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Chapter 1



 







Prince Hassan ibn Faud was fond of reflecting that quite literally he was lord of all he surveyed when he walked the walls of the old fort which stood on a rocky outcrop and overlooked the desert and the mountains which made up ninety per cent of his tiny country. He turned to face inwards and again he was the lord and master of all that lay before him. Standing on the beaten earth of the dusty courtyard his slaves awaited him.


The Prince was an ‘Owner’ - one of the original ones who had set up the modern arenas which now existed in many of the more discreet corners of the world - his own lay hidden in the mountains just a few miles from where he now stood. Unlike the other owners who had built up their squads by buying at the secret markets through which girls and women were moved a lot of his slaves had been acquired more simply - there were still places in the world where women were traded quite openly. And the result of several years' work now stood sweating and panting below him.


There were more than fifty squad girls now plus six solo gladiators - his very best fighters. All the stables had them, they fought with the severest weapons, competed in the most testing endurance events and were already becoming stars in the small world of the arenas and their rich, devoted fans. The Prince let his eye travel along the line of naked girls as he descended the steps and walked out to meet Peter Lang, his trainer. The tall Englishman was as dusty as his charges and so were the guards. There were twenty of them and they really only needed to be there for the new recruits - once Lang had had a chance to work on them, the girls developed such submissiveness that they would gladly lie on beds of nails if told to. He had tried it once and every single girl had obeyed without question. 


Lang had had the whole stable out on what he called one of his 'treks'. Quite simply the girls ran for three days, stopping only for food, water and sleep. The last being taken when they weren't required sexually. Now the exhausted ranks stood with their hands on their heads and their legs apart, ready for inspection by their owner. He paced slowly along in front of the line, noting with unflagging fascination the variety of the breasts on show. Some were perhaps a little too small for classical beauty, some a little too retroussé and some a little too large but as he stopped here and there to stroke a nipple into full erection or twist it and pull until the slave gasped and bit back her cry, the great thing about them, he thought, was that they were his to do exactly what he wanted with. And that gave them a beauty all their own. That and the fact that as usual most of them were reddened and scored by the whip. The Prince reached Lang at the end of the line.


"Any punishments due before the announcement?" he asked.


"Just two. Number fourteen and number thirty eight; malingering earlier today, thirty lashes each," Lang replied. The Prince nodded as the slaves stood forward from the line, expressionless and passive, their numbers were tattooed just by their left hip bones. He doubted very much that there had been any malingering but the slaves themselves would expect no less than that some of them must face punishment. It was simply inevitable.


He watched as the two girls were spreadeagled on the earth, wrists and ankles shackled to short stakes. Two of the guards shook out the lashes of their bullwhips and began the flogging. The hiss and snap of the lashes rang round the ancient courtyard and the bodies of the two slaves jerked as the leathers bit.


The Prince watched critically.


"I'd say you've got them prepared to your usual high standard Peter," he observed. What he was watching was the way the slaves' buttocks danced and rippled as the lashes struck their backs and their bodies twitched. It pointed to two things, firstly the guards were putting a fair bit of weight into the beating and secondly, although the slaves were fit and sinewy, there was still a good amount of fat on them - enough to keep them looking feminine. After all no one wanted to watch muscle-bound females, the slaves had to look womanly as they struggled and suffered under the whips but they had to be tough enough to take it. That was the art of the trainer. 


The two men watched in companionable silence as the punishment went on, noting in approval how neither slave gave vent to screams but managed to take their lashes with no more than explosive gasps escaping their clenched teeth. Once sentence had been carried out and they had returned to the line, the Prince stood in front of them and addressed them all.


"We go into battle again in two weeks' time," he told them and although they were far too disciplined to make any obvious response, he could sense the sudden, repressed elation. They were going back into an arena and that was what they existed for. But they would also be experiencing the submissive's characteristic blend of fear and excitement. The training would now get much harsher until three days before the show itself - and they knew it would start now.


The two men dismissed the squad, summoned the slaves who had been flogged to accompany them to the coolness of the rock-hewn room which served as Peter’s office and had them bend over his desk while they took them. The Prince chose to take his anally, Peter took his vaginally and both girls responded enthusiastically, especially when the men dug their fingers into their recently acquired welts. Then they dismissed them and got down to work.


There was a lot to be arranged. The whole stable of slavegirls had to be transported half way round the world as the next show was in Oregon. 










Chapter 2



 


 

Sir John Fitzgerald leaned back in his chair and surveyed the girl seated on the other side of his desk. She was a rare beauty. Of mixed Lebanese and French parentage she was blessed with smooth, olive complexioned skin, magnificent black hair and a fine, delicate bone structure to her face which complemented the large dark eyes perfectly. The rest of her was pretty spectacular as well, he reflected. He had very personal knowledge of the glorious silky skinned orbs of her large breasts, at the moment demurely covered by a white shirt and the jacket of her smart suit. His mind moved languidly south over the remembered geography of her body while his cock began to uncoil and throb towards erection. Her stomach was flat and her hips swelled out to what would have been an over-extravagant extent on a girl of lesser stature, but at five foot seven, Ayesha de la Tour carried them perfectly. And nestling in amongst its fleece of black pubic hair was one of the most responsive and delightful pussies he had ever encountered.


Sir John's musings were brought to an end by the girl stirring on her chair and smiling knowingly at him - she crossed her legs and allowed him a glimpse of knee and thigh over the desktop before she settled again.


"You wanted to see me, Sir John," she prompted.


"Oh yes! I always want to see you, you know that," he told her, getting up to walk round the desk and lean against the front, making no effort to conceal his interest in the dusky-skinned valley of her cleavage, now clearly on view below him.


She saw the direction of his gaze and smiled again before shrugging off her jacket and then reaching up to sweep her thick black hair down over her back. Her breasts rose and fell beneath the white, lacy bra, their weight clearly straining the fabric of the shirt.


"Is the view better now?" she asked coquettishly.


"Perfect, as always. I have a job for you this weekend. A flight out on Friday in a Lear. Two passengers; both male going to Bakhtar. I need you to provide your very best service to one of them. He rules the place, it’s pretty primitive but he's unbelievably rich and he's about to buy some very expensive hardware off a client of mine. I want you to give him a really good time and I'll pay you double if the deal comes off."


The girl's eyes met his. "For double pay, he'll get the full treatment," she said in a husky voice and with a mischievous smile. "Any particular tastes I should be aware of?"


"Don't know a lot about him but at a guess I'd say he's an arse man."


"No problem." She stood and smoothed her short skirt. "Just let me know when to expect the cab. You could've phoned or mailed...."


Sir John stood up as well. "You can't fuck by phone or computer."


"I'm due at my gym in half an hour," the girl said, perfectly calmly. But then she reached out and stroked the bulge of his erection through his trousers. "But I can't have my employer walking round with a stiffy like that all day."


"I'll ring Mrs Longstrand and tell her we're not to be disturbed."


"I already told her on the way in," the girl laughed and began to undo her shirt.


Sir John relaxed and watched her strip for him. Once she had taken her bra off, she played with her breasts for a moment, holding them in her hands, flicking at her nipples, teasing them into erection and making dark red peaks of them against the golden tan of the skin and the brown areolas. Then she let her hands stroke downwards until they encountered the skirt and she turned to allow him to undo the zip and ease both the skirt and the white thong down over the curves of her hips. She bent forward to help the thong down and let his hands rove where they would over her buttocks until she stepped clear of the flimsy garment, then she turned and reached out to undo his tie. He stopped her.


"Sorry my dear, no time today. Just a quickie, but you'll need to fetch the riding crop."


She gave an exaggerated sigh but turned and sauntered, naked apart from her high heels over to the filing cabinet in the corner and picked up the crop from where it lay on top.


"And this will be to leave some marks to tell my weekend 'guest' that it's okay for him to do a bit of 'rough' with me?" she said when she had returned and was standing in front of him, holding the crop across the fronts of her thighs.


"Of course," Sir John replied. "Why else do I pay you so much?"


The girl laughed and shook her long hair back then handed him the crop and asked, "Over the desk?"


"No, I think bent over in the middle of the floor."


Sir John watched as she put on a languid display of sexual submission which had his cock throbbing almost painfully by the time her legs were spread and her hands held her ankles. She had bent forwards very slowly and stopped to arch her back and push her bottom back towards him. Then, knowing she was about to be beaten she had waggled it, inviting him on before she had slowly slid her hands down her legs until she was properly displayed, her thick hair pooling on the carpet between her feet. 


"I’ll just give you enough so that the marks will be right for the weekend." 


He laid the flicks on quite slowly, allowing her to soak up the sting of each buttock-rippling snap before applying the next. By the time the count had reached seven, she was giving delightful, breathy little yelps in response and between the striped cushions of her cheeks, her cunt was open and the inner lips were engorged. 


"Now the desk!" he said, his voice hoarse with urgency.


The girl stood and rubbed at her buttocks vigorously before going to the desk and laying her torso on it, making sure she kept her back arched properly and spreading her legs again to present her two entrances for Sir John to make his choice.


He undid his flies and pulled his cock out. He would have to take her anally to make sure she was okay for the Prince but he would have to sample the delights of her vagina for a while first. He drove in and watched as she eagerly accommodated him, her lips opening moistly and smoothly for him, the membrane at the back of the vulva stretching tightly to encompass his shaft as it slid home. He sighed deeply as his pelvis came to rest against her buttocks. He really would have chosen to come in that passage but business was business. He withdrew and repositioned the now shining dome of his helm against the puckered whorl of her anus. He put one hand round the front of one of her hips to steady her, the other he wrapped round his shaft to keep it targeted and then he thrust.


It was tight. He had to stop a couple of times and let her relax before he thrust again but eventually he was able to move back and forth in reasonable comfort. Then he leaned forward and reached under her to grab handfuls of soft breastflesh as she raised herself onto her forearms. She craned her head round and smiled at him.


"I'd better put in a few hours with the butt plug before Friday," she said. "But for now, shoot everything you've got right up my arse! Hard!"


Her professional and yet eager compliance broke his control and as he dug his fingers into her breasts until she cried out he battered at her until he felt himself begin to pump. Then he lunged in to the hilt one last time and shot his load deep into her entrails.

 

Some minutes later Sir John watched her walk to her car as he leant against his office window. It was such a shame, he thought. The girl was perfect; gorgeous, a truly professional fuck - whether you had her in bed or over your office desk. And she was totally amoral. Or she had been when he had first found her, but just lately one of his contacts had seen her with a man who was suspected of working undercover for Customs and Excise. Whether she knew that or not, it was just too dangerous to keep her on. He was going to have to find a way to dispose of her. But where was he going to find a replacement with a body like hers and who was the sort of girl who could accommodate a man in any way he chose with such enthusiasm? He sighed at the memory of how she had looked bent over and waiting for the crop and then bent over the desk waiting for the buggering.

 

As she approached her car, Ayesha listened impatiently for the call she had made on her mobile to be answered. Once she heard the soft female voice at the other end she snapped, "My flat! Five minutes, go!"


She climbed into her car carefully keeping her buttocks clenched as much as she was able. While she had been getting dressed in Sir John's office she had managed to push a paper handkerchief down the crease between them and it was held in place by her thong. She started the engine, gunned it and burned rubber out into the road. Of all the perks she collected working for Sir John, this was the sweetest.


In just a few minutes she was parked under her apartment block and was walking stiffly but as fast as she could towards the lifts. At the third floor she exited, hurriedly turned the key in her door and stepped into her hall. Karen was waiting for her. Her hazel eyes wide with excited anticipation. Ayesha didn't say a word, just crossed her arms against one wall, leant her head on them and stuck her bottom out. 


"Get stuck in, you bitch!" she whispered urgently.

 

Karen dropped to her knees behind her lover and ran her hands up the smooth-skinned thighs, loving the feel of the warm flesh and wondering what she would find beneath the short skirt. She pushed it up over the buttocks and caught her breath.


"Oh my God! He beat you!" She pressed her lips to the pink weals and flares left by the crop and let her tongue trail soothingly over the hot skin. Only when she had attended to all of them did she turn her attention to the thong and what lay under it.


"Now where did he have you? Ahh!" 


As she pulled the scrap of lacy material down she saw the scrunched up paper lodged in the crease and caught the smell of a man. She pulled the thong free and saw the thick emission seeping from her lover's body. Leaning in with a contented moan, Karen set to work, licking up the pungent seepage as it oozed from Ayesha's anus and trickled down towards her sex. She enjoyed the taste of sperm when taken from her lover's body even more than when it was fresh and she spread the buttocks apart, questing as deeply as she could into Ayesha's rectum until she was sure there was none left. Then she began to make her way down along the slit of the sex, opening that with her fingers as well and savouring the rich flavour of her lover's arousal until, by the time her tongue was swirling around the nub of the clitoris, Ayesha was groaning and her hips were bucking and swinging.


"Are you going to make me suffer for that beating?" Karen whispered, keeping her mouth pressed against the sex and her nose against the anus so that her breath would inflame her lover even more.


"I'll make you scream!" Ayesha threatened and then yanked Karen up by her hair and dragged her into the bedroom. She lay back on the bed, her legs spread as far as the skirt would permit and Karen needed no further urging to plunge into the fragrant darkness of her crotch, fumbling the thong out of her way, pushing the skirt up and feverishly lapping at the flooding sex while fingers clawed in her hair and forced her lips against the vaginal opening with bruising force.


Ayesha came with a torrent of swear words and cries as Karen at last used her fingers to thrust deep inside while her tongue crushed and rasped at the clitoris.


Then at last they had the leisure to undress and Karen lay with her head between Ayesha's legs, Ayesha's head between hers and they took it in turns to bring each other to long lazy orgasms. Finally Ayesha reached down and pulled Karen up to lie alongside her.


"So tell me all the disgusting, filthy details," Karen whispered as she kissed the black-haired girl she loved.

 

Ayesha told her everything while her slightly built lover's head with its shoulder length mass of light brown curls lay beside her. They were a perfect match, she thought as she spoke. They both swung in every direction it was possible to swing. They both enjoyed sex with men as well as with women. They both enjoyed some pain to spice up their pleasure, although it was always Ayesha who dominated when they were together. Ayesha could cope with small amounts just to ginger her up but Karen liked real, hot, pain and humiliation. Quite early on in their relationship Ayesha had discovered that Karen’s ultimate thrill was to lick warm sperm from her body. As Ayesha had no intention of denying herself the pleasure of screwing anyone she chose to, it suited them both. Quite frequently Karen would crouch beside Ayesha’s bed and watch, wide eyed and eager, as some well set up young man would screw her. Once he was finished she would be allowed to lick them both clean. And to cap it all there was what they referred to as 'their little business'.


Karen giggled when Ayesha had finished telling her about how Sir John had marked her and taken her. "I love it when you tell me about all the men who think they're pleasuring you, when really it's me you always turn to," she said.


Ayesha looked over at Karen, sharply. The girl's eyes were closed and her pretty face wore an irritating expression of smug pleasure.


"Right, you stupid little slut. For that piece of conceited presumption........" Ayesha rolled off the bed abruptly and went to her dresser, she wrenched open a drawer and threw two items back onto the bed.


Karen, now sitting up, whimpered at the sight of them. "No, please, Ayesha. Don't punish me. I won't do it again..........I promise. You know I only want to serve you!"


"Exactly. And you're going to serve me by being punished. Now put them on!"


Slowly Karen buckled on the wrist restraints, then without having to be told, she slid onto her stomach and reached forwards, pushing her hands between the bars of the bed head. Ayesha leaned over and clipped the restraints together, then she pulled the pillows out from under her chest and pushed them under her hips instead.


"There. We'll just get your sweet little butt raised nice and high and then I'll whip it."


Karen moaned as Ayesha reached up to the top shelf of her wardrobe and pulled down a multi-tailed whip whose lashes were about eighteen inches long. 


"Get your legs open," Ayesha told her. "I want to see that greedy little twat of yours juicing up while you're begging me to stop."


Karen gave a resigned sigh and did as she was told. Ayesha smiled as she noted the dusky inner lips were already engorged and swollen up invitingly around her vaginal entrance. She started swinging the whip. The girl had one of the best arses she had ever come across for this type of activity anyway. The buttocks were neat and prominent, with a good depth of fatty tissue on them so that they rippled and bounced under the whip delightfully. Ayesha didn't hold back and let the tails of the whip smack down hard so they fanned out, marking the pale flesh with pleasing red stripes. Sometimes she moved down a little striking at the tops of the thighs and letting the lashes just nip at the sex. Karen's head jerked up at each of these strokes but she took twenty or so before she gave in to screams and pleas for mercy. Ayesha stopped for a second and looked down at the girl's body, shiny with sweat, the rib cage heaving as she panted, sobbed and gasped all at once. She reached between the spread legs, brusquely probing with her fingers, finding the vagina weeping its thick emissions so copiously that the topmost pillow sported a damp patch. Karen managed a further moan of despair as she felt the fingers discover her body's betrayal. 


"Another twenty or so, I think. And you're really going to have to come up with something good to hide the marks from your husband," Ayesha told her gleefully and without waiting for a reply, went back to work.


By the time she finished, the buttocks were a bright pink overall with heavier, darker markings in some places where lashes had crossed repeatedly. Karen was reduced to sobbing as Ayesha turned her onto her back, reached back into the same drawer that had contained the restraints and produced a length of nylon rope. 


"Oh, not that as well! Please!" she begged.


But as Ayesha wound a turn of the rope around each ankle and then began to haul, the girl co-operated, drawing her legs up and then allowing them to be stretched back over her head until the ankles, spread to the corners of the bed head could be attached. She lay bent double on herself, her pussy hopelessly exposed above and between her strained and parted thighs.


Ayesha took up the whip again and trailed the lashes over the sex flesh, the inner lips now blooming fully and announcing the girl's need. Ayesha delved three fingers into the slushing vagina and stirred it until it was audibly squelching and Karen was groaning incoherently, then she withdrew the fingers and instead, pushed the lips apart, stretching the vulva a little to expose the clitoris, then, taking care not to strike her own fingers, she snapped the whip down; five, six, seven, spiteful, stinging snaps. A pause until the girl had ceased heaving in her tight bondage and then three more and it was over. The room was filled with the sounds of Karen's tortured breathing and moaning. Then she got herself back under control and sobbed out her breathless thanks.


Ayesha smiled, smacked the stretched bottom affectionately, reached into the drawer one last time and pulled out a vibrator. It had been the thickest one they could find. Karen’s pussy was the most elastic one Ayesha had ever encountered. She had spent some happy afternoons going through every room in the flat and seeing how many objects they could get up it, and how many at one time. Sometimes she bought things especially to see if they would fit. Quite calmly she turned the monstrous thing on and unceremoniously plunged it into the vagina, up-turned and gaping before her. Then she took a shower.


She didn't hurry and anyway she had the traces of two lovers to wash off, so it was some time before she sauntered back into the bedroom. Karen was keening in an unearthly, falsetto wail as the vibrator buzzed inside her stinging cunt, stimulating her constantly but never quite driving her over the edge.


Daintily, using only the tips of her fingers so she didn't get any of the juices on her again, Ayesha took hold of the huge vibrator.


"I take my pleasure wherever I feel like it, understand? No one has any hold on me."


"Yes, yes. I do understand. I'm sorry. Thank you for my punishment."


"Very well."


Ayesha pumped the implement up and down while Karen convulsed again and again.


After she had been released and had dressed, she played out what had become a ritual for the two women. Ayesha held her right hand out, palm uppermost and Karen took it in her own hands. Then slowly she would lick and kiss the palm. It sent exquisite tingles of arousal spearing through Ayesha and hastened their next assignation. This time, Karen talked as she performed the ritual.


"I've got to go and dress for dinner then meet him at his office. So if I suck him off in the cab on the way home, he'll maybe still taste of you. He'll want me as soon as we get in so he'll take me up against a wall in the hall. I'll scream when he enters me because of how you whipped me and later on, in the dark so he doesn't see the marks, he'll dig his fingers into my bum when he has me in bed and I'll scream again. But it'll be for you - not him."


Ayesha listened with her eyes closed, savouring the tingles the kisses were igniting, then she urged the girl to go before she got too horny. Once the door had closed behind her she leant against it and shook with quiet laughter. She took Sir John Fitzgerald's money and fucked him whenever he wanted. Then she fucked his wife. And then his wife went back to robbing him so they could take off together in a few months' time. It was sweet!

 

Ayesha had been working as a barmaid when Sir John had first recruited her. He explained that his hotel business - with establishments all over the world provided perfect cover for him to travel widely and mix with a lot of people. And a lot of those people wanted him to arrange transactions for things like armaments. He obliged them, he told Ayesha, and he needed a pretty girl who wasn't averse to using her body to earn very good money indeed to 'smoothe' deals through. Ayesha's childhood had been poor and harsh and she had learned self-reliance on the streets of Beirut, she had also soon lost any compunction about getting what she wanted by using her body and looks. So she had settled quickly into the combined role of stewardess and call girl. 


But the first time she had met Karen, Sir John's new wife, the mutual attraction had been instant. Ayesha had never objected to having sex with women - she had got by for several months as the 'kept pet' of an older woman once. But she had really enjoyed screwing Karen and the feeling had obviously been mutual because on only the second time they made love, Karen had told her about how, as she helped with the hotel business's books she had developed a scheme whereby she raised false invoices and squirreled the money away in off-shore accounts. The business turned over tens of millions so if she kept it to a couple of thousand a week - no one was any the wiser. The two women began to plan a future together and Ayesha steadily became the dominant partner. 


Then Customs and Excise had rumbled Sir John’s shadier deals and contacted her promising immunity if she helped them. It had seemed like a Godsend. All she had to do was help them expose him and then she and Karen could disappear with a goodly proportion of his fortune. She would tell Karen all about it the next time they met, but just then she had to e-mail her 'handler' and tell him about the weekend's jaunt. She would pump this Prince - or whatever he was - as much as she could over drinks and in bed and find out what was being bought and sold this time. 










Chapter 3



 


 

On the Thursday night Ayesha wore a butt plug for a couple of hours. She prided herself on always approaching her clients as well prepared as she could be and was perfectly frank with herself that she enjoyed having sex with lots of different men - and being very well paid for it.


She was never concerned about what the men looked like; just so long as they were reasonably clean. She simply enjoyed cock. She loved the feel of the erect shafts through the soft skin. She loved squeezing them hard with her hands and fetching groans of pleasure in response as the thick cream of the ejaculate spurted from the slit in the polished dome of the helm. She actually didn't object to the taste of sperm and she rather enjoyed making her mouth a kind of 'cleverer cunt' as one client had put it and it was a source of some pride to her that with her wide experience she had never been unable to provide a satisfactory passage for even the biggest cock. And it was the sheer variety of shapes and sizes that she also enjoyed, each client was a new adventure, with a cock that would repay intimate exploration with her fingers, tongue and lips. But best of all was knowing the power she wielded over them; how they stiffened in response to her body, how she could make them come whenever it suited her and then they would be pathetically eager to pay her!


Then she could come home to Karen and relax while the girl worked away between her legs and she told her all about it.


By the appointed time on Friday morning, she was neatly dressed in a simple cream blouse which tucked into the waistband of a short, dark blue skirt, tight enough to accentuate the swells of her hips and buttocks. She chose conservative two inch heels for her shoes, knowing from experience that being towered over by a girl often dampened a man's libido.


She also knew that she was blessed with skin smooth enough to make stockings unnecessary and allowed herself a smug little smile as she surveyed herself in her cheval mirror, four clear inches of honey golden thigh above the knee, her blouse pulled tight and her breasts pressing against it with only a skimpy half-cup bra covering them.......she would get her double pay and would probably find out enough to keep her handler happy. 


She felt no twinges of conscience about betraying her employer; she had learned to play rough on the back streets of Beirut. When it suited her she would probably dump Karen as well.

 

The Prince was in a good mood. He and Peter Lang lounged at their ease in the back of the stretch limo as it made its way through the more plebeian traffic on the way to the hotel. 


They had stopped off in the UK on the way back from the show in Oregon to attend to some business. The show had been a great success, true, the Prince's stable had lost but only narrowly and the slaves had put on a very good show. The recently introduced studded whips had added spice and colour to the whip duels. The vastness of the ranch in which the arena stood had meant that pony racing had taken place on a long cross-country course and the spectacle of the racing ponies, sweating and steaming as they splashed through icy mountain streams was one that he had particularly enjoyed. 


The punters had gone away well pleased at the scenes of sex and ingenious cruelty they had witnessed and none of the slaves had been expensively damaged. The American stable had had a beautifully equipped dungeon and the owners and their luckier guests had enjoyed the slaves to the full in them. 


In fact the arenas were working out to be even better money spinners than the original owners had dared hope. It was proving perfectly possible to maintain squads of fifty girls in each arena - there was no shortage of new talent to buy at auction so some of the longer serving fighters could be sold on. And as the audiences for the arenas had grown, when an ex-gladiator came up for sale there was no shortage of bids for her. The most extraordinary thing was that some dominants were volunteering their subs to serve for a few months in the squads, all the owners had to do was feed them! And some subs were e-mailing in on their own initiative to volunteer. It was as if half the girls in the world were queuing up eagerly to endure the hardships of log pulling, chariot racing, whip duelling and all the other cruel games the owners devised under the relentless rule of the guards' whips. But the size of the squads coupled with the harshness of the regime the owners had established from the start had produced a further source of income. With fifty girls in each squad, it was quite possible to 'rotate' them. Most of the stables worked a five week system, the squads were split up into groups of ten girls, each group would train for the arena for four weeks and then serve as sex slaves for the next week. Thus it was possible for the big houses on the estates to serve as SM palaces for the most discerning customers. They all boasted full complements of household slaves in any case and with the addition of the whip-and pain-hardened gladiators, they could provide entertainment for the most jaded of palates. The lithe and sinewy bodies of the fighting slaves were well known amongst the owners for their ability to provide vigorous and stimulating sex after the most testing of sessions and now a whole new paying audience had been found for that particular talent.


"It has been most pleasing the way the girls have responded to being slaves in such a harsh environment as the one we provide for them," the Prince opined as he sipped a gin and tonic.


Opposite him Peter Lang smiled. "Pleasing maybe, but no great surprise. Most females secretly want nothing more than to be dominated completely by men."


The Prince studied his trainer for a second. He was a thin, sinewy individual, his past involved some military service but the Prince had never enquired too closely, all he needed to know was that the man could judge a girl's tolerance levels to a nicety. Where some men would cease a flogging when the slave was hanging by her wrists and seemingly inert, Lang was always capable of finding a spot on her anatomy which could absorb just a little more pain and shock the slave back into action. 


"From the number of volunteers some of the arenas are getting, it would seem that you might have a point," the Prince conceded. He himself had never bothered to consider the matter. To him it was a simple given fact that women were there to be used in any way a man chose - it was merely pleasing that they happened to respond to being fighting slaves well enough to increase his already fabulous wealth.


Lang gestured outside the car to the pavements crowded with shoppers and workers on their lunch hours. 


"Give me any girl. I mean even one of those and I could make her into a slave whose only concern is to serve her master - either in his bed, his dungeon or his arena."


The Prince knew that Lang was not one given to boasting. He had watched the slaves in his presence and knew they regarded him with a mixture of fear and awe, with a smattering of devotion as well, precisely because he never made idle threats. They knew exactly where they stood with him, if he praised them he meant it; if he said he would flay the hides off them then they knew they would be flogged to the furthest limits of their endurance. But any girl? A girl just plucked from off a high street rather than one who had been bought at auction and who had already had some taste of submission? It was an intriguing prospect for a man who enjoyed a bet. 


The two looked at each other and smiled.


"Any girl?" the Prince asked.


"You choose. Just get her to me and I'll do the rest. How much will you stake?"


"The slaves cost me enough as it is Peter!" the Prince laughed. "We will simply make it a sportsman's bet."


"Fine by me."

 

While Lang amused himself the next day, the Prince and his old friend Sir John Fitzgerald went to a discreet suburb of London and held a meeting with a man who had a consignment of machine pistols which he was keen on selling. The Prince's small but fierce troop of household infantry was lacking in modern weaponry - due to his country being under virtually every embargo available to international law - and Sir John was fulfilling the role of broker.


With the discussions finished the two men drove back to the heart of the West End.


"Don't take too long to think about it, Your Highness," Sir John told the Prince. "The man is jittery and will sell to anyone who comes near the asking price."


"Don't worry, John," the Prince assured him. "I'll call you within a day of returning home."


"Good. Oh, and have a pleasant trip. I think you'll find the in-flight service will be quite enjoyable."


The flight was due out in the late afternoon and by three o'clock, the Prince and Lang were waiting in the lobby of their hotel. A large Mercedes drew up at the kerb just outside the main door and the two men watched as a tall, black-haired girl stepped elegantly out of the back and entered the hotel. She came straight over to them.


"Sir John's compliments and would you care to follow me? Your car is waiting."


She undoubtedly had some Arabic blood in her veins, the Prince thought, and that irritated him. Girls of his race should have been taught better than to emulate their debauched sisters in the West. But despite his irritation he found his eyes were inexorably drawn to the sway of the girl's generous hips as she walked in front of him. Her hair fell like black silk in a graceful curtain down her long back and the Prince glanced across at Lang who seemed to be equally absorbed in the view.


"How about that one - with regard to our little bet I mean?"


Lang's lips curled up in a smile which would have had any of the Prince's slaves trembling. They knew that when he gave that sardonic smile, it boded very ill indeed for any female within his grasp.


"Just give me the nod," he said.


The girl was self-assured and handled herself with great aplomb on the trip out to the airfield, serving them drinks with care and consideration but without servility; making polite and intelligent conversation when called on to do so. The Prince was impressed despite himself. He even found himself hoping that Lang could win their bet; she would be an asset to any man's household - once she was properly trained of course. 


The formalities at the airport were swiftly completed and the girl, who had introduced herself as Ayesha, again walked in front of them out to the jet. As she ascended the steps, the men behind her took full advantage of the opportunity to appreciate the length and shapeliness of her legs. The Prince excused himself for a moment and winked at Lang as he took out his mobile phone and walked off a little way to make a call.

 

Sir John Fitzgerald was considering leaving his office a little early and heading for home to give Karen a surprise shag when the phone rang. But suddenly all thoughts of his wife were driven from his mind and he fought to restrain his elation as he listened to the Prince answering his prayers.


"Your Highness," he said as calmly as he could once the man had finished. "I am most deeply flattered by your interest in one of my employees and I can assure you that she is most skilled in those arts appropriate to her sex. Normally, even to someone as valued as yourself I could not countenance losing her services for anything less than about a million. But then the circumstances are not exactly normal at the moment are they? I mean if I could feel confident enough to ring my client about the other business, then I would feel that the girl was simply a goodwill gesture to celebrate a profitable deal being done."


He listened to the reply then made profuse thanks and hung up. For a moment he simply couldn't believe his good fortune. The gun deal was done and Ayesha was off his hands in one fell swoop.

 

The Prince settled himself in his seat and then leaned close to Lang.


"It's a done deal. She's yours."










Chapter 4



 


 

Ayesha buckled on her safety belt, folded her hands demurely in her lap and looking up through her eyelashes, furtively watched the men opposite her. The tall Englishman seemed to be taking a particular interest in her. His eyes were travelling slowly over every single inch of her body and he seemed completely absorbed in his examination. She didn't mind particularly, she was perfectly used to appreciative male scrutiny, but she was puzzled. He didn't seem to be examining her with any lust in his expression, rather he was inspecting her in the way a mechanic might an expensive sports car. Her client for the weekend, the thin faced, hawk-like Prince on the other hand was looking at her exposed thighs with a much more openly lustful expression. That was fine. She crossed her legs and made no move to tug the hem of the skirt down - game on, she thought. 


No one spoke until the plane had levelled out and was cruising in the brilliant skies above the clouds and the 'Fasten Seatbelts' sign had gone out. Then as she set about preparing drinks the Prince addressed her.


"Sir John employed you. No?"


"Yes, Your Highness." Ayesha approached his seat with a glass of vodka and cranberry juice.


"And what exactly were the terms of your employment for this assignment?"


Ayesha looked him in the eyes as she handed him the glass, letting her fingers trail over his as he took it. Good for Sir John, she thought, it made her life easier if the client knew a little of what to expect. "He said I was to do whatever you wanted me to."


The Prince smiled. "And my colleague here?"


Mentally Ayesha added several figures to the paycheque she would demand for this mission, but it was nothing new. The man in question who had been looking out of the window now turned to face her and his dark eyes bored into hers. 


"I can be very accommodating, Your Highness," she said. Having two clients would pass the time pleasantly in any case.


"Good!" the Prince exclaimed. "It's so much simpler when everyone knows where they stand."


Ayesha smiled at him and excused herself for just a minute. At this stage of a flight she normally prepared some food and drink for the pilot and co-pilot. If they didn't get anything they might come back to the cabin.........


She took the food - two different dishes of course - into the cockpit. The two Aussies were men she had flown with before and as she had often stayed at the same hotels, they were under no illusions about the true nature of her business. Once or twice she had given them freebies so as to have something to taunt Karen with. They greeted her with good-natured banter and she stayed for a moment or two before saying, "Listen guys, if you need the toilet or anything, could you go now? Only I've got some business for an hour or so."


"Okay, darling." The co-pilot winked broadly at her. "We'll leave you in peace. And we won't loop the loop on the vinegar stroke, will we Clive?"


Ayesha laughed then leaned down and whispered huskily in his ear, "If you do, you'll be going round in circles all night."

 

Back in the cabin the Prince was still seated but the Englishman was standing, leaning against the bulkhead at the far end.


"We may as well get started, so you'll strip please." It was the Englishman rather than the Prince who spoke and Ayesha glanced at him for confirmation that the man was speaking for him too. He nodded, suddenly seeming much colder than before.


Normally she would have made a performance of stripping, well aware of the effect her body had on men. But the calmness and remoteness of the men ignited a spark of rebellion in her. She undressed with as much attempt at being alluring as if she had been in a doctor's surgery. And when she was naked she stood with her hands on her hips and looked challengingly at the Englishman opposite her. He failed to display any emotion at all, his eyes just assessing, measuring.


The Prince however was not so reserved. "Well, well. What have we stumbled across here, Peter? She is quite a specimen. The breasts are magnificent! Come over here."


Only the last words were addressed to her, she made a mental note to make Sir John pay for the word 'specimen'. She walked slowly across the cabin and slowly bent over in front of the Prince, placing her hands either side of him. It was a pose she adopted whenever she had more than one client. It offered her breasts, swaying seductively under her, to one and exposed everything between her legs to the other.


Suddenly there was a reaction from the Englishman. He gave a sharp bark of laughter.


"She is quite a specimen indeed, Highness! Someone's been at her with a crop I'd say. Turn and show, girl!"


Ayesha had completely forgotten the marks of Sir John's beating and suddenly her heart raced, she wasn't so sure she wanted this strange, cold man to know she enjoyed a bit of pain. But the damage had been done and she stood up and did as she had been told, glaring at the man. She felt the Prince's cool hands trace the ladder of marks down her cheeks.


"Who beat you, girl?" he asked.


"Sir John."


"Why?"


Ayesha hesitated. The atmosphere in the cabin was suddenly oppressively tense. "He....he does it sometimes, so that a client will know I can be spanked.....a little."


"So if I chose to, I could have you bend for a beating right here and now." It was the Englishman who took up the questioning. Ayesha was getting flustered. Usually clients leaped on her gleefully by now and were either buried to the hilt between her legs or looking for a suitable implement to use on her bottom, not conducting some kind of interrogation.


"Yes."


"And if I wanted to restrain you?"


"No. I don’t allow that."


"And you enjoy the pain?"


"A little. Enough. I'm well paid."


The Englishman had been looking hard at her and standing close. Now he looked past her and addressed the Prince. "She's perfect. It's all been on her terms so far, and for money. I'll accept the challenge."


Ayesha had no idea what he was talking about but it had some effect on the Prince. Suddenly his hand was pushing between her legs from behind and she immediately moved her legs apart to accommodate him, relieved to get back onto familiar ground. And it did seem as if whatever their motives had been in questioning her, it was now irrelevant. Even the cold Englishman seemed keen to take advantage of her body in the usual way.


She was turned back to face the Prince and made to bend forward again - further down this time, so she could undo his flies, take out his cock and suck it. That was not an unwelcome task for her, he had the type of penis that she really liked, long and slender with an intriguing curve back towards the stomach as it reared into full erection. He didn't stretch her mouth uncomfortably when she took him in fully and the taste of his pre-ejaculate was excitingly pungent, promising tasty gouts of hot sperm if he chose to come in her throat. She encouraged him to do that by pushing down, relaxing her throat and tilting her head back to try and provide as straight a channel for him as she could. She was pleased to hear him sigh in pleasure as she slid down until his bush of hair was tickling her nose.


Behind her the Englishman's fingers were exploring her vulva and anus. Even as she swallowed as much of the Prince as she could she remembered to roll her hips and sway in invitation. Soon he was able to forage with nearly his whole hand inside her squelching sex and she was making little mewing sounds of delight around the warm shaft in her mouth. These turned into a sudden grunt of surprise as she felt the Englishman's erection imperiously thrust into her, pushing straight in and going for full penetration in one long stroke. The Prince's hands suddenly reached under her and the fingers buried themselves in her breasts, trapping the rubbery nipples between them and squeezing.


"I'm going to finish off where I am and I'll try the other end next time," she heard the Prince say and she readied herself for the eruption. The Englishman began pistoning in and out hard, slapping his pelvis against her buttocks and driving the Prince even deeper down her gullet while the hands at her breasts mauled and gripped ever harder. She squealed but then felt the cock swell against her tongue and steadied herself as best she could. The Prince let out a guttural sigh, the Englishman slammed into her and stayed inside her to the hilt, the cock in her mouth began to pump and the one in her vagina began to spurt at the same time. Ayesha came with all the enthusiasm that Sir John had valued so highly.


She stayed where she was as she trembled in the aftermath, still swallowing the sperm and licking the softening shaft while the Englishman slid out of her vagina, only standing up once the Prince was clean and she could trust her legs. It had been a long time since she had had a double, she realised, and she had forgotten how good it was. 


She gathered her clothes while the men zipped themselves up and retreated to the toilet to dress. She knew they would be discussing her 'cunt', her 'tits' and her mouth. Normally she quite liked her clients telling her about her body but these two men still bothered her a little. After only one more drink, they were both ready to go again.


This time Ayesha gave them a bit more of a show as she stripped and then she was back in the same position but with the Englishman in her mouth this time. His cock was what she always called a jawcracker. It was thick and the veins stood out in interesting relief but it was also of a respectable length. It didn't help her that he pressed down on her head to force every inch of himself into her and then bucked up at her with sadistic glee even while she was trying to swallow his thick spurts. The Prince took considerably longer in her vagina and continued a steady rhythm until his colleague had been cleaned, had slid free of her lips and stood up. Then he too pushed down on her head until she was resting it on her crossed forearms on the seat and began to fuck her in earnest. He had phenomenal staying power she realised hazily as she was bounced and shaken about on the end of his weapon. He was so vigorous that she couldn't make any moves of her own, just let him smack himself into her until she was howling her way towards her third orgasm with that long hard rod of his battering at the very neck of her womb. With a series of breathless little screams she climaxed in response to a final burst of rapid and even harder thrusts and she fell to her knees as he pulled free. She managed to gulp in two or three lungfuls of air and then she was being hauled up again. To her dismay, the Prince was still fully erect. He turned her round and laid the backs of her shoulders on the seat so that she was kneeling with her body arched and her head thrown back. He stood astride her and bent his knees until she could lick at the tightly crinkled scrotum but then he settled his legs further apart and lowered himself some more. Ayesha understood and squeezed her breasts together, forming a soft tunnel for him. He rammed himself through it only a few times before she felt his hot sperm splashing out over her throat and chin.


After that second encounter they didn't bother getting dressed again - the men having paid her the compliment of stripping. Ayesha was well used to working naked and as she moved around the cabin knew that her body would surely stoke up the fires of lust soon enough. However she wasn't prepared for the form it took.


"Go to my bag and open it." It was the Englishman who spoke. Ayesha went to the locker and pulled out the Luis Vuitton case, placed it on a seat and unzipped it.


"Look under the clothes and bring what you find to me."


Ayesha carefully lifted the immaculately folded clothes and to her amazement found a coiled whip nestling beneath them. What sort of man travelled on a business trip with a whip? And it was a spiteful looking thing too. It had a shaped wooden handle and the lashes were thin and corded, about ten inches long with shiny black plastic tips. She began to add noughts to what she would demand for this mission as she picked it up and took it to the Englishman.


"Hands behind your back and open your legs," he told her, confirming her worst fears.


She looked at him, lounging in his seat, his body wiry and tough-looking, the expression on his face mocking. She realised that he was certain she would back down and a hot tide of revolt rose inside her. Who did he think he was anyway? She could take a bit of pain, that's all it was, she could control things and anyway the flight crew wouldn't let anything happen to her - not if they wanted any more freebies. Flicking her hair back proudly, Ayesha put her hands behind her and opened her legs. She didn't just shuffle them apart she spread them, daring the strange man to do his worst. 


"She's a biddable thing, isn't she?" the Prince commented.


"Only because she's being ordered to do something she wants to anyway. Or something she's being paid to do. There's no real discipline there, no obedience for obedience's sake.......No fear."


Ayesha bit her tongue. Never had she been so openly and insultingly discussed by clients before. But now the Englishman was standing directly in front of her and she locked eyes with him impudently. He smiled at her and let the wicked little lashes trail across the upper curves of her breasts.


"Ever been whipped there?"


Ayesha shook her head and swallowed nervously. Usually all the clients had were belts or straps. Only a couple of times had anyone whipped her back. She was beginning to regret her moment of revolt, just how much pain could this wretched man inflict? Sir John was going to pay and pay for this one.


She screwed her eyes tight shut and bit her lip as the man raised his hand and the lashes lifted from her skin. 


"Aaargh!" The cry was instinctive and uncontrollable as the bitter stinging surged hotly through her entire body and she hunched over with her hands between her legs. "You bastard!" she screamed. The man had lifted the lashes off her breasts and then brought his arm right round and up to deliver an uppercut flick which had propelled the lashes straight along the soft slit of her sex.


The Prince was shaking with laughter and the Englishman was simply standing, watching her.


For a moment longer she remained where she was trying to rub away the ferocious stinging but at last she stood up, flushed and trembling with fury. The Englishman held out the whip.


"You can put it back now," he said.


"Get fucking stuffed!" Ayesha's voice came out as a hoarse roar as she whirled around and sought out her clothes. "Both of you can take a hike, right out of the door! You fucking perverts!"


Suddenly the Prince was on his feet and had grabbed her arm in a grip so strong it made her catch her breath.


"It ill becomes a common whore to swear at and insult her betters. Now get dressed, we're finished for the moment."


For the rest of the flight Ayesha sat in the dark, pale with fury, her skirt tugged down as far as it would go while the fire between her legs died down. She made no attempt to serve them any more and in any case they didn't seem to want her to. She was absolutely determined that when they landed she would not leave the plane with them, instead she would go with the Aussies and Sir John was going to have to pay through the nose. And his wife would get a real thrashing. Yes, she could take it all out on Karen, that's what she was there for.

 

As the jets moaned into silence and the plane rocked a little on the tarmac, Ayesha stood up and went to the door where she activated the unlocking mechanism and let down the steps.


"Normally I'd say that I hoped you had a good flight but in your case I don't give a damn," she said to her passengers.


The Prince merely grinned. "And normally I expect you would accompany your guests to a hotel where you would show them some more hospitality," he replied.


"You've had all you're going to get," Ayesha told him.


"Ah, now there's where you're wrong." The Prince turned and clicked his fingers as a black limo pulled up at the foot of the stairs and two very large, dark-suited men climbed out. They came up the steps at a run and Ayesha's stomach did a backflip. All of a sudden she remembered that he was, after all, a real Prince and in his own country was absolute ruler. Her flippancy didn't seem quite as good an idea as it had a few seconds before and she turned to shout for the flight crew. But one of the Prince's men was inside the plane by then and his huge hand was across her mouth while his other arm encircled her waist and lifted her effortlessly. Then he turned and before she fully realised what was going on, Ayesha was being carried down the steps towards the waiting limousine.










Chapter 5



 


 

She kicked and wriggled as best she could but with no apparent effort the man bundled her into the back of the stretch limo. She was thrown onto the seat opposite the door and by the time she had struggled up the Prince and the Englishman were entering, followed by the big man who had thrown her into the car. She opened her mouth to yell for help but the heavy clunk with which the door closed made her realise that there really wasn't any point.


"You're probably thinking that you're going to be tied up and gagged," the Prince said as the car moved off, "but if you think about it, there's absolutely no need now we're clear of the airfield and your friends on the plane. This is a small country and I rule it absolutely, so if you made a break for it, where would you go? There's not even a consulate. One phone call from me and the whole populace would be looking for you. So relax. You might even go on doing what Sir John paid you to do, there's a cocktail cabinet beside you."


"What are you going to do to me?" Ayesha tried and failed to control the quaver in her voice.


"I don't think you'd believe me if I told you," the Prince said.


"But the really sweet thing about it is that in a couple of months' time, you'll actually be grateful to us," the Englishman put in.


Ayesha felt pinned like a butterfly under the intent gazes of the men. She was desperately afraid and had never felt so vulnerable in her life.


"Now I think you should serve us each a drink and then offer Mohammed here some oral relief. Carrying struggling girls about really turns him on."


Ayesha's mind raced, she realised that if she did as these men wanted then maybe, just maybe, a way out of this situation might present itself.


She sighed and turned her attention to the drinks. Once the Englishman was settled with a gin and tonic, the Prince with a glass of orange juice and crushed ice, she turned her attention to the big man beside her. He had sat completely impassively thus far, his massive hands resting on his knees. Ayesha looked at him, aware that the other men were watching her. Her eyes travelled along his thick thighs to his groin and she couldn't help but wonder what his cock would be like. He was one of the biggest men she had ever seen, let alone had sex with. She slipped off the seat and turned to kneel between his powerful legs. Still his face betrayed no expression at all, his dark eyes just stared at her. She ran her hands along the tops of his thighs until she reached the zip of his trousers and felt for his cock through the material. Behind her she could feel that the other men had relaxed now that she was on her knees and about to service a man. 


Her fingers quested and explored, establishing the outlines of the erection. It was unbelievably thick, not exceptionally long but it would stretch her mouth to its fullest extent. Almost eagerly she undid the zip and fumbled in the warmth inside until she was able to free the massive shaft. The sheer width of the shining helm was daunting as she stared at it, her fingers seemingly dwarfed as they stroked it and traced the deep trench of the meatus. The man gave a contented sigh and settled back to bask in her caresses and Ayesha licked her lips a little nervously before tentatively leaning forward. As her face came nearer to the monster she stuck out her tongue and gave him an experimental lick, he tasted strong but clean enough and she ran her hands down his shaft until she could cup the ball sac and gently stroke the balls themselves. It was a feeling she had always enjoyed and it encouraged her to lean further forwards and take the plunge. She opened her mouth as wide as she could and pressed it down against the smooth flesh of the helm making sure her lips covered her teeth. For a panic-inducing second the cock widened as she pushed down but she managed to relax her jaws enough to make them give just a little bit more and then he was inside her, flattening her tongue under him and forcing her to breathe through her nose as she took every last inch she could.


"That's not bad," she heard the Englishman say. "It takes some of them a month or two before they can take him."


Bizarrely, Ayesha took some pride in the man's comments and began to move her head in a slow nodding fashion, letting the helm of the cock lodge up against the back of her mouth but not daring to let it go any further.


"She's not making any attempt to throat him," the Prince observed.


"That does take some doing to be fair to her," the Englishman said. "Mohammed, see how she takes you in her cunt."


Ayesha had no time to react before a masive hand seized her hair and pulled her upwards. The cock slipped from her lips and she was able to scream as she felt her hair pulled savagely. She reached up and tried to unbend the fingers but they were like steel bars and while she was struggling he used his free hand to reach out and rip her skirt from her. It was done so quickly and with such strength that she was left gasping and that gave him time to do the same to the fragile wisp of her thong. For a moment he simply held her while Ayesha still tried to alleviate the pain of his grip in her hair, aware that he was feasting his eyes on her vulva but unable to shield herself. Then he smiled slowly, his teeth white against the dark skin of his face.


"Turn round and sit on it," he told her.


"Better do what he says," the Prince advised her. "Otherwise he might try your arse for size."


Ayesha whimpered in terror at that idea and as the grip in her hair slackened she turned and straddled the man's legs then reached down between her legs to hold the thick shaft as she lowered herself carefully. For a few moments she rubbed his helm against her clitoris, trying to arouse herself and lubricate but it was slow work as she was facing the Prince and the Englishman who were watching her with that strange, critical, cold manner. But at last the prospect of having the massive shaft inside her worked its inevitable magic and she felt her insides turn warm and moist. She shifted slightly and lodged him at her entrance then lowered herself some more. She felt her labia part easily enough and the helm press at her entrance but it was only when she abandoned herself to putting her whole weight on it that she felt herself widen sufficiently to allow him entry. She couldn't restrain the groan of pleasure that erupted from deep in her throat as she felt her tunnel stretched and stimulated like never before, caring nothing for anyone watching her Ayesha surrendered, threw her head back and closed her eyes to concentrate on the exquisite feelings inside her. Using every last ounce of strength in her thighs she lifted herself and sank back down slowly, time and again until at last she felt Mohammed's hands grip her round the hips and hold her down, then he began to thrust his own pelvis forwards and upwards while she ground herself down ferociously, determined not to miss out on the looming orgasm. The man behind her suddenly emitted a throaty roar and Ayesha herself cried out in triumph as she peaked just as his ejaculate pumped into her. 


Almost at the same time as his final spurt erupted into her, he pushed her off him to sprawl on the floor while he zipped himself up. Suddenly Ayesha realised what a shameless display she had just made of herself and flushed angrily as she struggled up only to remember that her skirt and knickers had been ripped to shreds.


"Don't worry, you won't need them where you're going," the Englishman said as he watched her try and hide herself with just the tail of her shirt. "Mohammed finish the job."


Mohammed reached for her but Ayesha shrank back. "Okay, I'll do it myself," she muttered sullenly and under the watchful gazes of the three men she completed her strip. By the time she was naked and had had the humiliating experience of having to wipe between her legs with her shirt or risk oozing sperm on the expensive carpet, the car stopped. The Englishman jerked his thumb at the door and, clutching her ruined clothes to her chest as her sole protection Ayesha stepped out into the hot sun. Ahead of her was a wide flight of steps which led up to great double doors guarded by two men in traditional robes who nevertheless carried machine pistols. Squinting in the glare after the subdued light of the car, Ayesha could still make out that she was standing in a courtyard at the front entrance of the grandest palace she had ever seen. It seemed to stretch for miles to right and left and rose three graceful storeys above her. She jumped as the Englishman slapped her bare rump and then took her by the arm to lead her up the stairs.


The guards at the doors showed no surprise at Ayesha's state and the Englishman led her into a huge, marble-floored hall, the Prince following close behind. From a door at the far end a figure emerged and approached the little group. As it advanced across the chequered expanse of the floor, Ayesha saw it was a tall black man dressed in the flowing robes she had seen on the guards.


"Your Highness!" the man exclaimed, smiling broadly. "It is good to see you home again!"


"Ah, Mahmut," the Prince replied. "Take this new acquisition down to the guards' mess and have them make her welcome. Then clean her up and bring her to the Music Room."


Mahmut took her by the arm and marched her off, she craned her head round to plead but already the two men had turned away and were moving towards a flight of stairs. Mahmut walked swiftly and Ayesha had to trot to keep up, her heels tapping on the marble. She was led through the door Mahmut had emerged from and along the airy corridor behind it. On her left she could see a large sort of atrium with lawns and fountains, but for the moment she was destined for a door on the right. It opened into a room which had sofas ranged round its walls. A large television dominated one corner and there were a lot of men, dressed in robes as well, lounging, watching it. They were obviously of different racial origins and Mahmut used English to address them as he pushed her roughly into the middle of the floor and tore her clothes from her grasp. She tried to cover herself but he pulled her arms up above her head.


"His Highness bids you welcome a newcomer among us!" he announced to cheers and whistles of approval.


Ayesha was by then feeling the effects of the traumatic sequence of events and could only groan in despair. She knew well enough that she was in for a gang bang. Three had been the highest number of men she had ever taken in succession before but here there were more than she dared count and to make matters worse, after the two men on the plane and Mohammed in the car her vagina was stinging and burning already.


But Mahmut slapped her rump smartly and simply left her, naked in the middle of the room. Instantly she was surrounded by men who jostled and crowded her, hands reached for her breasts and tried to force their way between her tightly clenched thighs. She gritted her teeth as the hands at her breasts began to tweak her nipples and knead the flesh.


"These are good tits!" one voice said. "I bet she'll get lots of whip on them!"


"And the arse on it!" Another voice chimed in as hands clenched in her buttockflesh. "They'll make a nice pillow for when you're buggering her up to your balls."


Helplessly she was jerked about as the explorations and coarse comments continued. Eventually the hands managed to prise her thighs apart and fingers insinuated themselves into her cleft, teasing her clitoris.


She reached down. "No, please. No!" she murmured, knowing it would be in vain but trying to retain a last vestige of dignity before her body betrayed her and she became the whore Sir John employed to entertain his clients. Someone wrenched her head sideways and crushed his mouth to hers as the fingers between her legs finally penetrated and forced a groan from her throat. The man kissing her kept her so long she went dizzy as hands were withdrawn from her cunt and others replaced them and the mauling of her breasts continued unabated.


She staggered and would have fallen but the sheer press of bodies around her prevented that and instead she felt herself being carefully lowered down onto her back. She knew that her only defence was complete co-operation and as soon as she was lying down she spread her legs wide. At last the man kissing her withdrew and she was able to look up at the ring of men who stood over her. They had discarded the robes and were naked. For a second; a kind of calm before the storm, Ayesha had time to take in the stiffly jutting cocks which would shortly demand entry to her. They were of all colours, lengths, widths and types and she found herself eyeing them hungrily. Arousal and fear were vying for control of her body and Ayesha finally gave in to arousal as the first man dropped to his knees between her legs and stretched his length on top of her as his cock speared into her with no difficulty. 


To start with some of the men held her arms and legs but soon it became clear that she was putting up no resistance at all. Quite the reverse in fact. After the second man had ploughed her and then splashed his sperm over her stomach as he wanked himself to a climax, she found she was reaching out for more cocks with her hands even as she was arching her back to bury another one deeper inside her. After the third man had come inside her and two more had let her masturbate them to climaxes, someone suggested they move her onto a table. She felt herself being picked up by strong hands and realised that she had become a simple receptacle for sperm. Her hands were sticky with the stuff and she could feel cold clammy trickles of it finding their way down between her buttocks. But she had no time to reflect any further as the breath was knocked from her as the men slung her carelessly onto a hard wooden surface and then turned her onto her face. She realised what was coming next and began to struggle, but it was far too late by then and anyway the men seemed to enjoy having to hold onto her thrashing arms and legs. One of them held her head down by gripping the back of her neck with a terrifyingly strong hand and she felt her legs drawn inexorably apart. The sheer number of men who might want to take her anally frightened her but she retained enough sense to realise that the more she struggled the worse it would be and so she let herself go limp even as she felt the first blunt shape nestle between her buttocks and position itself against her anus. Hands gripped her hips and then the first push came. She felt herself give way and allow the cock into her, rounding her lower back and bearing down to smoothe the entry.


"Good girl." An American accented voice from behind her complimented her. "I ain't the first she's taken up here boys," the voice went on and then the man sighed as his pelvis came to rest against Ayesha's buttocks and he achieved full penetration.


"It's a nice tight fit though," he commented as he began to thrust and withdraw. She groaned as he drove in to the hilt and the grip on her neck was released. She turned her head and saw another erect cock swaying just beside her face. It was one which had already been sunk into her as the tempting purple helm and the red, vein-knotted shaft were glistening with her juices and its own spend. Ayesha twisted her torso and while she was jerked back and forth by the pummelling she was taking in her rear, she managed to get her mouth over the smooth dome and begin to lick up the pungent tasting discharge. There was laughter and some cheers as she signalled her intention to resume full participation in the proceedings. Male hands grabbed her hands and guided them to still more rampantly erect cocks even as she ducked her head almost down into the man's pubic hair and she felt the shaft in her mouth swell and harden even more in preparation for its climax.


Behind her she heard the man who was shafting her rectum give a roar of delight and she felt him begin to pump. But she was more concerned to get the full taste of the man who was beginning to erupt in her mouth. She pulled off him a little way to give herself room to retain some of his sperm on her tongue and savour it fully before swallowing. The mews of pleasure she gave out around the pumping and jerking cock drew fresh laughter from the men awaiting their turns but she was past caring and simply tried to hold as much sperm as she could in her mouth so that when the cock was finally pulled clear of her lips, all the men could see how reluctant she was to lose a drop of his issue.


"Come on, you whore," one man said. "Let's see how much you've got in there!"


Realising that there was going to be no shortage of sperm in the immediate future, Ayesha sacrificed swallowing that load and instead made a show of sensuously pursing her lips and pushing with her tongue so that she made the thick, milky fluid ooze out. 


The show spurred the men on, the cocks in her hands began to pump, splashes of their come landing on her shoulders and back. Someone new rammed themselves into her back passage while her head was dragged round further and another thick shaft drove in for her throat. That time she was allowed to swallow, and the next, and the one after that.


Ayesha sank into a kind of trance as she was pulled this way and that to present her various passages for the use of whoever wanted them. Her vagina became completely numb, her anus stung and burned terribly as it was stretched wide again and again under the repeated assaults. Her jaws ached from being constantly open to suck on one cock after another and even her wrists ached from masturbating so many men. Vaguely she was aware that her face, her back, her thighs, her breasts were slick and soaked with sperm. She had never had so much of the stuff and though she knew she should have been disgusted, furious, humiliated somehow she couldn't be. She had come several times to start with but then she had gone into some kind of autopilot and experienced intense pleasure which bordered on orgasm but which didn't quite tip over into full-blown climax.


Eventually there came a time when the demands began to slow, there were periods when she could cry out in response to another cock slipping up into her squelching tunnel because no one wanted her mouth for a moment. Her hands were not required and at last no one was mauling her breasts any more. Then there came a time when no one thrust themselves between her spread legs and she found herself lying, panting and filthy on the floor. The men had donned their robes again and were calmly watching the television, ignoring her completely. She felt something dig into her ribs and turned her head to see Mahmut standing over her.


"Get up," he ordered simply.


Groggily she clambered up and looked down at herself. She was simply caked in sperm and even her hair was matted with it.


"I get you cleaned up now," Mahmut told her and absurdly held out her shoes for her, as though they would clothe her. Close to exhausted collapse, Ayesha reached out and took them without thinking, then slipped them on and followed him out of the room. Not one man watched her go.









Chapter 6



 


 

Again she found herself in an airy and marble-tiled corridor and tip-tapped after Mahmut wondering fearfully what further ordeals awaited her. She was therefore taken completely by surprise when she was ushered into a huge bathroom with the biggest bath she had ever seen sunk into the centre of the floor. Mahmut simply gestured at it and then stood with his back against the door they had just entered by. Ayesha gratefully stepped down into the warm water and then gently eased herself down until she was sitting with the water coming up to her shoulders. She leaned back and gazed up at the massive chandelier hanging from the high ceiling. It was all too much to take in, she thought. Kidnapping, gang bangs, what else did they have in store for her until Sir John got her out of this mess? She was quite sure he would, she was too valuable to him.


"Hurry!" Mahmut barked, breaking in on her thoughts. "His Highness is waiting."


"Oh we mustn't keep him waiting must we?" Ayesha pouted. "He'll stamp his little royal foot."


Mahmut just smiled. "You are one very silly girl," he told her.


Ayesha glared at him but his relaxed and confident smile set alarm bells jangling in her head. She was after all the prisoner of an absolute ruler who had just ordered his guards to screw her any way they pleased and she had no idea of what else he was capable. She reached out for the soap and set to work.


Half an hour later, naked but scrubbed clean of sperm, her hair washed and blow dried she accompanied Mahmut on a further walk. This time she was taken upstairs and past several female servants who didn't seem to bat an eyelid at seeing a naked girl being led through the palace; Ayesha found that very worrying. But at last they came to a stop outside a large and impressive door.


"The Music Room," Mahmut said with an unpleasant leer. Then he opened the door and ushered her in. Her first impression was of light. There were four floor to ceiling windows along the wall facing her, they had been thrown open onto a balcony that ran the length of the room and sunlight flooded in through them. After the dark but cool corridors Ayesha had to squint a little to make out the Prince seated at a large mahogany desk in front of them. He was working on some papers but looked up and smiled as she entered.


"Ah! I trust my men made you welcome," he said.


"You mean they fucked me into the middle of next week, you bastard," she retorted. The nudity was getting on her nerves and she was increasingly frightened. "Sir John will come for me, you do know that don't you?"


"Unfortunately for you he won't," the Prince replied calmly. "Even if he did there would be nothing he could do but in any event he included possession of you as a goodwill gesture to conclude a deal we made."


Ayesha gaped at him stupidly as his words sank in. And in the silence between them, she became aware that there was some sound coming from the far end of the room, a soft creaking of leather. Slowly, suddenly not at all sure she wanted to see, Asyesha turned her head and saw the hanging girl.


"Oh my God!" she whispered.


"No not even he can help you here," the Prince mocked. "You see my people actually believe I am a deity. So as far as you are concerned, I am quite literally your God. I have complete power over you. Oh, and that's.......tch, her name escapes me but she's easily identified don't you think? Go and have a closer look."


Although the appalling news that Sir John had bartered her had left her speechless with fury and dismay, the sight before her was so extraordinary that she found herself walking slowly down the room to get a better view.


The soft creaking noise was caused by a thickly padded leather ankle restraint buckled around a girl's left ankle. From it a chain ran up to a hook mounted in the ceiling. The girl's suspended body swung in gentle arcs, making the leather creak. Her arms hung down towards the floor and her long black hair brushed it. She hung with her back to the room and as her free leg hung awkwardly backwards and a little sideways, her pubic mound was unusually prominent. After the initial shock of seeing a girl in such a horrible position, the sight of whip weals streaking her buttocks and thighs hardly made any impression on Ayesha. And in any case they were overshadowed by the tattoo.


The Prince went to stand by the swinging body and held it steady so that she could get a clear look at it. From the cleft of the buttocks and going diagonally across the back and over one hip was worked what looked like the tail end of a snake, the Prince watched Ayesha and then turned the girl slightly so that she could see how the snake's body got thicker as it wound around the left side of the waist and then crossed the stomach and chest until the head was depicted on the right breast. And there Ayesha found her gaze trapped in horrified fascination because the whole breast - nipple included - had been tattooed into the likeness of the snake's head with its mouth open and fangs showing. The whole tattoo was in sombre blue and red and it was the most horrific thing Ayesha had ever seen. Suddenly she trembled; she was utterly alone and at the mercy of this Prince whose people thought he was a god and who could do this to a girl.


He seemed to read her thoughts.


"I applied the whip marks of course but the tattoo is a speciality of a community of women high up in the mountains. They take it as a great compliment that I sometimes accept some of their daughters into my harem and they go to great lengths to make them attractive," he shrugged. "Beauty is in the eye of the beholder but you must admit they are striking. I understand that even after being trained to the whip, they have to be tied down tightly for some of the procedure."


Ayesha watched as the Prince's hand caressed and squeezed the tattooed breast and for the first time she looked down at the girl's face. Her eyes closed in pleasure even as Ayesha watched and a soft moan escaped her lips.


"Come closer," the Prince invited and moving like a sleepwalker, Ayesha did so. "Now look between her legs," he told her.


Ayesha's hand flew to her mouth in shock. She had assumed that the snake began where it emerged from the girl’s buttock cleft. But it didn't. It ran down alongside the anus, along the perineum and along one labial lip until it dived in towards the vagina itself. The snake actually emerged directly from the girl's sex. Ayesha's imagination failed in the face of trying to conjure up the sort of pain the girl had endured as the tattoo had been painstakingly applied, the needles jabbing in, time and time and time again. The nipple and breast must have been pretty bad - but between the legs.........!


Abruptly the Prince released the suspended girl and slapped her bottom hard, making her swing like a bizarre pendulum.


"Mahmut, continue whipping this one until further notice. You," he told Ayesha, "come with me."


Too terrified to even consider disobeying him she followed as he strode out onto the balcony, turning to lean against the railing of the balcony and facing her. "You are a slave of my household now. In my country this is considered a high calling for a woman so you will stop these ridiculous attempts to hide your nudity," he waved dismissively at Ayesha who was still trying to cross an arm over her chest and hide her pubes with her other hand. "A slave has nothing but her body to offer her master, you have a good body so stand up straight and offer it properly."


Ayesha shook her head.


The Prince sighed and turned his head slightly. "Mohammed!" he called. "Bring another one over!"


Ayesha's eyes followed the direction in which he had called. The balcony looked out over one of the atriums she had seen earlier and on the opposite side there was a large area of intricately carved stonework. Vague shadowy figures seemed to move behind it. The Prince watched her and smiled.


"Yes, I really do have a harem. Currently there are about thirty-five women in it. None of them are wives of course, they are all slaves and I think it's time you learned why this is called the Music Room."


For a second there was only the swish and smack of Mahmut's whip and the suspended girl's strained grunts in response but then Mohammed entered and ushered another girl out onto the balcony. Ayesha saw she was petite and beautiful, with large dark eyes, straight black hair and a surprisingly voluptuous figure for so slight a frame. Her dress consisted solely of two panels held together by clips at the shoulders and a belt at the waist. The material was translucent and only served to heighten the observer's awareness of the prominence and firmness of the breasts and the length and shapeliness of the thighs. There was an unmistakable flush of excitement on the girl's face as she approached the Prince with her eyes downcast and Ayesha remembered that he had told her he was regarded as a god here. Without having to be told, the girl untied the belt, lifted her hands and undid the clips at her shoulders. The gossamer gown hissed sensuously to her feet and once again Ayesha gasped. She bore another tattoo. This one emanated directly from the front of her crotch and stretched up one side of her stomach until it reached the breast. It was a plant with bamboo-like stalks which bore large red, rose-like flowers. Inevitably the largest bloom was depicted on the breast, the nipple itself cunningly forming the pistil.


"Put her over my desk and cane her," the Prince told Mohammed; dispassionate in the face of such selfless devotion.


The girl went immediately back inside and bent over while Mohammed took a cane from a rack on one wall. Ayesha couldn't help appreciating the beauty of the girl's bottom as Mohammed began to wield the cane and the whip went on smacking into the other helpless slave's body. The evening air in the atrium was filled with the Thwick! of the cane and the more measured Swish! Smack! of the whip punctuated by gasps and groans, from behind the screen on the other side, Ayesha thought she caught the sound of throaty, excited female giggles.


"That is music," the Prince told her. "The sound of slaves being beaten just because their master wants them to be. Now, stand up straight and put your hands behind your back or I'll add the sound of a whip on your back to tonight's entertainment."


Ayesha felt her stomach lurch as she took in the full extent of the man's cruelty. What the slave herself experienced was completely immaterial to him. She could scream in agony or ecstasy - or both - and it was just the scream that would be savoured, its cause irrelevant. The sounds of the various whips and canes as they landed on female hides was all that counted. Slowly she adopted the position he had ordered. He came close and began to run his hands over her body, squeezing her breasts roughly, forcing hisses of breath through her gritted teeth when he pushed his fingers into her sore vagina. But the continuing sounds of punishment kept her rigidly in position.


"There is one more sound I want to hear tonight," he told her at last. "Bend over the railings."


"Oh please! No!" Ayesha begged instantly. She didn't want to be beaten - she had never conceived that beatings could go on for as long as the ones she was witnessing had - but neither did she think that either of her passages could take any more penetrations. The Prince clicked his fingers and Mohammed appeared by his side. Instantly the big man's steel grip fastened on the back of her neck and she was thrust down onto the balcony railing, her legs were kicked apart and before she knew what was happening she got the hardest cut from a cane that she had ever experienced. There was no foreplay or teasing stinging in it. The thin shaft felt as though it had sliced her to the bone. Her eyes bulged in shock and she screamed while her hands tried to fly to the defence of her bottom but the Prince grabbed them and held them up behind her.


"Another ten," she heard him command and was screaming even before the next stroke landed. She fought and wriggled desperately as the tally mounted, taking her well beyond what she would have believed she could have tolerated, the pain filling her mind in billowing scarlet clouds, her screams rasping at her throat. But at last it stopped and she was allowed to collapse to her knees, hands frantically rubbing at the hard ridges traced on her skin. One thought shone out crystal clear through the fog in her brain, she might have thought she had been beaten before this day and she might have thought she enjoyed it. But these men were something else. When they beat a girl, they meant it. It was up to her how she coped with it.


Snivelling she staggered to her feet and bent over the railings as she had been ordered to originally.


"Good. Next time you will obey instantly," the Prince said.


"Yes, Your Highness." Ayesha sniffed back her tears.


"Reach behind you and hold your arse open. I'm going to bugger you."


She didn't hesitate for a second, holding her scalded buttocks as wide apart as she could and adding her groans to the evening's music while the Prince took his pleasure in his newest slave's sorely-tested rectum.










Chapter 7



 


 

Three days afterwards and in the cool of the late evening the Prince sat at the edge of the big pond in one of the many atriums contained within his palace's sprawling compass. The moon shone down and the incense-scented candles burning at each corner of the lawn perfumed the still-warm air. As was his custom in the privacy of this wing of the palace, he was naked. 


He was also feeding the mermaids. 


He held out their favourite treats, sticky sweets from one of the markets in the city, while they nibbled them from his hand, their clever tongues and soft lips tickling his palm and reminding him of what other services their mouths could offer him. He patted one on the head absent-mindedly as she swam away back to the rocks in the centre of the pool where she pulled herself out of the water and immediately began to intertwine her gleaming body with that of one of her sisters. The Prince reached out and took up a fairly heavy stock whip lying beside him. He wetted the lash and then stood, judging the distance carefully before flicking the lash across the water in a spray of moonlit drops. It impacted solidly on one slave's back and prompted a surprised yelp and a further spray but as soon as she had given vent to that her head dived back between the thighs of the slave she was making love to. The Prince nodded approvingly and moved around the pool a little way until he could get a shot between the widely-spread legs of another slave who was tonguing avidly at one who knelt astride her face. Again with pinpoint accuracy he sent the lash arcing over the water and the last couple of inches snapped excruciatingly along the puffy labia. This time the response was a guttural gasp of shocked agony from between the other slave's thighs. The whipped slave's head jerked up and sent the one kneeling over her pitching forwards helplessly. Squealing and giggling she slid into the water, managing to drag the other slave with her by grabbing her ankles. 


The Prince allowed himself an indulgent smile as the two immediately embraced in the water once they had surfaced. When he was in residence he always had five or six 'mermaids' in this pond. He and his guests enjoyed watching the shining bodies forming passionately writhing groups on the rocks and picking out choice targets for the whip. 


One side of the pool which was some ten feet deep was glass and via a short staircase, guests could descend and watch the girls in the water, selecting which one they wanted to serve them at dinner. Sometimes, if it was a special occasion, the guests could choose a girl to quite literally be served to them, the food being served from inside and from on top of her body as she lay trussed on the dining table. But on this night there were other matters to attend to and the Prince reluctantly made his way back through the open doors and into the Evening Office, where Peter was waiting for him.


The trainer, also naked, was sitting and consulting some printouts which had been mailed down from the fort and the arena where the fighting slaves were kept. The Prince watched his face as he scanned the information, tutting about something here, writing a comment there.


"Everything all right, Peter?"


"It'll be better when I'm back. But yes, on the whole the squad's recovered pretty well. Cuts all healing without significant scarring, no broken bones this time - unlike that show last September. That chariot and pony track was deadly!"


"Oh come on Peter, it was great fun. Holding those events in an ice stadium was a stroke of genius, don't you remember how wonderful the pile-ups were, how the slaves squealed when they knew they were going to crash but couldn't stop? How much whip the drivers had to apply to get them up again? And it was a real test for them. The two of ours who made it through were rightly proud of themselves. I think I whipped them myself for a fortnight as a reward."


"Yes, Your Highness, but we came back with fractures which took months to heal. You can't run ponies on ice without special footwear!"


"Exactly. And that's what the sheik's working on. It'll be a terrific spectacle once he's got it perfected. We're all learning as we go along Peter and a few slaves here and there don't matter, we can always sell them."


Peter sighed and let the subject drop. He was well aware that his boss was unlike most of the other arena owners in one crucial respect. The others were mainly self-made billionaires, shadowy manipulators of markets and whole governments in some cases - well able to afford to keep their identities secret. They approached the shows in their arenas in the spirit of competition; they wanted to win. But the Prince and one or two other small potentates had been born into situations where their subjects actually wanted them to have slaves - it was only right and proper in their eyes. So, to them, there was no need to hide their identities and traipse round tedious, clandestine slave markets, they had all they needed, it was just a case of training. And when it came to the shows, winning was secondary to them. What they wanted was entertainment. And as they hadn't had to buy their slaves and could replace worn out ones at the drop of a hat, they devised games of far greater cruelty than owners to whom the slaves represented a huge financial investment. Although, having said that, he had to admit that the sight of so many ponies and chariot teams screaming and struggling under the whips as they slid helplessly on the ice had been quite entertaining.


"A couple of them aren't feeding properly and a few more are pining. But that'll sort itself out once I'm back," he said, pulling his thoughts back to the present.


The Prince smiled over at his trainer. Peter took his slaves too seriously, he thought. But the upshot of his conscientious concern was that he not only had a squad of arena slaves who gave great entertainment, they also won a respectable number of shows and as a bonus helped swell his already overflowing coffers.


"They miss their master, don't they?" he said. "Extraordinary creatures that they are. They worship you the way my household slaves worship me. The more we put them through, the better they like it."


"Of course. And that brings me to the new one. How long will I have to work on her before we see if she can win the wager for me?"


"Eight weeks sound okay?"


"Fine," Peter put his papers down on the table and stood up to stretch. The chair shifted a little and gave a muffled moan as his weight left it. 


Of all the rooms in the palace concerned with the slaves who were kept there, this one gave the Prince the most pleasure. Even his precious and beautifully equipped dungeons had to cede pride of place to the Evening Office. It was furnished in slaves and they even provided the lighting.


Four of the heavily tattooed slaves stood at the corners of the room, they were strapped to poles behind them so tightly that virtually no movement apart from gentle breathing was possible. From their crotches, squeezing between their bound thighs, protruded small lamps which were angled up at their spectacular torsos, the rods which supported the lamps came off long, slender, steel butt plugs which further encouraged immobility. The slaves' heads were completely encased in hoods which also supported the main light bulbs and shades which came down to the shoulders. Thus a shadowless light was thrown on the decorated flesh and so well trained were the slaves that the breasts could be fondled and explored to the full extent of guests' curiosity without the slaves making the slightest movement or noise.


The chair Peter had been sitting on was formed from a naked girl who had been laid down on her back, her arms had been pulled down and tied to a ring under her bottom. Her torso had then been bent up and her legs dragged down over her gagged and hooded face. They were tightly bound together and from knees to ankles they were supported by a horizontal frame to provide rigidity for the person who could sit on the bend at the back of the knees and lean against her thighs. It was one of the most comfortable designs in the room. To make sure the chair was kept absolutely stationary, from where her hands were bound to the floor a wooden rod ran diagonally up to between the girl's legs. From its end protruded a thick wooden dildo on a lockable pivot and this was plunged to the hilt in the upturned cunt. By standing, Peter had altered its angle inside her, but that was no excuse. He tutted and picked up a riding crop from the low table beside him, then he delivered five telling slashes with it to the straining thighs and taut buttocks. The chair bore its punishment in stoical silence and Peter replaced the crop on the table. Three slaves supported the glass top, they were bound similarly to the chair slave, their hands all bound to the floor under the centre of the table, their torsos bent up and over their faces. The glass top held three sets of downward pointing double dildos and these impaled the slaves' anuses and cunts, making it stable. The weight of the glass flattened the buttocks prettily, into pale, sucker-like pads. Again the slaves were gagged and hooded.


From where he reclined on the sofa, the Prince could see that lashing the chair slave had aroused his trainer.


"Talking of the new one, you might as well use her. Once we get up country tomorrow and she goes into full training, you won't get so many opportunities," he counselled.


Peter acknowledged the truth of this and walked over to where Ayesha was bound. She alone of the slaves in the room was not functioning as furniture. She was laid out purely for sex by having been put in a severe hogtie and laid on her back on a wide bench. Her magnificent breasts had had their nipples clamped and from the clamps, slender chains ran up to pulleys suspended from a bar which ran above her. Weights were hung from the chains on the other side of the pulleys and her breasts were being steadily pulled into oddly elongated cones with enormously engorged and discoloured nipples at their peaks. She was completely hooded, only holes in the leather at her nose allowing any access to the outside world. Her position was a testing one for a girl unused to the demands of slavery but as the hood carried a penis gag inside it, she couldn't even groan audibly. On her stomach lay a jumble of weights and here at least she could react to a stimulus. The prince watched as Peter picked up one of the long, cone shapes. The slave's breathing stopped for a moment as she felt the weight removed, in her darkness she would be waiting for what she knew must come next - but when would it come? She had been positioned so that her painfully arched body could offer its sex at the end of the bench and Peter took up his place there as he picked up a second weight and began to stroke her breasts with them. The hooded head immediately began to thrash from side to side and a faint whine of protest could be heard. Peter lodged his tool at her entrance and pushed forward at the same time as he hung the weights on the chains and increased the strain on the nipples and breasts. The slave contrived to raise her head slightly before sinking back in defeat. 


"She's plenty juicy," Peter commented. "That's good progress in so short a time. She's already beginning to associate pain with pleasure." The truth of his observations was confirmed by her body convulsing in blatant orgasm before Peter had climaxed. But then she had four weights on each nipple which meant that she had been fucked four times that evening.


As he watched his trainer enjoying the new girl, the Prince slid forward on the sofa and availed himself of one of its cleverer features.


The frame was simply constructed of wood covered in black leather. The cushions were formed from two slaves. Their hands were tied behind their backs and they were laid face up, making their torsos more pneumatic and comfortable to sit on. Their thighs formed the back cushions and their heads, again hooded, hung off the front. The hoods had velcro straps to hold them against the frame of the sofa but the slaves' mouths were left free. Inevitably, where the slaves' legs bent up to form the back cushions, the frame of the sofa carried two dildos which impaled them deeply. This meant that as a master made himself comfortable on them, his weight would certainly play havoc with their penetrated vaginas. Personally, the Prince found sitting well back the most comfortable position as the slave's pelvis made a good firm seat. 


Now he squirmed forward and heard the slave grunt as his weight squeezed her vagina around the dildo, she would pay for that later. He reached down between his legs and grabbed two handfuls of soft breastflesh and squeezed them together then pushed his cock between the two masses, feeling the silky smooth skin caress the sides of his hardening shaft. The tormented writhings of the breast-stretched slave that Peter was screwing were making him urgently erect and after only a few thrusts he abandoned the tit fuck, reached down to the slave's hood and undid the velcro straps, then he hauled on them, pulling her head up and refastened the straps to the frame, either side of her shoulders. This meant that she didn't have to worry about keeping her head up while she fellated her master. The Prince slid forward until he was sitting comfortably on her breasts, then he bent his shaft down and the anonymous mouth below the hood went to work. .


As the Prince reached out sideways for a drink, he felt the slave's tongue begin to swirl and lap at him while she sucked hungrily. The drinks tray was on a bar tied between the knees of a slave attached to the side of the sofa. She was upside down, facing away from the Prince and in a frame which took her weight on her shoulders. Her arms were in a sheath to keep them straight up her back and her legs were wrenched wide apart with the shins tied back tight against the thighs. Her labia were ringed and these had been used to stretch and tie them to the thighs some inches below her crotch. With his drink the Prince took an olive and dipped it briefly into the cunt before savouring it on his tongue while below him the cushion slave slurped deliciously at his cock. The olive retained its stone and when he had extracted all the pleasure he could from it he took the stone out of his mouth and pushed it down into the drink-dispensing slave's anus, then swirled his fingers in her warm and moist cunt while Peter finished ramming himself into the faintly groaning Ayesha who was only just beginning to have some idea of what her future held. Only then did he relax and reward the slave who was industriously tonguing him by allowing himself to spurt into her mouth.

 

Lost in her darkness and ablaze with mingled torment and ecstasy, Ayesha felt herself slipping away. She had lost count of the days since her abduction. They had kept her in a plain little cell, chained to her bed and for most of the time she had worn this wretched hood. Either Mohammed or Mahmut would enter, pin her hands behind her back and then slip the hateful thing over her head, pinching her nose until she had to open her mouth and then stuffing that with the built-in penis gag before buckling the whole contrivance tightly at the back of her neck, leaving her blind and deaf, only able to taste the acrid plastic of the shaft filling her mouth. She was left for hours at a time, sometimes tied in painful positions as well but eventually someone would come and use her. However she was restrained it always left her body available and what was really disturbing was that she was coming to want it. After the suffocating darkness and silence, the touch of fingers, even anonymous fingers groping her most intimate places was human contact of a sort. Even the pain of the breast and nipple stretching she was currently undergoing meant that at least there was someone else present. The repeated fucks were even better, even if they did lead to more pain. Someone actually inside her banished the long isolation and the hood made her focus on the feelings of pain and pleasure more intensely than anything she had ever experienced before. But as she lay and felt the sperm from the last fuck dribble down between her buttocks and begin to congeal and the bitter stretching of her nipples continued, Ayesha realised she could hardly remember even Karen's face. But somehow she had to hang on to some memories of who she had been before she had been transformed into a dumb, anonymous frame for a vagina and two breasts. She had to hang on because there was still hope; her handler at HM Customs and Excise knew where she had been going. He needed her information - he would come looking for her. He had to.










Chapter 8



 


 

Karen was desperate. Days had become weeks and still there was no news from Ayesha. It was as if the sky had simply swallowed her plane but there had been no reports of any crash. Ayesha had just not come back. At last she had made discreet enquiries at the airport the plane had taken off from but could glean nothing of any use. What made it worse was that there was no one she could confide in. Telling her husband about her concerns was of course out of the question. He had no idea that she even knew Ayesha, let alone that she was sleeping with her and conniving with her to swindle him to boot. She could not rid herself of the odd suspicion that he might have had something to do with her disappearance. But why he would want her out of the way defeated her. After all Ayesha had always said that he could never keep his hands off her. Nevertheless he didn't seem to act like someone who had lost a valuable employee and part-time mistress.


The final straw was that as the weeks went by she became more and more frustrated. Her husband screwed her occasionally but was just not interested in her enough to give her what she needed, and what she needed was Ayesha's domination to achieve the kind of orgasm which really satisfied her.


She paid frequent visits to Ayesha's flat, rummaging through every scrap of paper she could find, trying in vain to break into her laptop; all to no avail. In the end she went just to sit and hope that some day she would see her again.


In that mood of resigned sadness and sheer sexual desperation she went one autumn afternoon and found the door to the flat partly open. Suddenly furious that anyone would invade her lover's territory and ignoring the possibility of burglars, Karen stormed in. A smartly dressed man of about her own age was bending over the table in the lounge and sorting through the mail. He straightened up as she entered and looked her calmly in the eye.


"Who are you?" he asked.


"I could ask you the same!" she retorted hotly.


He reached into the back pocket of his smartly-pressed trousers and produced an ID card which he held out for her inspection. It announced the bearer to be Brian Holden, an employee of Her Majesty's Customs and Excise.


"I don't understand. What's Ayesha got to do with you?" she asked.


"Nothing, except that we’re after her boss. She was informing us about the jobs she was doing and what she thought he was up to. I was assigned to liaise with her."


"But she worked for my.........I mean.......you're after John!?" Karen felt her face go ashen and her legs wobble as the information sank in. 


The man came forward and helped her into a seat.


"Maybe you'd better tell me where you fit into all this," he suggested. Karen sought for words and then burst out laughing. 


"I think you'd better fix us both a drink. I fit into this very snugly indeed, believe me!"


Cradling a weak whisky and water she told her story and it was the man's turn to go pale.


"Let me get this straight. You and Ayesha de la Tour were having an affair, you were both swindling Sir John - your own husband - but Ayesha hadn't got around to telling you about her involvement with us and that we were closing in on him." He paused and shook his head. "You're a nice bunch of people," he concluded.


"Think what you like but believe me I only know the hotel business. What else he gets up to is his own business. Now, where's Ayesha?"


The man was now sitting opposite her and looking at her speculatively. "So you're Karen Fitzgerald. There was no photo in the file and we've no reason to be on your trail. His illegal operations seem to be undertaken when he's away from home and there's no sign of you being involved."


"So where's Ayesha?"


"I've no idea. I was hoping you might know. You were.......close to her, after all."


Karen shifted uncomfortably under his steady gaze. "All I know is she was flying out to the Middle East and was due back weeks ago."


"But is that all you know?"


"Yes! What is this, a bloody interrogation?"


"I could make it one," the man sat forward suddenly and pinned her with his dark brown eyes. Karen shrank back, aware for the first time that she was alone with a man who looked to be physically very strong and who was in a position to make her life very uncomfortable.


"I searched the bedroom," he said. "I did it weeks ago of course. Today was just to see if there was anything new in the post, or if I'd missed anything."


Karen's mouth went dry and her heart pounded. 


"Would you like me to interrogate you? I bet there's more a depraved tart like you could tell me!"


"How dare you!" Karen tried to sound firm and arrogantly furious; instead her voice came out as a pathetic warble.


"You're very attractive, you know. And so's Ayesha of course," the man sat back and smiled a slow dangerous smile.” A man in my position could enjoy interrogating women like you."


Karen swallowed nervously and became aware of her pulse racing. There was something devastatingly attractive about this man. It wasn't just physical, although he was good looking, it was the power he wielded. Karen had always been attracted to power, it was why she had married Sir John, but then she had found out that all he wanted was a bit of arm candy and in revenge had set out to use him for all she could get. The casual way Ayesha used her body to gain power over people had also been a powerful aphrodisiac.


Suddenly it seemed like years ago that she had been in this very flat and had been as excited as she was now. A hot ache seemed to have settled around her loins.


Slowly she stood up and took off her jacket.


Then she held her arms out in front of her. "Do your duty officer," she said and was rewarded by the sight of a straining bulge in the front of the man's trousers as he stood up and seemed to tower over her.

 

Brian Holden poured himself another whisky from Ayesha de la Tour's drinks cabinet and reflected on the last couple of hours. They had probably been the most exciting of his life and suddenly so much became clear to him. It was no wonder he had never married, although he knew enough women had tried to get him to the altar, this was what he had been waiting for. He had heard of SM of course but the reality had exceeded his wildest dreams. And it felt good.


He hadn't handcuffed her straightaway, he had simply taken one arm and twisted it up behind her back, quite gently but enough to get her onto her toes and then he had marched her into the bedroom where he had made her strip. She had made no protest at all, shirt, bra, skirt, knickers and then she had simply stood and waited for the next order. For a second he had been nearly fatally weak, unsure of how best to proceed. But just in time he had ordered her onto the bed, not sure how exactly he wanted her. But she had solved that problem by lying down on her stomach, her gorgeous breasts squashing out under her and putting her arms through the bars of the bed head. He recognised the blatant desire to be handcuffed and had obliged, using Ayesha's restraints. Then he had looked down at the woman's body before him and felt the blood coursing through his veins in a surge of excitement so powerful he thought it would take his head off. The graceful line of her back and the slender waist led to the flare of the hips and the mounds of the buttocks and then the long thighs and the shapely legs. It was all laid out for him. It was a country, a landscape of flesh and blood and it was all his to rule.


As if to emphasise the point, the woman - Karen - wife of Sir John Fitzgerald for God's sake! - lay with her legs apart. He bent over her and thrust one hand into the warmth between her thighs, soft pillows of labial flesh greeted him and he fumbled them apart in his haste to find her vagina but even as he worked urgently and roughly he felt them part of their own accord and then his fingers were slipping up into her moist and clinging cunt. She sighed with pleasure and Brian had to calm himself as he felt his erection chafing against his trousers, his arousal so urgent that he was in imminent danger of coming. He stood back and began to undress, taking his mind off his excitement by continuing the role play.


"A depraved tart did I call you? I was going easy on you. Tell me everything about Ayesha de la Tour you worthless whore, or I'll beat it out of you!"


Karen Fitzgerald writhed a little at his words, pulling at her cuffs and clenching her thighs briefly and then opening them again. Brian recalled how he had stroked the lashes of the whip across his hand when he had first found it. He had been pretty certain that a physical specimen like Ayesha wasn't into being on the receiving end but his imagination had furnished a spectacular lesbian submissive - for some reason he had never considered the possibility that she might dominate a man - and reality had surpassed his fantasy. Karen Fitzgerald was voluptuous, voracious and deeply masochistic.


Once he was naked, she looked up at his rampant erection and made a purring noise in her throat.


"I'm not saying anything. You'll never make me talk," she whispered.


And so the game had started and Brian's life changed forever. He retrieved the whip and stood over her.


"Last chance before I whip you to shreds if I have to." The words seemed to hang in the air between them. He could hardly believe he had said them, they were outlandish, outrageous and very, very exciting.


Karen bit her lip and tightened her grip on the bed head. Brian raised the whip and suddenly her back looked so vulnerable and delicate. He couldn't snap a whip down over it, as if she were some medieval wretch in a dungeon. Could he? He looked at her face once more and saw the barely suppressed excitement flushing her cheeks. She wanted the whip! He lashed it down hard.


The noise was the most exciting thing he had ever heard. It landed with a satisfying fleshy Smack!


Karen let out a strained grunting noise, her body jerked and her buttocks rippled. Brian decided they would be next.


"Tell me everything," he remembered to repeat before cracking the whip down again.


She shook her head and he carried on. Sometimes he stroked her bottom with the lashes, until she was moving her hips against the leathers and he would call her a whore, raise the whip and scythe it down across her upper back, making her arch her head back and yelp with shock. But she wouldn't talk and Brian was amazed at how much she was taking, her shoulders and back were excitingly criss-crossed and her buttocks were glowing pink. 


He took a rest and delved between her thighs again. His fingers sank into the wettest cunt he had ever encountered. She was so wide open and so awash with her own discharge that he could hardly tell when he penetrated her. Suddenly he wanted to screw her.


"Talk damn you!" he muttered between clenched teeth as he fingered her ever more deeply. "Tell me everything you cheap trash! Guttersnipe! Your cunt is like the fucking Blackwall tunnel!"


Suddenly she was bucking ferociously, her hips rocking and swivelling as his fingers continued to fuck her. She finished in a frantic series of thrusts with her hips down onto the bed and then she lay, moaning and gasping, utterly spent.


"Ayesha de la Tour was a bitch. A beautiful bitch with an ass to die for. Is that depraved enough for you?" she whispered.


"No. I want to know everything," he said and continued working the fingers of one hand inside her while with the other he started to beat her again. She began to gabble as she started the climb towards another climax.


"Her cunt was the best I ever tasted. She used to make me lick her out after men had had her. Ow! It made me so jealous and she would laugh at me and then beat me. I loved her!"


The pace of his whipping increased as his fingers drove her mercilessly onwards.


"She made me lick her ass out after she'd been buggered! I used to think she only took it up there to humiliate me! Ow! Oh, God! Fuck me! I'll tell you anything, do anything, just fuck my lights out! Pleeease!"


Brian could have considered his options but his body was too urgent. He knelt behind her and hauled her hips up before ramming himself into her. He hardly needed to aim, she was so much on heat, he just sank into her and she gripped him with internal muscles the like of which he had never encountered.


As he began pistoning in and out he poured invective over her and she responded with desperate pleas for him to go faster and fuck her harder. He came in an orgasm so intense that it felt as though his anus was being dragged out through his cock and his cries mingled with hers as they climaxed and then collapsed. But not for long. Brian heaved himself off her and flipped her onto her back then knelt astride her face and held the back of her head. She made no objection and began to lick hungrily at his soft but gleaming and slimy cock. Most women he knew balked at tasting themselves off a cock but this woman licked without shame, enthusiastically lapping up every last drop of sex juice she could get at and hardening him up again immediately. The second time he fucked her he nearly used the missionary position but instinct told him not to get too close but to dominate the position. He grabbed her legs and put them up over his shoulders so that he could look down on her as he achieved deep penetration and she couldn't hide her pleasure as he shafted her to two more climaxes before he himself erupted.


Only then did he consider it 'safe' to lie beside her while he played with her breasts. Her wrists were still handcuffed through the bars of the bed head.


"Do you believe I've told you everything?" she asked eventually.


He paused from slapping her breasts to and fro, watching how they jiggled and rippled. "I think I'll have to whip these before I can be certain that you've told me everything. You'll report to me back here in a week's time for further interrogation."


Suddenly he saw her face cloud with worry.


"If I come back, will you be able to tell me anything about Ayesha?"


"I'm working on a couple of things. Hopefully I'll have something." He reached up and released her hands.

 

Now he stood in the lounge of the flat, finished his whisky, and waited for Karen to finish cleaning herself up. When she entered he had to admit that she really was something, her thick and curly hair framed an almost heart shaped face with lusciously soft lips, whose touch on his cock he couldn't wait to feel again. Her breasts were delightfully heavy with smooth areolas and now they pushed against her shirt and shook a little as she walked. He reached out and touched one, stroking it and watching the nipple erect to press against bra and shirt. She stood quite still and let him do what he wanted. Again he was struck by the fact that other women would have complained about being aroused while fully dressed and want to know what the hell he thought he was doing with their bodies anyway. But this gorgeous masochist wanted none of the usual sexual negotiation - she wanted him to take whatever he wanted. And suddenly he wanted to show her he was capable of doing just that.


He gripped his fingers deep into her breast. "Pull you skirt up," he ordered.


Immediately he saw a flush come to her cheeks and without any hesitation her fingers began to furl the skirt up her thighs. 


"If you're going to fuck me again, I'll have to get my knickers off," she protested softly as the skirt lifted above crotch level.


"Tear them, you bitch," he snarled and grabbed both breasts. "And next week I'll cane you for daring to wear them."


Somehow she got both hands to one hip strap and yanked until it gave. Then he pushed her against the wall, opened his flies and drove in for her sex. As he had known she would, she had responded immediately and was flooding.


"We didn't..... have...... a cane," she gasped as he entered her.


"I know. You're going to buy one and bring it next time."


Her eyes closed and she abandoned herself, wrapping her legs tightly around him.










Chapter 9



 


 

Ayesha lay in the darkness, her hands were chained to the wall above her head and she could do nothing. The darkness was absolute so she had no idea who the two men had been who had just climbed into her bed and fucked her, one after the other. Their sperm was oozing out of her and making her wriggle.


Ever since they had brought her to this place, this was how the men had used her. She had been kept literally in the dark, fucked whenever it pleased them to use her and allowed only to see what they wanted her to. And what they had wanted her to see had inevitably been female slaves. She had watched whippings with every conceivably type of whip, cane, crop and flogger. She had become familiar with the frantic writhings and squeals of the slaves and their equally vigorous responses when the Prince or any other male took them. She had seen hundreds of cocks slide between obediently open legs, lips and buttocks and had had what felt like hundreds between her own. Even her prodigious appetite for cock had been slaked and all that filled her mind now was images of sex and slavery - and fear of the isolation of the hood.


Her thoughts were interrupted by the door of her little cell being opened and the light flicked on. The Englishman stood looking down at her.


"The Prince has finished what he needed to do here so we're going up country and you're going to find out what's really in store for you."


They left the palace in the grey of early morning, the Englishman, Ayesha and a driver for the jeep they were to travel in. She lay in the back, still naked and with her wrist restraints clipped together behind her back. Although she hadn't been hooded, she had been gagged and she moaned into it as she was jolted about painfully while the jeep bucketed its way through the sleeping city and out into the desert.


Then she was made to run. 


Her right wrist was roped to a cleat on the back of the jeep and it set off at a jogging pace. She had no choice but to follow. Her gag had been removed and she had taken full advantage of the opportunity to scream and hurl abuse at the two men but had soon realised she was better off saving her breath. She was made to run until her hair was a single mat of sweaty rats' tails which scraped her forehead, her bare feet hurt so badly she was crying and her throat burned with thirst. She fell twice before they stopped and gave her a rest. She dropped to her knees gratefully and the Englishman came over to her with a water bottle.


He handed it to her.


"Thank me," he said.


She stammered out her heartfelt thanks as her fingers fumbled with the top. She was well aware by then that had he wanted to he could have just gone on until she was dragged along in the dirt. She was completely in his power.


"There's a wadi a few miles up the road. We'll camp there tonight. You'll make it alright, you just need to lose a few pounds for where you're going."

 

For the rest of what seemed like an interminable afternoon Ayesha ran, then trotted, then staggered and at last fell. After a short rest and some water she was forced to her feet and off they went again. In the evening she was fed and watered and then the men took turns having her. They tied her across the bonnet of the jeep, a rope fed from one wrist restraint round behind the windscreen and tied onto the other. Her breasts were squashed uncomfortably against the still-warm metal of the bonnet while she was beaten by one of the men and taken from the rear by the other. Neither of them said a word to her.


The whipping was completely different from the titillating flicks that Sir John and some of her clients had administered in the far distant past. These men used the whip and meant her to feel it, even while she was being shafted. She groaned and wriggled as the whip cracked down on her steadily and a cock remorselessly reamed her insides. Her thoughts and emotions were a confused whirl beneath the physical sensations of exhaustion, pain and, despite everything, pleasure.


On the fourth day as Ayesha struggled up and over a slope behind the dust cloud kicked up by the jeep, she saw that just a little way ahead of them was a fort. To her it seemed unbelievably ancient - like something out of a film about the old French Foreign Legion. It was built out from a mountainside, jutting into the rocky plain with high, forbidding, ochre-coloured walls surmounted by towers. The track they were following would lead them to the huge wooden doors which presently stood closed fast. To Ayesha, if it meant shade, drink and food, the fort was paradise on earth. Grimly she gathered herself for one last effort, determined that she would at least finish this journey on her feet. As they neared the gates they opened with an ominous rumbling and Ayesha stumbled blindly into her future.


She actually collided with the back of the jeep when it stopped, so near collapse was she and it took the Englishman kneeling beside her and letting her sip water for quite a few minutes before she could open her eyes and totter to her feet. She was inside the vast main courtyard of the fort but she couldn't quite believe what was going on. All across the wide expanse of beaten earth, naked girls were fighting each other. Under the sweltering sun the bodies shone with sweat but all of them were flinging themselves into combat with all their strength. The reason for their enthusiasm, Ayesha realised, lay in the fact that there were many male guards wandering between the contests and encouraging the girls here and there, with lazy flicks of whips heavier than any of those the girls held. But not all fought with whips, over by the outer wall she could see several wrestling matches taking place, close by her there were four boxing contests going on, all the contestants wearing thick straps around their knuckles and strange looking corsets and thongs on their bodies. She couldn't help but wince at the heavy thudding noises the punches made when they landed. As Ayesha watched, one girl took a heavy punch to the midriff followed by two to the breasts, which were only partially covered by the studded leather of the corset. The recipient of the punches shrieked and went down onto one knee, her arms cradling her breasts. Immediately one of the guards stepped forwards and lashed the kneeling girl savagely across her shoulders.


"Get up!" he screamed in an Arab dialect so thick that Ayesha could barely understand him. "You got more fight in you yet! Take her down and she'll take your place at the post!"


The girl stumbled to her feet and rushed her opponent, getting her into a clinch so that she couldn't swing her fists, for a moment the two girls swayed, trying to club at each other's ribs and backs, pulling at each other's hair, trying to rake at each other's face.


Ayesha watched in horror. Even in the Beirut streets of her youth, she had never seen such ferocity from females, but worse was to come. The girl who had first been downed suddenly jerked her knee up between the other girl's spread legs. The recipient's mouth opened in a rictus of pain but no noise came out, her eyes bulged and she seemed paralysed. Grinning, her opponent did it again and slowly the girl sank to her knees, letting out a hoarse moan as she did, at last her hands slipping between her thighs to nurse herself. Standing over her the victor grabbed her hair with one hand and then pistoned down two jabs to the breasts. Ayesha gaped as the victim stayed kneeling with her hands between her legs and seemed to just accept the pain of the last two punches before toppling forwards. The guard seemed well pleased with the victor.


"That's getting better! You're pushing yourself harder and taking more pain. That's good, just remember, let the crowds see when you've been hit, don't go down too quick, stagger round a bit. And don't come! However much it hurts! Don't come or I'll hang you on the walls for the vultures!"


The horror of that threat didn't seem to worry either combatant unduly and while Ayesha continued to gaze dumbfounded, the defeated girl knelt with her face in the dirt and her backside up in the air while it received ten hard lashes from the guard.


"Welcome to your future," the Englishman's voice whispered in her ear. "You'll be fighting alongside these slaves for the honour of the Prince's stable. Welcome to the arenas."


Ayesha gazed at him stupidly, trying to make sense of them. Fight? Why? What arenas? Then as she let her gaze roam around the fort, the other girls still struggling under the blazing sun, the dry Crack! of the whips sounding clear above the cries and grunts of effort, a few memories began to return.


There had been rumours among some female acquaintances about the barbaric spectacles held in the recently erected arenas around the world. They were only whispered about and there had been some speculative articles in the press but somehow no one ever seemed to discuss them openly. Karen had once mentioned something, Ayesha now recalled. She had said that she had a feeling Sir John knew something about them, or knew someone who did. 


But here was the undeniable reality. Standing up straighter and flicking her hair back, Ayesha took a more thorough look around. The plain fact was that the female gladiators out numbered the guards by more than two to one, and although the men undoubtedly held heavier whips; a concerted attack by the athletic women would surely have succeeded. But there was no sign of that happening, instead she saw only determined duels being fought out, the men shouting encouragements and curses, wielding their whips to score unresisting female flesh.


"Once I have finished with your training you too will learn to fight out here. It will please me and the Prince and eventually it will please the crowds in the arenas. That will be all you will care about."


Not so long before, Ayesha would have rounded on him with a torrent of verbal scorn, and possibly a raking kick with a high heel. But she had learned that here, in this forgotten part of the world, outrageous things happened every day. Ayesha shivered and the Englishman chuckled beside her.










Chapter 10



 


 

She spent the afternoon sitting to one side of the courtyard. Her wrist restraints were clipped together behind her back and a padlocked chain fastened her to an ancient iron ring in the stone of the walls. She was at least in the shade, under the walkway which ran along near the top of the wall and was able to watch what happened. Half an hour or so after she had been left there the Englishman had called a halt to the duels and water had been brought out from the main keep at the back of the yard. It was an extraordinary facade, carved straight out of the mountainside and its countless windows gaped darkly above the dusty and echoing yard where the gladiators now either knelt, lay or bent, arms braced on knees, breasts heaving as they regained their breaths and began to sip at cups of water, then they all sat and the Englishman addressed them. Ayesha watched the girls’ faces and was amazed at how avidly they followed his every word and responded exactly as he wanted them to. He walked amongst them while he talked, stroking a head here and bending to stroke a breast there.


"All right then my troops!" he began and Ayesha plainly heard a slight ripple of amusement spread through the gladiators - as if a much-feared headmaster had made a small joke at the start of a speech to his pupils. "You did well enough at the last show and your owner is pleased!" Here there was a definite sigh of relief. "I know we lost but you went down fighting hard and the crowd was happy...........But am I happy?" Here there was a sudden tension in the air. The Englishman bent down and caught one luckless blonde girl's breast in his hand and squeezed until she cried out. "Am I happy? Am I?" He ground out the words between clenched teeth.


"No, sir!" the girl managed to gasp. He nodded and let her go.


"No! I am not! You would have won if you had fought at your absolute best, but you didn’t try hard enough! We have ten weeks until the next show and we're going to win that one! What are we going to do?" He was standing in the middle of the girls by then and whirled round quickly as he spoke the last words.


"We're going to win!" The chorus came back like lightning.


"Then get back on your feet you lazy bitches and I want to see you hardening each other up till you can walk through anything anyone can throw at you!"


Ayesha watched in horrified fascination as the girls jumped to their feet with every sign of eagerness.


"Platoon one, take on Platoon three with whips! Platoon four fight Platoon two, boxing. Platoon five, divide into two and I want you wrestling!" The orders were snapped out and with military precision the girls split up, some guards ran out of the main keep with more of the leather corsets and while some girls were helped out of them, others were buckled into them. She couldn't help noticing that the process seemed to involve a lot more wincing than she would have thought normal. But within seconds the yard again echoed to the sounds of gladiators practising their brutal crafts. The Englishman waited until he was certain that everything was as he wanted it and then he strolled over to where Ayesha sat. He held some of the accoutrements she had seen the other girls wearing and spread them out before her.


"What do you think?" he asked.


Ayesha stared at the corsets, thongs and knuckle straps. Seen close to and spread out, their true natures became clear. The corsets and thongs were studded on the insides, wickedly sharp little points lined the gussets of the thongs and the insides of the corsets, including, she noted with another shudder the half cups. She recalled the boxing bout she had witnessed when she had first arrived and suddenly she realised why the girls' reactions to the blows had been so dramatic. The Englishman tossed one of the straps to her and out of reflex she caught it. All at once she also understood why the contest had seemed almost as if it was taking place in slow motion. The strap was weighted and it was all she could do to hold onto it once she had grasped it.


"You'll be using these in only a few weeks' time. Believe me," he told her.


Ayesha's stomach flipped as she appreciated fully what those girls had been doing to each other, her throat dried and she found herself unable to speak. A fearful kind of hypnotism seemed to grip her as she stared at the implements of this barbaric trade laid out before her and she struggled with the idea that these lunatics seemed to fully expect that she would agree to take part in such things. But if her recent experiences had taught her anything they had taught her that these men could get females to do pretty well anything. Her nose caught a scent of mingled sweat and leather from the pile in front of her and just on the edge of it there was the musk of female arousal. Hesitantly she took hold of and raised the strip of leather towards her face and the scent became more pronounced. The girl who had been wearing this diabolical thong had been excited by it. Whilst wicked little tines had pressed against her labia her vagina had been seeping stickily onto them. The enormity of that thought made Ayesha look up at the trainer. He was smiling at her.


“It takes a bit of training but if I opened the gates now and told the guards to go and have a siesta. Not one girl would even think of walking out of them. Mind you they’ve been on runs out in the desert so they know there’s nowhere to go.”


“You mean they like this?” Ayesha gestured around the training ground, some of the girls were down by then and the contests were coming to their ends. Whips sang and snapped, girls cried out and lithe bodies writhed and twisted in the dust.


“I wouldn’t say ‘liked’ exactly but whatever it is you’ll find out and you can tell me when you do. Come on!”


The Prince’s trainer - as Ayesha now knew him to be - stood up and hauled her after him, then he reached behind her, unlocked her from the wall, freed her wrists and led her out into the melee. When the slaves saw him coming they stopped and watched him carefully. Downed girls scrambled up and a sort of avenue formed in front of them. Ayesha was aware of curious gazes turned on her, the looks were guarded and she couldn’t read any emotion into them at all. At last the trainer stopped and beckoned the girls into a circle, Ayesha found herself the focus of the attention of more naked humanity than she had ever seen in one place. Dusty, scratched and welted girls all stood quietly watching and waiting.


The trainer left her for a moment and strolled around the circumference.


“We’ve got a new girl! And I want a volunteer to show her the ropes.”


Without any pause his arm shot out and grabbed a girl by the shoulder. She stumbled into the ring and Ayesha saw it was an Arabic looking girl, with smooth Semitic features, long black hair, like her own and a graceful figure, slenderer than hers but still with plenty of womanly curves about breast and hip. She was holding a whip and the instant she found herself in the ring she adopted a crouching stance, her weight on her toes, legs shamelessly open, arms apart. The trainer reached again and took a whip off another girl and he threw it to Ayesha. She caught it clumsily with both hands and examined it. It was a fairly standard flogger, not unlike the one she used on Karen but with heavier blades of harder leather.


The trainer clapped his hands and stepped back into the crowd. 


Ayesha glanced across the ring and saw the other girl advancing. Her brain refused to admit what she was seeing, she wanted to scream at the girl that they were on the same side, why put on a show of whipping each other just for the men’s entertainment? They should be leaping on their guards, not fighting each other! Her thoughts were cruelly interrupted as the girl struck. Two lightning fast lashes caught her breasts as the girl worked the whip forehand and backhand. Ayesha actually felt their weight swing across her chest before the blast of pain caught her and she doubled over, crossing her arms protectively. Immediately she felt her back take the brunt of the onslaught and heard the jeers and laughter from the audience. Her bafflement as to why the girl would connive with her enslavers vanished and was replaced with cold fury at being made to look a fool. Gritting her teeth she straightened up and swung her own lash in a clumsy backhand sweep. Her opponent stepped back easily and let the lashes whistle past her harmlessly. Then while Ayesha was off balance she sliced in another two to her breasts. Again there were hoots and cheers from the crowd but this time Ayesha fought down the pain and tried once again to swing her lash. The other girl merely swayed her torso back and again Ayesha’s lash hissed past her without making contact. Once more she struck while Ayesha was off balance, this time flicking the leathers across her left hip and round onto her buttocks, making Ayesha twist in shock as this new target was struck. Two hard lashes stung her back from the other side in such quick succession that they took her breath away and she staggered forwards. Suddenly the other girl was behind her and her whip swung heavily up between Ayesha’s legs, the heavy leathers smacking into her labia. She let out a guttural moan and folded with her hands between her legs. Dimly she heard more laughter and cheers from the crowd but then she felt the trainer’s hand take a fistful of her hair and drag her to her feet. Her hands had to leave her stinging sex and clutch at his, her whole body seemed ablaze with pain as she was dragged around humiliatingly.


“Anyone spot any mistakes she didn’t make?”


There was more laughter and then; “You! Out here and teach her some wrestling!”


Suddenly the grip on her hair was gone and Ayesha staggered and blinked her tears away. She found herself facing the blonde whose breast had been so cruelly mauled by the trainer a little earlier. In a similar crouch to her previous opponent, this one sidled in. Ayesha realised that her own whip had gone and this one wasn’t carrying one. How was she supposed to wrestle? She had never even seen it done by men. But at least this time she didn’t waste a second wondering why any of this was happening. It just was. Somehow this man had got these girls to the point where they really would side with him against a member of their own sex.


Grimly Ayesha tried to imitate the actions of the girl in front of her, adopting the spread-legged stance which seemed so alien to her. Even though she had used sex quite blatantly to get what she wanted she still found the idea of opening her legs nakedly in public deeply disturbing.


Suddenly the girl darted in, gripped her behind her knees and pulled. It was so fast that Ayesha was helplessly toppled backwards and hit the ground squarely on her back. The air was knocked from her in an explosive gasp and as she lay wheezing, the girl stooped, moved her grip up Ayesha’s legs then lifted and simply let herself fall backwards. Ayesha was catapulted upwards and then forwards. She hit the ground on her face this time and before her head had cleared there was a pinning weight on her back and she felt her legs grabbed again. This time her calves were bent up and backwards, high over her back. They were lifted higher still. Pain lanced along her thighs as they were stretched, her back seemed as if it would crack under the weight of the girl sitting on it and the strain of having her legs bent so far back above her. Suddenly Ayesha panicked, she couldn’t move and this girl astride her was just going to keep on slowly stretching her until something broke. She screamed and beat her fists against the earth. The applause and cheers from the crowd grew louder and louder. Then everything stopped and the weight came off her. She lay face down, panting and hurting all over until a foot under her ribs turned her over and she saw the trainer standing over her.


“You’d better take this. There’s a few more want to say hello.” He handed her another whip.


“No....please!” she tried to protest but he had gone and desperately she struggled to her feet just in time to see another girl, a tall brunette step out from the crowd, grinning and swishing a whip. In despair Ayesha tried taking the initiative and rushing this one but she was far too wily. Ayesha’s back was clubbed mercilessly as the girl dodged easily and she stumbled past her. Three times she tried the tactic and three times was beaten to the ground but still she got up. The combination of the humiliation, the hot stinging of the whip, the pains all over her and the derisive laughter of these stupid bitches who couldn’t see what was being done to them, produced at last a kind of rage which propelled her to her feet. 


For a fourth time she staggered forward, half blinded by sweat and this time her opponent stood her ground, flicking her whip back and forth across the fronts of Ayesha’s thighs, making her flinch and try to dance away. Then her breasts were targeted again while she was distracted. Frantically Ayesha flailed in front of her with her own whip, but once again the girl was behind her and got in several more clubbing lashes before Ayesha went down again. 


But this time when she was rolled over, it wasn’t the trainer but the victorious girl who stood over her. Ayesha squinted up at the silhouette as she stood over her head, the long legs came together at a crotch which was directly above Ayesha’s face. Slowly the victor allowed herself to sink to her knees, then she shuffled them apart.


Ayesha could have moved, there was nothing apart from her own exhaustion and the pain from the whip holding her down. But there was something horribly fascinating about watching the woman’s sex moving inexorably down towards her face. It was quite plain that victory had excited her as Ayesha could plainly see the way the outer lips had parted and the inner ones were engorged and erect around the vaginal hole.


If it meant that for a moment she could get some relief from the relentless pounding she was taking, Ayesha reckoned that delivering the oral service the girl plainly wanted was a small price to pay. As her latest conqueror settled the last few inches, she closed her eyes and put out her tongue, rolling it into as hard a tube as she could make and pushing it up into the vagina. It tasted tangily and pungently of female excitement and immediately Ayesha slipped into her familiar routine of getting what she needed by giving good sex. She even reached up and stroked the girl’s thighs and lower stomach as she sucked and lapped skilfully. The taste was so pleasantly refreshing after the brutal male sex she had been on the receiving end of recently that she opened her eyes and found she was looking up through the girl’s buttock crease. The buttocks themselves were liberally scored with welts as was her back and Ayesha immediately thought of Karen. But her thoughts were wrenched back to the present by the girl squatting on her face tugging and twisting violently on her breasts while at the same time she began grinding her cunt hard down onto her mouth. Ayesha tried to scream up into the hot moistness above her.


From above her came a low moan of pleasure.


“Mmmmm! She may be a beginner at fighting but she’s done this before, Sir!” the girl said and increased her tormenting of Ayesha’s breasts. There was applause and clamour for a second before a whip hissed through the air and smacked meatily into flesh. Even Ayesha winced.


“All right, you rabble!” The trainer’s voice filled the sudden silence. “Platoons one, two and three can welcome her today. Four and five can have her tomorrow!” There were mingled cheers and groans from the girls. Ayesha screamed again at the import of his words and pushed her conqueror to a climax which meant her breasts suffered an even more intense mauling. She had a few seconds to get her breath back after the girl climbed off her before she was hauled back to her feet. Some of the girls were being herded back towards the fort itself but others, a huge crowd it seemed to her, were still gathered and seemed very eager to take their turns with her. To her utter horror, several of the slaves were winding boxing straps around their knuckles and grinning maliciously. 


The trainer smacked her rump, handed her another whip and stood back as Ayesha’s next opponent stepped into the ring to continue her lessons.

 

“You will learn that weakness in the arenas only encourages greater cruelty, because it provides the crowds with good entertainment. Those girls all know that. And they also know that what pleases the crowds pleases me. They want very much to please me.” The trainer’s voice came from above and behind Ayesha as she lay face down on a crude wooden table. Her breasts were squashed and hurting under her but they were just adding their small contribution to the symphony of pain that engulfed her whole body. 


She lay, still damp from the quick shower the guards had thrown her into after dragging her by her feet from the courtyard. Not that she had cared by then, she had vaguely been aware of watching the early evening sky jerk past above her as the dirt had rasped at her raw back, then the fort had lurched over her and cool stone was under her, the voices of the guards had echoed as they laughed and joked as they dragged her. Then suddenly there had been tiles and torrents of freezing cold water; shocking and reviving her in equal portions. Rough male hands had scrubbed at her, cleaning the sticky mass of female discharge from around her mouth, roaming over her back, her breasts her thighs and up inside both her passages while she squirmed and squealed with what little energy she had left. Then they had brought her to this room and pushed her face down across the table while the trainer stood behind her spread legs. She had not really been surprised when he had pushed his fingers into her vagina and begun stirring her up. However, she had been very surprised to find that she welcomed the intrusion and very soon he was able to slide his cock into her with no trouble. But once inside her he had stayed quite still and had instead concentrated on applying salve to her cuts and bruises. And he had talked to her.


Ayesha didn’t know how to react and didn’t have any words for what she experienced as his hands worked on her and his cock stuffed her but stayed still. She was in considerable pain, she had been lashed, knocked and thrown to the ground so many times she had lost count. But every time she had been turned over and had to lick out her conqueror. Towards the end, the next girl was having to haul her to her feet before she could knock her off them. And finally, two of the others had held her up by her arms while some sort of token thrashing was laid on before she was allowed to fall again. There was something horribly arousing about the amount of female nakedness and the casual cruelty. The careless laughter of the guards, the rampant sexuality of the girls grinding themselves onto her face; the taste of their flooding quims, their hands wreaking havoc with her breasts. And now this.........


“There’re twenty more who want to pound you tomorrow and then you’ll be one of them. They just have to let you know you’re the new girl.”


Ayesha just let his voice wash over her, she was lying with her arms hanging limply over the edges of the table, her face was turned to her right and she was looking at an array of canes and whips hanging on the stone wall. Inside her there was a hard, thick length of pure manhood which was somehow relieving the pain, making it recede. She gave a groan of surrender to the pleasure of the moment and began to rock and swing her hips, feeling the exquisite friction inside her.


“There that’s your back patched up. Let’s have you over and do your tits.”


She moaned in despair as he withdrew but with practised ease flipped her over, dragged her a little further down the table and slipped back inside her. She looked up at him as he bent forwards and began to apply disinfectant to her scratched breasts. Her gasps of pain made her stomach ripple and clench, stimulating her vagina even further. She clenched herself around his cock.


“That’s the girl,” the trainer said, not breaking his concentration for a second even though he clearly felt her body clasp him tight. Suddenly Ayesha was desperate for him to start moving inside her. Recklessly she lifted her legs and clamped them together behind his hips while she again started her own gyrations.


“Good!” he said, again frowning in concentration as he lifted one breast to dab at a graze. “Soon have you fighting and fucking with the best of them. Down in the barracks about now, they’re begging the guards to screw them. The crueller the show, the harder they fuck.”


His words and his hands on her breasts, for some reason made Ayesha groan with need and her movements became more urgent.


“If it’s any comfort, once they’ve beaten the crap out of you again tomorrow, I’ll pick on a few and take them down a peg or two.”


The thought of some of her tormentors going under the trainer’s whip made her buck more urgently still.


“After that I’ll put you in my special place, Ayesha, then you and I will get to know each other very well indeed.”


He began to move inside her at long last and Ayesha, beyond all caring, put her head back and moaned in abandonment.


“This is another lesson. Take any pleasure you can, wherever and whenever you can.”


Ayesha’s howl of assent echoed round the small room and was followed by her trainer’s sigh of satisfaction as he spent himself inside her exhausted body.

 

Peter Lang watched as the unconscious, naked form was dragged from the room by two of the guards. All in all he was very pleased, she had shown great promise. Out in the yard she had begged and pleaded for mercy with the succession of girls who had queued up to knock her down but she had hung on very well indeed and had even made sporadic efforts to defend herself right up until the nineteenth girl. He had kept careful count.










Chapter 11



 


 

Halfway round the world, Ayesha’s lover was making another room echo with her howls. This one was deep underneath an outwardly unremarkable house in north London. Inside however, it accommodated the offices of a very quiet branch of H.M Customs and Excise. In the cellars, which were only reached through a heavy sound proof door at the head of the stairs were the interrogation rooms. Each room was split into two; in one part was a simple table and two chairs, in the other were sophisticated recording and communication devices. At present, Karen wasn’t concerned about those, although Brian had shown her around before he got down to work. Her main concern at that moment was the unsophisticated but highly effective cane that was causing her bottom extreme discomfort. She wriggled it a little to try and absorb the bitter sting of the last cut. In this echoing, sinister little room the cane made a deliciously exciting swish and smack. She could just about feel her vaginal reaction to it between her legs, although the raging inferno in her buttocks was making it difficult.


“Now, where did he go on Thursday?” Brian asked again.


Karen swallowed after her scream. “I...I’ve told you,” she said breathlessly. “Chicago!”


“No, sorry, I don’t believe you.”


Ssshwack!


Karen tossed her head back and arched rigid for a second, pinned and half choked by the pain of the cut. He had angled it so that it crossed all her other welts. Somewhere in the midst of the tumult inside her she was sure she came. 


The games had become steadily harsher over the weeks culminating in this weekend visit to the cellars of the deserted offices. They both knew perfectly well that Brian had had tabs on Sir John all week and didn’t need to interrogate Karen. But as she herself had admitted whilst taking the golf bag containing the canes, the crop and the rest of the growing arsenal kept for her discipline, from the boot of Brian’s car, why waste a good excuse for a beating? What was more, being made to hike up her dress and bend over a real interrogation table in a real interrogation room had made her very excited.


She collapsed forwards and lay panting, her hands loosening their grips on the edges of the table. Brian came to stand in front of her and pick her head up by clenching a hand in her hair. She gazed groggily up at him and noted with a delicious tingle, the long, hard bulge in the front of his trousers.


“Are you ready to tell me the truth?” he asked.


“Screw you! You bastard,” she whispered. He gave her a small smile.


“Very well then. Stand up and strip completely.”


Karen slowly pushed herself up until she was standing. Even the silk of her dress falling back down over her buttocks was a torment; she had counted fifteen strokes - hard ones. She still desperately missed Ayesha and although she was increasingly worried by how much harder the games with Brian were becoming she had to keep him interested so he could tell her how the search was going. After this session was over - and it was a good one she had to admit - he would update her. 


She played her part out, flicking her hair back proudly. “Make me!” she sneered.


His hand shot out and gripped the neck of her dress then wrenched downwards with thrilling strength. The sound of the material tearing filled the small room and launched spears of dangerous excitement from Karen’s nipples down to her belly. With strong tugs he ripped the fragments from her, making her jerk about until finally she was left in just bra, suspender belt, stockings and heels - her knickers had gone when she had first bent over.


“Strip,” he ordered and this time she obeyed.


Once she was naked, apart from the shoes, he led her over to the door, earlier she had watched as he had screwed a hook into the lintel and this he now tied her wrists to. It stretched her to just the right degree and she found herself pressed against the wood of the door and straining up onto tip toes.


“Tell me everything I want to know now, or you’ll take thirty hard ones before I bother asking again,” Brian whispered, standing close behind her and gripping his fingers harshly into her breasts.


Karen swallowed nervously and mentally begged Ayesha’s forgiveness for the amount of pleasure she was about to get. 


“Get stuffed!” she whispered back.


In the event she took sixty lashes. As he had promised they were good and hard and punctuated by bouts of violent feeling into her cunt and anus. She came several times and reflected ruefully when he let her down that quite soon he could become as cruel as Ayesha had been. With her legs spread she leaned her back against the cool wood and let him feel up inside her wantonly flooding cunt with one hand and squeeze and torment her breasts and nipples with the other. Then he flung her down onto the floor and took her there, gouging her scorching back with his fingernails as he ploughed into her. The urgency of his need and the cruelty of the degradation he inflicted on her by shagging her on the bare floor made her forget Ayesha for a few seconds while she matched him, thrust for thrust, cramming every last inch of him as deep inside her as she could get him. 


Afterwards she knelt in front of him in the office and as she sucked him back into erection she listened to the sounds of her caning on the video he was replaying. He told her what little he had been able to find out.


“Have you heard of the arenas?” he asked.


She stopped sucking for a moment and let him slip slowly and sensuously from her lips.


“Yes, I’ve heard them mentioned at various parties. Always by the men though, and there’s been some talk in the papers,” she gave his glistening cock a thoughtful lick. “I think John knows something about them. Why?”


He sat forwards and grabbed her hair, tilting her face upwards.


“What does he know?”


“I’m not sure....it’s just....I heard a bit of a phone conversation. I walked into John’s office once and he was mentioning something about squads and bets and ponies and knowing somebody. I never thought about it again until I saw something in the papers. Then he went away for several days and when he came back he was different somehow.....rougher with me. Almost like I always wanted him to be but then he.......why?”


“I think Ayesha’s been abducted by the owner of one of the arenas. That Prince she flew out with is almost certainly one of them. And I managed to track down one of the flight crew. She was taken off the plane and one of the airport staff told them to forget what they’d seen.”


Karen looked at his semi-tumescent cock and tried to remember what she had ever heard about the arenas. But surely they couldn’t be as vile as the Roman ones.........could they? Suddenly she needed comfort and she needed to hear everything he had learned.


“Tell me,” she said and leaned forward to enclose him in her lips again. 

 

Brian dropped her off round the corner from Sir John’s town house and watched her walk away. Even after he’d screwed her twice and she’d given him a blow job to die for, the way her hips moved under the dress she’d brought to wear home, made him throb back towards erection despite the fact that he was trapped. 


If he didn’t bring in Sir John, it would cost him his job. But in order to nail him, he had to bring Ayesha back - and with Ayesha back, Karen would undoubtedly run to her.


He didn’t think he could stand not being able to explore the places her masochism took him to. 


The only good thing to come out of the mess was the fact that Ayesha was almost certainly being held as a slave for one of the arenas. He had never paid them much attention up until now but once he started looking into them and downloaded some files it had been a revelation. There were beautiful women fighting whip duels and taking part in thrillingly cruel boxing contests or pulling carts in races. The losers were put to whipping posts each time and one of the guards would hold up fingers to indicate a number of lashes and the tally would go on increasing until the crowd gave it the thumbs up. He grinned, heaven help those girls who didn’t put their hearts and souls into each and every fight. But they did look so wonderfully erotic as they spun and twisted under the lashes, and at the end the flagellator would poke his fingers up between their thighs and then hold them up for the cameras to see the wetness.


He shook his head in admiration. How did they manage to find so many masochists? He tore himself away from happy thoughts and forced himself to concentrate on how to find Ayesha de la Tour. Once that was done, he would just have to see.

 

Ayesha just lay face down and looked at the dirt on the ground of the yard. She simply couldn’t move. After a night’s sleep she had been hauled back out for the end of her lesson. All those girls who hadn’t had a chance to whip her, throw her or punch her to the ground were given that chance and took full advantage. The last few to demonstrate that she was at the bottom of the pecking order had again had to recruit two colleagues to hold her up while they finished her off. .


Running through Ayesha’s mind were the trainer’s words about weakness only being a greater spur to cruelty in the arena. But she had nothing to fight back with and could only sag pathetically between the girls holding her until finally she was allowed to fall. She couldn’t even summon up enough energy to lick at the juice-slicked sexes presented to her mouth and in the end the girls just rubbed themselves symbolically on her face. Now she lay in a dazed heap under the scorching sun and prayed it was all over. A shadow fell across her and the trainer’s hands began a careful exploration of her ribs. She grunted and gasped from time to time but had no energy to do anything else.


“Just bruises. My girls know how far they can go,” he said with pride. “Now watch, Ayesha.”


He stood up and went back to the crowd of naked gladiators.


“Well done! You’ve taught her a good lesson, one she won’t forget. But there was some slacking.......”


Ayesha had managed to turn herself over and ease herself up enough to see him stalk through his squad. His last words sobered them up.


“Some of you weren’t really making as good a show as you could have! Some of you just thumped an easy target and left it at that. You know that’s not good enough! You must always put on a show! That’s why we take so much time and trouble with you! Why we give you somewhere comfortable to sleep, someone comfortable to sleep with! Food, even clothes sometimes!”


There was nervous laughter. Ayesha realised that the squad knew what was coming but also knew he wasn’t seriously angry. 


“When has any girl here gone short of a good fuck and a thrashing? Never! And that’s how you repay us?” He began touching certain girls on their shoulders and the guards sprang into action, darting in and leading away those girls he had picked. “Form a line and witness punishment!”


With the discipline Ayesha was beginning to recognise, the girls formed up in two ranks facing an area of the courtyard where iron rings had been mounted in the ground. The girls who had been selected by the trainer were standing facing the lines of their colleagues with their legs spread apart and their hands on their heads. The guards were busily clipping the girls’ ankle restraints to the rings and then clipping their wrist restraints to the rings at the backs of their collars. When all was prepared, six guards stood, armed with the heavy-bladed floggers, in front of the six condemned girls.


“Squad will count the lashes! Hands on heads!” The trainer barked his orders and for some reason there was a muted groan of disappointment but Ayesha had no time for any speculation as the trainer came over to her and hauled her to her feet.


“You need to see this too!” he said as he dragged her to one end of the front rank. Partially supporting her on her shaky legs with one hand, he raised the other. All the gladiators and the guards watched him. He dropped his arm and immediately the guards swung their whips and beside her the shout of “One!” went up. The first lash had been laid on across the breasts and Ayesha watched in fascination as six pairs of variously sized and coloured tits, swung and bounced in response. Their owners making strained grunts as they absorbed the pain.


“Two!” Again the massed shout from beside her and this time the whips were swung up and between the spread legs. Ayesha winced as she watched the girls’ stomachs clench and the faces contort in the wake of the solid Smack! of leather on labia. The girls’ feet fidgeted and their fingers stretched behind their heads as they soaked up another stinging pain.


“Three!” The whips swung back across the breasts. Ayesha watched as some of the torsos tried to twist away and some bent forwards in an instinctive protective reaction. Some girls uttered plaintive little yelps.


“Four!” Again the massed count and again the whips swung up between the legs. Explosive gasps of breath escaped the slaves. Their feet performed urgent little shuffles as they desperately tried to ready themselves for the next lash and absorb the last one.


“Five!” After the same ponderous interval the count was called again and again the whips swung and smacked across their targets.


Ayesha watched the whole spectacle in spellbound horror at first but gradually she was reminded of some of the better sessions with Karen; ones where they had had time and she had been able to make her suffer so exquisitely under slow drips of molten wax, or endure beatings where maybe only ten lashes would be laid on and Ayesha would leave her for an hour or two before going near her again. How she had begged and pleaded for mercy! Not for the mercy of release but the mercy of being allowed to experience her full punishment and achieve orgasm under it. Even through all the pains that racked her, Ayesha felt a hot moisture begin to seep into her belly.


The tally had mounted into double figures and the line of punished slaves was becoming more ragged as they twisted and tugged at their bonds and shackles.


Ayesha’s eye was caught by the girl nearest her, the guard in front of her was about to deliver yet another uppercut lash and with growing excitement, Ayesha watched her pelvis tilt forwards, offering the soft-lipped slit of her sex for the heavy leathers and when they slapped home she watched the girl’s head tilt back and her pelvis make short sharp forward thrusts. She knew quite well what she was witnessing and all up and down the line it was happening. The noises were now throaty moans and gasps and urgent panting as the slaves waited feverishly for the slow count to bring the next lash which would take them soaring into the regions of blinding pleasure. Her eyes flicked to the watching girls who were still keeping the score and suddenly Ayesha realised why the trainer had ordered hands to be placed on heads. That way he could see at a glance where they were. The girls were counting but with even more fidgeting than the whipped ones, she could see fingers clenching in frustration and as the slow count hit thirty, she licked her puffy and swollen lips to savour the taste of woman on them and one hand began to trail down across her stomach.


“Don’t even think of it!” the trainer whispered in her ear before announcing the final ten lashes were to be taken from behind and they were to be laid on hard. There was a collective sigh from the frantic onlookers as the guards went behind the girls, took a firm hold on their hair and waited for the count to start.


The yard became quite noisy as the count was called. The men were swinging the whips with real intent now and Ayesha felt her vagina clench and spasm as she watched the lashes lick up the blatantly open vulvas and across the soft stomachs, imagining the pounding the clitoris would be taking. Hoarse cries came from the girls, their knees began to buckle but the guards held them up and delivered lash after lash with cold efficiency while their charges twisted and wriggled and shrieked.


“Ten!” came the final count.


The whips smacked home one last time and fell silent. The guards released their holds and returned to stand in front of the punished girls. Immediately each man’s hands went to the fly of his shorts and Ayesha saw a mouth-watering display of erect cock pulled out. All six girls had collapsed to their knees and Ayesha could see the thigh muscles straining to clench - anything to try and assuage the need between their legs. But once they caught sight of their flagellators’ cocks straining towards their faces, the gleaming domes already shining with pre-ejaculate, they leaned forwards and accommodated the men in the only orifice they could provide; the soft and ardent little caves of their mouths. 


Ayesha gazed, hypnotised by the raw eroticism of the scene being played out. Six well-thrashed girls knelt before their guards and passionately indulged in one of the most submissive acts a woman could perform for a man.


As their hands remained locked behind their necks they had to use their mouths to their fullest effect and Ayesha watched as they ducked their heads then withdrew, the saliva-shiny shafts slipping slowly out from between soft lips. Then they tilted their heads and licked slowly up and down, putting out their tongues and flicking at the sensitive underside of the helm. The rest of the squad was squirming and hopping from foot to foot in frustration.


“In a few weeks you’ll be just the same. You’ll be living just for the next flogging and the next fuck. Look at the sluts!” The trainer’s voice was insidious in Ayesha’s ear but she realised that she was more turned on than she had realised. She almost joined the squad in audible whimpering when, one by one, the guards grabbed the girls’ heads and began to thrust their hips at the faces. Ayesha could see the nearest girls’ throats working as they struggled to take down the thickly spurting emissions. Unconsciously she licked her lips and heard the trainer chuckle softly.

 

The rest of the day was a carefully stoked cauldron of pure sexual energy, controlled by the trainer. The whipped girls were given no more than a few seconds’ respite before they were expected to go back into training combats. Ayesha was tethered against the wall once more and allowed time to recover but as the sky began to darken she was led back into the fort by a different entrance and was put into what the trainer called simply, The Dark.









Chapter 12



 


 

No one had ever bothered to try and find out how old the passages were but once Peter Lang had seen them he had immediately spotted their potential. Delving even deeper into the mountains than the fort did itself, the ancient stone corridors passed sometimes beneath the floors of some of the rooms at the back of the fort and sometimes they meandered directly back into the mountains.


“No one knows who built them or why. No one’s ever fully explored them, so if I were you I’d stay right where you are,” Peter concluded as he prepared to leave Ayesha, his voice echoed far away into the dark labyrinth. She was trembling visibly, her magnificent - and now heavily striated - breasts shook as her breathing became ragged with panic. Beneath the hood which enclosed just the upper part of her face, her tongue flicked out to moisten her dry lips. Her hands were clipped behind her back and a belt was buckled tightly about her elbows to stop her from getting her arms in front of her by sitting down and sliding her arms underneath her. Despite the hammering she had taken from the other girls she had fought her guards furiously when she had seen the hood and the raised grille in the floor of the cellar she had been led to but once prepared she had been led quietly down the steps and now just she and he stood on the shore of an ocean of subterranean darkness. 


“Please,” she whimpered, her face blindly swinging. “Don’t leave me. I....I can’t see!”


Peter went very close to her and put his arms round her, stroking her buttocks. Then he stepped back and let his hands trail round to her front and he ran his fingers through her thick pubic bush. Eager to extend any form of contact she parted her legs and let him explore the softness between them. Peter smiled as he did so. It was important that she associated the comfort of human contact with sexual contact. He caressed her breasts until she was moaning in encouragement. 


And then he left her. 


She whimpered and sobbed as she heard him run lightly up the steps, lower the grille and lock it. Peter waited until she had made her way, blindly feeling for the steps with her toes, up until she was crouched at the very top of the stairs, her head touching the grille. Softly he walked away, knowing that her imagination would populate the utter darkness around her with terrors far worse than anything he could inflict.

 

Exhaustion came to her rescue eventually and she slipped into deep sleep, her body was worn out and her nerves were shattered by hours of her ears continually straining to catch any skittering or slithering noises....or anything worse. 


She woke to the sound of someone calling her name. She jerked upright and listened intently. The voice seemed to be some way off and was echoing. But at least it was real. Slowly and stiffly Ayesha shuffled down the stairs and stood at the bottom. The voice went on calling and she thought it was away to her left. Hesitantly and feeling ahead with her bare feet she began to creep towards the voice, horribly aware that she now had no idea at all of where she was.

 

One of the first things Peter had done when the Prince had invited him to become his trainer, was to sink small grilles in the floors of the rooms the ancient passages passed beneath. Now he had raised one and was lying down shouting for Ayesha. In the complete darkness of her hood and having been given just a glimpse of the labyrinth she was in, it would take her some time to pluck up the courage to leave her little perch at the top of the stairs, some thirty or forty yards away, and venture into the unknown, he knew that. But he also knew that she would come towards his voice, anything was better than being alone in the dark. Half an hour later she came into view, her head craning up to try and detect any clue about her surroundings and her feet nervously sliding ahead of her, an inch at a time. He smiled and reached down with one hand.


“Good girl! Come and eat!”

 

Ayesha sighed with relief as she heard the trainer’s voice nearly overhead and from under the lip of the hood she caught the scent of fresh bread. She tottered forwards until, joy of joys, she felt one of his hands stroke her cheek while his other offered her the bread, running with honey. To her heightened perceptions it was simply the most glorious of tastes and the humiliating aspect of feeding from the man’s hand never even crossed her mind. Deliberately she sucked on his fingers and ran her tongue lingeringly across the palm of his hand.


“Don’t leave me, please Sir!” she begged.


“Come closer, I want to feel your tits,” he ordered and eagerly she shuffled closer towards the voice, thrusting out her chest, determined to tempt him into taking her out of the darkness. His merest touch sent shivers of delight and gratitude racing through her as she tried to put behind her the memory of the long night of lonely torment. She felt him heft and play with her breasts, stroking his thumbs over the rubbery nipples which hardened immediately, then twisting and pulling at them. Ayesha bit back the cries she wanted to give, terrified of displeasing him. Even pain was deliverance of a sort. 


But suddenly his hands were withdrawn and she heard a grille slam shut above her. She yelled and pleaded until she was hoarse but there was only silence and the suffocating darkness.

 

Peter stood over the grille and watched her eventually shuffle backwards until she felt the wall behind her and there she stopped, every sinew tensed.


He knew exactly how far he needed to push her before it was the right time to move her along to the next stage. 

 

After three days Ayesha was reduced to a shambling ruin of her former beauty. Her hair was lank and her body was soiled, she sobbed and whimpered constantly as she blindly shuffled through the dark following the voice of her trainer to the next place and the next. He led her through waist deep water at one point, knowing how horrifying it would be for her to have to put one bare foot out after the other into the slimy depths. But at the other side of the flooded passage, where the floor rose again, he spent a little more time than normal feeding her. At this particular point the passage actually ran beside one of the deepest cellars and Peter had had a barred door installed. Ayesha pressed herself blatantly against the steel, squeezing her breasts through and urging him to touch them, do anything he wanted but he had to have mercy on her.


“But if I do take you out, you won’t like where I’d put you next,” he told her as he slipped a gloved hand between her thighs and watched as she immediately bucked her hips forwards.


“I would, Sir! I would. You could do anything you wanted to me.....!”


“But I can anyway.” He slid his fingers up into her vagina and began to swirl them. It was the first time he had penetrated her since she had been in the dark and she groaned in appreciation.


“Yes....I.....I...know but now I want you to do anything. I really mean it! Beat me! Fuck me! Anything!”


“I would want to spend a long time asking you questions,” he said and smiled as she stopped gyrating her hips in surprise. He carried on stimulating her however and she began to squelch. He wrinkled his nose in distaste at her smell, it was inevitable that they all stank by this stage, they all simply had to answer nature’s demands as best they could. Added to that she had just waded through several yards of stagnant water. “And have you beaten of course,” he added and smiled as she relaxed at the prospect of something familiar. She was nearly ready. When he left her that time she howled like a banshee for two hours solid and he knew that the following morning she would be ready.


He took her on a long walk before breakfast and when he finally let her catch him up he had her demonstrate how desperate she was for release and had her lie on her back, spread her legs and show him her cunt while she begged him to fuck it and then whip it and do anything that took his fancy.


“But will you then take your place out on the training ground and serve me there as well?”


The wildly gyrating hips stopped for a second as the import of the question sank in.


“Yes, Sir. Please teach me how to fight! I want to serve you. Just don’t ever leave me again!”

 

Tears pooled inside the hood and Ayesha could smell her own reek as she sat hunched in despair. After how deeply she had caved in, still he had left her. What more did he want? If he would just give her the chance to clean up she would show him how good she could be! For the first time she gave in to tears properly, not the sobs of despair or panic. These were of complete disappointment. She had failed to make him stay with her. For the first time in her life a man had walked away from the pleasures her body could afford him. But just as she reached the deepest depth of despair she heard the bolts on a door slide across, there were footsteps and suddenly hands pulling her to her feet. Best of all her trainer’s voice came from directly in front of her.


“You’ll regret begging me to whip you,” it said.


She felt hands begin to undo the buckles of the cursed hood and smiled in pure gratitude.


She found out the next morning that she was due for her ‘catechism’.


She spent the night in a cell after she had been allowed a long shower. Her only chain was from her collar to the wall and she had taken full advantage of having her hands free at last and had fallen asleep only after three frantic orgasms, with her hands rubbing between her legs hard and fast. 


When she awoke next the light had been turned on and she had time to assess her new surroundings. They were not entirely comforting. Her chain was long enough to allow her to use a small bathroom which opened off the cell itself but all she had to sleep on was straw. It was scratchy and rough so as soon as she woke she stood and took stock of the large, stone walled room. In the centre was a simple whipping post with a ring at the top of the sombre black wood for her restraints to be clipped to. Beyond that was a frame with rings at all four corners and beyond that was a set of stocks, but Ayesha was puzzled by it, the board at the top had only two holes and they looked too big for wrists. She had no time for speculation though as the door crashed open and her trainer entered accompanied by a guard.


“Kneel!” he ordered curtly.


She did so without a second’s hesitation and allowed her wrists to be clipped together behind her, then she fed from his hand again before her first day of catechism began. It followed a routine that Ayesha was to become all too familiar with. To start with two more girls were brought to the cell and chained to one wall. She learned that these were the ‘relief’ slaves and their function soon became clear. She herself was led to the whipping post that first morning, her hands were raised and her wrists fastened above her. She let her forehead rest against the cool wood as she listened to the guard, whistling softly between his teeth, slip his whip from his belt and begin to swish it through the air to warm up for the beating he was about to deliver. She swallowed nervously, suddenly the passion with which she had begged to be whipped in order to escape from the dark of the hood, returned to haunt her. But then the trainer himself came to stand in front of her and stroke the side of one breast.


“As you are whipped I will ask you questions. You may scream before you answer if you wish but do answer me honestly - it really will be better for you.”


Ayesha felt a strange lurching sensation in her stomach as she registered the dismissive cruelty of his words but at least he was here with her and she wasn’t wandering, lost in utter darkness. She settled herself to endure whatever she had to and gritted her teeth as she heard the whip swish through the air behind her, on its way to deliver the first lash.

 

The door slammed behind the men and left Ayesha alone, curled up on her straw, her collar once more chained and padlocked to the wall. The cell continued to echo to her sounds for a long time. Her breath rasped in her scorched throat as she sobbed and whimpered and the pitiless stones threw the noises back at her. It had been worse than anything she could have imagined. The guard wielding the whip had been relentless beyond belief, he had maintained a rhythm which took no account of her desperate efforts to talk to her inquisitor. Somehow she had had to keep answers coming to the endless torrent of questions, even as she howled and twisted under the steady beat of the leather strap across her back, shoulders, buttocks and even her breasts and stomach when she had had no choice but to twist fully around. And the questions! The trainer had wanted to know her earliest memories, had wanted a blow by blow account of her childhood and strangely the agony of the whip had spurred her on to ruthless honesty. The sheer remorseless intensity of the flogging had robbed her of any room in which to construct lies and so she had blurted out how she had begun stealing and fencing in the backstreets of Beirut. How she had traded her virginity for a cushy life as the kept pet of an old rich man and how she had swindled him.


When she had reached a point where speech had failed her, the other slaves’ purpose had become clear. The sight of Ayesha’s body under the whip had inflamed both men’s lust and although she had reached a point where she could take no more, the men could certainly continue to dish it out. She had been tossed back onto the straw to recover while the other two girls were put to the post, lashed and then taken. A third guard had entered with refreshments for the flagellators and once they had eaten and drunk, Ayesha again being fed a few morsels from her trainer’s hand, the catechism had continued. 


At the end of the first day, Ayesha realised that her ears were ringing from the hours of the cell having been filled with the sounds of punishment. The hiss and the loud, meaty slaps of the leather on flesh, the yelps, sighs and groans of herself and her fellow slaves. Even as they orgasmed they had made the chamber ring to their cries. Ayesha had envied them and had even found some excitement in watching them beaten and enjoyed but had been unable to orgasm herself.


The next morning the same thing happened. The only difference was that the first beating of the day was administered while she was suspended upside down in the frame. After her first shrieked answers had subsided into hoarse groans in the wake of each lash, the trainer had called a brief halt. Then he personally had delivered a pussy whipping without bothering with questions. It was her first taste of a flogger used on her open crotch. She had been able to look up her body and actually watch the lashes slap down between her legs. The pain was like a thin flame which shot through the duller inferno stoked by the previous beatings. It was unbearably sharp, she wrenched at her bonds as the lashes continued, tossing her head and screaming and suddenly it was as if she had broken through some cloud cover in a plane. Her body went into a sort of overdrive and the fact that a man she was in awe of was beating her vulva with a whip between her widely-spread legs and sporting an inviting erection while doing so, fused in her mind with the storm of physical sensations raging through her entire body. She came.


The trainer spotted it and immediately stopped plying the whip. Instead he transferred his attentions to one of the relief slaves. While she hung in desperate need of another explosive orgasm she had to listen to two other slaves brought to their peaks by the whip. 


For the rest of that second day the whip was used quite lightly and Ayesha told her trainer anything he wanted to know. She was happy and grateful to do so. As she reeled off her long list of petty and-not-so petty crimes it was as if she was cleaning herself of them, sloughing off the guilt which she hadn’t known she was carrying and she was further rewarded by the fact that he stayed with her. But he wouldn’t fuck her.


For three bitter days she was left quite alone except for visits by guards with food. She ate from their hands quite obediently, hoping they would report favourably to the trainer. Then for four days in a row the inquisition resumed. Ayesha orgasmed repeatedly and the cell rang constantly to her nearly demented cries of ecstasy while the whips snapped and the questions were shouted and she stumbled out incoherent answers.


She was left for two days then and masturbated almost constantly. She was desperate to be fucked - preferably by her trainer but any of the guards would do - and she just couldn’t understand why none of them would see to her. The relief slaves seemed to get her share and she resented them deeply. In her desperation to escape the dark and the hood, she had begged the trainer to whip her and fuck her. If only he would do the second as well as he had done the first.


When her trainer entered the cell the next time it was to inform her that it was the last day of her catechism and led her to the stocks. She was so delighted to see him that she went eagerly and when he showed her that they were breast stocks, with her own hands she lifted and settled the soft and vulnerable orbs in the spiked lower cups before clasping her fingers behind her head as he lowered the upper board. 


“Are you ready now to serve me in any way I require?” he asked as the upper board hovered a few centimetres above the curves of smooth breastflesh.


“Yes, Sir,” Ayesha whispered, her breath catching a little in her throat as she contemplated the spikes lining the insides of the cups, about to drive her breasts down onto the other sets. 


“I want to whip your tits while these little beauties hold them still,” he said.


She made no reply other than to shift her feet a little to ready herself and then he slammed the board down. She let her breath out in a long sigh as she felt the stinging begin. The holes were tight on breasts as full as hers and the spikes dug well in as the trainer snapped the clip home on one end of the board. He came round to clip her wrists to her collar at the back of her neck and then went to stand in front of her with a riding crop in his hand.


He snapped the leather keeper down onto both nipples, one after the other and made her dance up onto her toes. He did it again and she couldn’t help but try and pull back. A throat rasping groan escaped her as soon as she tried it though. She was tethered by her breasts.


“It will be a long day,” her trainer said, smiling as he saw realisation dawn. “The constriction means that they will turn some interesting colours as time goes on. Of course we’ll have to rest them occasionally, and you just won’t believe how much it hurts to put them back!” He ran the crop lightly across the defenceless curves. “And of course they will become so sensitive by the end of the session!” He lifted the crop away and brought it down hard. The cell rang to the first scream of the day as the second guard entered with the relief slaves.


“Now, when you arrived in London you were already an experienced whore, cheat, thief and liar.....”
“Yes, Sir.Aaaargh!” Standing behind her the guard had begun to flog her back. “I.....I got a job....aaargh! No. Please!” In front of her the trainer began to flick at her pounding breasts with the crop while the stock whip cracked across her back. For what seemed like hours under the two-pronged assault, Ayesha stammered and screamed her way through a litany of double dealing until she reached Karen and Sir John.










Chapter 13



 


 

The Prince was at his desk in the Music Room when the phone rang. He was having two of the exquisitely tattooed slaves whipped as they hung by their wrists face to face, their moans of pain interspersed by their groans of pleasure as they kissed. Another slave was sitting on the desk, her legs spread wide apart for him. She was breathing hard and looking down at her crotch with wide eyed excitement, her labia had been pulled out and down and were pinned to the leather desk top by two shining steel needles. He was rubbing her clitoris into even harder erection, preparatory to further piercing.


Tutting he put the needle down and reached for the receiver. 


“Ah, Peter! How are things coming along with our lovely bet?”


He listened intently as the trainer repeated what Ayesha had just told him. “I thought you should know immediately. He’ll have to be warned,” Peter concluded.


In front of the Prince the slave wriggled invitingly but he waved Mahmut over irritably and gestured at the needles, he pulled them out and the slave sighed in disappointment.


“Thank you Peter. I’ll inform him straightaway of course. And cook up something special for that bitch!” the Prince said.

 

Ayesha was striped from shoulders to knees by the time Peter returned to her cell. He had left the guard to continue the flogging and gone straight to the phone; the guard had done well and not let up in the rhythm at all. The two relief slaves were moaning in frustration at having to watch such a thorough thrashing without being able to masturbate and Ayesha herself was barely able to keep her feet under her. At a gesture from him the guard stopped and Ayesha looked up at him as he stood in front of her. Despite her exhaustion from the prolonged flogging, he saw the smug look of triumph on her face as she straightened up in readiness for the full force of her coming punishment. She knew that she would have his undivided attention for quite some time yet and that was what was important for her now. He had her tamed, devoted to him. Now all he needed was to bind her to him. Usually it just took a thorough breast whipping but this one had earned herself something much more severe. She was undoubtedly the most corrupt and manipulative woman he had ever encountered. Enslaving her was an act of public service.


He surveyed the darkened orbs trapped in the stocks and flexed the crop slowly in front of her fascinated yet terrified gaze.


“Bring me the longest breast needles we have,” he told the guard.


Ayesha smiled, fierce and reckless. For the first time Peter saw some real potential for the arena in her, she welcomed the challenge of the coming suffering as a good fighting slave should.


He made her wait until it was late at night before he took her down, suctioning the sweat-soaked weight of her breasts out of the stocks and half-carrying her back to her straw. As soon as he let her down she opened her legs wide, looking up at him with lust and pain glazed eyes.


“I’m not taking the needles out until after I’ve fucked you.”


“No, Sir. Thank you, Sir. I deserve it.”


She was licking her lips in anxious anticipation as he lowered himself onto her and settled between her wide flung thighs, then he took his weight off his elbows and let his chest push down against the fullness of her breasts through which were threaded twenty needles.


From somewhere she found the energy to groan gratefully as he rammed his cock into her and began to thrust back and forth, dragging at her breasts as he did so and propelling her to orgasms so shattering that their memory would bind her to him irrevocably.

 

Sir John’s moods swung wildly between rage, humiliation and shame as he contemplated the sheer depth of Karen’s and Ayesha’s treachery. But slowly he began to calm down enough to realise that he had to act fast to avoid big trouble. He would have to cancel the movements of several valuable cargoes until the heat died down and he would have to make sure that Karen was put somewhere she could do him no further damage. He just couldn’t understand how his normally shrewd judgement had let him down so badly, he had been convinced that she was just a harmless bimbo. A beautiful girl who would ask no more than to be given a bit of work to make her feel modern, enough luxury to pamper herself with and regular fucks. He contemplated taking the riding crop to her but reluctantly decided that in his present mood he would only get himself into more trouble. A good thrashing was what she deserved though..........his mood lightened suddenly. He might not be able to make her suffer as she ought but he knew someone who could. He reached for the phone again.

 

“You were not considered worth betting any money on so it was purely a sportsman’s bet that I could make you into a slave who would serve her master in his bed, his dungeon or his arena. I have won the bet.” 


Ayesha knelt before her trainer, she watched his lips form the words and wished only to be allowed to kiss them. She just couldn’t get over how supremely proud she felt that this man of power - a man who could condemn her to deserved suffering - would nevertheless give her the chance to redeem herself. Each time he gave her an order and allowed her to obey it, she felt her heart would burst with gratitude.


“Yes, Sir,” she breathed. She was naked and had been brought from the catechism cell to her trainer’s own room. She knelt with her buttocks on her heels, her hands neatly behind her, her thighs well apart and her breasts pushed well forward. All the traces of her final ordeal had faded and her olive skin was back to its smooth perfection. In his presence her nipples had hardened and she was mentally begging him to notice how desperately she wanted to serve him.


“Normally the arena slaves are the property of His Highness, but you are different. You will belong to me, I will own and train you but you will fight with the Prince’s squad. Understand?”


Ayesha couldn’t believe her luck. The man who knew her wickedness better than anyone in the world was going to allow her to be owned by him. She sat up even straighter and thrust her chest out even more proudly.


“You fuck enthusiastically - but then you’ve had a lot of experience, you whore!”


Ayesha trembled deliciously at the word. Yes, she had been that, a worthless wicked whore. But she had been given a chance to be what she now knew all women should be. Impetuously she bent forwards and licked at her master’s toes.


“You were not ordered to do that!” he snapped. “I should have you hung out on the battlements and flogged to the blood!”


“Yes.......Sir,” she whispered between licks.


Irritably he kicked her away and she went back to her previous pose.


“But as the Prince is coming to judge how well I have you trained, I suppose you had better keep your hide intact. You show some talent in the dungeon and under the whip but you have yet to serve in the arena.”


Ayesha kept quite still, hanging on his every word.


“It is not enough to provide entertainment by simply being pounded over and over again like you were the other week. You must learn to put up some kind of fight and this afternoon you will take your place out on the training ground and you will do considerably better than you did last time. If you don’t I might put you back into the Dark and not bother taking you out again.”


She looked at him in utter horror but could see nothing except calm intent and complete honesty. She swallowed fearfully and determined that whatever it cost she would fight to the last of her strength. He stood up in front of her and she raised her eyes adoringly.


“But in the meantime, while you’re down there.......”


She smiled in delight and knelt up to unzip his flies and worship him with all her heart.


	She was led out onto the training ground with the taste of him still fresh on her tongue, she had a new collar with her name engraved on a small plaque under the D ring at the front, she was ridiculously proud of it and walked at the end of her leash with complete self-confidence. Her master wanted her to do something; so that thing would be done.


The squad were cooling off after the latest series of bouts and were as usual sitting in the shade of the walkway and taking water from the chipped cups that were passed around. Ayesha’s owner bent and took up a whip before handing it to her and then turning to the squad.


“Right! I want one of you sluts to teach this one another lesson!”


There was an instant forest of raised hands and eager pleas to be allowed to pound her all over again. Ayesha waited calmly while a selection was made, a tall slender black girl with her hair in corn rows. Her teeth gleamed brightly as she smiled in anticipation and sidled towards Ayesha.


This time she knew what was coming and was quite unafraid, instead of worrying about the pain of the coming lash she was looking for weaknesses..........and saw one.


Over-confident, the girl telegraphed her opening move. She raised her arm high and half turned, opening herself to Ayesha, who was perfectly ready. Ducking slightly she stepped forwards, not bothering to shield herself from the incoming lash, just concentrating on the wide-legged stance of her opponent. As the lash smacked down onto her shoulder, she flicked her whip upwards - instinctively using a wristy movement to help the heavy lashes fly up with maximum force. A swing just wouldn’t have done the job. As it was the flicked leathers bit spitefully into the girl’s labia and her yell of triumph faded into a shocked gurgle as she doubled over. Ayesha raised her own whip and began to smack the leathers down across the sweat-bedewed, chocolate skin of the girl’s back. She got in seven or eight before, desperately, the girl swung backhandedly at the fronts of Ayesha’s thighs. Without giving it a single thought, she reached down with her free hand and tore the whip from her opponent’s grasp without missing a beat of the thrashing she was giving. She went on even while the girl was on all fours, she didn’t stop when her arms gave out and she pitched forwards, her head down and her backside up. Instead she moved to stand over the back of the girl’s head and looked at her trainer. He was standing in front of the line of shocked squad girls and smiling, making no move to either encourage or stop her. She looked down at the body before her. The glistening, dark-brown skin was showing definite signs of the thrashing, dark, mulberry coloured lines traced complicated patterns of pain across the flesh, she was heaving and panting for breath but had obeyed the gladiator’s first rule - don’t go down until you’ve given a good show. Without her whip all she had been able to do was stay up for as long as possible. Ayesha knew, she had been there. But she had no pity, she only had a job to do. Slowly she raised the whip and brought it down along the spine, burying the ends of the lashes, where the real bite was, between the buttocks. The girl’s head snapped back and she issued a yodelling scream before flattening herself to the ground before her conqueror.


There was the sound of one pair of hands clapping as a shocked silence engulfed the courtyard. It was her trainer, her master.


“Go on. You’ve earned it,” he told her.


Ayesha turned the girl over with her foot and then settled herself down over her face. The feel of a tongue and lips working at her sex was at once exquisitely pleasurable and a painful reminder of her treacherous past with Karen. But if her master said it was all right, then it was her duty to enjoy it, so she let her full weight down and sighed with contentment as the tongue searched its way up into her vagina.


The wrestling bout lasted longer. The black girl’s fate alerted the other slaves to the fact that something unusual was taking place. Ayesha was matched against another Arabic girl who sidled in cautiously, the contestants circled each other, arms out, fencing with each other, making and breaking grips, testing. But suddenly the more experienced girl went for a finger lock, trying to bend Ayesha’s hand backwards and bring her to her knees. Taken by surprise, Ayesha was forced down and the girl came close, reaching for a breast. Ayesha let her grab it, burying her fingers hard and deep, the nails scoring the skin. She waited until, with a grin of triumph the girl’s face came down towards hers. Then Ayesha stood up. Her head cracked into the girl’s face and she reeled away, both hands clasped across her nose which had begun to bleed. Ayesha had no science but what she did have was the experience of street fighting in several of the world’s roughest cities and of fighting off attempts at mugging and worse. She also had a burning desire to do exactly what her master wanted. In order for him to claim his prize she had to show she could serve him in his arena. She went after her hapless opponent with kicks and clumsy clubbing punches. It was not pretty but it worked. The girl’s nose was pouring and she couldn’t take her hands away from it. In the end Ayesha managed to wrench one of her arms out to the side and twist it so that she was forced down. She looked up at her owner and he nodded. 

 

Peter Lang raised a hand to cover the smile he couldn’t restrain as he watched her. Ayesha was standing with hands braced on knees, her chest heaving, her eyes watchful - and eager. He had the feeling that he was witnessing the birth of a very special fighting slave. She didn’t know enough to fight with any real skill but she had real passion. It was as if all the energy she had previously put into being manipulative and corrupt had suddenly, through his ministrations found a new channel to flow through - devoted service to a master who could save her or condemn her as he chose.


He threw her a set of boxing straps and she caught them with a kind of thoughtless grace to the movement - as if she had been fighting naked for her master all her life.


He turned to the other slaves.


“Have I got a squad full of pussies who can’t beat a raw recruit? Shall I put her into the next show on her own and tell everyone my squad was too scared?”


One girl stood up and marched out instantly, Ayesha thought she might be Italian, she was dark and tossed her head proudly as she buckled on the straps. One of the guards stepped forwards with two sets of corsets and thongs but Peter waved him back.


“No, let ‘em slug it out,” he said smiling at the prospect.


Once again he watched Ayesha fling herself into the fray, shrugging off her opponent’s blows but putting so much effort into her own that she yelled as she swung her weighted fists in roundhouse swings that slowly wore the more experienced slave down. In the end he called a draw as it was plain neither girl would go down until enough damage had been done to warrant two or three days’ rest. The two combatants staggered drunkenly, leaning against each other only sporadically managing a swing. Their bodies ran with sweat and sprays of it went up with each punch, the straps had left angry bruises and scrapes on their ribs, breasts and stomachs.


It was early days but Peter was fairly sure, as he clicked his fingers and Ayesha came and knelt beside him, that not only had he won his prize, he had created something special for the arenas.










Chapter 14



 


 

Once the longed-for phone call had come through, Karen had immediately had her husband’s secretary make the necessary arrangements. It was convenient that he himself was not in town at the time and the plane was free but after the long weeks of waiting without any news of Ayesha, Karen felt she was due some luck. As the plane levelled out in the blinding sunlight above the heavy English cloud cover, she leaned back in her seat and as her eyes roved over the blonde stewardess lustfully she let her thoughts drift ahead; to the remote principality of Bakhtar - and Ayesha.


The call had come late on, two evenings previously. Someone who was working with Brian on Sir John’s case had told her that at long last they had had a breakthrough. Brian himself had flown out to Bakhtar and was waiting for her to join him. Everything was poised and ready to go, the caller told her, so on no account should she attempt to contact anyone on any of the numbers he had given her as it might alert Sir John, who was becoming suspicious and might have set up bugging arrangements. She should just get to Bakhtar as fast as possible and Brian would meet her there. 


Languidly, she stretched her legs out in front of her and thought about how a reunion with Ayesha might go. If her kidnappers had kept her in reasonable conditions then it might only be a few hours before she was ready to fuck Brian and let her watch. Then Ayesha would make her lick his spend out of her and with luck both of them would beat her. She was sure they would like each other. Through heavy-lidded eyes she watched as the blonde approached with a gin and tonic and bent down to put it on the table beside her. The top three buttons of her blouse were open and as she leaned over, Karen was treated to a sight of the deep, smooth valley between her breasts. The drink was deposited and the girl smiled at Karen without standing up.


“I take it my husband hired you to provide any services the passengers might want,” Karen said, her throat tight with excitement.


The girl nodded and smiled again.


“Right. I want you to fuck the flight crew one after the other while I watch. Then, if I ask you very nicely, you’ll let me eat you out.”


The girl was unperturbed and stood up to strip while Karen crossed her legs to trap and hold the growing excitement in her belly. While she didn’t have Ayesha’s lusciousness, the stewardess was nonetheless a good-looking girl and while she sauntered casually out of the cabin and into the cockpit, stark naked, Karen stood to unzip her own dress and step out of it. 


The two women had hardly regained their dresses and their composure after an exhausted sleep before the plane touched down and taxied to a halt. The stewardess opened the door and unfolded the steps, then stood back to usher Karen out. She emerged into stifling heat and squinted down at the long black limousine Brian - of course, who else? - had sent to meet her and the big, swarthy man standing, holding the door open for her.


“Enjoy your stay,” the blonde whispered as Karen began to descend.


“I’m sure I will,” she replied. 


The Arab smiled and beckoned her into the luxurious, air conditioned interior of the car.

 

Some two hours later, the Prince and Peter Lang leaned on a balcony with cool drinks in their hands and watched as Karen received her first thrashing in the royal household. She was staked out, arms and legs spread wide and face pressed against the grass in one of the palace’s innumerable atriums while Mahmut worked on her. She had long since run out of breath with which to scream and only a residual twitching of her body answered the lashes now, the smacking of the leather echoing off the walls and mingling with the excited giggling of the other household slaves who were watching from another balcony.


Mahmut stopped eventually and wiped the sweat from his brow, looking up interrogatively at his master.


“Hood her and bring her to the Music Room,” he ordered.


As the two men walked slowly along the marble corridors towards the room, they discussed the forthcoming show.


“Ayesha’s having her number tattooed today,” Peter was saying, “and once you’ve tested her yourself I’ll put her in the squad for this show and then we’ll see.”


“You’re quite confident that you’ve won your prize, Peter?”


“Absolutely, Your Highness. And I really think she shows a lot of promise. I wouldn’t be at all surprised if she can join the solo fighters after just this one show.”


The Prince raised his eyebrows. It would be the first time that a girl had achieved such rapid promotion, but Peter was an extremely shrewd judge of females. He would look forward to testing her out once he had decided the fate of her erstwhile lover.


As the men entered, Mahmut was just standing back from having tied the hooded woman’s wrists to a hook on the end of a chain. She was staggering with exhaustion, her back, buttocks and thighs were almost completely covered in one huge raised area of pink, where the strap’s weals had overlapped and combined to form one continuous swelling. Mahmut stood back and grasped a yellow control which hung from the winch above. He pressed a button on it and the motor whirred into life, reeling in the chain and pulling the woman’s arms up. She screamed in blind terror but Mahmut stopped the motor while she could just about stand on tip toes.


The hood was one complete with padded ear flaps and left just the slave’s mouth free so the two men made no attempt to whisper.


“Even if she were not so eminently deserving of enslavement and not the wife of Sir John, she would still be a tempting little morsel,” the Prince said and Peter had to agree. She was shorter than Ayesha but her chest supported deliciously round and firm looking breasts, her thighs and legs were shapely and between them was a surprisingly capacious vagina. He had sampled it with his fingers once she had been staked out for her initial whipping and had recalled Ayesha, screaming under the relentless assault of the whip in her final catechism session, stumbling out tales of what Karen had liked her to put up it. The real surprise, he felt, was not how big it was but that it could still contract at all. Even he had never put a blow torch canister up a vagina, but apparently that was only one of the objects Ayesha had been able to introduce.


Peter watched as the Prince’s hand reached out and stroked the woman’s stomach. She gasped in shock and tried to pull away as she felt the hand touch her. Mahmut slapped her rump smartly and she held steady while the Prince ran his fingers through her pubic bush and delved between the legs. At first she tried to keep her thighs clenched but a further slap on her backside made her shuffle her feet apart enough to allow the Prince’s fingers entry into her vagina.


Peter smiled as he saw the look of surprise his boss’s face.


“Ayesha told me that she’s a really dedicated masochist,” he told the Prince. “Some of the things she liked were frankly disgusting.”


The Prince was still working his fingers inside the woman and she was trying not to gasp with pleasure. “If even you found her extreme, then she must be indeed,” he said grinning widely.


“You wouldn’t believe the things she used to get up there,” Peter continued. “What plans have you got for her?”


“I’ll have her sent to the women’s village and tattooed, then when she returns I’ll keep her to amuse guests and serve as a slave to the other slaves. She deserves nothing less.”


Peter had been afraid that that was the answer he was going to get.


“Your Highness, might I suggest that that might not be the best plan?”


The Prince slid his hand out from between Karen’s legs, sniffed his glistening fingers appreciatively and began caressing her breasts.


“Oh now don’t be a spoilsport, Peter. I’m looking forward to making her life one long punishment.”


“I think once you see what Ayesha has become you will agree that anything which risks disturbing her is to be avoided. There is bound to be talk among the guards, a wealthy Englishwoman gracing your household as a slave. Ayesha will pick up the gossip and will realise who it is. Believe me, we don’t want anything to unfocus her.”


The Prince sighed. “I really do hope that this wretched girl is everything you say she is. What is your suggestion then?”


“Send her to the village and have her tattooed by all means. I agree she should be marked permanently as a slave. Play with her for a few weeks and then sell her. I’ve got an idea I know who might like her and if you’ll allow me to talk to him first, then I think I might come up with something entertaining.”


“Oh very well, Peter. I’m sure you know best.”


They left Mahmut to take Karen down and lock her away for the night. The next day was going to be busy


It was a tradition on the arena circuit that before a ‘show’ the owners and trainers of both squads would meet and discuss matters like the order of events, the weapons to be used, the protection - or lack of it - the slaves would wear, their accommodation and the amount of access the guests would have to them. On this occasion, as Peter had developed some new ideas and his was the home arena, the meeting was being held there. This entailed moving a sizeable part of the Prince’s household up country and for the last fortnight, the squad would move from the fort and lodge at the arena as well. 


A small convoy of vehicles left the palace in the quiet of early morning, in one four by four rode the Prince’s favourite chef, behind that in a truck came a considerable number of his harem behind them he and Peter rode in another four by four and after them came the Prince’s bodyguard.










Chapter 15



 


 

After her initial exploits in the courtyard, Ayesha had been taken to her master’s room and never had she felt so proud as when he had bent her over a table and taken her from behind. His urgency was such that he couldn’t wait for the dust of the training ground to be washed off and he took her just as she was, dirty, dishevelled and bruised but then, just as abruptly, he had had her sent away and put back in solitary confinement.


The next day, as she lay on her bed of straw, a guard tattooed the number 63 where all the other slaves wore their numbers, just inside their left hip bone. She had watched the whole process in fascination and ignored the discomfort. As he worked the guard told her that her master had gone back to the capital, Bakhtar itself and would be gone for some days. In the meantime she would start training in earnest.


The squad seemed to bear her no ill will and she settled in quickly under the watchful eye of Hassan who drilled them during the Englishman’s absence. She began to acquire some of the gladiator’s skills, such as the crotch hold in wrestling contests. It was a way of hoisting a female by inserting a thumb in her vagina and two fingers in her anus if the girls were face to face, or inserting the thumb in the anus and the fingers in the vagina if the hold was applied from behind. She learned that it was a hold which was used near the end of a contest when one girl was close to exhaustion; she also learned that there was a lot of theatre involved. The victim would teeter on tip toes begging the other girl not to complete the hold. Her pleas would be ignored and the hand inside her would clench, squeezing the septum between her passages. And then as the victim squealed the opponent’s free hand would chop down, jerking the hand out as the fingers still gripped. It was inevitably the beginning of the end. Alternatively, if the girl applying the hold was strong enough the victim could be lifted clear off her feet before the hand was withdrawn. Ayesha found she was capable of that feat and as slave number forty-one writhed at her feet, after her first successful lift, Ayesha was rewarded with an arched eyebrow and just a hint of a smile from grizzled old Hassan


From the other girls, and from Hassan, she learned that the audiences liked to see the spectacles of female gladiatorial contests prolonged as long as possible, and as they were some distance from the onlookers, it was necessary sometimes to exaggerate. But never, never were they to fake anything, no punch was ever pulled, no lash delivered with anything less than full strength. They were to fight and compete to the bitter end in every event. Ayesha came to know and fear the studded boxing corset and thong but as with all the events she was aware that her master wanted her to excel at them and so she did. She learned to shrug off pain and control the arousal she felt at being constantly degraded and exposed in front of the men. Under the stern tutelage of Hassan, she was taught to think her way through a bout, spinning out of trouble and dodging an opponent’s whip or fists, acquiring almost balletic skills and never finding herself disgraced at the end of training when Hassan would pick on a few girls for slacking and put them to the whip. Her only problem came when bouts became long and very tough. When the pain was at its worst, that was when she found it hardest to contain her arousal. She gloried in the pain which obeying her master’s orders brought her; the more she suffered the more she redeemed herself and the more grateful she was to him.

 

She was moved from her cell and joined the girls of Five Platoon. One of their number had recently been sold and Ayesha replaced her to bring them back up to strength. The platoon’s leader was the black girl - whose name was Miriam - Ayesha had beaten so comprehensively after her release from the catechism cell. Her performance then and the fact that she was known to belong to the trainer himself made her a bit of a celebrity. The five platoons were housed in different parts of the fort and only congregated out in the courtyard or for meals which were taken in silence in a huge echoing chamber where good wholesome food was served to the naked ranks of slaves by scornful women who were swathed from head to toe in traditional robes. The gladiators paid them no attention however. They might be the lowest of the low to the other women but it was the desire for their bodies that sustained the interesting bulges in the guards’ shorts and trousers. At first Ayesha was shocked at how relaxed the relationship between guards and slaves seemed to be. Five Platoon were quartered in a long, low sort of annexe to one of the main corridors. It was above ground and had narrow windows cut into the rock, overlooking the courtyard. Down one side of the room were five double pallets and beyond them were the showers and the toilets. She had expected to be chained in solitary each night, but instead she found that the girls slept together quite openly and with complete promiscuity. Furthermore the guards knew each girl’s name and called her by it. And although all the girls knew they had to address any man as ‘Sir’, they also knew their names. Sometimes a guard would drop by to beat and enjoy one or two of the girls before the evening meal and once he was finished he might let slip some interesting titbits of gossip as he lounged on a bed. For that reason the girls themselves were careful to be at their most obedient and passionate at those times.


But that having been said, Ayesha found her new life every bit as cruel as she could have wished for. The days followed an almost invariable routine, they were roused in the grey dawn and their collars unpadlocked from the chains which restrained them overnight. Shivering, they had to perform their morning call of nature before a guard who noted the consistency and quantity of the stools before allowing each girl to wash in icy cold water. Still shivering they were herded out into the courtyard and made to run until they were warmed up and the sleep was cleared from their heads. Once more they were herded back to their barracks, the whips snapping at their backs and they were weighed and measured. One guard took the readings while another noted them down. The circumference of their thighs was noted, as was that of their breasts and even their calves. They were stood in front of an adjustable frame and the vertical distance between their collar bones and nipples measured.


Miriam informed her succinctly that this was because the trainer wanted them fit and strong enough to put up good fights in the arena but he wanted to make sure they stayed sexy enough for “fucking and flogging”. So they were watched carefully for signs of developing too much muscle tissue and their breasts for signs of sagging - a crime punishable by immediate selling, Miriam informed her grimly. After breakfast it was back out to the courtyard and intense practice until the sun drove them into the shade of the walkway where they were fed and watered and allowed to doze until the full fury of the heat had abated. Then they trained or ran until, as the shadows began to lengthen, any girls who were thought to have not pulled their full weight were put to the whipping posts on top of the ramparts and flogged in front of the whole squad.


After that they were given an hour or so to shower and relax before the evening meal. After that they were allowed back to their barracks to attend to trimming pubes, washing, cutting and brushing their hair and the thousand and one feminine rituals even slaves perform. During this last part of the day, partners for the night were selected and usually by the time the guards came to chain them, they were locked in passionate couplings. The barracks would resound to the sounds of smacks and male laughter as the men casually slapped at exposed rumps and breasts as they padlocked the collar chains and only then did they lock the door as they left. Ayesha had been amazed at how much freedom they had.


“Where would you run to?” Miriam asked when she mentioned it to her one day. And then the black girl had slipped her hand between Ayesha’s whip-scored thighs and her fingers had sunk easily into her humid depths. 


“And why on earth would you run anyway?” she murmured as she lowered her head to nip at an engorged nipple and fetch groans of helpless delight from Ayesha.


Though the routine was tough, it wasn’t endless. Peter Lang acknowledged that the girls would fight better if they had breaks in their training. Consequently, every fifth week each platoon was excused training and allowed to rest up in the day and serve the guards at night. The fort was too remote to allow for being used as an SM brothel so no guests were involved.


Ayesha renewed her acquaintance with the subtler forms of pain a female slave could enjoy. Every clamp, peg and needle she suffered reminded her of how she had loved watching Karen suffer under them; how even the humble clothes peg could transform a kitchen into an erotic torture chamber. But in the dark, rock hewn chambers where the girls sighed, cried and groaned in pain and orgasm, the memory of Karen became a pale, ethereal thing beside the sharp, bright intensity of her experiences as the men worked on her breasts, her vulva, her buttocks and then screwed her almost into oblivion. The sweetest humiliation was when they were used by Hassan to train some of the newer guards. The girls would spend hours, sometimes wrist or ankle suspended for as long as possible or tied tightly against a frame or post while they were whipped - slowly. Hassan would stand beside the novice and criticise each lash with cane or whip.


“No, no!” he would growl after a few strokes. “I told you to imagine you are punishing her in the arena for losing a contest. If you whip at that speed the crowd will blink and miss it! Make the slave suffer! Take it slowly and she’ll writhe and wriggle; make a good show. Hammer her like you would a nail and all you’ll get is an unconscious slave and a grumbling crowd. Now try it again!”


The state of the slave’s body appeared to be irrelevant in these sessions and Ayesha got an especial kick out of being put to an X shaped cross, face out and used as a living instruction manual for breast beating on one occasion.


“Let the weight of the flogger’s lashes do the work for you!” Hassan would intone, guiding his charge’s hand in a figure of eight sweep across her chest, her heavy breasts swinging and rippling in the aftermath. “If you do that, you won’t tire yourself and the slave will last much longer. Take some time every now and then to torment the nipples a bit. That makes them scream and they like that in the arenas. If you’re whipping her for your own pleasure or for a guest’s then concentrate more on making the tits swing prettily. But again, don’t be in a hurry, take as much time as you or your audience want. She’s not going anywhere!” This last was addressed to the owner of the tits in question and was accompanied by an agonising tweak of the nipples.


Anna, a blonde Estonian girl whose second stable this was, having been sold by her previous one, summed it all up one night at the end of a session.


Ayesha was on her knees, gratefully fellating one of the more experienced guards who had subjected her to a long and skilful breast beating and piercing procedure when Hassan had begun to give a masterclass in caning using Anna’s arse. He hadn’t restrained her at all, just had her bend over a table. The strokes were delivered exquisitely slowly and while at one end Anna, gasped and cried, at the other her hips swayed, her back began to bow and hump, she flexed her thighs and the audience could see her slicked labia sliding past each other. Hassan laughed and joked with his pupils and colleagues as he slowly, slowly drove her up to the shattering peak of climax and they all saw her freeze on a jagged point of bright pain. Her breath hissed from between her teeth.


“Where there is one climax,” Hassan laughed, “there will be others.”


Mercilessly he drove her through orgasm after orgasm while her body gyrated, sweated and danced before the whole cellar. Sometimes he just flicked her, sometimes he gave her a full blooded lash and her wavering cries echoed round the dungeon. The slaves were as riveted as the guards, Ayesha no longer sucked on her guard’s cock, instead she stayed on her knees and with her head turned so she could watch Anna, she stroked the throbbing shaft with her cheek and caressed it with her hand now and again.


At long last, Anna collapsed, her buttocks a fiery mass of rough ridges and cuts and everyone was suddenly propelled into urgent action. Hassan immediately began fucking the semi-conscious girl, Ayesha’s head was firmly gripped and turned, her mouth imperiously guided back to the shining helm and all around her men sank themselves into well-trained female bodies.


Ayesha had helped Anna as the bedraggled group had limped back up the stairs.


“This bloody stable is well worth fighting for,” she had said as she wiped the tears from her face. “They know how to whip you here. Last place, they just made us bleed every day, here they fuck you good as well. If a girl is fucked good, she fights good. And then she fucks even better!” 










Chapter 16



 


 

Ayesha’s master didn’t return. Instead one morning, when they were led out expecting another day’s training, there were three trucks waiting for them. Wire mesh cages had been constructed to reach above the sides of their load platforms and Hassan stood in front of them.


“Today we go up country to the arena and begin final practices for another show. Last one you did okay, but Mr Lang says he wants you to look up at the ramparts and do even better this time.”


Ayesha looked up and saw that beside each whipping post there was now a sort of gibbet with a large cage slung from its arm. Beside her Miriam shuddered.


The back panels of the trucks were dropped and doors of mesh opened in the cages so the girls could clamber aboard.


“Two shows ago the trainer was very angry,” Miriam managed to whisper as they waited to board. “He picked six of us at random and put us in those cages for a week, the rest went into solitary. They let us out for food, water and beating then put us back. We froze by night and burned by day.”


Ayesha was appalled at the cruelty and said so.


“Don’t be fooled into thinking we’re anything other than their slaves. If we don’t please we’ll really suffer - and I don’t mean like in a dungeon.” She glanced up at the sinister shape of the cage. “No orgasms up there. And that was the worst thing. The arenas are the horniest places on God’s earth. No cock for a week afterwards hurts more than you can understand..........yet.”


A knot of combined fear and excitement formed in Ayesha’s stomach. She was certain that her master must have gone straight to the arena. That was where she was going and either triumph or punishment awaited her. She, like many others looked up at the cages, swinging in the ceaseless wind as the trucks bumped out through the arched gateway and headed north, taking the Prince’s squad girls to their next show.


It was a long and uncomfortable ride. They stopped occasionally for water but didn’t eat until it was dark. The guards picked ten of the girls to prepare the supper for all of them while the men lounged by the fire and the girls sat a bit farther off. The country was so remote and inhospitable there was no point in shackling them and Ayesha felt strangely agoraphobic after so long confined in the fort. 


They arrived in the middle of the following day. The trucks bumped over a rise and all the girls stood up suddenly, hanging onto the mesh, all trying to see forwards. Ayesha craned over them and gasped at what she saw spread out below them in a valley.


There wasn’t just an arena. There was an entire town, brand new and shining white in the sun it lined the mouth of a river as it flowed into the sea in a deep bay. There was a harbour there with a few dhows at anchor but there were moorings for many more boats and a breakwater. One long road led away inland and towering over the local, flat roofed houses were modern blocks. 


“Hotels for the guests,” Miriam told her.


Where the land was flat was a small airfield and what looked like some kind of circular race track complete with grandstands. And right at the far end of the road away on their left, where the mountains began to rear, stark and rocky and the road became a mere track, was the arena itself. Ayesha swallowed nervously as her eyes took in the squat bulk of the place. In a few days or weeks - she had no idea which - every seat would be taken and an audience of people from all over the world would be united in their enjoyment of watching naked girl gladiators fight, compete, toil and suffer for their entertainment. She would be made a part of the spectacle and her master was allowing her, no ordering her, to enjoy every second of her own degradation. Gratitude, excitement, fear and arousal all coursed through her, sending her heart rate soaring and making her tingle from her nipples to her groin.


Next to her, Miriam smiled a tight, tense smile. “Once you’re out on the sand, you know every cock in the place is hard for you. When you hear how they scream when you’re whipped and when you’re fucked...........” She shook her head, unable to find words. Instead Ayesha felt her hand stroke her right buttock and she recalled Miriam’s words about the arenas, “the horniest places on God’s earth,” and she couldn’t help but smile herself.

 

“A two man chariot? What an interesting idea!”


The men examined the lightweight vehicle as it stood on the sand floor of the arena.


The Prince and Peter Lang accompanied by Omar Osman and his trainer Heinz, were discussing the forthcoming show. Peter’s deputy, a tall Italian by the name of Paolo who had been left in charge of the solo fighters, had overseen this development from his boss’s drawings and had tried it out only the previous day. He stood forward now to explain his findings.


“As we all know previously we used two slaves to provide the main forward push and two - one at each end - of a single shaft to half push and half fight with opposing teams.”


He turned to this new chariot and pointed out the three short shafts which now crossed the lengthened main one at right angles to it. “We have found that with six slaves pulling two men, the chariot corners much faster and is less likely to overturn. Furthermore on each side there are three slaves capable of fighting even while they are pushing, which will give much more entertainment.”


Standing quietly in the tunnel which led into the arena were six of the stable’s solo fighters, the real stars of the arena world. They were quartered there permanently, each of them had her number tattooed at her left hip but in addition they bore, on their right, in graceful arabic characters the Prince’s full title - The Hawk of God.


“Harness them up, Paolo,” he now suggested and waved to the guard to bring the girls out. They were naked apart from the customary collars, restraints and harness consisting of bridles, studded tit straps and thongs supporting dildos and butt plugs, each girl bore, on one forearm, a metal elbow length glove. They took their places and it became clear that all three girls on the left shafts had their left arms armoured and those of the right; their right arms. It meant that any team trying to overtake or make them crash, from either side, could be engaged and fought off. One guard went from girl to girl, fixing the wrist nearer the main shaft to the shaft she was going to use for pushing. Meanwhile the other one mounted the chariot and took up his whip.


“You will notice,” the Prince explained, “that in order for the whip to adequately encourage the front runners, it has had to be made much longer.” The mounted guard demonstrated. The whip was a long flexible shaft with a ring at its end. From this hung a wicked length of whipcord with its end frayed. He flicked it expertly and it scythed out, slicing meatily into the side of one of the front runners’ breasts, making even that battle hardened gladiator gasp and twist.


“The driver himself needs a different weapon,” Peter Lang took over. “He uses a short, flat bladed flogger to work on the two directly in front of him and steers the front two runners, you’ll note that they’re the only ones with reins. His partner concentrates purely on flogging the front two pairs and the opposition.”


Osman laughed. “I like it! Double the whippping and three times the fighting power!”


Seeing that the explanations were now complete and the driver was mounted and had the reins gathered, Peter waved them away. With a barrage of smacks from the short whip and crisp, hard cuts from the long one the chariot took off and immediately the men saw the improvement. With six slaves concentrating on powering the vehicle it accelerated much more quickly than the one man version and when it turned at the far end of the arena it hardly needed to slacken its pace at all. The two men just shifted their weight to the inside and the chariot followed its team with no fuss at all. As it swept back towards the spectators the men lashed their team on furiously, the long whip tracing intricate patterns in the air before cracking across the sweating backs of the girls. It hurtled towards the onlookers faster and faster, the wheels thundering on the sand. Then the driver hauled hard to his right on the reins, the front two slaves squealed as their bits and their heads were wrenched and then the chariot skidded past the onlookers, the wheels drifting sideways but the pace never slacking, dust clouds flew up and engulfed the small audience briefly but then the chariot was away on its second lap.


“Magnificent!” Osman clapped his hands in delight.


“And did you see how the chariot drifted!” Heinz exclaimed. “With a bit of practice a driver could use that to take the legs out from under an opposing team!”


“Exactly,” Peter agreed. “Much more of a spectacle, I’m sure you’ll agree. I can let you have some of the longer whips for your men to practise with and of course the new design for the chariot.”


As they spoke the rig completed its second lap and the driver brought it to a skidding halt beside them. The slaves pranced and reared as they they tried to stop as quickly as the driver was demanding, then stood panting and sweating while their weals were examined and then the men adjourned for dinner.

 

The squad was housed in nothing more than a row of cages in a sort of stableblock built inside the arena. They had just a pallet to sleep on and steel bars to the front and sides of them. There was an almost tangible air of tension. The guards were more brusque and used their whips more often, they chatted and laughed amongst themselves less. Ayesha caught five hard lashes across her back for simply taking what one thought was too long on the toilet. What was even more noticeable was that not one man made use of any of the girls available to him. Over the coming days Ayesha was to gather from overheard conversations that the trainer always instituted a regime of strict sexual abstinence prior to a show. He felt it made the girls perform better in the arena, and for the men there were always the palace slaves to be enjoyed instead.

 

The following morning Peter had Ayesha brought to him out on the arena floor. The other men hadn’t joined him yet and he wanted a word with her before the day’s business was attended to. He liked seeing the arena empty and silent, if you once experienced it, it made the riot of colour and noise the games produced all the more exciting. In his mind he pictured the spectacles which would be staged there in just a couple of weeks’ time. The smooth sand would be churned up and, in the final melee they which they would be discussing that day, would be scattered with a hundred naked females desperately battling their way to inevitable defeat at the hands of men. They would fight with twofold desperation, firstly as well trained slaves they would want to prolong matters and make the subsequent submission more exquisite, secondly they would not want to face their owner’s and trainer’s anger if they failed to put on a good show. And as they fought, the terraces would seethe with sexual frenzy as men and women cheered on the victors even while they coupled or groped each other. It was not uncommon to see women with their skirts bunched at their waists being fingered by men who seemed to be complete strangers while they in turn masturbated another man. In the evenings the terraces took a long while to clear as people who had been unwilling to look away for a second while the fights and competitions took place, satisfied the raging needs that had built up. The number of women in the crowds was increasing all the time but Peter had frequently seen men queueing up to screw them in the aftermath of a day’s games. The women themselves were often in the grip of a sort of frenzy and urged the men on, one after the other. Their breasts were bared for most of the time and he had even seen some raking their own with their nails during some of the most excitngly cruel action.


His thoughts were interrupted by Paolo leading Ayesha out of the tunnel and onto the sand. She gazed around her, her expression a mixture of awe, fear and excitement. Even though she had only been kept naked and chained for a short time she had already developed the gladiator’s easy acceptance of her nudity. Her hands were clipped together behind her, her shoulders were back and her long, shapely thighs strode openly and confidently, her breasts swung as she walked and her hips swayed with unconscious grace. She didn’t seem to notice the lead running from her collar to Paolo’s hand as she stared round her. The only jarring note in her beauty was the slight redness at her crotch. When the squad was installed in the arena prior to a show he always had them shaved. No gladiator’s body should provide an adversary with any purchase. Ayesha finally saw him and dropped her gaze submissively as she was brought to stand before him.


“The Prince will put you to your final test today. If you fail you will be free to go,” he told her and then caught her cheeks between finger and thumb, forcing her to look up and look him in the eye. “You will be free,” he repeated and inwardly exulted at the look of panic that flashed across her face. “But you know what’s out there don’t you Ayesha? The dark. The dark inside you.” He held her until he was certain she understood him.


“Yes, Sir,” she whispered. “I won’t fail.”


Peter knew that she wouldn’t. To fail him would be to lose him and she needed him to give her orders and allow her to obey them, only that way would she find some kind of redemption for her previous life.


The silence was broken by the Prince and his guests striding through the tunnel, their voices echoing loudly until they stepped out onto the sand.


“Put her on the frame,” Peter told his deputy and watched as she was led over to the triangular frame standing a few yards away. At its apex two supporting legs joined it and ran back and down to the ground. The front was just two poles making a sloping triangle with one crossbar running across at crotch height. From the centre of this, spearing up from a short projection was a wooden phallus.


Peter watched as Paolo ordered Ayesha to impale herself on it. She was plainly dry and had some problems accommodating it, her labia dragging painfully up and in until she began a hurried frotting of her clitoris, her legs inelegantly bent outward at the knees in the most blatant of poses any woman could adopt. But quite suddenly she moistened and was able to get the wooden prong inside her and settle her legs, her feet by the two front legs of the frame. He went over to her.


“Hold onto the top. You will not be tied while you are flogged but if you take your hands off at any time, you will fail and you will be set free.”


She reached immediately and gave him a frightened glance over her raised arm. He tidied her hair and swept it forwards over her shoulders then gave her breast an encouraging squeeze before leaving her.


When he rejoined the other men the Prince was showing them the new whip.


“The problem was that although the duels with the old studded whips were good to watch, the fights didn’t go on for long because the toughest slave could only take a couple of lashes.”


He paused, they all knew that Osman’s stable had introduced those whips controversially without notifying the opposition over a year previously but he crowds had loved seeing the slaves competing with the studs piercing the lashes of the whip along their whole lengths and they had become a staple of the shows. The duels took a lot out of the slaves though and Peter had applied himself to finding a compromise. The Prince now held it out for inspection.


A plaited handle supported a flat bladed lash about two feet long, at its end it widened into an oval shape and here were the studs. 


“We experimented with several combinations of features, length, weight, sharpness etcetera, until we found one which will make a pleasing impact, not raise welts too quickly and not split the skin too quickly,” Peter told his audience. “But they will provide all the spectacle we need and prolong the contests.”


“I bet the slaves enjoyed the experiments!” Osman laughed.


“We did go through a few before we got it right,” Peter admitted wryly. The sickbay had been quite crowded for a couple of weeks.


“And now, I’ll demonstrate on that one over there,” the Prince said, nodding in Ayesha’s direction. As they strolled across he explained the nature of his bet with Peter.


“If she passes this test she becomes Peter’s prize. And of course her prize is to remain as Peter’s property for as long as he wants her.”


By then they had reached Ayesha who was waiting patiently for her flogging to start and had not dared look behind her to see the whip that was about to be used on her. Peter postioned himself just to the slave’s right and watched his boss weigh the lash one last time then draw his arm back and strike.


At the very first lash, Heinz and Osman applauded in delight. The wide lash made a thick, satisfying sound as it smacked across the slave’s shoulders and just a millisecond afterwards there was an exciting thud as the studded end whipped in and bit. Peter had known that that first lash would tell him everything. Either the unexpected severity would have her rearing away and into the darkness of freedom or she would weather it and be enslaved to him. Her fingers opened and her head shot back, eyes wide, her breath drawing in with the shock of it and in that moment she turned towards Peter. He saw in her eyes the realisation of what she was in for and how much she wanted to undergo it. Her mouth snapped shut and choked off the scream. As the second lash crashed across her back she kept her eyes fixed firmly on her master and Peter knew he had his prize.










Chapter 17



 


 

The flogging stopped briefly after the tenth lash and the men stepped in to examine the slave. She gritted her teeth and made no noise as fingers prodded her back and explored the small craters in the flesh and the gathering bruises all down her right flank.


“Let’s see how her arse takes it,” the Prince suggested.


Peter felt no need now to stay where Ayesha could see him. She knew he was there and that was enough. In the event her buttocks fared extremely well. They shook and trembled pleasingly at each solid impact and although she alternated between full-blooded screams and breathless gasps, she didn’t bleed.


After ten more lashes the flogging ceased once more and she performed perfectly for them. As their fingers probed and prodded the welts and the indentations on her backside she began a shameless rocking and swinging of her hips, making the shaft move inside her. Peter moved round to watch her. Her head hung down between her raised arms and she was watching her own pelvis as she gave a public display of submissive excitement. She was a slave now. And she was his. The men allowed her to come to orgasm before resuming and applying a further ten lashes. Ayesha just hung on grimly and grunted under each heavy lash, her hips working steadily at the bar in time to the whip.


“We’ll stop there,” the Prince told his disappointed guests. “Peter has more work for her shortly.” He turned to the limp form hanging from the frame. “Step away,” he commanded. 


Slowly Ayesha relaxed her grip on the poles and straightened up then went onto tiptoes to suction herself off the phallus. Once she was free of the frame her hands went immediately to her backside, exploring the hurts, while she craned her head round to survey the damage.


“Kneel down,” Peter told her softly.


At the sound of his voice she snapped out of her self absorbed trance and knelt.


“You formally belong to me now,” he told her. “But I am donating you to His Highness’s stable. You will serve both of us in the arena and you will serve whoever I tell you to in the dungeon or the bedroom. Understand?”


“Yes, Sir,” the slave’s voice was no more than a hoarse whisper but it carried to the listeners quite plainly.


“Now, there is one other improvement we are suggesting,” the Prince went on and waved to one of the guards who was hovering by the tunnel entrance. He led out another slave, her lead in one hand and a long pole in the other.


Again Peter assumed the role of enthusiastic teacher. “The other problem with the studded whips was that the slaves were most unwilling to take the lashes that the punters like to see.”


The second slave was one of the solo fighters and Peter stepped towards her, running his hand across her breasts and making her shiver with pleasure. “For some reason they would do almost anything rather than take those whips there.” His audience smiled. “So we have come up with a way of reducing their options during a combat. “ He clicked his fingers and Ayesha got to her feet and approached obediently.


The two slaves now stood face to face some ten feet apart. The guard hustled them closer together then knelt and fastened one end of the pole to Ayesha’s left ankle and then the other to the second slave’s right ankle. They were now about six feet apart and joined by a kind of spreader bar. The guard ran back to where he had been standing and returned with a second of the new whips and two strange looking gloves.


“We found that if we didn’t give them a shield or allow them to use their free hands to ward off the lashes, we got a very entertaining endurance contest,” Peter went on as the guard fastened each slave’s hands into the devices. They were pairs of gloves with the hands joined by a strap and buckle at the wrist, just above where their restraints encircled them. The result was that each slave’s hands were now cupped and joined. The final stage was to put the whip hafts into the hands so they could hold them. The two females faced each other, unable to take a step back or take any evasive action apart from twisting. In front of them dangled the whips and nervously Ayesha looked at Peter.


“Obviously one of them has the advantage of having had some practice, but then this is just a demonstration,” he said as the men took in the elaborate preparations. He turned back to the slaves.


“Begin.”


If they leaned back when an opponent swung, the bar was just long enough to allow the lash to whistle past their breasts and then a retaliatory sweep could be launched. The solo fighter had clearly been rehearsed in this form of combat and Ayesha was there just to make up the numbers. It soon became a rout, weakened by thirty lashes already taken, the first ten or so to land had her twisting and screaming. Her back took further punishment until she could stand it no more and turned to face her tormentor. This was exactly what Peter had wanted. He wanted a demonstration of how these new whips could make a slave’s breasts dance and swing until she could take no more - but it wouldn’t damage like the old ones had. He explained all this while Ayesha yelped and made futile attempts to strike back. Her breasts made superb targets and soon carried wide swathes of red and patches of small spots where blood was gathering beneath the skin. The more experienced slave was ruthless, cutting lashes across her opponent’s pelvis to make her drop what little guard she could muster. Ayesha was doing all that Peter wanted, being a punchbag for the sake of the demonstration.


He turned away for a moment. “Now, gentlemen, I think you’ll agree that six or more couples fighting like this will make a grand sight.”


Behind him the hiss and thud of the whips continued, punctuated by gasps and whimpers. He was certain that when he turned back Ayesha would be down and he could call the demonstration off. But when he did turn back he found that something quite different was happening.


Ayesha, looking like some kind of avenging fury, her hair flying wildly, her teeth gritted, her mouth snarling was lost in some kind of battle rage. She had taken pain on pain and had finally broken. Her temper had snapped and the slave opposite her was getting the full blast of it. The black-haired harridan quite suddenly refused to accept any more. She just ignored the pain, submerging it in her anger. She swung her whip back and forth with furious speed. Her opponent who had been cruising to an easy victory was now reeling as Ayehsa’s whip clubbed and snapped at her own breasts. She raised her arms and Ayesha in her turn swung low, more by luck than by judgement she got one lash in which allowed the studs to dig into the soft skin at the top and on the inside of one thigh. Despite all her experience the solo fighter couldn’t help dropping her hands to cover her groin. Ayesha moved her free foot forward and began to lash the slave’s back. The wide and deadly end of the whip, smacked down onto her. The girl took it for as long as she could and then she too reared up in fury and began to hammer lashes back at Ayesha.


The men looked on in astonishment. The demonstration was turning into a full blooded spectacle all of its own. But it was proving Peter’s point; the new whips made a fine sight and sound but allowed for prolonged combat. Only now was Ayesha beginning to show spots of claret but she was tiring at last and finally, after one searing lash dug into the side of a breast and the follow up took her on the thighs, she went down. The men broke into spontaneous applause as the two combatants panted and gasped on all fours on the sand beside each other, victor and vanquished indistinguishable.


Osman looked down thoughtfully at Ayesha’s striped and pockmarked back.


“You have won quite a prize there my friend,” he said.


“So it would seem,” Peter agreed. He had always thought she would make a fine servant of the arena but that performance from one so inexperienced boded well indeed.


“I see what you mean, Peter,” the Prince said. “I wouldn’t want anything to disturb that one.”


He reached out with a foot and prodded Ayesha in the ribs. She sank down onto her back and the men admired the way her heaving chest accentuated the magnificent breasts.


“We have some more suggestions,” Peter said. “But I think first of all, we need some relief after that display. Who would like to take which one first?”


Osman stepped forward, his hand already at his flies. “Yours, Peter. Her mouth I think.”


The Prince was already settling himself between his solo fighter’s wide open legs and she moaned as his weight came down onto her breasts. Ayesha, had been pulled to her knees by her hair and was emitting muffled grunts as she tried to catch her breath around the thick shaft of the cock which was already driving imperiously towards the back of her mouth.

 

“It is almost a shame to cover a breast like this one. But His Highness knows best.” The old woman held the breast in question up by its nipple, stretching it just enough to make Karen bite her lip to stifle a groan. She was tied in an X shape on a table of the same pattern and was staring up at a brightly coloured canopy. She was entirely naked and just outside the tent a bustling and noisy market was taking place. But what was being bought and sold was not to be found in any old market place. In fact she was in the strangest place she had ever seen. And she was in more pain than she ever been in. 

 

After some interminable length of time, hooded and chained in the palace, she had been taken out suddenly and dumped into the back of what turned out to be a jeep. For two whole days it had bumped and jerked until she was bruised all over. But then it had stopped and she had been allowed to sit up and the wretched hood was thrown off. The Prince, the man to whom Ayesha must have betrayed her and who called her a treacherous snake of a whore, stood before her.


“Look behind me you bitch,” he had hissed at her. His hatred of her was so strong she could almost taste it and he was so powerful here that her knees trembled and a terrible urge to wet herself overcame her when he spoke to her.


However, she had done as he had ordered and saw what looked like a small football stadium.


“That is an arena where I train female slaves to entertain paying customers. I train them to whip each other and pull logs under their guards’ whips. They pull chariots, they are punished and are fucked for the crowd’s pleasure. They are the lowest of the low. And yet they are too good for the likes of you!”


Her eyes had misted with tears of self-pity and fear. Why had Ayesha betrayed her?


“You will be taken up into the mountains to the village of the women. They will prepare you for your future and mark you as a warning to all other women.”


He had slapped her then and stalked off. She had been bundled back into the jeep and driven past the arena back onto dirt tracks and up into the hills. She glanced behind her and saw the arena falling away behind and beneath them. Was that where Ayesha was? If she was then it served the bitch right! She had had no right to betray her, she should just have taken what was coming to her and left her, Karen, to get the payoff from her misappropriation of her husband’s funds. Then she would have ransomed her.......almost certainly she would have. 


But instead the treacherous bitch had spilled the beans. Probably she couldn’t bear the thought of her little Karen, out enjoying herself with Brian. Yes, that was it. Ayesha had always been a selfish cow.


Then after a further day’s travel they had come to this terrible place and she had been delivered up to this horrible old woman. 


The village was where the women of Bakhtar made sure that the girls of Bakhtar upheld the traditions of the country. Any headstrong girl was sent there for correction. Any wife who wasn’t totally obedient. Any daughter who was being prepared for a life in service at the palace. It was the only place in Bakhtar where women ruled supreme and the men only entered between dawn and dusk. 


Perched on a hill and surrounded by desolate, rocky uplands and the tents of the men who were currently visiting, the village was as secure as any fortress. As the old woman had said on Karen’s first night; “You can always walk out, but there is nothing within three days’ walk of here. And the men will bring you back anyway. Once they have finished with you. In Bakhtar the men don’t like women who don’t like our village!” She had cackled at that and left Karen to sleep on her narrow cot.


The next day she had been taken to the market place and seen what was for sale. Women. Although they were rented more than sold. The square in the centre of the village had been divided into streets which specialised in correcting various forms of misbehaviour. One street specialised in correcting disobedience. The old woman had explained to Karen that buttock punishment and bastinado was considered the best way of dealing with that. On both sides of the narrow thoroughfare were small tents and each of the old women who ran the village had a ‘pitch’. Out from the front of the tent, beside which they sat like old crows in their black burnooses, naked buttocks and bare feet protruded, the girls having been tied down over benches.


Another street specialised in unfaithful wives. Ankle suspension and cunt whipping was the cure here. Karen’s pain-hungry nature had asserted itself when she had first seen the rows of inverted, wide open, naked legs. 


Women who were not considered obedient enough were breast whipped. Women who were considered slatternly were flogged on their backs. Those who were not considered to be ardent enough in bed were subjected to nipple and labia piercing and clamping, plus some flogging as well. 


Men haggled with the old women who supervised the punishments and purchased the rights to twenty lashes with a cane or thirty lashes with a whip to a woman’s back, buttocks, breasts or wherever they fancied plus the inevitable fuck, blow job or buggering afterwards. All of which the women were expected to perform enthusiastically. Failure to do so resulted in an extension of the sentence. Not surprisingly the village echoed to the sounds of women coming as if their lives depended on it. The yells and cries formed a descant over the shrieks of pain and the smack and hiss of whip and cane. A woman was normally sentenced to a matter of days - excluding any days she had off for healing - so a thirty day sentence for frigidity might sometimes take sixty to complete - if the men could afford to really put her through it.


Some men brought their sons there to teach them the right way to cane and flog; the skills involved in piercing breasts and labia and the old women’s bowls were never empty of money.


The Prince had sentenced Karen to spend four days in each street with no time off for healing. She had made her old woman a small fortune as, once it became known that she was English and the most evil woman the Prince had ever come across, the men had queued up to punish her. Even her rampant masochism hadn’t been up to the challenge and by the end of the second week the old woman was having to pay men to drag her limp body from the hovel to the market place while she mumbled pleas for mercy. She had also had to hire some lads to keep buckets of cold water, drawn from the village well, to hand in each pitch she took Karen to. As the days went on she passed out more and more frequently. At length there had come a day when no men had come to drag her back for another day’s pain and she had been allowed to begin healing at long last. But if she had thought that the Prince had finished with her, she was sadly wrong. She had finished with the Streets of Punishment but now she was introduced to the Place of the Needles.


It had been going on every day for a week now and finally her breast was going to be worked on. It had started with her vulva and that had been terrible. It had been worse than being whipped there, worse than having piercing needles.


Her head was unsupported by the table and lolled down between her outstretched arms. If she craned up to the limits of her strength she had been able to watch the old crone sitting between her open legs and jabbing busily with her needle right into the labia themselves. It wasn’t that the pain was more intense than any other, but it was repeated so much and went on and on. 


Now at last the work had reached her breast and she prayed that some man or other would pay to use her mouth. It would distract her from the onset of the pain. She was sure the nipple was going to be the worst of all. During the procedure her inverted mouth had been eagerly sought after, the old woman told her that men considered a woman receiving discipline gave the best blow jobs because of trying to scream round the cock in their mouths. Karen was only too glad to oblige, a cock still tasted good and trying to swallow the emission made the pain recede for a second or two.


Her left breast was to form the head of a large cobra. She had been shown the rest of the tattoo in a mirror as it had taken shape and the depraved part of her had taken a liking to it despite the pain it had cost her. From her cunt, from right inside the lips - she had given good head that day, she recalled ruefully - a nest of the serpents boiled out and up across her pelvis but two main ones reared up her stomach, the lesser of these two finished with its head just above her navel and the main one was to be depicted with its mouth gaping and its fangs bared on the breast itself.


Reluctantly the crone released Karen’s breast, swabbed it with some antiseptic and prepared to get down to work. Before she did though she checked the belt around Karen’s waist, making sure it was drawn as tight as could be. She knew the girl was going to try and heave and writhe, she had decorated plenty of girls in her time. The breasts and the nipples were always noisy, from the surrounding tents came the proof of that. Gags were never used in the village, the old women held that the miscreants in their care should know how much pain surrounded them and how much more they could suffer if they ever re-offended. Very few did.


Karen gritted her teeth and cursed Ayesha once more as she braced herself for the blizzard of pinpricks that would go on for hours. But a man swept into the tent and there was a flurry of conversation at the end of which he left.


The crone favoured Karen with her gap-toothed smile. “He wanted your mouth. I tell him come back in an hour or two. He will get good value then!”


By the time the market place was beginning to pack up for the day, the sounds of punishment and orgasm beginning to subside while happy old women counted their money and chatted, Karen’s guardian stepped back and appraised her work. The girl’s body had been a delight to work on and between the widely-spread, shapely legs, the labia were vividly coloured and depicted the snakes erupting from right inside the vagina. More remarkably, the lips were engorged and open, displaying their adornments perfectly. The girl had talent, whatever she had done to anger the Prince. The old woman had never taken so much money as on this day. The Englishwoman’s writhing and her shrieks had produced a long queue of men eager for the caresses of her breath around their cocks. Even as the tattooist’s gaze travelled up across the concave stomach to where the superbly rounded breasts rode atop the rib cage, the girl was in the final stages of delivering her last blow job. The man’s burnoose covered her face so one could regard the body devoid of personality and appreciate it as a work of art. The woman felt she had improved on nature, the snake’s head with its hood, its fangs and its forked tongue almost seemed alive as the girl’s breathing made the breast heave and tremble.


The man gave a short groan of delight and the girl’s throat worked at swallowing yet another flood of sperm. She had let him have a cheap blow job as she had finished work by the time he had arrived and the girl was therefore not performing as pleasingly as she had earlier when the nipple had been transformed into the heart of the snake’s throat. 


The man backed away from the table and let his robe fall, then thanked the old woman and left. The girl coughed and gasped and the woman thought that whatever crimes she had committed, she had paid for them now.


But somehow she didn’t think the Prince would agree.


Two days later Karen stood in front of the mirror in the old woman’s hovel and examined her reflection carefully. In a very short space of time her face had thinned, become less girlish and more womanly. Her body too, despite everything - or maybe because of it - had become trimmer, firmer. She had been more harshly beaten than she could ever have imagined while she had been in this God forsaken country, taken far beyond any region where pleasure could exist, and yet here she was, slimmer fitter, tougher. And spectacular. The Prince may have thought that the snakes would be a mark of shame but she didn’t consider them to be that at all. She thought they looked beautiful and dangerous. Just how she felt now. If Ayesha had been there at that moment, it wouldn’t have been Karen who would have had to bend for the cane or whip. But for a man.........? She put her head on one side and considered. It would be fun to watch a thick cock drive up into the nest of serpents and, yes, there had been orgasms aplenty under the constant punishment and usage in the village, it was just that the punishments had gone on and on. She raised her hands, as if she was tied and admired how her body movements made the snakes seem to stretch and weave. Yes, it would be good to be whipped as ‘the snake woman’. She chuckled and then shrugged on the clothing the old woman had brought.


A short bolero jacket with only one button directly under the breasts and a sarong with a tie on the right hip, the material stopping short of it so that the outside of her right hip, thigh and leg were visible. The skin was golden against the plain black and across her stomach, the snakes were still visible. Whatever the Prince had in mind, Karen felt she could cope with it. He hadn’t punished her at all. He had reinvented her, her extreme submissiveness and masochism had been hammered into pure steel by the village. She was still submissive, but now she was proud, defiant and self-confident.


Slipping her feet into the kitten-heeled mules the crone had told her had been left for her, she sauntered out of the hovel, ignoring the woman and making for the main gate where one of the Prince’s big four by fours was waiting.


As she walked, with every bit of sway she could put into her half-bared hips, she saw, and delighted in, the stunned expressions of the two men who were to escort her back to the palace. She slid into the air conditioned, leather upholstered interior of the vehicle and one of the men slammed the door before getting into one of the front seats and the driver gunned the engine.


Karen settled herself into the unaccustomed luxury and waited. She didn’t think it would be long before they would have to stop and investigate her further.


Behind them the village of women was left in the billowing dust of their departure.









Chapter 18



 


 

She had to wait until the evening before she got what she wanted. The driver had pressed on fast, they had swept through the arena village at breakneck speed and Karen had just had time to glimpse some naked female slaves being led towards the arena before they were through and heading out into the wilderness again. The men seemed to relax once they were past the village and although she couldn’t understand a word that was said, she caught the unmistakable feeling that sex was in the air. 


It was nearly full dark when they finally stopped and she was curtly ordered outside. One man was building a small fire, the other, the passenger, led her round to the front of the car and stripped her. They had left the headlights on and Karen could see the man’s teeth gleam as he smiled his appreciation of the tattooist’s art. His hand traced the snake’s body down from her breast towards her groin, making her shiver with combined cold and excitement. Beyond the obvious she didn’t know what they were going to do to her but she really wanted them to do whatever they liked. She was anxious to try out her new limits. She shifted her legs slightly more apart and felt his fingers trace along her slit, the roughness of his skin rasping slightly against her clitoral hood, then he was at her entrance and pushing into her. She had kept her eyes lowered as he stood in front of her but now he wrenched her head back by a fistful of hair. She stared up at his harsh smile which broadened as he saw her wince in response to his rough exploration. It spurred him on to probe deeper and she had to go onto tiptoes.


“They say you got very big cunt, English,” he whispered.


Mentally she screamed at him to fill it. Fill it with anything! His fingers were twisting and flexing constantly, she could feel herself moistening and her inner tissues relaxing and flexing in their usual welcome to any intrusion. She put her hands out to steady herself against the bonnet as she heard herself begin to squelch hungrily around the fingers. 


The second man approached and began to buckle restraints onto her wrists. Meanwhile the first one got his thumb inside her and began pushing in earnest, she let out a strained gasp as she felt her insides giving way and then she felt his entire hand inside her and slowly he formed a fist. She could feel the knuckles press against her vaginal walls and the familiar feeling of being stretched and filled simultaneously carried her away. Her cries ascended into the dark as she felt herself pulled back across the still-warm bonnet, her out-flung wrists tied to the rear view mirrors and the man’s fist pistoning mercilessly inside her. Then suddenly he stopped and began to slide it out to the accompaniment of a reluctant sucking noise from her cunt. Karen held her breath as she felt herself stretched even further. His fist was held right at her opening and with a cruel laugh he began to twist it one way and then back the other. Karen’s head fell back and she arched upwards, shamelessly begging with her hips. He kept at it until she was drumming her backside on the metal bonnet, grimacing and moaning as a series of climaxes swept through her.


That display at least earned her the reward of getting both their cocks but not before her ankles had had restraints buckled on, her legs had been spread wide apart and two ropes, attached to the restraints fed behind the car’s front bumper and tied in the middle. She was staked out like the most exotic bonnet ornament a man could want and the two men she was with took full advantage, standing on the bumper they hammered into her until the vehicle rocked under them. She clenched her pelvic floor muscles in the wake of the fisting so she could feel their cocks and they were obviously impressed by how well she could narrow herself. Left alone to stare at the stars while they cooked their supper, Karen could feel the sperm oozing out of her, it was a familiar and comforting sensation. 


An hour later they released her and from their gestures she understood that she was to clean up after herself. Scattered on the sand were the contents of the car’s toolkit. Each part of which they had managed to get up her. The head of the largest adjustable spanner had caused some problems, Karen had craned her head up to watch the men’s efforts, grimacing with frustration and determination. But it looked as though they would have to admit defeat until one of them had clearly remembered that they carried a whip in the car. Ten good hard lashes smacked wetly onto her eager cunt had done the trick and the monstrous thing had entered her. She had come as they had manipulated it inside her. Then they had both taken her once again.


Now she stood shakily, exploring between her legs, checking that all was as it should be and looking proudly at the tools scattered around. Her body was magnificent, she decided, the anger and despair she had felt at Ayesha’s betrayal had vanished. In its place was pride in her durability, her toughness. Each submission required of her was a challenge now and she looked forward to the next one. 


She spent the next day in the front seat of the car. She was allowed her clothes but her hands were tied behind the seat. Whenever one of the men wanted her they simply reclined the seat, twitched the sarong aside and lay on top of her. She raised her legs and clasped them around their waists as they used her. In the evening she was tied over the bonnet again, face down this time and they flogged her properly before sampling the excitement they had created in her. 


At dawn on the following day they roused her and tied her face up across the bonnet again. Then they drove. Karen craned her head up and squinted into the wind as they went and then laughed as she saw the outskirts of Bakhtar itself down below them, the palace rising white and ghostly above the jumbled houses. The Prince was exhibiting his latest possession, no doubt he intended her to be mortified as she was paraded naked and open through the city. But instead she was intensely proud. Let the women frown and sneer, the men would be hardening into erection as they surveyed her nudity and her decoration.


As they came through the main gate the driver sounded his horn to make sure that no one would miss the spectacle. Revelling in the feel of the wind in her hair and on every inch of her skin, Karen looked forward to seeing what else the Prince might have in store for her.

 

Ayesha didn’t glance behind her when the big four by four came blasting past the arena, its horn sounding and its occupants hidden by the smoked glass windows. She was far too busy anticipating the day’s training. She was proving a natural for chariot racing and had been selected for one of the first choice teams. The studded tit straps had been a torment at first but once the trainer had shown her a mirror she had calmed down. Her breasts looked wonderful she felt, the slight constriction making them stand higher, prouder, more prominent than ever. The humiliation and discomfort of having to stand with her legs apart while a guard fumbled a dildo up her and then fed an irritant-soaked butt plug into her anus was its own reward and she was grateful to her master for allowing her to suffer under the cuts of the driver’s whip. The most difficult thing to accept was the sexual abstinence. She longed for her master to take her at night, she longed for him to drag her off to a dungeon and spend hours playing with her. And as the days went on, the fights in the arena got more and more intense as all the girls felt the strain. The nearest they could get to satisfaction was to win and be allowed to squat over the defeated opponent’s face. The whips, staves and nets were wielded with real venom and Ayesha learned not to notice any blows that were landed on her, just to concentrate on hitting the vulnerable parts of the female opposite her. Of course, chief amongst those was the crotch and she began to hone techniques in wrestling - apart from the crotch hold itself - of pinching or twisting the labia. In whip duels she perfected a method of swinging her whip in a kind of backwards windmill stroke that made the lash accelerate upwards and impact on the recipient’s cunt with real force. 


She had earned a stroke of her breasts and an extra sweet from the trainer the day she had got it just right. But there was nothing to assuage the almost constant ache between her legs. To make matters worse, when they were put in their cages for the night, their hands were chained to the rings at the fronts of their collars before their blankets were thrown over them. The guard who stayed on duty all night could clearly see where each girl’s hands were at a glance. With devilish relish the guards used their boss’s order not to interfere with the slaves to further their own enjoyment of making them suffer. Often, before lights were turned out, one or two of them would bring some of the household slaves into the area where the squad was kept. In full view of the chained girls, they would be fastened spreadeagled against the fronts of some of the cages and whipped, then fingered and finally screwed. The men made sure that the squad girls could see the glistening lengths of cock sliding in and out of the flooding vaginas. They often sprayed their emissions over the girls’ faces, just so the chained ones could groan and lick their lips bitterly. The whole area echoed to the moans and cries of the slaves being used and the cries of frustration from those who weren’t.


Sometimes Ayesha’s master would attend these sessions and smile at her as she desperately clenched her thighs together and tried to rub them against one another. He laughed when she once broke into tears as she watched a girl’s breasts swinging as she was thrashed on the bars of her cell. But he obviously didn’t think he had pushed her far enough because the next night he brought one of the Prince’s slaves right into her cell and a murmur of horrified sympathy ran round the cages as they all watched the girl drop to her knees and perform an expert fellation right beside Ayesha’s tortured gaze.


“You see,” he told her. “Your pleasure and pain don’t matter to me. All that matters is the pleasure I get from watching you experience them.”


The following day she fought like a she-devil in the arena and actually enjoyed the tormented frustration she felt in the evening as more girls were brought in and used.


Then there came the days when the whips were not used, there were no more practice fights, no more racing, no more assault course rehearsals. Instead they were taken on gentle runs and allowed to rest.


“Show’s going to be in a couple of days,” Miriam told her. “They always rest us up and let us heal any cuts.......Before we get a whole load more.” 










Chapter 19



 


 

Brian squinted up at the clear blue sky and pulled his T shirt away from his sweat-soaked armpits. Since Karen’s sudden disappearance his world had fallen apart. Sir John had moved overnight to clean his act up and there was now nothing whatever to build a case on. In one day he had lost his career prospects and the most exciting woman he had ever met. At work he had been moved quietly sideways and after two months he had handed in his notice, put his flat on the market and decided that although Karen was gone, she had shown him where he really belonged. All he had to do was figure out how to get there.


The final weeks of his employment had not been wasted, he had been able to do a little digging around in the files related to some of Sir John’s acquaintances and one name in particular had come to his notice. Some more surfing the net had provided some interesting cross references and finally he was here. The flat was sold, an extortionate amount paid for a ticket and he was standing, sweating, outside the arena in Bakhtar on the eve of a show.


He had arrived earlier that day at the city’s airport and then transferred to one of the helicopters shuttling people up country. He was checked in at one of the comfortable new hotels - which even served alcohol, although at frightening prices. There had been a brochure in his room, filled with pictures of arena slaves in combat or competition, explaining how bets could be made and how slaves could be reserved for the use of guests in the evenings and giving a programme of events. He had showered and then sauntered along the one street down to the harbour to watch the yachts of the super rich arrive and keep an eye out for someone in particular. After an hour’s fruitless vigil he had walked back up towards the arena itself. There were several hotels identical to the one he was in and crowds were gathering on their steps and in the street itself. There were cafes and souvenir craft stalls between the towers of the hotels and these were rapidly becoming packed with a cosmopolitan throng. There were brightly coloured clothes from all corners of the world, African robes contrasted with dark suits. Designer jeans and dresses mingled with djellabas and burnooses. The air was filled with the scents of kebabs and rich coffee and the sounds of female laughter rose above the babble of conversation occasionally. He had been genuinely surprised by the number of women in attendance, he had downloaded plenty of videos and knew they did attend, the frenzied sex on the terraces was another of the arenas’attractions, but there were a lot at this show. Brian’s cock began to twitch in anticipation, he would have to see if he couldn’t wangle a seat near a woman.


The gates leading into the arena compound stood open and the crowd became more dense there but Brian patiently went with the slow flow as it moved towards the tunnel which led onto the arena floor itself. The squads of slaves were being displayed there so ‘form’ could be studied and discussed. This was now a tradition of the arenas although the individual stables differed in how they staged the presentation. Everyone around him was plainly getting more excited as they neared the sands of the arena floor. He heard snatches of German, Czech, Italian and innumerable other languages he couldn’t identify and the voices echoed suddenly as they passed into the gloom of the stone tunnel. The noise faded as people maybe felt a little of the tension a naked gladiator might feel before she entered the arena.


Then quite suddenly they were out in the sun again and there was renewed excitement as the ranks of the squads came into view. The arenas kept the Roman chariot racing tradition of each stable competing under a colour. The home team’s colour was purple and each slave wore an armband of that colour. On Brian’s right the Prince’s squad were displayed in full extension and suspension, splayed out in X shapes and shackled to a long row of vertical bars, welded to thick, horizontal steel beams top and bottom. The whole arrangement ran almost the length of the arena supporting fifty girls, tied at wrists and ankles, thighs and upper arms. They had been strapped to the poles with their feet clear of the ground and were naked apart from collars, restraints and head-encasing leather hoods. Brian peered up at the first girl he came to and saw there were holes for the nostrils but a circle over the mouth suggested a penis gag built in to render each girl quite mute, blind and deaf. The rack on which they hung was surrounded by a low wooden rail designed to keep spectators back but allow them close enough to stretch out, touch and assess the slaves. From in front and behind hands were stroking, pinching, exploring the oiled and gleaming flesh. Breasts and sexes inevitably came in for the most mauling but there was a lot of pinching to estimate the amount of fat covering the sinew, followed by earnest discussions about whip tolerance, pain thresholds, strength and fitness. Even in the tightness of their bondage the superbly toned bodies twisted and jerked under the barrage of unseen groping.


On his left the visiting team’s slaves were similarly mounted but were wearing red bands. Both ranks were patrolled by guards who made sure that none of the groping got too hard and that no nobbling, in the possible form of injections, was taking place. He decided to inspect the home team first and looked more closely at the first girl. She was black with breasts that mounded smoothly on her chest, their nipples a deep red. Her buttocks were proudly rounded above her smooth and long thighs. Her cunt was soft and moist as he stretched his arm out and stroked her. He watched in amusement as she tensed, feeling his fingers probe between her open lips. From behind someone obviously started assessing her buttocks because she jerked forwards the little way she could and from inside her hood a faint murmur of protest escaped. He grinned as he felt her warm body shift around his fingers and probed her more deeply, rubbing at her clitoris with his thumb. Her hips began a limited push forwards and he took a cruel delight in withdrawing from her and moving on. Time was limited and there was a lot of girlflesh on display.


“Which team are you going to back?” The voice was soft, cultured and female. It came from just behind him and, turning, he saw a girl looking keenly at him with large, dark eyes. She was attractive in an unconventional way, her face was almost elfin, narrowing from the wide set eyes to an almost pointy chin via a wide and generously-lipped mouth. She wore her black hair shoulder length, and it was kept off her forehead by a pair of sunglasses. She seemed tense somehow and there was a sort of defiance about the jut of that chin.


“I haven’t decided yet. You?” Brian threw the ball back into her court.


She shook her head and nervously tucked her hair behind one ear.


“I don’t really know........how....you...er....” She gave a nervous little laugh.


Brian automatically glanced about for whoever was with her. She noticed and immediately her defiance became a little more pronounced.


“I’m alone.”


Brian’s eyebrows shot up. “You’re very brave,” he said.


“Thanks,” she whispered. “I don’t feel it at the moment! You see, I just had to know..........I mean I wanted to see......”


“But you know what happens to women on the terraces. Let alone what gets done to them in the arena!?”


She looked him in the eye. “In the arena they get whipped and fucked for the crowd’s entertainment. In the audience they get gangbanged. I know,” she said clearly, holding his gaze with hers. “Look, ever since I was a teenager I’ve found the idea of cruelty exciting. History books with horrible details of dungeons and racks and....things. I knew it was horrible but I was fascinated too. I thought it would go away but it never has! I mean.....Look at them!” She gestured at the lines of suspended, tormented, naked femininity. “I’m a woman too! I should be shocked, revolted!”


“But you’re not,” Brian said.


The girl sighed. “No. I think they look unbelievably sexy. I’ve got a good idea of what’s been done to them and what’s going to be done to them for my fun and I don’t care - I want to see it! I want to see what it’s like! My boyfriend wants to settle down and all that. But I can’t! Not till I find out.”


Realisation began to dawn on Brian.” So you came on your own, hoping to latch onto someone so you can find out about yourself without it getting out of hand?”


She gave a helpless shrug. “Sounds crazy - but yeah. And I was watching you, you seem to be alone, you seem to know what to do.......and you’ve got a nice face.” She gave him an arch smile suddenly.


Brian let his gaze travel down her body. Under her crisp and expensively tailored top, her torso was very slender and her breasts, although small, pushed at its fabric. He would be willing to bet they had those cute little up-turned nipples you sometimes got. Her fashionable pencil, denim skirt curved very nicely out over quite prominent hips and then followed her thighs tightly down to the hem some three inches above the knee. Her calves were well shaped and her ankles slender as well. Altogether a package that any man would pray to have fall into his lap at this time and place.


“Well?” she asked, tilting her head coquettishly as she saw him finish his examination.


“Here’s the deal,” he said. “We’ll spend the next three days together. I’ll make sure things don’t get out of hand in here. But you have to acknowledge that if a woman does go to an arena she has to accept what happens.”


“Sure,” she smiled again. “I’m no hypocrite. The anonymous fucks of a gangbang to the accompaniment of screams from the arena. It’s what I’ve got to find out about. It’s why I’m here.”


Brian was suddenly aware of his throbbing erection. He had felt he was due some luck after the Fitzgerald debacle. But this!


He swallowed and steadied himself. “We’ll see where we get to by the end of the three days. We don’t know each other’s name and we’ll keep it that way. If you want to go on after that - let me know. Otherwise we’ll call it quits.”


The girl relaxed and gave him a brilliant smile. He suddenly realised that it was a very inviting mouth.


“Agreed,” she said firmly. “Now I’ve given myself a gambling budget of five hundred pounds, show me how you size up the quality of these.......sluts.”


For the next half hour or so Brian improvised, using titbits he had overheard earlier. They moved from body to body and he enthused about the depth of flesh, illustrating by taking pinches between finger and thumb at buttock and thigh, muscle tone, skin tone, sensitivity. Then he got the girl to reach out, very reluctantly at first and touch the flesh herself. Her small fingers only brushed very lightly at first and the slave’s skin shivered. The girl laughed excitedly once she had broken the first taboo - touching another naked woman. Brian watched as her hand smoothed its way across the slave’s stomach and up towards the breast. It was plain that the slave recognised the gentleness of another woman because they could see her stomach’s rhythm check as her breath caught.


Brian watched tensely as the girl summoned up the courage to reach for the oval of the stretched breast. Even in the slave’s current position it was obvious that she was big breasted. In fact Brian was fairly certain that he was looking at Ayesha. Of course he had never seen her naked but the build was about right, the olive skin tone was the same and the thick, glossy tail of jet black hair that spilled from the back of the hood all contributed to the impression. Of course he had long suspected that the Prince had her but had never considered, from everything Karen had told him, that Ayesha could have been turned so far round as to be made into suitable material for the arenas. Still it would be fun to encourage the girl to explore and torment the slave - if it was Ayesha all the better - if not, who cared?


“Get a handful of tit,” he urged. “That’s what she’s here for and look at the nipple, she’s gagging for it!”


Both nipples were hard and a deep red against the brown areolas. Biting her lower lip the girl reached up and closed her fingers around the left one. Again the slave’s stomach checked its rhythm. The girl smiled at him then suddenly someone reached through the poles from behind and put a measuring tape round the slave’s right thigh. The body jerked in surprise and the girl lost her grip on the nipple. She frowned in annoyance, reached again and gripped hard this time, then twisted. The slave’s body arched and twisted as far as it was able and the girl smiled. The measurer withdrew his tape and the girl let her grip relax.


“That’ll teach her to move while I’m feeling her,” she said proudly. Both her hands roved across the breasts now and a soft, muffled moaning came from inside the hood. Her fingers sometimes gripped the soft flesh, sometimes stroked and sometimes circled the nipples and made the slave’s breath hold each time she did. “God! I’ve always wanted to know what another woman’s breasts felt like!” the girl breathed. “And this one never knows if I’m going to hurt her or not and she can’t do anything about it anyway. This is fantastic!”


“Feel her cunt.” Brian felt the iron was hot and it was time to strike. He saw her wince at the use of the four letter word. “Slaves have cunts. Not pussies, or vulvas, or vaginas. They get fucked and whipped there,” he told her bluntly.


The girl stared at him, “Whipped?”


Brian’s memory supplied a tantalising image of Karen, writhing desperately with her legs tied well apart, her pink cunt flesh wet and clearly visible between her open lips. He felt the next few moments would tell him whether this juicy little morsel would be heading down the same road.


She seemed to consider the idea then turned back to the slave and reached straight between the spread legs. Her fingers vanished immediately and again the slave held still, awaiting developments. 


“She’s flooding!” The girl’s voice was an excited squeak. “The first.......cunt I’ve ever felt and it’s being turned on by being strung up naked and groped by half the world! Do you think she’s ever been......cunt whipped?” She clearly found the last words difficult to say but an excited flush spread up her cheeks once she had got them out.


“I’d bet on it,” Brian laughed, watching the muscles in her wrist move as she flexed her fingers inside the slave, then her thumb found the clitoris and began to rub there as well. In only a few seconds the cunt was exuding hungry squelching and sucking noises. The girl flung her head back and laughed in the sheer joy of her cruelty as she pulled her hand down and left the slave bereft.


“How’s your cunt doing?” Brian asked, becoming a little more sure of his ground.


She gave the little tilt of her head that he was rapidly becoming acquainted with and considered. “Very wet, I’d say.” She lifted her fingers to her nose and inhaled the slave’s emission deeply then held them up for him to sniff. The scent was pungent and exciting and he suddenly became aware that in the background of all that was going on, the arena scent was that of aroused women. Sex was literally in the air. The slaves were helplessly exuding their juices as were the women who were inspecting them. Not a dry set of knickers in the entire place, he thought, always assuming anyone’s wearing them. He looked back at the girl who was moving to the next slave and he had an idea.


They moved from slave to slave and the girl’s boldness grew. They also moved from squad to squad, pinching, squeezing and groping like all those around them. The temperature in the crowd rose slowly as the cool of the evening began to filter down onto the arena floor. They saw one male dominant lift his slave’s skirt to show someone he was talking to how she wore a chain drawn tightly between her legs and wrapped round her waist. Another female sub was supporting herself by leaning forwards on the low railing, her hands gripping it and her back obediently arched. Her skirt was piled up on her bottom and her master was discussing the relative merits of the cane and the crop with another master and one of the guards. Brian watched his companion’s reaction carefully.


After they had investigated the muscle tone of one of the visiting squad slave’s buttocks and the girl had slid her hand forward to add yet another taste and scent to the melange already there. He decided to move on.


“Lift your skirt and put your left hand up into your cunt. I want to see how wet you are and I want your scent on its own.”


“It’s too tight! I’ll have to drop it.”


The response came so fast that Brian was almost taken off balance. 


“So? Drop it. But do what you’re told,” he managed. She turned her back to him and unzipped the skirt where she stood. Some couples passing grinned and stopped but the girl kept on, wriggling her hips to get the material down. A black lacy thong came into view, bisecting pale-skinned but firm and generous buttocks. In order to get her legs far enough apart she had to allow it to drop fully to the ground. Blushing with mingled excitement and embarrassment, she glanced around her at a growing audience and then back at Brian.


“Get on with it,” he growled. “The dressage starts soon.”


The men around them nodded approvingly, some of them slid hands up under the short skirts or inside the loose robes their women were wearing as the girl slid her left hand down the front of her thong and everyone could see her tilt her pelvis, get her knuckles firmly under her and then move her fingers as deep inside as she could get. Then triumphantly she withdrew the hand and presented it to Brian. He sniffed the glistening fingers, she smelled of the familiar musk but there was a delicacy there as well which he found interesting. Some of the other men asked if they too could smell. He graciously gave permission and made the girl wait several minutes before allowing her to pull her skirt up again.


“You’re quite the little slut aren’t you?” he told her when, flushed and happy she had zipped herself up.


“How much of one is what I’m here to find out,” she said.


“You’re off to a good start. Now come on, we need to place our bets and get to the race track.”

 

At the far end of the two racks of slaves stood a separate enclosure with only two slaves inside. They had been placed with their backs to two tall posts. Their hands were chained behind the posts and to judge by their erect bearing the rings at the backs of their collars were fastened to the wood as well. Instead of being hooded they were merely blindfolded but they bore some interesting decorations and above the small enclosure was a sign which read simply;


“CSL stable.”


This was really the reason Brian had come but now wasn’t the time or place to reveal that. Instead he took his new companion by the elbow as they approached.


“My money’s going on the Prince’s team. Two reasons. First they’ve got a bit more meat on the bone and for a three day show I reckon they’ll need it. Secondly they’ve bought in some of the CSL slaves.”


The girl looked blank.


“It’s an independent stable operating out of England,” he explained. “They rent slaves out and they’ve got some of the best on the circuit. Heard of Blondie?”


The girl shook her head at first then stopped. “Yes, I’ve seen some mention of her on some site or other, before I plucked up courage to book a ticket.”


“She’s the best in the business and I think they’ve bought her in for this show. But she’ll be doing dressage now. These two are just additions to the Prince’s squad.”


They had arrived at the enclosure which was sectioned off by a fairly high rail positioned too far away to permit fondling or touching the slaves. The two stood so motionless as to appear almost like statues. They carried far more extreme decorations than the tattooed numbers of the other slaves. Their nipples were pierced horizontally by thin needles and these supported shiny steel U shapes. From these were slung thin silver chains so that the breasts were joined.


Instead of the usual leather collars, these slaves wore high steel ones with decorative work at the fronts, pointing down their chests and extending to between the breasts. Their upper arms bore complicated bangles and between their opened legs delicate gold filigree work extended up from the crotch almost to the navel.


On their right hips they bore a brand in the shape of a simple rectangle within which were the letters CSL.


A strikingly handsome woman with thick copper-coloured hair was in attendance and greeted them. She wore only a blouse knotted beneath large and heavy breasts and a very short skirt. Not only that, it was designed to ride low on her hips so that the observer could clearly see that she too bore a brand.


She handed Brian a couple of leaflets, smiled warmly and left them to read.


“Stable name; Ox,” Brian read, pointing to the blonde slave while the girl craned over his arm to see. “She is in great demand from stables wanting to strengthen their log pulling squads and add endurance in whip melees. She has fifty combats and contests to her name and has won thirty two. Apart from service in the arena, this slave is ideal for dungeon sessions in the evenings as she orgasms frequently but very quietly. She can safely be left ungagged without risking disturbance to your party.”


“Oh, yes!” the girl breathed. 


Brian turned to the second leaflet, his blood pounding at the thought of the cruelty implied by the words and the utter completeness of the stable’s domination of its slave.


“Stable name; Cherry,” he read.


“Oh yeah. Look at her nipples!” the girl cried excitedly.


“A natural runner, Cherry is used for chariot racing and for assault course running. Her athleticism also makes her very effective in whip duels. She has an impressive record of landing considerably more lashes on opponents than they do on her. She has twenty combats to her name and sixteen wins. She has also run in thirty chariot races with only seven outright defeats. In assault course running she has accumulated seventy points in twenty races.


Very enthusiastic under punishment and provides best service if left ungagged. Her orgasms are entertainingly loud and she will frequently beg for more if used hard enough.”


Brian felt the girl’s breasts press against his arm, her breathing was loud and it was clear that both of them needed release. However, the redhead approached.


“Would you like to reserve either of them?” she asked. They had been asked before by several of the guards and declined. Brian was trying not to spend too much, but the stoicism of these slaves and the cruelty and self-assurance of the leaflets were very tempting.


“The CSL stable prides itself on the excellence of its product and both slaves have two slots left on the first evening. But I’m afraid their second evenings are fully booked.”


Brian knew that the first evenings were ruinously expensive as the slaves were still fresh and could take plenty of whip. It wasn’t uncommon for them to spend three slots of an hour each in the dungeons. The second evenings were much shorter and the use more limited.


Brian shook his head reluctantly and they moved away to place their bets with one of the bookies standing by the exit. He placed a hand on the girl’s buttocks as they went.


“I think we’ll entertain ourselves. Now let’s place a bet and find somewhere for a quick one before we head for the dressage,” he told her.


Using the chips they had bought at their respective hotels, they bet heavily on the Prince’s stable to win overall, to win the chariot racing and to win by a margin of more than ten points.


Having done that they slipped outside, found a quiet corner in the lee of the arena and had a nameless, urgent fuck, the girl’s back rasping against the stone, Brian’s legs supporting them both. Under his roughly mauling hands, Brain felt that the girl’s nipples were indeed up-tilted and she was pleasantly tight around his cock.


Afterwards the girl made to throw away her knickers rather than put them on again, she held them up once her skirt was back on, they were limp and soaked.


“Keep them,” Brian told her. “I might want to gag you with them later.”


Her laugh was throaty and excited.


Back around the main street, people were beginning to drift towards the race track and the booming of a PA began to warn people that the dressage would be staged shortly. 


Down at the race track, Brian used his size and his elbows to get them to the front where they could lean on the rail and watch. They only just made it in time, all four of the red team’s ponies were already standing neatly in a row alongside three of the home team’s, their plumes nodding under the harsh glare of the floodlights. Occasionally one girl would stamp her shod foot impatiently and her driver would flick the cord of the dressage whip lightly across her shoulders. Dressage was the one event where the whip was applied only lightly.


As they squirmed their way into a comfortable position, Brian heard the girl give a soft whistle of appreciation. The ponies did make for a fine sight, the tight leather straps running between their legs, their long tails, the finely worked blinkers, the clicking of teeth on bits and the tight tit straps making the breasts stand proud on their chests, all combined to produce a highly erotic tableau.


“Ladies and Gentlemen,” the PA boomed suddenly. “His Highness Prince Hassan promised us all a very special show. And here’s why. He is proud to present; owned and trained by the CSL stable but running under His Highnness’s colours........the one.........the only.......the Queen of the Arena! Blondie!”


The entire crowd erupted into cheers and everyone craned to get a first glimpse of the slave as she was driven out. A spotlight was trained on the entry from the paddock onto the track proper and suddenly she was there.


From his researches Brian recognised that Carlo Suarez himself was driving her and he brought her in in an exaggerated gait that allowed the adoring crowd to get a good look at her and also demonstrated his control over her. He had her at a slow trot, each step involved lifting a knee high and then holding it steady for a split second before completing the step with a little prance and lifting the other knee. It demanded intense concentration on the part of the slave. Once he had her on the track he steered her on the customary first lap where the rigs came close to the crowd and people could reach out and touch the ponies.


“Why’s she so famous?” the girl beside Brian shouted over the noise.


“She’s only ever lost one fight and everyone thinks she threw it! And she once took four hundred lashes punishment in one day at one of the shows. It’s the most downloaded video in the world practically!”


Brian’s plan, such as it was, involved getting close to Carlo Suarez at some point and as a keen fan of the arenas, the chance to stroke Blondie’s flank as she passed was not one he intended missing. He leaned out and watched the rig approach.


In real life, the blonde was bigger than he had thought, but in her harness she was a picture of enslaved womanhood. Each exaggerated lift of her knees exposed the way her labia were bisected by her crotch strap and set her long, palomino tail swinging. It helped to know that the strap held a fat dildo in place and supported the tail which was itself attached to a butt plug. He explained as much to his entranced companion, who moaned when he explained about the wicked steel studs on the insides of the tit straps.


As Blondie came closer, ignoring the hands which reached and stroked respectfully, concentrating instead on the demanding gait her master required of her, the girl beside Brian squealed and grabbed his arm as she caught sight of the heavy tongue ring through which the slave’s bit ran and which made her tongue protrude charmingly from between the strong white teeth. The breasts shook a little in their strapping as she stepped as did the flesh of her proudly jutting buttocks and thighs. Each jolt of her body set the small silver bells on her harness to ringing, especially the ones descending from her pierced nipples. Her hair was brushed into golden perfection and tied back into a plait which bounced on the front of one shoulder to leave her back clear to feel every nuance of the whip. Above the complex web of her bridle the purple plumes of the prince’s stable, nodded and swayed


Brian managed to stroke her ribs and her left breast, the girl managing to touch the hip, as she passed in a scented cloud of leather and body oil, her harness straps creaking, her bells tinkling. Carlo Suarez, the most famous trainer on the circuit, sat, smiling and waving but keeping a careful eye on his steed, occasionally flicking at her back, just to let her know he was watching.










Chapter 20



 


 

Brian surfaced slowly from a deep sleep. He immediately felt his cock rise into a rock hard erection and it felt pleasantly sore from the night’s exertions. Without opening his eyes he smiled at the recollection. He and the girl had watched the dressage avidly, listening as the compère announced each manoeuvre and explained why it presented certain levels of difficulty. They watched as the four rigs from each stable described graceful patterns across the turf. The teams were judged for presentation, precision in formation and individual manoeuvring and the Prince’s stable won. The judge pinned the rosette directly onto Blondie’s breast. The crowd applauded and made its way towards the paddock where by tradition the ponies were exhibited for an hour or so.


The girl had had great fun stroking and exploring the slaves and their harnesses, making them stamp and fidget as her fingers teased their nipples or followed the tight crotch strap so that her nails just scraped the labia. The drivers smiled at her interest in their charges and flicked at the slaves’ backs when they cavilled or stamped. The crowd round Blondie was too deep to even try and penetrate so they had headed back to Brian’s room.


Once there the girl had bent over the bed and he had taken his belt to her backside and back. She had taken it very well, swinging her broad bottom seductively from side to side as he lashed it. She had made little yelping noises until he had carried out his threat of earlier and stuffed her knickers in her mouth. Forced to inhale and taste her own emissions, her bottom had swung even more enthusiastically until he could no longer resist it. He had pushed four fingers easily up into her soft and welcoming depths, then turned his attentions with the belt to her back.


Once he freed her mouth of her knickers, she reported two of the most intense climaxes she had ever experienced before he had turned her over and allowed her to take the full length of his cock inside her. Driving her to two more shrieking orgasms before spending himself inside her. Then she had slid down the bed and cleaned him with her tongue before sucking him back into full erection and keeping him in her clever little mouth until he came again. 


Now as he lay there smiling contentedly, he felt her move beside him.


“Amelia,” she said. He opened his eyes in puzzlement and she smiled down at him. “I know we said three days, but I’m sure I want to explore lots of things with you and I reckon you’ve got enough of a vested interest in me to make sure I stay in one piece. So my name’s Amelia Johnson.”

 

They found seats about halfway up the terrace. Really they were just stone benches which ran round the arena floor in ascending rows, each row had a metal rail in front of it. Amelia had only put on a T shirt and a short linen skirt. There really wasn’t any point in wearing any more and she clung nervously to Brian’s arm as the stadium filled up and several men gave her lingering, appraising looks. In a change to the normal proceedings there was a parade to start with; the two owners waving to the crowds from the backs of the new six-girl chariots and leading out their full squads who were paraded naked and unarmed. The guards marched behind them dressed only in shorts and with coiled whips in hand.


Brian was startled to see that he had been right. Ayesha was there, so the hooded slave Amelia had tormented the day before had been her. He decided it would add some extra spice to watching the show, but beyond that he wasn’t really concerned with her any more. Almost unconsciously he put his hand on the smooth warmth of the bare thigh beside him.


Once the parade was over, the crowd watched the big video screens as the scenes inside the dressing rooms were relayed. Immediately the atmosphere in the arena began to crackle. The chariot racing teams were being tacked up. On the giant screens, the crowd could see the studded tit straps being buckled on, the straps being drawn slowly to full tightness before being fastened. The slaves pranced onto tiptoes and the whips snapped but then the cameras began to zoom in on the spread legs and the dildos and irritant-smeared butt plugs being inserted and held in place by studded thongs. Brian was amused as one camera actually caught Ayesha’s face grimacing as her plugs were driven home and the studs on the strap bit into her labia. Beside him, Amelia was demonstrating exactly the mixture of fascination and horror she had described the previous day and watched, wide-eyed with her hands over her mouth.


Brian ran a hand up her thigh and under her skirt, just as an experiment. She didn’t even look away from the scenes of strong masculine hands manipulating the tenderest parts of the female body into tormented bondage for the thrills it gave the crowd. When his hand reached the top of her thigh she simply shifted her legs open a little and he could feel the soft, moist, heat of her lips against the edge of his hand. He patted it and took his hand away, she had a long enough day ahead of her. But a quick glance around confirmed that the other women in the crowd were exhibiting the same symptoms of excitement. 


By the end of the chariot races the man sitting on Amelia’s other side had his hand up her T shirt and was happily fondling her breasts. He had looked over interrogatively at Brian during the third race, when she was drumming her heels and screaming at the drivers of the sweating teams of slaves to; “Whip the lazy bitches!” Brian had nodded and Amelia hadn’t even paused as the hand had gone up and begun squeezing and fondling.


The four chariots raced four times; five laps each race and the points were totalled up at the end. Ayesha’s team had won two races and come third and second in the others. Brian was impressed, not simply by her but by the chariots themselves. The new design was a great improvement, providing more speed and more spills as the drivers managed to ‘drift’ their rigs at the corners and bring down competing teams, leaving them to be whipped up again in the dust and chaos. To make it even better the technical crew had managed to get miniature cameras mounted on the front of one chariot and right on the front crossbar of another. The camera on the front of the chariot gave a wonderful image of the rolling and trembling buttocks of the slaves and the whips curling across and welting them and their backs. The camera right up with the front two slaves gave a vivid impression of the speed and ferocity of the combat as the teams came alongside each other and the girls tried to fend their opponents off. Down on the sand itself, the audience could see the bigger picture and appreciate the tactics of the drivers as they tried to drive their opponents into the side fences or the centreboard. In between races the slaves were watered, their butt plugs removed and the irritant re-applied. Some brief first aid was applied if necessary but after a few minutes the hooter would sound and the slaves were tacked up once more and driven to the starting line. By the end, Brian felt almost sorry for Ayesha, despite what he knew about her, she was exhausted and sank to her knees at the first opportunity but she carried her weals beautifully, her strong back looked all the better for them. Her breasts had been made for the livid stripes that now adorned them. His thoughts were interrupted by a hand tapping him on the shoulder. It was a large man on the bench behind.


“She yours?” he asked, nodding at Amelia who was now sitting back, panting for breath and beginning to realise that her nipples were furiously erect and were being stroked by a complete stranger. Brian grinned at her and waved the man on. He leaned down, lifted her T shirt right up to her armpits and began to stroke her breasts as well. She leaned back a little further and parted her legs, her eyes heavy-lidded, her expression quite calm. The first man got to his feet and turned her so she lay along the bench, she put her legs up and let them fall open. Brian turned sideways and pushed her skirt up out of the way.
“Merci,” the first man said as he manoeuvred himself to lie on her, his fingers fumbling at his flies. The second man kept fondling her breasts while the first gave her a quick shafting. Then they changed places.


Brian stood up and leaned on the metal railing to give them a bit more room and so that Amelia could see him. She seemed to be coming quite energetically and was by no means alone. All round the arena, women were laid out on the benches, kneeling in front of them or were bent forwards over the metal railing whilst being shafted from behind. Just along from where he stood a black woman was sitting back with her legs wide apart. A man knelt between them and she was busily wanking two more, encouraging them to spend over her breasts.


Down on the sand there were eight whip duels going on and Blondie was fighting in one. Half keeping an eye on Amelia, Brian watched for a moment and saw why she was such a legend. The duels were with long, heavy lashed whips and each girl had a small shield. Blondie seemed capable of never being where her opponent thought she was. While most of the other slaves stood almost toe to toe and slugged it out, she leapt and twisted, bent and dodged so fast that hardly a lash landed on her. But she somehow got her own lashes off alright and her opponent was the first one down. She settled herself across the downed slave’s face and the cameras zoomed in as a busy tongue began to pay homage and disappeared up into the blonde’s quim.


Behind him, Brian heard Amelia’s cries attain a new pitch and he turned. A new man had arrived and was sitting where he himself had been, he had picked Amelia’s limp form up and put her in front of him, facing away from him. From Amelia’s face it was obvious that he was going for the back door and she didn’t want it. Brian shook his head and the man smiled apologetically, setting Amelia back on the bench, making a clumsy little bow and then walking away doing up his trousers.


Just because she wasn’t ready for buggery didn’t mean that she was spent just yet though. As soon as Brian resumed his seat beside her, she pulled her T shirt off over her head and then knelt in front of him. Once she had freed his cock and used her tongue to put the finishing touches to his erection she rubbed it between her breasts before putting it back in her mouth and sucking him to his climax. She was grinning broadly as she resumed her seat, smoothing her short skirt back down and retrieving her T shirt, but not putting it back on.


Down on the arena floor the duels had finished and the losers were being put to the crowd’s mercy. One of the guards was pointing to one of a line of four defeated fighters and the announcer was asking if the crowd would settle for twenty lashes punishment.


All round the arena thumbs went out pointing down. Amelia’s joined them. 


“I was too busy getting screwed to know how she fought, but I want to see her get well whipped!” she said lightly. Not until the tariff had reached thirty did she get the thumbs up. And so it went on until the full amount had been sanctioned by the crowd. In theory, the better a girl fought, the less she could expect for losing, but having been energised by the first orgy of the day the crowd was in no mood to be merciful.


Another innovation was then unveiled. In past shows the losers had been put to whipping posts dropped into holes in the middle of the arena floor. This time however, two of the horses used for pursuit running drew a large cart out from one of the tunnels, on the flat bed were four tall posts. The losers were made to mount the cart, their wrists raised and tied to them and then, as the whipping began, it was driven very slowly around the perimeter. Amelia was leaning over the railing, drinking in the stark eroticism of the girls’ cries and wrigglings, when the cart passed directly in front of her, she had yet another man embedded in her and was enthusiastically grinding herself against him. 


The next event was a whip melee between about twenty squad girls from each stable which was watched in subdued quiet as everyone recovered and then they trooped out for lunch, the women attempting to retrieve items of clothing, straighten stained and spotted skirts, brush hair and return to normality. Amelia put her T shirt back on reluctantly. She claimed that having her breasts out in public had been another fantasy fulfilled.


After lunch in a crowded cafe, where spirits had only revived from post sexual lethargy after a bottle of wine, the crowds had returned to watch the contests in the pens.


At the Bakhtar arena these were concrete-lined holes dug in the grounds of the compound. The concrete rose to about four feet above ground level and slit trenches ran down to allow fighters to enter and leave - or be carried out.


Under large awnings they watched the oiled bodies of the slaves out in the sun, wrestling and boxing. They laid bets on each and gave the thumbs up or down in accordance with how much they had won or lost. Amelia loved the studded boxing corsets and thongs and her excitement didn’t go unnoticed. She jigged up and down so much as the brutal contests unfolded that Brian was able to give his permission to a whole gaggle of men who obviously walked about looking for that reaction. They all took her from behind as she leaned over the parapet and by the time they returned to the arena for the log pulling her skirt was soaked through. 


“Did you see that one nearly come when she was punched in the tits?” she exclaimed as the slave in question began the long journey to orgasm under the whip as a consequence of giving in as Amelia described. Brian was watching the slave closely.


“Hardly surprising when you think of all those little studs in the cups of the corset,” he reminded her almost absently. She laughed. “The best bit was when she got the second uppercut between the legs, did you see her face?! God, I wonder what that feels like! And to have all those people cheering when you go down....!”


They left the slave to her thrashing and wandered back to the arena, Amelia complaining about her skirt until Brian threatened to put her over his knee. 


He was unsettled. The girl they had been discussing was Ayesha - no question about it. She was still spectacularly beautiful and unbearably erotic under the lash. How did the stables take someone as dominant and manipulative as Ayesha de la Tour had been and turn her into such a passionate slave who gloried in the humiliations heaped on her? He had to find out and that was why he was here. He couldn’t let this girl, enchanting as Amelia might be, get in his way. But she might just be able to help though. An idea occurred to him and he forced a smile back onto his face; he would have to consider it further.

 

During the log pulling they witnessed the first slaves being fucked in the arena and Amelia gave her first blow job to a stranger while Brian came in the mouth of a German woman. The log pulling consisted of teams of two or four slaves who had a steel pole threaded through the rings on the backs of their collars and their arms were then spread out and tied to it. A chain ran down from the pole and this was wrapped round and locked onto a heavy log. The teams, under their guards’ whips pulled it the length of the arena where another, slightly smaller log was added then they raced back and a third log was added for the last leg. In between legs the guards encouraged their slaves in different ways. Some stables had them bend forwards and screwed them where they stood. Some had them fellate and allowed them to swallow, some forbade swallowing and still others favoured shafting and whipping simultaneously. There were also differences that connoisseurs of the arenas argued about in the bars afterwards; was it more effective to use stock whips, dressage whips, floggers or crops and more importantly, whereabouts on the slave did you apply them? The Prince’s stable chose stock whips and used them on the straining backs and thighs of the girls. The visitors used short straps and varied their targets, flicking at breasts and cunts as well as backs. They won.


The races were close though and everyone was hoarse by the time the last exhausted team had staggered over the finish line. Brian realised he had one of Amelia’s breasts in a vice-like grip and had scored it quite deeply with his nails as he had been yelling the Prince’s team on as their opponents had slowly overtaken them. Amelia, hands locked on the bar, bared to the waist again, looked down vaguely at the damage and giggled. Behind her a man sighed in pleasure and pulled out of her. Brian watched her face contort as he did so.


She pulled herself upright unsteadily and fell against him. “Anal cherry gone....and I hardly felt it!”


Back at the hotel, having more or less carried her Brian put her in the shower, opened her legs, gave her the shower head and turned it on. Five minutes later he looked in and she was still slumped against the wall with her legs apart and cold water playing on her cunt.


“It burns and it feels about the size of a sodding cathedral,” she whispered hoarsely.


“Good day?” he asked innocently.


“Best ever!” She looked up and smiled sleepily. “Did I get to fuck you?”


“Who knows?” he replied. “There were so many I fucked it’s difficult to remember.”


He stepped into the shower with her.

 

By the third and final day, Amelia was learning to handle the constant demands for her body and not let them distract her from what was going on in the arena. Rather than fellate, she wanked - unless it was Brian - she only took cock from behind and had no objection to taking it in her arse as long as the cock was well lubricated. As for clothes she found it best to do what most other women seemed to do. After the first hour she stripped completely and that way she had clothes to wear afterwards. 










Chapter 21



 


 

“Come on, ladies! Next shift of guests comes in five minutes!” The dungeon echoed to groans as Isadene, always one of the most polite guards, finished releasing Ayesha and five of her companions from where the last customers had restrained them. It was the evening of the second day and the strain was beginning to show. The evening sessions with the guests were now only half an hour but to girls whose whole bodies stung and burned, whose every muscle had been tested practically to destruct point, even three half hour dungeon sessions without whips was hard going. But there was no choice, it was what their masters wanted and so Ayesha sat up, rubbing at her wrists and ankles. Isadene handed her a towel and she began to dab at the spots on her breasts where the last couple had pierced pinches of flesh while she was tied on her back. Gritting her teeth she pulled the two needles out of her nipples and dabbed again, Only then did she dry the damp patch between her legs on the leather of the bench top and finally she mopped at her crotch before throwing the cloth into a bin and getting stiffly to her feet.


Another girl was standing with her legs inelegantly spread and was dabbing between them. She grinned over at Ayesha. “At least I got ‘em where it really counts!”


“At least you got more than a strap-on!” she agreed ruefully. A pair of lesbians had been her last guests and strap-ons had never been her thing - even after the stimulation of needle play - but now she understood fully that anyone who used her was doing so at her master’s behest and she moistened and came helplessly. She looked down at her breasts as she waited patiently. They were in a state but a very erotic state nonetheless. They were welted from nipple to base and round the circumferences of the bases were dozens of tiny bruises from the studded tack. In addition to those were the bruises scattered all over from two boxing encounters. Tomorrow morning there would be studded whip duels and there was still this one more session in the dungeon tonight, it was impossible that faced with tits like hers, in their current state, the guests would leave without adding to the wounds. All she could hope was that she would get a man this time.


As it turned out she did. The guests, a man and his wife put her back on the bench and Ayesha put on a good show of howling and wriggling out of pure gratitude as they were content to clamp the nipples then feed chains up over pulleys suspended from an overhead beam and then hang more and more weights off them while they cropped the stretched breasts. The sting of the crop and the ache in her elongated nipples were a welcome change from the multiple darts of sharp pain caused by piercing. Eventually the couple put the crops down with no warning and the woman hoisted up her skirts, lowered the headrest of the bench and straddled Ayesha’s face. She was immediately aware that she had had a busy day on the terraces. Her thighs were crusted with dried sperm and the long, prominent inner lips were pungent with the stuff. Ayesha, with her customary rush of gratitude for the humiliation her master was heaping on her, stuck her tongue out and got to work, the acrid scent of the woman and the astringent taste of her emission mixing with the day’s harvest of sperm, plus the feel of soft labial tissue against her face, filling her senses. In any case the man suddenly thrust himself between her own legs and she settled down to giving them both what her master would want; value for money. Around her the noises in the dungeon quietened. Where before it had rung to the sounds of torment and then tormented ecstasy, it was now filled with softer sounds; groans of pleasure, strained grunts of effort, the occasional viscous slurp of a cunt and then the repeated and accelerating slap of flesh against flesh. Ayesha drove her face up into the vulva above her, gasping and screaming into it as the cock inside her drove her to one last orgasm, almost mindless with exhaustion.


It was mainly the extra, spiteful stabs of pain from her nipples as Isadene unclamped them that revived her. She had just lain panting and spent while the guests had left but now she wearily hauled herself upright, one leg dangling over the edge of the bench, the other on the top and bent at the knee, as she wiped herself yet again. Quite suddenly she realised that her master and trainer was standing in front of her. She scrambled to her feet and adopted the legs apart, hands behind head stance. It was a stance she approved of too because it left her as physically open to him as she was mentally now. He surveyed her body for a moment and then reached out to stroke and assess her breasts, stomach and thighs. His fingers were cool and dispassionate as they traced the livid stripes, stopped to examine where a stud or a whip’s tip had dug in and left a small crater and then moved on to check over any scabbing. She couldn’t repress a shiver at the feel of his touch and, as she was keeping her eyes respectfully lowered, the sight of his capable, strong fingers running across the twin battlegrounds that two days in the arena had made of her breasts.


Eventually he broke the spell, but Ayesha dared hope there was an element of reluctance there. It had been a long time since he had taken her.


“You’ve done well so far,” he told her. “Three wrestling bouts; all won - excellent. Log pulling, not so good. Chariot racing; a place in the second highest placed team. Twelfth out of a hundred in running the assault course............”


Perhaps it was the thought of water at the end of this, the longest day of her life but Ayesha remembered the feel of the cool water as a hundred girls had charged into it. The course had been built to involve part of the harbour and part of the mouth of the river and the beach. Wooden slopes had been constructed, rising from the sand and water had been playing constantly down them. The girls had had to try and swarm up the inclines while the guards of the opposing stable had lashed at them. There had been muddy quagmires, thigh deep, at the edges of the river itself that they had had to wade through before climbing nets and swinging across the river itself. The crowd had been everywhere, standing behind ropes urging the teams on as they had floundered through the mud, lining the route across the sand as the girls had staggered out of the water after swimming from the end of the jetty, crowding the little boats which had buzzed round the shoal of naked, glistening female flesh, splashing, snarling, pinching, nipple twisting its way round the course. They lined the promenade to gaze happily down on their sweating backs as they had struggled up the wet wooden slopes, the whips’ lashes wetted by their own bodies and carving even brighter lines across their flesh as they struggled, slipped and had to do it all again. The causeway had been the worst, she recalled. Three narrow tracks of boards leading from specially built wooden towers out to one end of the breakwater. They looked like the swaying wooden bridges often featured in adventure films about South America - except this time there were no side ropes to hang onto. There were plenty of whips to drive the girls up the steps of the towers and to encourage them out onto the long, perilous bridges. Nearly half of them, Ayesha herself on two laps had been flung, screaming, twenty feet into the harbour as the boards bucked and swung under them. The crowd had cheered deliriously as each terrified girl had plunged down to land with a satisfactory splash. It must have looked as though it was raining naked females, she thought.

 

“...........Two boxing contests; won one, lost one.” The trainer’s voice jerked her back to the present. The boxing, yes that had been a highlight of sorts. “Not at all bad. But most encouraging was how well you lost!”


Once again Ayesha’s mind leapt back to the vivid events of the past day. 


The second time she had been put into the pens to box, she had found herself up against a hard and experienced girl who had given her a lesson. And it wasn’t one she was about to forget. Even as she had winced from the blows landed on her and missed with her own she had been watching how the girl feinted and dodged. Mindful of the trainer’s dire warnings about any girl who went down too soon, Ayesha had weathered the assaults and bitten down on the bitter pleasure the studs digging into her had caused. Instead she had exaggerated her wobbling stagger after a left and right combination to the breasts had left them rippling in the aftermath and her brain almost drowning in the orgy of exhibitionism, masochism and sheer decadence in which she was partaking. And when the inevitable end came, somehow she had managed to stand for a second uppercut. Her legs had gone weak and she had nearly collapsed as the first blow had driven the studs in her boxing thong exquisitely up into her labia but she had heard the crowd’s roar, even as she staggered drunkenly around, bent double, and for some reason that had spurred her on. Maybe it was that she understood the pleasure she was giving - almost seeing herself as the crowd saw her - a desirable, semi-naked woman suffering for their entertainment. Whatever the reason, she had managed to straighten up, even though her legs were splayed wide apart and she was helpless, and wait for the coup de grace. Of course the other girl had taken her time, she had stalked in slowly and wound her fist back then swung it in and up. Ayesha’s face had hit the deck with stunning force before she knew what was happening.


The crowd round that pen had been merciful and she had been dragged back up to ground level and a whipping post to take a conservative twenty lashes. The guard had stripped her of her boxing corset and thong, making a show of prodding at the dents in her flesh before he fastened her to the post. During the last days prior to the show, she, as new girl, had practised this, she was not tied tightly but was able to rest her head against her forearms and arch her back thus presenting her bottom nicely and enabling the crowd to see her gathering arousal in the form of slicked labia sliding against one another as her pelvis moved and swung and her thighs flexed to absorb the stinging from the last lash and to invite the next.


The flogging had been well executed, the guard taking his time and stopping every now and then to finger her or to squeeze her pendant breasts. By the time she had felt his thick, hard cock slide into her and reared her head up in pleasure as she was penetrated, she was acutely aware of just how much she loved what was being done to her. And suddenly the crowd had come into focus. The guard’s hand was in her hair, making sure they could see her face as he rammed into her and for the first time she was able to really look around and see individuals crowding up to the rail that surrounded the particular whipping post she was tied to. The faces, both male and female, were alive with eager sexuality and there was a lot of naked flesh on display. Some women were squatting before their men, thick shafts of erect manhood in their mouths, their heads turned a little to the side to watch the whipping and sex at the post. Some women had been bent forwards over the rail and were being energetically jerked about as their men screwed them from behind, some merely had their short skirts bunched at their waists while male hands stroked and delved. At that moment Ayesha understood that each and every person watching her as she soared towards orgasm, was her master. They were taking pleasure from her undergoing what he had ordained for her while he was too busy to do it himself. 


She felt an overwhelming surge of gratitude and affection for them as she succumbed finally to complete fulfilment, naked, flogged and publicly enjoyed. But just as her eyes closed in ecstasy she thought she saw a familiar face in the crowd but the insistent pounding of the imperious cock submerged any thoughts beneath the demands of her femininity. But subsequently, although she hadn’t been able to put a name to the face, she had been struck by how little she cared whether someone who had known her previously now saw her as a slave. Her master was the only one who mattered.


Ayesha jerked herself back to attention and realised he was still speaking.


“.........I’m going to pull you out of the studded whip duels tomorrow. I’ll put that CSL girl, ‘Ox’ in instead. She’s good solid whip fodder. I want you and the other CSL girl, ‘Cherry’ to run lead on one of the chariots.”


Ayesha couldn’t help but raise her eyes to his in excitement. She knew enough to know that running lead on the chariots was an honour. Via the reins the lead pair were in direct communication with the driver and it was down to them to be as alert and responsive as they could be. The lead pair also came in for the heaviest of the whipping as they got hit by the longer whips from both their own chariot and the opposition’s and finally they were often the first girls into any fighting if the drivers steered their rigs together.

 

Back upstairs where their cages were, they were given time to shower off the traces of the day’s usage then the guards laid them on the tables which stood outside their cells and gave them all a massage. It had come as a shock to Ayesha just how good at it these men were, she had considered that they were there just to administer whip and cock in roughly equal quantities. But of course, they couldn’t do that so expertly if they didn’t understand the female anatomy so perfectly. 


The low ceilinged area filled with contented sighs as strong hands worked on the soft contours of the girls’ bodies and readied them for the demands of the next day.


“You’ve done well on this show and I’m going to give you a prize if you keep up your efforts and win.” They were all finally chained for the night and the trainer now addressed the whole squad. “The prize is this. Not having happen to you what will happen to you if you lose!” He smiled as he watched them work that one out.


“What it comes down to is this. Fight till you drop tomorrow....or you’ll regret it. Sleep well!”










Chapter 22



 


 

The third and final day dawned with a sea mist keeping the temperature down until after nine o’clock. By that time the crowd had taken its place and the sun broke through as the compère announced the first events. The crowd rose and cheered as one, greeting the outset of a day of climactic release, an unrestrained orgy of female combat and sex lay ahead of them.

 

The final day of all the shows was always the busiest and long before the guests were stirring in whoever’s bed they found themselves, the stables were scenes of frantic activity. At the Bakhtar arena the slaves were accommodated in long rooms under the terraces about midway up the stadium. Each team’s tacking up/dressing room/surgery was located down at ground level on either side of the tunnel that led out into the arena.


Quite apart from concerns about which stable won or lost, each trainer knew that how well his slaves performed in the climactic finale could determine whether or not he had a job by the end of the day. Both men strode nervously up and down as the slaves were roused, fed, washed given a further quick massage and set to loosening up exercises. Commands were snapped as one or other of the guards reported an unexpected stiffness in a slave here, or a lameness in one there; some injuries only appeared overnight. Some pain killers were allowed but there was no point in running a lame slave and spoiling her performances for months ahead, so sometimes the trainers had to reorganise at the last minute. The long narrow rooms were full of the shouts of the men as they encouraged their charges in their warm up routines or shouted reports about slaves’ responses to medication. Peter and Paolo had laid out the day’s roster on one of the massage tables and were poring over it.


“Number Three’s got a badly bruised foot, Number Seven’s okay so we’ll put her running in the back pair on the chariot,” Paolo said. “We’ll play Two and One in the studded whip duels along with the Blonde. That should warm her up ready for the Cage.”


“You cleared that with Carlo?”


“Sure. I’ve moved the other two CSL girls down to the tack room already.”


“Good. Now if Twenty-two’s fit, slot her in for the squad’s studded whip line up. And put in Thirty, Nineteen, Eight and...........” He looked up and shouted over to one of the guards. “How’s Forty-three?”


The guard glanced up at the slave he was working on. “Put her in for whatever, Boss. She’s got lots left in the tank!”


Miriam gave her trainer a proud smile. 


“Okay. She’ll lead the squad in the studded whips! Now, any slave not been washed, fed, had a shit?” There was a general shaking of heads. “Right, let’s get ‘em downstairs and I want the chariot teams tacked up in five minutes! Hassan make sure the irritant for the butt plugs is good and hot!”

 

There was similar activity in the opposing stable but eventually the two squads and their minders were making their way down to where the show would begin for one more time. And every girl there knew that their masters would not accept anything less than complete dedication. None of them expected to end the day able to stand. But deep in every female belly lay a hot moistness caused by the thought of all they would go through before they were allowed to collapse.

 

The only oasis of relative calm was where Blondie had been stabled on her own, out at the back of the hotel where her owners and her trainer were staying. Carlo Suarez, who was one of her owners as well as her trainer and John Carpenter, her other owner watched as Patti, the blonde’s copper-haired and devoted groom, led her out of her stall on the leash which ran from her tongue ring.


“She’s fed well,” Patti reported in her gentle Scottish accent. “Seems well-rested, her eyes are clear and her hair is good and shiny. Doesn’t seem to be limping.” She led the slave around the stable a couple of times under the careful scrutiny of the men. Even by her exalted standards, Blondie had had a good day, the day previously. In the pursuit running she had set a record.


Pursuit running was, typically of the arenas, simple and brutal. A naked slave was released from one end of the arena, the long centreboard having been put in place. When she was half way along it a mounted rider would begin to pursue her. His objective was to bring her down with his whip, her objective was to complete as many lengths as possible before going down. The horsemen didn’t have it all their own way however, the arenas were small enough to make it difficult for a horse to turn as quickly as the fleeing slave so it wasn’t uncommon for an experienced slave to make eight or nine lengths.


This time, although the opposition had known that the Prince had hired in Blondie there must have been some confusion over the exact running order of slaves and riders, resulting in the mismatching of the best slave on the circuit against a relatively inexperienced rider. Blondie had taught him a lesson. She had made no fewer than fifteen lengths before he could get her down - and even then it had partly been her own tiredness which had overcome her. The crowd had been treated to an exhibition of Blondie’s unique blend of reckless courage, intelligence and athleticism. She had dodged his lash with consummate ease even as she ran full tilt and had managed to infuriate and unsettle the horse by throwing herself under its belly, risking the flying hoofs; running by its head just out of its blinkered vision, but so close the rider didn’t dare use his whip; doubling back so fast that the horse had nearly fallen and then sprinting ahead while it regained its footing.


Once he had pinned her though, he made her pay. The horse had reared over her as she lay, finally exhausted, on the sand at its feet and the whip had sliced down time and again. On the giant video screens hung from the arena roof, the crowd had watched her take a full flogging rather than the accepted minimum needed to keep her down. 


Carlo had watched in delight as she had employed every trick he had drummed into her in practice sessions in the grounds of John Carpenter’s SM club The Lodge, far away in England. Beside him, John had gone delirious, as had most of the crowd as the compère had announced that a new record was being set. But a disapproving hush had fallen as they had all watched how much punishment she had taken. Carlo alone had been unperturbed and had calmed John down.


“She can take more than he can dish out. Don’t worry!”


When he had lashed his victim until his strength had failed he had claimed the traditional prize and the crowd relaxed. Usually the riders took the slaves from the rear, it made a good show as the naked, dusty, whip-scored slave had been filmed lovingly from all angles, orgasming while the man drove into either of her presented entrances. However this rider dragged Blondie to her knees and went for her mouth. Carlo approved as it gave the audience a chance to see how adept she was at using her thick tongue ring to worship an erect cock. And to the crowd’s delight she threw herself into fellating with all the enthusiasm she brought to her combats. She took what seemed like an age and gave the cameras every chance to close in on the way her pierced tongue trailed lovingly up the shaft of the phallus and she ran the metal along the slit of the meatus. The helm gleamed huge and purple up on the screens as her lips finally opened wide and she began to take him in. John and Carlo smiled smugly as a male sigh went up around them, every man there wishing he was out on the sands with Blondie kneeling before him.


Carlo reflected, as he watched her lips caress the man who so recently had given her such a spiteful thrashing, that there wasn’t one single aspect of the arenas that Blondie didn’t fully understand. Up on the screens she was letting him come out of her mouth for a second and rubbing her face up and down the gleaming shaft, holding it respectfully with one hand, before sucking him back in and beginning to guide him gently towards his climax. No slave had suffered more than she had in the arena; no slave was more devoted. There was no one to match her.

 

In the hotels the guests were taking their time over breakfast or were taking strolls out on the street while the sun burned away the last streamers of mist. Amelia yawned luxuriously as Brian poured the last of the coffee.


“I don’t know if my puss....sorry.......cunt can take another day!” she exclaimed.


“The last day that’s the best. You get the finals of the chariots...and they really lay on the whips! You get studded whip duels and any cruelty freak will go ape over those! Then you get the final melee, all of the squad girls plus most of the guards. And if that’s not enough....”


Amelia was grimacing and clutching her lap. “I won’t last!” she cried in mock despair.


“Don’t worry, I’ll pace you. You won’t want to miss the Cage!”


Amelia leaned forwards, her face flushed and excited. “If I beg you not to let another man fuck me. Don’t listen!”


“It’s a deal!”

 

Ayesha champed on her bit. As it was the first time she had been put to running lead, she had never had a bit on before, it tasted horrible, although the steel had been covered with some rubber so she could bite on it. But at least there was the familiar pain in her breasts from the studs on the tit straps. The guard had fitted them carefully, ensuring that the wicked little points sat exactly where they had the previous day. A camera had whirred beside her ear as he had slowly tightened them forcing her to stamp her feet and groan behind her bit. The rest of the squad sat on the bench seats around the walls while the chariot team was tacked up. Over on one of the treatment tables, Hassan was stirring up something in a bowl over a spirit stove. Fragrant smoke arose from it but Ayesha knew all too well that what he was cooking up was not destined for her mouth. He took the bowl off the heat and stirred it some more, before calling out to the trainer that he was ready. Six pairs of eyes watched him stride over with five of the guards, pick up the six pear-shaped steel objects and begin to dip and swirl them in the mixture. 


“Bend them over,” he called, after he and the others had blown on the goo-covered plugs a few times. With reluctant obedience and in answer to a downward tug on her reins, Ayesha and her companions, the hired-in Cherry beside her, put their hands on their knees and presented their backsides. From outside came the muffled tones of the compère and cheers from the crowd as six well-whipped pairs of buttocks were presented on the giant screens. A cameraman behind her asked if the trainer wouldn’t mind standing a little more to the side. Then there was the warmth of the coated plug at her rear entrance, it paused for a moment and she tried to relax but then it was suddenly pushed and its rounded snout smoothly violated her anus and lodged snugly in her rectum, the flange at its base reassuringly gripping the sphincters. There were more muffled cheers but by then Ayesha’s concentration was taken up by the fact that the damn mixture was starting to work. It was maddening, an internal itch there was no way to scratch. Having a dildo rammed up her cunt and a studded strap holding the awful ensemble in place only made it worse. She knew it was deliberate, in a few minutes all twelve slaves harnessed to the chariots contesting the finals would be enraged beyond all reason. They would race till they dropped and fight to the death just to get the harnesses off.


They hardly needed leading out to the tunnel where the chariots waited. They were straining at the leash quite literally.


In the echoing gloom of the tunnel she pranced impatiently while all of them were shackled by one wrist to whichever shaft they were pushing. She and Cherry were joined by an inside rein, the outside ones were fed back to the driver who wrapped them round his waist and then at last they were driven out into the bright sun. Her vision restricted by her blinkers and the certainty that to look around would earn her a sharp cut with a whip, Ayesha stared straight down the track. The crowd was a seething mass of bright colour. Up on one of the screens one of the opposition slaves was gazing wide-eyed into the zoomed-in camera lens, her strapped breasts heaving just like Ayesha’s were. There was no fellow feeling. Making sure their masters were happy was all that mattered to either of them.


“Get ready,” the driver’s whipman called and as she had been trained to do she dug her feet into the hard-packed earth as deep as she could to try and get the all important first advantage. The starting pistol cracked and it seemed as if all hell broke loose. The crowd rose in one roaring movement; the drivers and their whipmen yelled; the whips sliced across the girls’ shoulders and backs and the chariots began to rumble. At first the slaves pumped their legs as if trying to start bobsleighs, then as the inertia was overcome they settled into more normal running. At the same time the whips slowed as the drivers assessed the situation. All Ayesha could do was bite her bit and try not to let the whip unsettle her breathing. Nothing was showing beyond her right hand blinker so she assumed they must be leading. Her arms stretched out in front of her, knuckles white on the crossbar, Ayesha pounded along towards the turn waiting for the jerk on her rein.


Dimly she heard the compère’s voice...........

 

“The red’s driver’s going for a block! He’s going to try and take out the purples on the first bend!” the compère announced and Amelia sqealed and bounced up and down beside Brian. “Stop him!” she yelled. “Whip them up! Make them go faster!” She was yelling at the purple team’s driver as they saw the red’s chariot, drawn on the inside lane, start to move out to try and make the purple’s rig crash into the side fence at the first turn. For a second the Prince’s driver didn’t seem sure whether to outrun the manoeuvre or to turn in and engage in combat. 


Brian tensed. The Prince’s team were ahead okay, but to win by ten points or more, they needed the chariot racing to look secure. As he watched, the purple team began to swing in. There was going to be a fight. He reached out his right hand and slipped it under Amelia’s bottom, she started and then lifted a little. His hand encountered her naked flesh and the softness of her cunt, buried in the heat between her thighs. He didn’t take his eyes off the arena, nor did he seek to enter her. He simply encompassed her cunt with his hand and began to squeeze.


He felt the girl melt against him and grinned fiercely as he watched the contest unfold.

 

Ayesha felt the rein pull her gently to her right and responded. Then there was a sudden flurry of searing lashes and she screamed into her bit as they were hit. Having been a crucial few inches ahead, Ayesha couldn’t see exactly what was going on. Behind her she could feel the other girls fighting, but there was a continuous pull on her rein and she had to obey. With her head pulled to the right she saw the centreboard and realised each driver was trying to make the opposition crash. Her whipman was merciless and the itching inside her rectum was unbearable, she leaned harder into her work and behind there were frantic yells and screams. Then suddenly they were past the end of the centreboard and there was a ferocious jerk on her reins. Her head was wrenched savagely to the right and both rigs pivoted. With their sweating slaves locked in combat the chariots swung round and began to pound along the second part of the first lap. 

 

Brian held his breath. He had been amazed to see that Ayesha was actually running lead and hoped the trainer knew what he was doing, she had to be very inexperienced. For a moment on that first corner it looked as though the Prince’s chariot might overturn as both rigs skidded on the sand but then battle resumed. The naked slaves swung at each other, Ayesha and her partner just inches ahead of the battle and on the big screens the crowd enjoyed the relentless play of the whips on the juddering buttocks and straining backs. The second turn was as close as the first, the two locked inextricably together. But over the second lap, one of the Prince’s slaves managed to get a telling blow in against her opposite number. She went down and was dragged by her shackled wrist, the pair behind her tripped over her and the rig slewed round as the driver and whipman shouted, cursed and flailed at their team. But the Prince’s chariot was away and clear for a relaxed canter to the finish. He relaxed his grip on Amelia’s cunt and moved instead to her breasts.

 

Ayesha stood snorting around her bit and trying to recover her breath. Behind her she could hear the men examining the rest of the team. There seemed to be some trouble with one of the other girls, something about having been caught badly by a whip. Eventually though she felt male hands on her, examining, pressing here and there and finally her bit was pulled clear of her mouth long enough for a drink of cool water, then it was replaced and they were driven back to the line. This time they were drawn on the inside. To her surprise she was reined back at the start but saw that her driver was going to simply race this time, the two chariots made two laps without any bumping and boring but on the third, her driver made a fatal mistake. He and his whipman suddenly pushed the team into a headlong, whip driven gallop to try and charge into the side of the opposition at the cusp of the turn. But they saw it coming and reined in, letting the prince’s chariot pass harmlessly in front of them. Ayesha’s team were unable to stop and crashed straight into the wall at the end of the arena. The slaves’ feet skidded helplessly as the momentum of the rig pushed them on and there was a numbing impact.


By the time they had regained their feet, the red’s chariot had turned and passed behind them. All they could do was limp back and prepare for the deciding race.


Ayesha could hear the anxiety in the men’s voices. They were damaged goods now. Ayesha herself was cut on the legs from her collision with the wall. Cherry was scratched all up her stomach and she couldn’t tell what other injuries the others had picked up.

 

Amelia ran her hand up and down the tight bulge in the front of Brian’s trousers. Her eyes were fastened on the video screens which were currently showing pictures from the cameras mounted on the fronts of the chariots themselves. The images allowed everyone to assess the state of the teams. Both of them were showing signs of wear and tear to the buttocks and back. The thin whipcord lashes of the longer whips left very thin traces but even so every single slave was laced with its tracks while the two pairs of slaves nearest the drivers were showing heavy patches of pink where the floggers had been wielded as well.


Brian glanced at her and realised that with her other hand she was wanking an elderly man. He spurted his seed over her hand even as Brian watched and then she was on her knees in front of him, fumbling with his trousers. 


“If I’m quick, I can blow you before the last race,” she muttered.


“Stand up you silly bitch and bend over to do it. There’s a man who needs to fuck you.”


The man in question thanked Brian and stood behind Amelia who had hurriedly stood up and spread her legs. Brian himself stood up and she was able to bend over and get her mouth round him.


The two men nodded at each other companionably while each enjoyed their end of her. Although she wriggled vigorously on one cock and sucked hungrily at the other, she barely milked them in time to watch the race. But she just had time to get to the railing and hitch up her skirt again to take another man from behind as the starting pistol cracked. Brian smacked one buttock as he stood alongside her and then gripped a breast and squeezed again.

 

Ayesha had never taken whip like it. Once the pistol sounded, she shrieked as the lash scored her harder than ever; and faster. Behind her she could hear the others giving tongue and together they made a mad dash to get away from the scorching lash. She had no idea of what her driver intended and was past caring. Half blinded by sweat she raced down one length of the arena and was pulled hard in to the right. She only realised that they had overtaken the reds when she found they weren’t hitting anything and she was running alongside the centreboard, they skidded hard around the corner and held the inside lane on the second leg. The whipping decreased and the reins were pulled back just slightly. Suddenly in a storm of dust and a constant barrage of cracks from their whips, the red team struck back, overtaking on their left and causing Cherry to rear back as she was caught across her breasts by the opposition’s whipman. But as soon as the red chariot was two pairs of slaves ahead, Ayesha’s driver and whipman set about hammering at their team again and they reached the second turn holding station. The reds went wide, probably they had seen the injuries to the Prince’s team and saw no need to risk getting involved, they could win just by running. But Ayesha’s speculations were cut short by a renewed flurry of lashes. Shocked, she dug in but couldn’t understand why she was being asked to accelerate into a corner.


The answer came halfway round, she was wrenched to the right cruelly hard this time and she and Cherry had to practically turn on a sixpence. But she felt the rig behind her spin round so fast it nearly dragged her off her feet and there were screams and yells behind her and she realised what had been done. Their driver had pulled off the drift manoeuvre. He had managed to let the chariot skid sideways into the opposition’s slaves, taking their legs out from under them.

 

Amelia climaxed at the sight of the chaos on the arena floor. The two men had to dismount and sort out the slaves who were tangled up in the reins and each other. It was all captured on one of the video screens and the moment of impact was replayed in slow motion. It was easy to see the way the wheel of the purple chariot took the second slave on the red’s right completely off her feet and sent her legs crashing into her partner who fell and tripped the slave behind. In slow motion the curling of the long driving whip and its impact on the sweating slaveflesh was fascinating. 










Chapter 23



 


 

Half an hour later, sated by twice having fucked the women he had been offered in exchange for Amelia while the losers were whipped round the stadium on the cart, Brian watched intently as preparations were made for the whip duelling. About forty couples were being fielded for the squad event - a mass spectacular before the more gruelling solo contests between the really tough slaves - he noted the ingenuity of the single gloves coupled with the use of a bar joining the slaves’ feet. It promised to be an unsubtle but a very erotic scene. Even from where he sat he could see the anxiety in the slaves’ faces as they were prepared. Up on the video screens the images were all of hands being joined in the gloves, ankle restraints clipped to spacing bars and sweat starting out on oiled flesh. Finally the guards gave each slave her whip and forty gleaming nudes faced each other, flicking hair back, settling their stances, licking dry lips. There was a second’s almost complete silence and then the pistol cracked.


Beside Brian, Amelia had her hand squeezed between her thighs, shamelessly masturbating and she sighed in pure pleasure as the spectacle got underway. The whips thudded into flesh with a meaty sound that had Brian’s cock springing instantly back to attention. It was a sound that filled the whole arena, continual volleys of impacts underscored by grunts of effort and pain. There was little room for skill or science, all the slaves could do was swing as hard as they could and take the opponent’s blows as well as they could. Brian lay back a little and pulled Amelia onto him. She came, but straddled him facing away so she could reach down and feed his cock into her without taking her eyes off the duelling couples. Increasingly now the smacks and thuds were being overlaid with cries as endurance limits were approached. Brian watched the video screens as Amelia’s graceful back blocked his view, but it was well worth it to feel her responsive and tight little cunt grip him. A pattern seemed to be developing; at first the girls belaboured their opponents’ sides and shoulders. The only evasive action available to them was to take a one-footed step back and lean away but as energy diminished more and more of them began to adopt an almost sideways on stance. Here a more alert slave could seize an advantage, if a quick strike with the whip could be delivered, it could catch the opponent’s breasts; an almost certain winning stroke with these weapons. 


Amelia was grinding her pelvis down onto him now and sucking another man who was considerately standing a bit to one side of her.


The pace of the contests began to slow as the slaves began to take a few seconds between lashes, their breasts heaving, their skin shining with sweat, oil and a few smears of blood. The cameras roamed through the couples and Brian was delighted to see Ayesha briefly, her breasts heaving and showing the traces of the whip, but she was still swinging, her teeth gritted and her hair flying. One slave, a black girl with her hair in corn rows was caught by the cameras as she launched a quick back and forth strike with her whip. The first blow caught her opponent’s back, knocking the breath from her and leaving her gasping helplessly as the heavy lash swung back and took her full across the breasts. She doubled over instantly and two more thudding blows to the back had her down.


“First blood to the home team!” the compère announced. As the victor was released and allowed to settle over her foe’s face another contest ended. This time the loser fell backwards and the victor was able to lean forwards and aim the lash up her body, the first one slamming onto her stomach. She screamed and curled into a foetal position to take a few more before anybody stepped in.


“That’s one to the visitors!” the compère told them. “Not that it matters, I’ve just totalled up the points and the home team’s won anyway! Shall we tell them and spoil their fun?”


There was a resounding “No!” from the crowd and general laughter. Three more slaves were down now and the cameras closed in on breasts bouncing under heavy flagellation and faces registering pain and tormented ecstasy, or cunts squirming down onto up-turned mouths and fingers frantically working at clitorises. 


It was the cruelty of the reference to the slaves’ fun and the pointlessness of the contest down below that triggered Amelia’s orgasm. Bouncing up and down on Brian urgently and squeezing the cock she was sucking, she managed to get another double helping of sperm. Brian arched upwards as he came and felt some moisture spatter his face. He opened his eyes as he stopped pumping and above him saw a woman bent over the railing of the next tier up. Sweat was pouring from her as she was jerked about by the man behind her. Her eyes were heavy lidded and as Brian watched, she sighed quietly as the man came and then released her. She sank down onto her knees above Brian, noticing him for the first time and smiling down in exhausted contentment. She too was naked and her large breasts gleamed with sweat and sperm. 


“Want a suck?” she asked in accented English.


Brian laughed aloud as the fleshy thuds and the groans floated up from the arena. Life was grand! The woman knelt in front of him and took him into a very capacious mouth while he reached down and hefted the heavy mounds of breastmeat which made a pleasant change from Amelia’s neat little tits.


Down on the sand, the contest had finished and the squad gladiators were being led or carried off to be replaced by the solo fighters. Blondie was being led out on her tongue leash.


Brian felt the woman begin to tongue him urgently, she obviously wanted to watch too. He hauled her up and she understood immediately, going back to the rail and bending forwards. Her pale buttocks were fleshy and wide, carrying a healthy scattering of ridged tram lines typical of caning. Between them was an obviously eager cunt, its outer lips still open and the liver coloured inner ones in full erection. Hardly needing to aim himself, Brian sank his full length into her in one slippery thrust, then leaned on her back to watch proceedings and fuck her whenever the mood took him.


He was interested to note that the stadium had gone a bit quieter as the famous blonde had entered, around him some people had actually resumed their seats and were watching intently, some of the women were hurrying to finish off whatever they were doing. The blonde was certainly a star.


What most interested Brian was how she would cope with this form of duelling. It seemed to offer very little for her athletic style of highly mobile combat. She was pitted against a tall girl, so blonde she was probably of Scandinavian origin. When they had both been restrained and kitted up along with the other three couples the cameras closed in again. The tall blonde was clearly not happy about being up against Blondie, she was looking around her with the hunted look of a sacrificial victim who knows there is no escape. Blondie on the other hand was looking down at her imprisoned wrists with a strange faraway look in her eyes.


The woman under Brian stirred and swung her pelvis against him.


“She always looks like that,” she said. “Like she’s not here at all.”


“You’ve been to the arenas before?” he asked beginning to fuck her.


“For sure!” the woman laughed. “My husband wants me to see if I can fuck a whole arena one day!”


Brian laughed as he pounded into her and drove her to yet another orgasm. She knelt and cleaned him before they parted.


Resuming his seat beside a contented Amelia, Brian settled down to study Blondie. As it turned out she had a game plan. For the first couple of minutes she did nothing, the pale blonde gladiator lashed at her in desperation, plainly hoping to finish her off but all Blondie did was duck a little and turn her shoulders into the blows so that the backs of them quickly began to show the traces of the studs. The cameras were right on her and beside him, Brian could hear Amelia grunt with mixed excitement and sympathy as the screens showed the smooth skin begin to mark under the heavy whipping. Lash after lash thudded home and still Blondie seemed unperturbed. 


The other contests were largely ignored and one was over before Blondie made her move. The pale blonde had gone from a fierce desperation to try and finish it quickly to terror as her lashes seemed to have no effect. 


Blondie exploded into action with no warning at all. As the pale blonde began to wind up for another lash in the wake of her last one, she swept her lash across her opponent’s lower stomach. The studs bit into the girl’s hip and she twisted in shock. The lash came back and smacked full across the buttocks. The screens caught it perfectly, the flesh rippling and wobbling. The tall girl screamed and her back arched, her whip momentarily forgotten as her arms raised in an attempt to reach behind her. Blondie’s third lash came back and thudded up under her arms and across her breasts. As one the crowd rose to applaud. Down below, the taller blonde wobbled, frozen in shock. Blondie gave her time to recover and Brian realised what a tough professional she was. She knew precisely what was required. 


Despite the hurt the pale blonde wasn’t a solo fighter for nothing, she got herself back under control and took the fight to Blondie once more, trying to curl in lashes low down. But now they were being blocked by the gloves. Blondie was using them to ward off the clubbing head of the whip. Brian shook his head in admiration. None of the others had thought of that. Occasionally she would let a strike land, just to keep the crowd happy, then she let two land in succession on her hips and seemed to bend forwards in pain. The pale girl fell for it and raised her whip high; Blondie unleashed her whip up between her spread legs. One screen caught the studded head snapping up between the buttocks. It seemed as if every woman in the arena screamed.


Brian noticed Amelia’s eyes were wide but she was jigging up and down even more frantically and rubbing between her legs even more urgently.


Out on the arena floor, the pale blonde girl had somehow kept her feet and was still attempting to fight back but now tiredness was making her telegraph each lash and Blondie was swaying back easily or ducking under them. When she felt the time was right she timed a lash to coincide with her opponent’s backswing and flicked her own whip across the exposed breasts. Again, she seemed to know precisely where the cameras were filming and instantly the audience were treated to the exquisite sight of the tender breasts swinging and rippling in the wake of the strike. The girl let out a guttural shout and instinctively clutched at her chest. Without breaking her rhythm, Blondie followed through with the lash then brought the whip snaking back and up. Again the arena was filled with the shrill screams of excitement as, this time, the lash curled up between the thighs with carefully judged spite and treated the slit of the sex to the full weight of its venom.


The girl’s hands flew down to clasp herself. Her face froze in a rictus of wide-eyed shock and then a strange softening came across the features and the crowd burst into laughter. On another screen the slave’s gloved hands were shown doing exactly what Amelia’s were. Brian smiled as he watched Amelia’s eyes close in ecstasy once more.


The defeated slave toppled forwards onto her face, but with her hands clasped at her crotch her buttocks were raised invitingly. Blondie was not one to miss such an opportunity. She began a steady, unhurried flogging. The studded weight of the whip’s head slammed into the twin cushions of soft flesh, sending shock waves spreading across them and down the thighs, making the whole body jerk up off the sand.


“Don’t anyone rush to stop her!” the compère put in. “Blondie knows how to put on a show!”


Nobody did. And Blondie was allowed to deliver a full ration of loser’s punishment to the quivering and humping body at her feet. 


“Okay, ladies and gentlemen. When we come back we’ll have a really terrific final battle royal for you!” the compère’s voice boomed when the the two blondes had finally been led out of the arena.


Dazed and quivering herself, Amelia pulled her skirt on and shrugged into a blouse. She was about to button it when a passing man put out his hand and began stroking her tits. She grinned helplessly at Brian and sighed as the man twisted and pulled at the hard little nipples.


“Okay, one more before lunch,” she muttered, tucking her hair back behind her ears and getting down onto her knees.










Chapter 24



 


 

During the fiercest heat of the day a relative calm descended on the arena village. The crowds dispersed into the hotels and cafes for lunch and a couple of hours’ rest afterwards. The exhausted slaves were fed and rested as well. For a while all was bustle and hurry as they were washed, examined, then treated and finally chained once more. Then there was silence as the girls slept. Ayesha had stayed awake long enough only to ponder Miriam’s whspered aside that ‘the best was yet to come’.

 

In the Prince’s penthouse suite, Blondie was on display and her owners and trainer were keeping a careful eye on proceedings. Carlo was unhappy, he had forbidden any whipping or erotic torture, the blonde was due to fight in the Cage later on and he would rather she was getting some rest. However, as John had said, His Highness had paid handsomely for her services and they had to be gracious. 


Having Patti stand in had been the best compromise he could get. Presently she was strapped down on a leather bench and was moaning as her freshly cropped breasts were being hot waxed. Her long legs had been raised and spread in stirrups. A steel kidney shaped dish rested on her heaving stomach and two of the men were working on her labia with needles.


It was a select gathering; a few of the Prince’s closest friends and associates mingled over liqueurs and coffees and had their photographs taken beside the famous gladiator. She was mounted on a dildo pole, her legs spread and her ankle restraints clipped to rings at either end of a spreader bar which ran across the pole’s base. Her arms were held behind her, bound at her middle back, wrist to forearm. Like any arena slave on the final day of a show, there was very little of her skin that didn’t display the traces of whip and stud. Those were what fascinated the guests most, particularly the men. Many fingers traced the lines of weals and prodded at the indentations. They also took the opportunity to weigh and stroke the heavy breasts, to have her open her mouth and display her famous tongue ring. The women entertained themselves by rubbing at her clitoris until she was forced to shaft herself on the dildo, rising onto her toes and sinking back down. The crowd would stand back, laughing and joking about how a big-breasted girl like her joggled such a lot and let her finish before moving back in.


The Prince handed his trainer a glass of very chilled champagne. “Congratulations, Peter. You’ve done the hard bit, the rest is for the punters!”


“Thank you, Your Highness. The whole squad performed very well but I was most impressed by the progress my prize has made. If she does well in the finale, with your permission I’ll donate her to your string of solo fighters and quarter her here.”


“Nothing would please me more, Peter. But you must have her tattooed with your name, not mine.”


“Thank you. Oh, that reminds me, Your Highness. I got a phone call a few minutes ago. Conor Brien will be flying in the day after tomorrow. He says he’s very interested in your proposal.”


The Prince smiled. “I’ll bet he is. We’d better make sure that John, Carlo and Blondie are well on their way home by then.”

 

The guards had been busy while the crowd had rested. As they filed in, Brian could see that a sort of curved rampart of packed earth had been thrown up towards one end of the arena, sectioning off that end. On its broad top were scores of tall wooden posts with shackles hanging from them and phalluses rearing up from about four feet above the ground. There seemed to be little doubt as to what they were for. It was just a question of how the home trainer intended the girls to get there. 


The away team entered the arena from behind the rampart and got a standing ovation as they marched out carrying short multi-bladed whips, intended for close quarters fighting. Behind them came some of the guards - but from the home team’s stable - Brian noticed with a quickening of his interest. In a loose crowd the fifty naked gladiators stood on the top of the rampart and waited for what would happen next, the cameras picked up the nervous face and heaving breasts of women who know what they’ve been condemned to but don’t know when or how it will happen. Brian noticed they kept their distance from the sinister posts as best they could. 

 

Ayesha and the home squad sat equally nervously in their dressing room. They all jumped as the door into the tunnel crashed open and their trainer himself entered.


“You’ve done well. But if I don’t get a good show out of you this afternoon, it’ll count for nothing and you can look forward to the cages when you get home! Understand?”


In her mind’s eye, Ayesha saw the barbaric shapes swinging over the walls of the fort and shivered. 


“Now get out there and heaven help any girl who goes down too soon! Your job is to take the rampart being defended by the enemy. It’s that simple!” A cold smile briefly flashed across the Englishman’s face and Ayesha was certain that it wouldn’t be that simple at all. He stood to one side of the doorway as the squad filed out into the gloom of the tunnel and caught Ayesha’s arm as she passed.


“I’ll be watching you,” he said quietly.


It should have been a threat but she felt it was a compliment.


It came as something of a shock to realise that the men in the tunnel were from the other team, and they all carried coiled stock whips. There was a brief, crowded hush and then the doors were flung open and the blinding light and heat of the arena lay before them. The crowd roared as they trotted out.


“Charge, you bitches!” one of the men behind them yelled.


Squinting down the arena they saw the enemy on the rampart and began to run. Behind them whips began to snap and smack onto girls’ backs. They ran faster.


“Keep together!” Miriam called.


The rampart was about fifteen feet high and they could see the opposition gladiators gathering to meet their mass charge. The naked stampede gained impetus, around her girls were screaming with excitement, behind them came the men lashing them forwards. 


Then, when Ayesha was just a few feet from the foot of the steep slope, the defenders began their own charge. Screaming themselves, they came pouring down the almost sheer gradient.


She just had time to see that they too were driven by whip wielding men - guards from her own stable - before the two masses of naked furies clashed together.


The combined momentums of the charging squads made for a juddering impact as they met. Ayesha was flung off her feet by one of her own side being knocked backwards. She lost her whip but it didn’t matter, there was no room to swing one; it was just one huge brawl. Ayesha tried to use everything she had learned but in the crush the noise was deafening, the heat was appalling. Bodies slipped and twisted sweatily against each other in the scrum. One moment she would dodge a slap only to find her hair being yanked forwards viciously. At last she forgot all her lessons and began to rely on knees, elbows, forearms, even her head - going back to street fighting. Once or twice she was forced to take a step backwards and immediately yelled and twisted under a hard stroke from the stock whips with frayed and knotted ends to their lashes. But gradually the press began to spill sideways across the arena and at last there was room to really engage an opponent. Ayesha found herself up against a black-haired girl slightly shorter than she was and managed to get in a throw, then follow up by falling to her knees on the girl’s stomach. That kept her down but before Ayesha, flushed with triumph could look for another foe, she was knocked sideways by another furious struggle. It was Miriam tangled up with another black girl. The three bodies rolled in the dust and eventually Miriam and Ayesha came out on top, Miriam lying across the girl’s chest, Ayesha across her pelvis.


”Bitch!” Miriam spat, her lower lip bleeding and swollen, and punched her. The girl went limp and the two victors grinned fiercely at each other.


“It’ll get better yet!” Miriam whispered and was off even as Ayesha clambered to her feet. Another enemy came sprinting in and grabbed her by the waist, throwing her backwards onto the reviving girl Miriam had just stunned. Ayesha found herself outnumbered then and only by frantic kicking and thrashing did she break free and manage to twist one girl’s arm behind her back. The girl reached over her shoulder, grabbed her hair and threw Ayesha forwards, she landed hard and lay gasping for air. A kick between her spread legs, left her writhing for a few moments. But when she rose, her temper had cracked again. Screaming with fury she attacked. 

 

Brian had taken his eyes off the fight to take advantage of a break in the queue for Amelia’s body. The girl was staggering with weariness but had a wide grin on her face as she leaned on the rail in front of the bench and watched the action below. Brian slid into the hot, morass between the legs of a woman who had been fucked more than any woman he had ever been with. 


“I can hardly feel when I’ve got one in,” she remarked sleepily. But she began to rock and swing her hips nonetheless.


Down in the arena the melee was moving to its conclusion. As they watched, the last few pairs of struggling gladiators finally began to run out of strength and they joined their colleagues to lie, heaving, panting and spent on the sand. A hundred naked female bodies, taken to the point of collapse in the name of entertainment. Decadent, cruel, wonderfully erotic entertainment. Amelia moaned and began to move more urgently.


It was immaterial who had won. The finale was always purely for the sport it gave the onlookers. 


Then the men moved in, unbuttoning their shorts and pulling them off they revealed hard, thick erections. Some of them had piercings and there were female shrieks as the cameras closed in, some had leather strapping criss-crossing the shaft and some had harsh clit raspers at the base of the shaft.


The men moved among the fallen, exhausted bodies and one by one picked their targets. As Brian continued to piston into Amelia he saw one man pick up a girl by her hair and thrust himself straight between her lips, leather and all. Another pushed a girl’s rump into the air, knelt behind her and thrust into the vagina. One girl staggered to her feet and he saw it was Ayesha, bruised and cut, sporting more whip weals than he would have thought possible but looking magnificent she pulled herself up proudly and swung a punch at the first man to approach her. He caught her arm easily, twisted it and pushed her to the ground, another man approached and they both took her simultaneously, anally and orally. A camera locked onto her face contorting as she was buggered, her mouth opening wide and then there was a cock by her face, seeming to dwarf it, the helm gleaming with pre ejaculate and a ring through the prepuce. Brian began to hammer Amelia as he watched Ayesha’s eyes close and her tongue come out to lap at the second cock. There was scattered applause.


The action began to pick up both in the arena and on the terraces. The squad girls began to revive and the fucks became more frenzied, the long days and nights of abstinence before the show now finally bearing a savagely erotic fruit. But even so, some fought, making the men expend some energy in subduing them and providing an exciting spectacle for the crowd; defeat was inevitable but the better for being delayed. 


Under the men’s lean and muscled forms the girls bucked and thrust with their hips. Kneeling on all fours, their breasts swinging beneath them and their heads pulled back they screamed their ecstasy. Double, triple penetrations occurred, sperm was shot over faces and questing tongues, the curves of female bodies shone on the giant screens, gleaming with snail trails of spunk and sweat. Soft-lipped mouths opened and stretched wide to accept and worship the ever-demanding cocks. Buttocks were wrenched apart for anal penetration and everywhere were giant images of female entrances stretched wide around the plundering shafts. Then when the squads had once again been reduced to supine semi-oblivion and again the bodies littered the sand, they were dragged up to the posts.

 

When the whips finally fell silent, the two trainers came into the arena and were given heroes’ welcomes as they picked their way through the wreckage, waving to the crowd and shaking hands with the guards. Peter searched through the heaps of panting and gasping bodies at the feet of the posts until he found what he was looking for. Using his foot he rolled two of the visiting team’s slaves away to reveal Ayesha. Once again he put his foot out and turned her over by pushing at her ribs. She lay in a pose of complete abandonment, her legs apart, her arms flung back over her head, her mouth partly open in a smile of calm delight, her eyes closed and a soft murmur of contentment escaped her as her master caused her to lie on her ravaged back.










Chapter 25



 


 

It was dark and Carlo stood in the tunnel looking out into the now floodlit arena. After the climactic finale between the squads, there had been time for a few drinks and the crowd was back, restored and happy. Out on the sand The Cage waited. It was simply that, a steel cage, fifteen feet square and with an open top. Four chains ran up from the top to the boom of a mobile crane and two gladiators would go into it. Only one would walk out. It had been intended that it should form the decider between the two highest scoring solo fighters but on this occasion it was no more than an exhibition, the Prince’s team had already won convincingly. Absent mindedly Carlo reached out and patted Blondie’s flank, she shook her head irritably at a passing fly and tugged on her tongue leash.


The compère’s voice suddenly boomed out, introducing them and with a gentle tug he and his precious blonde were walking across the sand, the crowd was standing and cheering, Carlo waved.


“See? They love you Blondie,” he told her. As usual she made no reaction but he knew that she never ignored him.


He opened the door on their side of the cage and pushed her in before locking it and going to the table where the pre-selected weapons were laid out. There was one of each and it was up to the combatants to make the most of what they could, The Cage would not come down until one girl didn’t get up. A crop, a three foot strap which tapered to a point, a weighted boxing strap and finally a studded whip were on tonight’s menu. The brunette that the reds were putting up had entered the Cage and Heinz, her trainer, came to stand by Carlo.


“She’s a good enough fighter,” he said quietly, “but against Blondie, I don’t want to watch!”


There was a sudden roar from the crane’s diesel and the Cage was hoisted ten feet into the air. As an added thrill, Peter Lang had suggested that while the contest went on, the crane should extend its arm and spin round slowly, presenting the contest in close up all round the stadium. It should also make it more difficult to fight in as it swayed through the air and it would improve the entertainment. At pre-arranged times it would be lowered for the weapons to be thrown in.

 

On the terraces the atmosphere was calmer and more laid back. Most people were luxuriating in post orgy lassitude and in the mood to watch some high class gladiatorial action. It didn’t come any higher class than Blondie.


Brian settled himself against the warm stone behind him and Amelia snuggled into the crook of his arm, arranging her right breast comfortably where his hand was.


The cruelty of the subsequent half hour’s entertainment was exquisite. The contest was totally pointless but the blonde made her opponent suffer as greatly as if her life had depended on winning. The crowd had applauded the various holds and throws knowledgeably as the brightly lit figures swung overhead against the dark, the brunette’s despairing screams ringing out across the arena as she was thrown and punched, lashed and thrown again. The blonde never gave her enough reason to go down irrevocably, always dishing out just enough to make her fly across the cage to land in a heap, but always leaving her conscious enough to stagger upright after a minute or so and totter back to take more punishment. 


She had even let the brunette grab the boxing strap when that had been thrown in and briefly the girl had rallied, even landing a few punches on the blonde. She had made the most of it and even Brian had been a bit alarmed but after seeming to have been stunned and hurt, Blondie quite suddenly, dodged inside a swinging right hook, grabbed the girl’s arm and stripped her of the strap before she even knew what was happening. The arena erupted, no one had ever seen that done before.


The fact that Blondie didn’t even bother to take advantage of the strap herself only confirmed that the brunette was still in for some torrid times. The strap was hurled out and the blonde went back to stalking her victim.


By the time the studded whip was thrown in the brunette was only capable of hauling herself upright in the corners, then launching herself into staggering charges which the blonde calmly dodged, usually using the poor girl’s own momentum to throw her again. But the blonde let the final whip fall to the floor in front of the girl and desperately she crawled for it. The Cage swung up in front of the owners’ box and stopped for a moment. Blondie straddled the girl’s back and held her by the hair, her hand just inches from the whip. Having taunted her with a glimmer of hope, the blonde now reached down and took the whip herself, releasing the other slave while she walked around and waved at the crowd. Deprived of the last weapon and now facing the full torment of the studded whip the brunette squirmed forwards and put her arms beseechingly out to the owners’ box.


The crowd fell silent. Brian felt it was a moment worthy of the original arenas. Blondie came to stand over her opponent again and she too looked towards the men.


Osman stirred in his seat and put out the thumbs down. The crowd erupted, the cage swung onwards and Blondie went about her business.


She stopped sometimes to masturbate with the whip handle in a rare show of pleasure as she watched her victim roll on the floor, caught in the dilemma of the defeated. If she got up she would take yet more. If she chose to stay down but was still conscious she had no idea of what her master might do to her. Blondie and the crowd all knew what was going through the girl’s mind and they waited patiently for her to climb slowly to her feet one more time. Then one more time after that. And again.


The crowd shouted “Olé!” at each lash. 










Chapter 26



 


 

Ayesha fought her way up to consciousness in response to the sound of a riding crop being run along the bars of the cages. The doors were opened, the chains removed and they were summoned for morning inspection. Groaning and limping, she made her way to stand outside her cage, legs apart, hands behind her head. The Prince himself came to congratulate them and alongside him was Peter Lang.


Proudly the squad exhibited their wounds as the men passed down the line. They were badges of honour and devotion. Occasionally a few words of discussion were exchanged about the state one or other of the slaves was in and then the Prince left. The trainer came to stand by Ayesha and told her she would not be going back to the fort. Her heart soared. She would stay here and bear her master’s name alongside her stable number.


After breakfast the squad was marched off downstairs back to the trucks, Miriam managed a quick smile before she was taken away but Ayesha was too thrilled to be sad. Her hands were clipped together behind her back and a lead attached to one of the rings in the restraints which was then fed forwards between her legs. Naked, bruised, welted and on a leash, Ayesha proudly followed her master out into the village.


“You see why I told you to fight till you dropped yesterday?” he said casually as they stepped out into the sun. Ayesha gasped as she looked around her. Even the arenas hadn’t prepared her for this. 

 


Brian and Amelia had felt something similar when they had first ventured out to find the village transformed into a bazaar cum fun fair. They were drawn irresistibly to one of the big wheels which stood just by the entrance to the pony racing track. It wasn’t a full size one but then it didn’t need to be. Only five people rode this one and they were tied to its circumference, face outwards. Each of the naked slaves displayed had her labia and nipples gripped by big clover leaf clamps and from each one hung a chain ending in a loop, in addition each girl had a number scrawled across her stomach.


After queueing for a while, Brian handed over some of their chips and they were allocated Number Five and handed several heavy conical weights with S shaped hooks on the top.


The object of the exercise was extremely simple. When a hooter sounded the wheel began to turn and, by leaning over the low railing which surrounded the contraption, the punters tried to hang as many weights as they could on their slave. 


The wheel made a very entertaining spectacle while people waited their turn. As the slaves descended the part of the rotation which had them feet first, then whatever weights they carried pulled downwards. As the rotation began to swing them towards the bottom of the circle, the chains hung away from their bodies and this was a good time to add more weights as the loops hung clear. Then while the bodies were carried through the bottom part of the rotation the chains dragged their weights along the ground to add a little extra touch to the discomfort. But then they started on the upwards part of the rotation - feet first. The noise was loudest here as the weights suddenly reversed their pull and again swung outwards. As Amelia observed, the bigger breasted girls got a much closer look at their nipples than they would have wanted during this stage. At the top of the circle, with the girls stretched on their backs, the weights hung in a variety of directions and did some interesting things to the breasts in particular. 


Between them they managed to increase Number Five’s torment by a total of seven weights by the time the ride ended, unfortunately for them someone hung eight on Number Three and walked off with a particularly uncomfortable looking butt plug. To cheer Amelia up they tried the spider.


This was closely based on a familiar fair ground ride, except that where the normal ride would have had eight chairs at the ends of the arms there were just long, rectangular platforms on which eight luckless slaves were tied, some face down, some face up. A few more chips bought them the use of a whip and a place to stand inside the enclosure. As the machine came to life and began to spin, its multiple arms making the platforms describe complicated patterns around the circular enclosure, each platform was brought into their reach for a few seconds every now and then. Amelia had to be alert to deliver a few good smacks before the platform was whisked away and then she had to look for the next one coming. She had to have three goes on the trot, she was so excited. But as the complement of dizzy and chastised slaves hobbled away and their replacements took their places, Brian thought it might be fun to have a look at the side shows.


A row of slaves tied down on their backs with tight straps constricting the breasts and making them stand up invitingly, formed a very enjoyable coconut shy. The nipple of each breast was pierced in the vent by a needle with a hollow plastic handle. In the handle a candle was balanced. All the punters had to do was shoot, using a paint ball gun, to knock the candles off. The quivering, wobbling breasts were covered in an artist’s palette of different coloured starbursts from the guns, as was the black cloth which surrounded them. The girls’ heads had been chained down by the backs of their collars in order to stop them craning their heads up and getting in the way.


Hitting the targets was not easy, as Brian discovered. The girls were some distance away and insisted on breathing, and not at normal steady rates. They panted and started at nearby shots and screams, thus contributing to stray shots to the nipples and breasts. Nevertheless after a couple of goes he got a total of four candles off his target, making her yelp as the pins were wrenched by the shots and again as they were reinserted and the candles remounted. He won a pair of serrated nipple clamps and Amelia stowed them carefully in her bag. 


They still had a few chips left and decided to try a tent which proclaimed itself as ‘Guess-a-gasm’. They had to queue for a while before being ushered into the tent where four slaves were displayed on X shaped crosses. Each had several colourful needles threaded through pinches of breastflesh. Between their legs several more needles had been stuck into labia and inner thighs. There were small crocodile clips attached to the steel shaft of each needle and leads running to transformers mounted at the bases of the crosses. From there the leads ran to several more boxes, standing on low tables in front of each slave. The guard explained that for two chips a go, they could choose whether to apply electricity to the thighs, the labia, the tits or a combination. The current and duration were pre-set. As they had had to queue outside they had no idea of when each slave had last achieved a climax, but in the interests of fairness each one had pads attached below her left breast and behind a screen were monitors, the heart rates would attest to orgasm should noise or movement leave any room for doubt. They were allocated the slave at the far end of the line and stood trying to assess her state. It was getting on in the day now and the slaves were at the very limits of their endurance. Sweat shone on their skin in the twilight under the canvas, their eyes were half closed and their heads lolled. Their slave was mumbling something and they strained to hear. But then she rallied, wiped her face on one upraised arm and made an effort to whisper something - it was foreign and Brian couldn’t understand. But Amelia laughed and pressed one button. Instantly the slave’s body bowed, her head snapped back and a long sigh escaped her before her legs gave way and she hung inert on the cross. The guard was a bit annoyed at having to exchange slaves so late in the day but from behind the screen another man confirmed a pretty spectacular orgasm.


“How did you know?” Brian asked as they left, the proud owners of a thick-shafted vibrator.


“A couple of after-lights out excursions from finishing school taught me the French for ‘cunt’ and ‘come’,” she laughed. “But I wasn’t impressed by the ‘bitch’ bit!”


It was sheer chance that as they walked, happy and carefree, looking for their next adventure, the very person that Brian had originally come to meet walked in front of them. They had come a fair way down the street as they had wandered and were outside another of the hotels. Parked in front of it was a van being loaded with three four-foot long crates. Inside each was one of the CSL slaves in a hog tie. Supervising the loading was Carlo Suarez himself.


Brian grabbed Amelia’s arm so hard that she gasped with pain.


“Listen,” he hissed fiercely. “Don’t say a word, just stand beside me and if I give you an order - do it! Whatever it is, however humiliating. Do what I tell you!”


Amelia looked up at him, half frightened by his sudden intensity, half excited by it.


Keeping his paralysing grip on her arm he marched forwards.


“Mr Suarez!” he called.


The burly, dark man turned from supervising the loading of the blonde into the van.


“Mr Suarez, I want to work for you!” Brian stood his ground as steadily as he could having uttered the words he had come so far to say. 


“Why?” The Spaniard crossed his arms and leaned against the side of the van, putting one foot casually on the blonde’s crate.


“Because I have just enough experience to know how much more there is to learn.” Brian had reckoned that Carlo Suarez would be well used to young bloods who fancied a life of endless domination over women, strutting and preening in front of him and he fervently hoped that honesty would be refreshing.


Carlo was quiet for a moment. “What experience?” he asked.


Brian said a silent prayer then tapped Amelia on the shoulder. “Show the gentleman your arse.”


For a heartstopping moment she was motionless then she turned away from the men and gathered her short skirt up behind her. Brian breathed out.


“I’ve just had my belt to work with so far,” he tried to put as much casual ‘savoir faire’ into his tone as possible.


Carlo surveyed the proffered buttocks, with their rich scattering of reddened welts, calmly. “Any fool can thrash a willing sub. But with these...” He tapped his foot on the blonde’s crate. “Slaves are completely dependent on you. Suppose I handed her over to you for punishment. What would you need to know?”


Brian’s thoughts raced, trying to suppress the erotic aspects of the scene Carlo had conjured up - deliberately he suspected. 


“I’d need to know what she was required to take; and I would need to know her well enough to know what she was capable of taking and what she had already taken.”


“You forgot to ask what you would be using on her,” Carlo grinned.


“Of course, sorry.” Brian tried to rescue himself and kick himself all at the same time. “......And on that would depend where she was to take it.”


Carlo nodded slowly and then gestured at Amelia. “It’s a nice arse but she can put it away now. What do you know about diet, exercise, skin tone, muscle tone, fitness? What do you know about training for endurance and for explosive power over short distances?”


Brian shook his head and answered with complete honesty. “Virtually nothing, but it’s what I want to learn.”


Brian’s heart soared as he saw Carlo nod thoughtfully and reach for his back pocket. He brought out a business card and handed it to Brian. “Be there next Tuesday, ten a.m. sharp and bring an overnight bag.”


Brian looked at the card he clutched in his trembling hand. The address was the one he had come across in his researches into Sir John’s known associates; The Lodge.

 

Two hours later, as the shuttle copter lifted off and the Bakhtar arena dropped away behind him, Brian could only marvel at his abrupt change in fortune. He had gambled a lot of money on attending this show but he had backed the winning team, won the girl sitting beside him and on whose naked thigh his hand rested. But the most glittering of all prizes was a chance to work with Carlo Suarez himself and the CSL stable. And he had won it.


He laughed aloud as he envisaged Ayesha’s face if they ever bumped into each other in the hothouse world of the arenas.

 

Ayesha listened as the last of the shuttle copters lifted off, clattering out over the desert and back down to Bakhtar city. The trucks carrying the exhausted ranks of the visiting stable were a plume of dust on the horizon and men were busy dismantling the fun fair. In the cool of the evening she knelt back on her heels on a sun-warmed stone terrace beside her master’s chair as he enjoyed a sundowner. Her leash still stretched out and up from between her legs and he toyed with the loop at its end, twisting it between those strong, capable fingers which so fascinated her and occasionally flicking it across her nipples. The Prince had flown back and Peter Lang was now virtually lord of all he surveyed. He was the ‘The Hawk of God’s’ right hand man after all. Ayesha felt nothing but overwhelming pride as she knelt at his feet.


“There’ll be a week-long orgy down at the fort, if I know Paolo and Hassan,” he said without looking at her; perfectly assured of her rapt attention. “I’ll go down for a few days after they’ve all got it out of their systems. Get them back into training; some of the girls will be missing me by then. They need order and supervision. But you.....” He reached down, again without looking and to her delight fondled her breasts, “your job is to heal up quickly. I intend to put in some quality time in the dungeons with you.” He squeezed one breast until his fingers sank deep into the soft flesh and reignited sparks of residual pain. Ayesha sat up straight and bit her lip. “You have no idea what delightful implements there are down there in the more private ones. I am owed a holiday anyway.” He sat up and turned to look down at her suddenly. 


Ayesha looked back at him, impudently meeting his eyes, inviting him to punish her in any way he chose and trying to tell him that she was proud to offer him her pain.










Chapter 27



 


 

Two days later, in one of the palace’s many dungeons, Conor Brien was enjoying himself immensely. The Prince had sketched out a deal involving this slave and she was proving an intriguing prospect, quite apart from her spectacular decoration she provided great sport as she fought her own body, challenging those working on her to work harder; to make her suffer more if they wanted to see her orgasm.


Currently, Gerd, his trainer was working on her back while Conor himself worked on her tits. A four foot stock whip of plaited leather with frayed ends was smacking regularly across her upper back. Gerd was keeping count and had reached forty, the side of her right breast was looking like a lunar landscape, pockmarked with small craters and ridges where the ends had snapped at her skin. She was trying to resist the natural urge to jerk her torso in response to the lashes because she knew perfectly well that it was not a good idea to move too much when needles were being applied to the breasts. Her ankles had been shackled to the bottom corners of the frame in which she stood with her arms raised, wrists clipped to the ring at the back of her collar. Conor had not raised her arms to the top corners of the frame, that would have stretched the breasts too much for his taste. The frame’s main purpose was the breast bars and these he had adjusted until the slave’s generously proportioned tits were squeezed tightly. The top bar was equipped with narrow holes and these were now filled by four of the long steel needles used for going right through the breast. The slave had panted and puffed a lot during that part of the procedure but had held off her orgasm successfully, now she was trying to twist her hips and lift her feet in futile attempts to deny the surges of pleasure pain that were shooting through her. Conor carefully threaded one of the short, plastic handled needles horizontally through the right nipple. It was a novelty to have nipples of two different colours; one he rather appreciated. The right one was the black at the heart of the snake’s throat.


Gerd reached fifty and took a break, walking out into the atrium and sitting by the fountain for a moment. In the heart of his palace, in the heart of his city and his country the Prince saw no reason to place his pleasure rooms underground.


Conor finished off with a vertical needle through the left nipple, just behind the horizontal one and stood back. The slave stared back at him proudly, her teeth gritted, her lips drawn back, daring him to do more. He laughed and went to join Gerd. She could simmer for a few minutes and be all the better for it.


The two men agreed that she was outstanding material but that she needed one more procedure before they could be sure.


They returned and Conor eased the long needles out of her breasts, lifted the top bar and freed her ankles while Gerd freed her wrists. She took a few minutes massaging and squeezing her breasts, wiping away the small spots of crimson at their roots. Conor noted that she made no attempt to remove the ones in her nipples. He liked this one! She would fight him all night - in a dungeon or a bedroom - she would challenge him all the way to do his worst and he would have a lot of fun deciding what his worst would be.


The two men led her over to the rack and she made no protest until she was stretched tight, even then a soft grunt was all she uttered. They swung the limbs of the rack apart so that she was spread in a taut X shape with her head hanging down and her sex available. Conor presented himself at that entrance. He knew he was massively endowed but the Prince had told him that she had an extraordinary cunt. It was all it was made out to be. Despite his girth he slid into her smoothly and comfortably but with the pleasant feel of her soft inner tissues welcoming him. He was impressed. Gerd presented himself to her inverted mouth and Conor watched as the stretched throat relaxed and opened. The men smiled at each other and began to move back and forth in their respective passages. Although the slave was responsive and was lying on her flogged back in fullest extension, she showed no signs of coming. Conor used the fingers of one hand to reach down and part her lips right at their juncture, then he pushed up, exposing the clitoris. He hovered his other thumb over it, ready to grind down on it. Gerd’s hands were meanwhile waiting over the pierced nipples. They grinned at each other and the slave obviously realised that something was in the offing, they felt the body tense under them.


Conor counted, “Three.....two........one.....Go!”


He drove his thumb down and ground it fiercely into her clitoris while simultaneously, Gerd grabbed both nipples by the needles and pulled. Even in her extenuated position the slave’s body heaved and muffled shrieks came from around Gerd’s cock as both he and his boss pounded her into a shuddering orgasm she was powerless to resist.

 

Only a few minutes later Karen, still trembling in the wake of the earthquake the men had caused to erupt in her was standing naked in the Prince’s office while the paperwork was completed.


“Right,” the big Irishman was saying. ”I’ll take her at the price agreed and she’ll be available - as at clause seven - for the purposes we have discussed. Now, as for the money, I’ve brought cash. I hope that’s okay.”


“I’m sure it won’t be a problem, Conor,” the Prince said smoothly and Karen’s masochistic heart leaped in excitement as she watched the Irishman take out one penny and place it on the desk. 


She had been sold for one penny. 


She felt it was the most delicious humiliation, it was something she could really be proud of and she could challenge any master to treat her as badly as a woman so sluttish she could be traded for a penny, deserved to be.


“That’ll do for her stable name, ‘Penny’,” the Irishman said.


The Prince laughed and returned the coin. “Then having accepted the money as full consideration, I freely donate it so it can be set into her collar.”


Karen looked the Irishman in the eye and smiled at him.


“I’ll wipe that smile off your face when I get you home. And I’ll make it my business to keep it wiped every day, until you learn proper respect!” He approached her with casual arrogance and utter certainty in his voice. She raised her head to keep looking him in the eye, spurring him on by her impudence. She liked him and was inviting him to start a contest she had no chance of winning. But if she was right about the cruelty she thought she saw in him, the manner of her losing would be her prize.




 



THE END
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