conor Brien and his party, which included El Tigre, sure enough, and she was tongue tethered as well.


Brien stepped forward as they approached. “So you’ve brought your whipped-out old nag along then, Carpenter. Though why you bothered beats me. She never had a chance against three - sorry, four - of my best slaves.”


Tara kept her eyes lowered and gave no appearance of understanding what was said, but suddenly she felt any tiredness drain from her. Here was the cocksure, arrogant bastard she had spent so long hating. She had beaten him once by deliberately losing. This time she would beat him fair and square. By winning.


Just as she felt the full surge of her anger pulse through her, Carlo’s hand was on her arm, steadying her.


“Mr Brien. Blondie here never loses........ unless she wants to that is,” Carlo said. From the corner of her eye, Tara had the pleasure of seeing Brien’s face darken in anger as he recalled her treachery. “But I don’t think she wants to lose today,” Carlo finished.


“We’ll just see about that!” Brien snarled and stalked back to his group.


They walked round to their door. Above them rose the banks of seats and some people leaned over calling out encouragement as Tara’s hands were freed and they waited for the starting pistol. One of the big Russians stood by the door waiting to push it open and Carlo stood behind Tara waiting to push her in. She took several deep breaths and forced herself to relax. At least now she could stop worrying about why the men around her needed her to win. She had her own reason. She held onto the mocking, arrogant sound of Brien’s voice, ‘your whipped-out old nag.’ She made herself hear the phrase over and over again. This was the most important fight of her life now. This one would pay for all. Conor Brien was going to be cut down to size, once and for all, and she was going to do it.


Suddenly, from overhead, the starting pistol cracked. The door was flung open. Carlo shoved her in the back even as she leapt forwards and the fight was on.


The ‘corridor’ she found herself in was no more than eight feet wide but she had no time to take in any more. The gypsy girl was coming at her, fast and low, just like Carlo had said. Tara half turned and jerked her right thigh up, making solid contact with the girl’s face as she plunged forward. It stopped her dead in her tracks and Tara had time to grab an arm, swing her round and send her careering headfirst into the wooden side of the corridor. She had gained a moment to assess her fighting ground.


Ahead of her the corridor stretched for maybe fifty feet. In places the ground had been excavated to a level below the training ground and these areas had been filled with earth and water to make mud wrestling pools. But most importantly, at intervals along the walls, hung whips, canes and staves. But only one of each.


Before El Tigre could recover, Tara raced forwards and got her hands on a flogger with twenty or thirty heavy lashes about eighteen inches long. She unhooked it and slashed it immediately in an overhead sweep, even as she dodged sideways. She had heard the gypsy coming up behind her and as she stumbled past, Tara’s whip landed solidly across her back,  knocking the breath from her and making her stumble forwards. Tara was on her instantly, one foot on the back of her neck, forcing her down full length, while she put her whole weight into slashing downwards with the whip. The girl writhed and screamed beneath her, and Tara felt the joy of combat surge through her once more. Blondie was back!


She got five or six heavy lashes in before the girl managed to grip Tara’s ankle, get her knees under her and half roll away, half throw Tara off. Tara staggered back a little and in a flash the girl was up and coming for her again. But Tara’s head was clear again and she was thinking fast. She had to stay ahead of the gypsy as they fought their way along the corridor. She had to get to each weapon first. However good she felt just at this moment, it couldn’t last forever and eventually the fresher girl would grind her down - if she couldn’t disable her first.


She jumped back, towards the next weapon, and again got in a lash as the girl charged but this time she didn’t stop and got Tara round the hips with her arms, forcing her back against the planking of the side and driving her head into Tara’s midriff. The jarring impact slowed her down long enough for the gypsy to make a lunge for the whip but Tara saw it coming and held her whip hand high, while with the other she reached down between the girl’s buttocks and felt for the softness of the labia. Then she clenched her hand into a fist; squeezing hard. The girl yelped and twisted away. Tara immediately backed further along the corridor, swinging the whip menacingly. This time the girl was more cautious and came on in a low crouch, her thick black hair fell in a mane round her olive-skinned face. Some blood trickled from her nose, where Tara’s thigh had caught her, but her eyes glittered with malice. Slowly, never taking her eyes off her opponent, Tara backed along the corridor, El Tigre dodging and feinting in front of her but never getting round her. Then she saw what she had been waiting for. The gypsy girl’s eyes flicked to Tara’s left and at last she knew where the next whip was. She flung the one she was holding up into the air and dived for it. Her fingers scrabbled for a maddening second and then she had a three-foot long, single lash whip safely in her right hand. But even as she turned she was hit by the flogger, which wrapped itself round her ribs and burned the side of her breast. Obviously she hadn’t flung it high enough and it had fallen back into the corridor. The gypsy’s assault was furious. She forced Tara back, scything the air in front of her and threatening to re-open the cuts and welts her breasts and stomach already carried. Desperately Tara wielded her own whip but it was too long and the girl took the lashes which cracked over her shoulders and onto her back unflinchingly while her flogger could snap fast at Tara’s front every time she drew her arm back. 


She needed a new tactic. Throwing caution to the wind she flung the long whip away and turned the tables by grappling with the gypsy. She went low herself and gripped the thighs, pulling them towards her. With a despairing cry, the girl toppled backwards and Tara fell on her, pressing the thighs she held into the girl’s stomach as she did so. For the next few minutes it was stalemate as they struggled on the ground. The gypsy was slighter than Tara but incredibly sinewy and tough, she wriggled and fought under her, grabbing at Tara’s breasts, punching, clawing, trying to bring her knee up between Tara’s legs. 


But all Tara wanted was the whip. She didn’t have the reserves of energy to get involved in this sort of fight. She let her weight pin the girl and wriggled until she could grab it off the ground where the girl had flung it when she fell. Then once she had it she was up again and lashing out, making her opponent duck and cover up enough so that she could move past her again. And she saw the next weapon - a cane. She restrained the impulse to run for it, the girl would catch and trip her. No, it had to be back to slow, controlled progress. She fought to steady her breathing while the gypsy picked herself up. There was no doubting it now, Tara realised, tiredness was beginning to tell.


Again the girl had to try and get past while Tara picked her off, lashing her across her thighs, her shoulders, wrapping the heavy leathers round her ribs and hitting a breast whenever she could. Eventually she would weaken but how long could she herself hold out? Already her lungs were burning again. She risked a glance over her shoulder to see how far the cane was. She knew that that would really do some damage but taking her eyes off the gypsy, even for that split second was nearly fatal. Tara was rocked by a terrific impact to her right side as the gypsy flung herself bodily at her. Tara took a step backwards but the ground wasn’t where she had thought it would be. It was inexplicably lower and she lurched backwards throwing out her arms as the gypsy bore her down. Of course, it was the ground sloping down to the first of the mud pools she had seen before! Suddenly her left hand made contact with something and she gripped it fiercely but there was a snapping sound and whatever she had gripped came away from whatever had been holding it. Even as she fell helplessly back towards the mud, she realised that she had got hold of the cane and had snapped the leather loop it had hung by. With one last effort she threw it back over her head and prayed it would land on the far side of the pool. Then there was cold, thick mud under her and the gypsy on top of her. 


It was just what Tara didn’t want; a close quarters wrestling match against a fresh opponent but there was no help for it now. She somehow had to get across the pool first and get that cane. But the gypsy had the same idea. She tried to scramble over Tara, but Tara wrapped her arms round her waist and rolled over, pinning the girl under her and dunking her deep in the mud. In her turn, Tara tried to crawl onwards but the gypsy managed to get a hold on one breast and dig her fingers in hard. Tara yelled and squirmed sideways as the fingers dug into the whip-seared flesh. And then the two slaves were locked in a slithering, writhing struggle. As they became covered from head to foot in the oozing, slippery, brown mire, their hands skidded helplessly over each other’s bodies. Their fingers couldn’t grip any soft mounds of flesh. And so they pounded their fists at each other while they rolled and squirmed together. 


Tara’s ragged breathing was loud in her ears, but at least the gypsy was beginning to blow too and even through her exhaustion, Tara at last felt a refreshing surge of excitement. She knew what a spectacle they made for the onlookers. Two naked female slaves, reduced to two anonymous shining brown creatures, struggling and writhing like lovers even as they punched, clawed and flailed at each other purely for the crowd’s pleasure. When she wasn’t punching her hands roved over the slick, female contours of the body pressed against her, searching for a hold, and through the cool of the mud she could feel the heat from the naked flesh. And as she clawed for a grip on the girl’s firm buttocks she felt the fires of arousal ignite in her belly and for a moment her tiredness retreated. She reached up the girl’s back, got a fistful of the mud-matted hair and wrenched her head back, forcing a space between their torsos. The girl’s breasts, gleaming and swinging on her heaving chest were vulnerable just for a second and Tara got in a punch to each with her free hand. El Tigre shrieked and twisted away. Tara got up onto all fours and began to slither her way forwards. Her ankles were grabbed but she kicked out and thrashed so violently that she broke the hold and struggled on. The dry sand sloping upwards from the mud pool was just inches away. She reached forwards and dug her fingers into it to pull herself clear, even as the gypsy made a despairing lunge and wrapped her arms round Tara’s thighs.


There was no help for it; she just had to drag both of them clear and hope she could get the cane first. Gasping with the effort, Tara dragged herself on with the gypsy’s weight pulling at her. Then suddenly the sand was rasping at her hardened nipples, she humped her back and felt solid ground under her knees. She rolled onto her back and kicked out at the brown figure emerging behind her, then she staggered to her feet once more and tottered towards the thin shaft of the cane lying a few feet in front of her. Almost laughing with relief she closed her hand around it and turned to face her foe. Now she could really make the girl suffer.


But El Tigre had other ideas, she was faster to her feet than Tara and running close to the wall farthest away from her managed to make it past her. Tara cursed as she broke into an exhausted, stumbling run after her, lashing out with the cane and managing to bruise the thigh muscles with a couple of well placed lashes. Pale flesh shone through the mud where she struck. She even managed to cut several strikes across the buttocks which jiggled so enticingly in front of her. But the girl ran on, shrugging aside the pain and then lunging for the next weapon. She turned triumphantly and Tara saw she had one of the slender six foot long staves in her hands. But there was no time for caution left. Tara’s reserves were getting dangerously low and she didn’t hesitate; she just waded forwards cutting at the fronts of the girl’s thighs. She retreated but swung the staff and caught Tara repeatedly about the ribs. Tara feinted with the cane and waited for the staff to swing in again, then whirled inside the arc of the sweep, caught the girl’s wrist and threw her. 


But as she pivoted she lost her footing again and both girls went tumbling down into the next pool. This time it wasn’t mud but simply brown water and as Tara felt the refreshing cold liquid splash up over her aching body, she realised that the crowd would have enjoyed the mud wrestling - but they would want to see the naked slaves in all their glory as they fought out the finale. 


Once again, the two girls were pressed together as they floundered. And as they struggled to get their footing, Tara felt the gypsy’s hand get between her legs and reach for a crotch hold. There was only one escape. She braced her feet under her just as the groping hand began to slip its thumb into her vagina and the fingers reached for her anus. She pushed down with all her remaining strength and exploded up out of the water and away from the hold. Her impetus carried her to the far side and she scrambled clear with the gypsy right on her heels. With water cascading from their gleaming, scratched bodies the two gladiators ran, neck and neck for the opening of the arena and the next weapon. Breasts swinging and bouncing, thighs pumping, they raced the final yards and the crowd yelled them on.









Chapter 25



 



From his seat down at the front of the terraces and just opposite the entry to the arena. John Carpenter had followed the progress of the fight down the length of the corridor. Beside him he was aware of Carlo	 actually biting his nails as the advantage had swung one way and then the other. John couldn’t believe the blonde’s strength and courage but even she couldn’t do any more surely. And what was coming next would inevitably, he believed, see the end of a brave but doomed struggle. On either side of the entrance hung weighted boxing straps. In the arena the two naked slaves would slug it out until one went down. 


The gladiators staggered in dead level and each one saw the strap at her side of the entrance. They separated and with frantic haste wound the straps round their right fists and settled the velcro grips. Then they faced each other and began circling cautiously. Both girls’ chests heaved as they sucked in air, Blondie was bleeding a little from one breast and from several places on her back, where fingernails had opened up weals. El Tigre’s face was streaked with blood from her nose and one of Tara’s cane strokes had broken the skin across her buttocks. 


“Steady, Blondie. Steady, girl,” he heard Carlo whisper. “Let her come on to you!”


She did just that, dodging punches and backing off then tripping the girl as she came on again, getting in punches as she went down but not following up - just standing off and letting her struggle up. John realised she was deliberately draining the gypsy - evening out the odds. His spirits began to revive. There was still hope.

 

Tara’s breathing was slowly coming back under control but the gypsy was blowing harder now as she absorbed punches and had to scramble repeatedly to her feet. Tara dodged another clumsy, swinging punch and jabbed straight and true, fetching a grunt of pain from her as her fist dug into her foe’s stomach. She stopped in her tracks and Tara ducked in, ramming her shoulder between the girl’s breasts, her free hand reached down and slid between the sweat-slick thighs. She didn’t have time for a full crotch hold but simply hoisted the girl up, her hand sinking into the soft labia as she upended her and sent her crashing to the sand.


Again, she didn’t follow through but stood back to let the girl use up more valuable strength in getting up. She put her hands on her knees and drew in deep gulps of air as she watched the bedraggled, sand-encrusted figure struggle upright. She was clearly dazed and Tara moved in for the kill. Two jabs to the breasts went unanswered and then the legs straddled as she staggered and Tara went in. She extended the fingers and thumb of her strapped hand and reached for the crotch again. The long hours of practice paid off once more as with calm dexterity her thumb slipped between the labia and found the moist vaginal entrance. Her first and index fingers slipped further along and curled up between the buttocks, finding the little crater which the guards had opened up through repeated use, and they slipped inside. Then her fingers clenched, holding the septum between the girl’s passages in preparation for the dreaded crotch hold and hoist. For a moment the two girls locked eyes. El Tigre’s were glazed and wide with fear. Tara grinned fiercely and clenched her fingers harder. The girl cried out and Tara tensed to begin the hoist. Then an almighty blow between her shoulder blades knocked her forwards onto her knees and her hold was gone. She looked around in dazed puzzlement.

 

John and Carlo were on their feet and cheering till their throats hurt as Blondie had slowly swung the fight decisively her way. They had watched in delight as she had gone for the crotch hold. One throw and it would be the beginning of the end. But suddenly a figure vaulted over the barrier just along from where they were, ran out into the arena and delivered a double fisted hammerblow  to Blondie’s back. Then he turned towards them.


“No bitch fucks me around twice!” Conor Brien’s voice thundered into the sudden and complete silence. He turned to where Blondie knelt, the gypsy on all fours beside her and he stooped menacingly. 


There was a movement beside John and he saw Carlo vault into the arena and begin to run. Yuri and Ivan began to move. John looked over to where Mark Cavanagh was seated.



 



He gave John a kind of helpless shrug, as if to say, “What will be, will be,” and reached out either side of himself to restrain two of the guards who were moving to join the developing melee in the arena. John nodded his response and similarly restrained Yuri and Ivan.

 

Tara squinted up into the sun at the silhouette of the big man who loomed over her. So, it had all come to this. Just her and Conor Brien. And she was already spent. 


She made no move to get to her feet, just stared up defiantly as he drew one foot back to deliver a rib-cracking kick. But suddenly something flashed across her vision and cannoned into Brien, bearing him away to one side. With a shock she realised it was Carlo. Her master had come to her aid. But strong as he was, he was smaller than Brien. Tara was galvanised into action at the thought that Carlo might need her and she summoned the very last of her strength for one more fight. She got to her feet and looked at the struggle which was now taking place.


Carlo was far too wily to have been caught as Tara had been afraid he might. Once he had got Conor clear of her he had rolled away and regained his feet. Now he was dancing around the bigger man, flicking out punches and kicks, dodging Conor’s potentially lethal, but ponderous, blows. Conor was plainly in the grip of an all-consuming fury and swung wildly, squandering his strength while Carlo calmly picked him off. 


Suddenly her admiration of her master’s fighting technique was cut short as she was grabbed round the waist and tripped simultaneously. She had forgotten the gypsy. The two girls went down in a tangle of flailing limbs but now Tara’s blood was up. The sight of her master fighting for her had filled her with fresh resolve and she twisted and squirmed like an eel under El Tigre. They were both so sweat-slicked that neither of them could get a real grip on the other but Tara could sense that the gypsy was fighting desperately rather than with any real plan. She pummelled and clawed at Tara, snarling and yelling her defiance. Tara forced herself to ignore the blows and scratches, biding her time until the gypsy thought she had the upper hand and began to wriggle up Tara’s body, her legs astride her. Tara reached down in a snake-fast strike and once again embedded her fingers in the slippery, warm depths of her opponent’s body. She clenched again and exerted a steady upwards pressure. Both the gypsy’s hands flew down to grasp Tara’s wrist but there was nothing she could do except rise to her feet carefully. Tara followed her up and from a position where she had one knee still on the ground she suddenly thrust upwards with her whole body. Wailing in despair, the gypsy was taken off her feet and for a second pivoted on the hand embedded in her. Then Tara snatched that down. The crowd erupted as El Tigre crashed down at Tara’s feet, legs spread and hands clutching her vulva. With a sigh of exhausted contentment Tara sank down onto her widespread knees over the gypsy’s face, crushing her labia down onto the wide-open mouth and feeling the girl’s warm breath caress her as she panted. And then the tongue got to work. Her hands left her crotch and instead fastened themselves around Tara’s thighs, holding her conqueror down onto her mouth as she paid her homage. Tara groaned in delight and ground her hips more fiercely downwards. She looked up and saw one of the cameras had zoomed in on the gypsy’s face. All that could be seen on the huge screen was the girl’s chin and her cheeks hollowing as she sucked on the clitoris which was pressed onto her. Another camera had zoomed in from behind her and Tara could see her own whip-striped buttocks driving down and squirming as she accepted her tribute from the gypsy girl. 


Suddenly Tara’s attention was dragged away from her own pleasure as something cannoned into her right shoulder. For a second she nearly lost her balance but when she was able to look around, to her delight she saw Conor Brien sprawling on the sands of the arena a few feet away from her. She could see he had a bloody nose and mouth, for a few seconds he lay still, his chest heaving and then he sat up groggily. He looked at her and then at Carlo. Then he shook his head and managed a rueful laugh.


“Okay, you’re one tough son of a bitch, Carlo. And Blondie’s one tough bitch.”


Then he briefly held his hands up before getting to his feet and limping off. Carlo waved to the crowd and then held up the fingers of both hands, twice, signalling twenty lashes for El Tigre. The crowd seemed happy with that and it got the thumbs up. Reluctantly Tara climbed off the busily exploring tongue which had gone on swirling and licking with passionate abandon while its owner’s fate had been negotiated. Carlo pulled the gypsy to her feet and led her over to the post which stood at one side of the arena. Obediently she held her hands up for her wrists to be fastened and even proudly shook her own hair clear of her shoulders. Carlo took down the whip which hung on the reverse side of the post. It was a mean looking five-foot length of finely plaited leather with a good thick handle. Tara’s heart thudded with excitement as she saw it and she looked forward to watching her opponent scream and writhe her way through her penalty. The last thing she expected was Carlo to hand her the whip.


“We own this one now, Blondie. So really show her who’s boss, eh?”


It was the finest moment of her life. Out in the arena, the centre of attention and with a free hand to deliver twenty hard lashes to another naked slave. She shook out the whip and the crowd suddenly began a chant of “Blondie! Blondie!” The gypsy glanced back over one shoulder, defiance still in her eyes.


“See if you can do it like a man should!” she said.


With nothing but a savage joy in her heart, Tara drew back her arm and then struck with all her remaining strength. The report of the lash’s impact and the slave’s scream even pierced the noise of the chanting. 


“Harder, Blondie!” she heard Carlo shout beside her. “Give them a good show!”


The sight of the gleaming body in front of her, still twisting and arching as it absorbed the sting of the first lash made it an easy command to obey and the second lash fell across the buttocks in a full sweep which marked them instantly from hip to hip. Tara made no attempt to keep any count from then on. She just drank in the heady sensuality of her own nakedness, the nakedness of the slave in front of her, the repeated Crack! of the whip’s impacts and the answering screams and frantic writhings.


She was gasping for breath and perilously close to orgasm by the time Carlo snatched the lash from her. El Tigre hung by her wrists, moaning and gasping, her back and buttocks a network of red flaring weals. Without any thought she flung herself to her knees before her master and her trembling fingers fumbled to free the iron-hard erection straining against his shorts. As soon as it reared in front of her face, thick and red, the veins throbbing and the helm already glistening with pre-ejaculate, she plunged her mouth down over it and savoured the rich taste. One hand gripped and squeezed the shaft, the other dived between her own legs and attempted to finish what El Tigre had begun. She didn’t care if she was punished; she simply had to come. And she did, mewing her utter contentment as she knelt on the arena floor and worshipped her master, gulping down every last morsel of his precious seed as it spurted, thick and hot, into her welcoming mouth.









Chapter 26



 



John Carpenter leaned back against one wall of the stableyard and happily surveyed the scene. Two months had gone by since they had returned in triumph from Conor Brien’s stable. Now the Russian girl - who Madame had found out was named Anya - but who everyone at The Lodge called ‘Ox’, Cherry, Jet and El Tigre all shared a newly built stable block with Blondie. Several of the arena owners were locked in an astronomically high bidding-war for the services of Carlo’s and The Lodge’s slaves on a ‘show by show’ basis. But best of all John himself had attended two auctions with Conor and The Lodge’s training cells were currently playing host to a long-overdue, fresh intake of delightful soon-to-be Housegirls. Really there was just the branding to attend to now so the slaves would be ready to fight for whoever could afford them and everything could settle down again.

 

Tara looked up at the grey English sky as she wound her fingers around the chains that held her spreadeagled against the outside wall of her stable. Sometimes she missed the endless sun of Conor Brien’s island but wherever her master was, that was where she belonged. She looked down and watched him as he attended to the glowing brazier with the branding iron, nearly white hot, resting in amongst the almost invisible flames. He picked it up and examined it. Tara noted his expression of intense concentration fondly. It was the same expression he wore when examining her at the end of a day’s training, it usually presaged a good thrashing. But today there was something even better in store. She was going to be branded with the combined initials of her master/trainer and her stable. Nowadays she could slip in and out of her slave miasma as it suited her and once she had been brought into the yard and mounted alongside her groom and the other fighting slaves who were to either side of her and had seen the branding irons, she had chosen to stay alert. She wanted to feel the full impact of wearing her brand. Carlo plainly judged the iron was hot enough and an excited stir spread through the men and the Housegirls, who had gathered to witness the spectacle as he approached Tara. She could see the glowing letters, CSL framed in a slender rectangle. She tightened her grip on her chains and gritted her teeth. 

 

John watched too. The letters, which stood for Carlo Suarez and Lodge, would soon adorn all five slaves, seared into the flesh of their left hips. But Blondie was given the honour of being the very first to wear it. There was a very real bond between the trainer and the blonde star. It was just possible that she might appreciate it, he reflected as there was a hiss and a piercing scream from across the yard. The superb body arched in its bondage while Carlo pressed the iron home. Then after a count of four he took it away and the blonde slumped. There was some applause from the gathered members and then the iron was back in the flames and Carlo was sizing up a trembling Patti. John sauntered over and lit a cigar from the coals.


“Everything under control, Carlo?”


The two men surveyed the spreadeagled, naked forms before them. Four trembling, one fainted.


“Just about perfect I’d say, Boss.”






THE END




cover.jpeg
iator

The Glad

Sean O'Kane





