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Chapter One

 
London 2050
 
The girl in the dock was blonde and stood about five feet six. She was dressed in a cheap, imitation leather jacket and the baggy trousers that were all the rage amongst the young of poorer areas. Her ragged T shirt was also baggy but couldn’t disguise the heavy breasts that swung, unfettered by any bra, as she moved. Her hair was also cut in a deliberately shaggy way that did her no favours at all. And that was the point.
The young in the teeming cities had two main aims in life. The first was not to come to the attention of the authorities at all, and certainly not to get picked up by the police. The second was not to look as though they could have any value as slaves.
Of course necessity had become fashion and now even rich youngsters imitated their poorer counterparts with the result that sometimes the police mistakenly picked up the daughter of a stockbroker or the CEO of a major company.
As they had in this case.
Laura Sissons had been paid to defend this girl who had been arrested on a charge of causing a disturbance. Her father had shelled out a cool half million to get her off rather than have her sold off to an arena slave stable.
For the past twenty years now, successive governments had increasingly rid themselves of expensive penal arrangements by selling young offenders off. The females went to arenas or to the homes of those wealthy enough to buy them where they served their terms. The males who weren’t bought privately were sentenced to work on infra-structure projects and used as cheap labour in brutal conditions and sent to the arenas when they couldn’t work. 
Few survived a sentence longer than ten years.
The girl in the dock that morning could expect a sentence of at least that as she was only eighteen and had years of service ahead of her. There was the fig leaf of parole but a magistrate’s palm could easily be greased and she would find herself serving another ten. 
The trial had gone on for several hours and the judge was making it plain that he wanted to close proceedings. There was no jury of course, they had been abolished long ago for being expensive, slow and unreliable – the government’s euphemism for not returning a convenient verdict.
“Defence!” he drawled as the prosecution lawyer sat down looking smug.
“Your honour,” she said, standing up and facing the judge. She still wore the traditional wig and gown but beneath her gown Laura had put on a black dress with a plunging neckline and a hem that finished a good three inches above the knee. She made sure her gown was open to him. “There has been a development. May I see you in your office, briefly?”
The judge, a jowly man in his sixties who was renowned for a sex-drive that belied his years – he was rumoured to own at least ten slaves of his own – looked at her and banged his gavel almost immediately.
“Court adjourned for an hour!” he said and ignored the defence lawyer’s frantic attempts to object in his haste to get to his office behind the bench.
Laura sauntered after him grinning in her turn.
In his office the judge turned to her. “Well? What’s the offer? It had better be good!”
Laura took her phone out of her attaché case and went close to him. His eyes followed her cleavage greedily.
She powered up the phone and found the photos she was looking for.
“Twenty-three years old. Brunette – as you like them. Unadjusted breasts 40G. Height five feet four, weight 130 pounds. Could do with a bit of feeding up for your tastes but I’m sure you can fix that.”
“How long has she got?” he asked, looking at the photos of the nude girl. “Ringed cunt too! What’s the provenance?”
“Fifteen years!” Laura said playing her trump card. “And thirteen years left before you even need to worry about getting her extended! Two years’ domestic service, fully chipped. Sold because the owner needed money, I checked it out.
“You can look her over now and pick her up as soon as my client is acquitted.” Laura, knowing her man hoisted herself up onto his desk to sit cross legged, her skirt riding up to show her stocking tops. She knew her length of leg usually worked on judges and magistrates.
The judge looked at her.
“Throw in an hour or two of your time...” he said.
“No deal!” she smiled at him. “You can look all you want, but if you want to touch fresh meat, let’s get a taxi to where she’s being held.”
The judge shrugged resignedly and Laura led the way back past the defeated prosecutor.
She told the police officer to take the girl below and that she was not to be moved until she personally collected her.
The taxi glided through the streets crowded with rickshaws pulled by sweating male slave-convicts, chained between the shafts or chained to their bikes, swerving out of their way and sometimes their own vehicle had to swerve out of the lane reserved for the sulkies of the wealthy pulled by near-naked female pony slaves. 
The judge ignored them however because Laura had kept the pressure on by letting her skirt ride up even higher as she had taken her seat and now the judge had his hand on one thigh. She knew how much her boss needed to get this client off, the father was influential as well as rich so she allowed her legs to part slightly and ignored it when she felt his hand touch the swell of her knickers over her sex.
“We’re here,” she said as the taxi pulled in and the judge withdrew his hand reluctantly. “Trust me, Your Honour, she’ll be much nicer to feel than I am after a morning in court!”
The judge laughed good naturedly as he climbed out.
On the first floor of the prestigious terraced house was an apartment that the boss of her chambers kept for his own affairs. At present the apartment was empty apart from the slave and a handler – who was usually the doorman at the chambers. He had been quite keen to volunteer once she had pointed out that no one would mind if the girl was thoroughly fucked before the judge saw her. She had texted him as they left the courthouse to ensure he got off her and cleaned her up in time.
The judge followed Laura up the stairs and she could almost hear him drooling as he followed her tight-skirt-clad bottom, watching how her buttocks rolled as she moved. She had also heard that his tastes ran to spanking and cropping as well so she had made sure that he was kept on heat every inch of the way.
In the large, airy lounge the doorman was waiting for them, looking a little flushed, but as soon as they entered he went into the bedroom and came back leading the slave. Laura’s boss had paid for a pair of black four inch heeled shoes and a black bustier. It had been money well spent, Laura thought. The girl looked stunning. She was a pretty girl anyway with a good head of thick light brown hair which was the judge’s favourite and her breasts were spectacular. Heavy rippling mounds above the bustier as she walked. And she had been taught how to walk properly, with a real fuck-me sway in her hips. Whatever defiance she might have had, had long been beaten out of her and anyway the chip she wore implanted at the nape of her neck would make her quite obedient. It rendered the slaves acquiescent and eager to please if it meant they got to have an orgasm. 
The judge stood up as the girl entered and Laura went to stand close beside her.
“Handle her tits to make sure they’re real,” she said. “You can look at her arse and check her out anywhere else you want but that’s all until my girl walks.”
The judge’s hands were already sinking deep into the soft tit flesh, his fingers clawing as he did so but the slave just gave a quiet smile of pleasure.
“Yes, yes of course!” he said impatiently as he had her turn round. “Oh yes! Look at the arse on it!” he crowed. He brought his hand up sharply and she shuffled her feet apart for him. Laura watched his hand slip between her thighs and then cup as he found her entrance and pushed his fingers into her. Almost immediately she began to squelch and the judge chuckled.
“Deal?” Laura asked.
“Deal!” They shook hands on it after the judge had wiped his on the slave’s back, and the doorman was left to do whatever he wanted with her until the judge picked her up.
Back at the courthouse the judge finished up with indecent haste, much to the prosecutor’s fury – Laura suspected that like most in his profession he would have been cut in for part of the defendant’s sale price, then she went downstairs to have the accused released.
They took a taxi out into Surrey to get her back to her parents’ place. Laura had to admit she didn’t seem too grateful to be out of jail.
“You do realise that you would have been on an auction block next week, don’t you?” she asked as the girl sullenly looked out of the window and said nothing at first.
“Yeah,” she said dully at last. “Wonder who’d’ve bought me.”
“Some lecherous old twat with a wrinkled cock, a face like a scrotum and more money than sense. Or a couple of old twats – ever think of that?”
The girl wrinkled her nose at the thought.
“And you could have ended up in an arena!” Laura told her, sure that that would bring home how lucky her escape was.
“Yeah? You reckon? On Holos an all?………….fuck!” For the first time the girl’s face lit up.
Laura looked at her aghast. Money might buy education but it couldn’t buy sense she reflected.
“You wouldn’t have lasted a fortnight!” she told her.
The girl pouted and went silent.
 
Laura didn’t get back to the office until late that evening but even so her boss was waiting for her and poured her a large gin as she entered the board room.
“Well done!” he said. “Landed hook, line and sinker! The girl cost a bit but we’re still laughing kit bags and there’s a bonus for you this month!”
“Thanks,” she said sinking into a comfortable old leather armchair. “What an airhead!” and she told her boss, Sir Michael Roberts about the conversation in the car.
“Ha! Sheep that line up to be sheared! Turkeys voting for Christmas! The guys who started the arenas could never have dreamed half of it could they?”
Laura had to agree there. Society in general was far more violent and corrupt than back then, as she understood things, and somehow the arenas had worked their way into the heart of all developed economies. 
She was well aware that some criminals who weren’t fit to be sold on were disposed of nowadays as part of the entertainment – just as in Roman times. Someone had developed a treatment for male prisoners that made them priapic for hours on end, no matter how many times they ejaculated. And at some arenas as many as forty of them were released in with a squad of female arena slaves, who had cattle prods to defend themselves with but not much else. The crowds loved watching the men gradually wear the girls down and then set about fucking them. The big monitor screens and the Holos in living rooms around the world would lovingly show the girls being fucked into total exhaustion before being dragged off. The males were rounded up and used again somewhere else until they succumbed to blood pressure disorders. But again, where penal problems had been a drain on the public purse, they were now big earners for the governments and the owners of the arenas.
In some parts of the world, she knew, even death penalties now formed part of games days.
And as the developed world had become slave owning, the poorer countries realised that they had a valuable natural resource – their populations.
Many dictators and their supporters now harvested their people to serve as slaves, both in and out of the arenas.
The gin kicked in and Laura stretched languorously.
“Well they’re here and we have to live with them,” she sighed, too tired to think about the rights and wrongs.
“Bed?” Sir Robert said, coming to stand over her and take her glass.
“Bed.”
 
It was only a short drive to the apartment from the office and the doorman had cleaned up after him so they were able to go straight to bed.
As Laura unzipped her dress Sir Robert took out the cage and clamps he liked her to use on his balls.
“Not tonight,” she told him. “Too tired. But give me that pathetic cock of yours for a minute.”
Sir Robert was a big man and his cock was a perfectly reasonable size but Laura knew that it turned him on to hear it insulted. 
He came to her as she stepped out of her dress, leaving her only in black bra and knickers, stockings and heels. She reached out and grabbed the semi-tumescent member and squeezed it hard, feeling it throb towards erection as it was hurt. With her other hand she reached under it and grabbed his balls, twisting them savagely. He yelped in pain and his cock hardened more. She yanked him over to the dressing table by his cock and made him stand so that it reared up over it, but a little pressure at the root made it lie flat.
She took up her hair brush.
“Oh God!” he breathed as he saw it. 
“Not the bristles down the hole tonight, darling,” she told him. “I’m too tired to bother with that. Just a beating.”
She turned the hairbrush over. It was a mahogany one and it smacked loudly as she brought it down on his cock hard, ten times.
He stifled his cries even as he fidgeted up onto tiptoes and danced to the pain in his cock. But when Laura stopped it was hard as iron and of an impressive girth.
In bed she straddled him and rode him until she was ready to climax and each time she came down hard to get maximum penetration she reached behind her and squeezed his balls. As he always did he came heavily, yelping at each wave of agony.
Laura ground herself down onto him to extract the dregs of pleasure from her orgasm and then slipped off him and lay down beside him.
“Bitch,” Sir Robert said softly.
“You’d better believe it, darling,” Laura replied sleepily.
 
On the other side of town the judge was just finishing preparing his new slave to his satisfaction. She was bent over in the middle of his playroom, her hands raised and bound behind and above her. Her breasts hung down below her, ripe and huge – ready for the picking. He had attached cloverleaf clamps to her nipples and the chains that were attached to the clamps ran down to her toes, where they were wrapped around and taped to her big toes. She had two rings in each of her labia and through these he had looped jewellers chains which then ran up her buttock crack and her back until they were looped through the ring at the back of her collar, pulled back on themselves and taped off very tightly. The only noise she had made while she was prepared had been when he had yanked hard on those chains, wrenching at her cunt lips.
The judge stood back and surveyed her, she was delectable, good legs, well-rounded buttocks, huge tits and tied in a position of extreme discomfort. Perfect.
And of course with the chip embedded she had no choice but to love whatever he did to her, no matter how painful and she would beg him to allow her to orgasm while he did it.
Perfect.
He caressed his cock as he picked up the riding crop. Soon it would be her lips that would be running up and down that cock, with a hard swipe of the crop to her back now and then to keep her focussed.
But in the meantime she was going to suffer. A hard beating would inevitably make her move in her bondage and in doing so she would wrench at her nipples and labia and he would go on beating her until she came. He knew that some owners had slaves who had been denied orgasms for years but he loved seeing a girl climax in extreme discomfort even as the whip continued to fall. 
To him it seemed like the ultimate humiliation and submission to her lowly status.
He struck hard full across both buttocks and she was thrown forwards, taking a stumbling step to regain her balance. She yelped as her nipples and cunt lips were pulled violently.
The judge laughed in delight and struck again and again. He savoured the slave’s cries as he would a fine wine and drove the crop home across her rippling buttocks time and again, laughing as the lines filled and darkened and the cries slowly turned to whines and sighs as the chip kicked in and overrode any natural responses, allowing her only to climb towards orgasm.
In time, like his other slaves she would learn to endure and not to interrupt him while she was being beaten but for now his cock erected fully as he heard her cry out at her peak even as she tried to writhe and hurt herself worse as the crop still scored her.
She knelt before him and he held her head fast against his pelvis as he came in her mouth afterwards.









Chapter Two

 
Brad Willman looked down at the girl for a moment. The sweat was beginning to spring out on her forehead now. Her cheeks were already wet with tears. He wiped one off as it trickled down towards her gagged mouth and licked his finger, appreciating the salty taste. There was nothing better than the taste of a slave’s tears, he thought.
Through her gag she squealed suddenly and then sobbed brokenly.
He leaned down. “Try harder and the pain will stop,” he told her.
She looked at him with large grey eyes, pain glazed and hopelessly pleading.
“Go on!” he urged. “I don’t want to have to whip you but I will!” She looked at him and saw that he meant it. She screwed her eyes tight and sank down a little. Brad watched more sweat start out on her but there was no squeal of pain. He gave her an encouraging smile, of course he had lied, he wanted nothing more than to whip her.
But first she had to go through her pelvic floor exercises. Her wrist cuffs had been clipped together behind her back, she had been made to spread her legs as wide as she could so that her ankles could be tied to the front legs of his desk. An adjustable dildo pole had been placed under her and the two pronged dildo itself fed up into her cunt and rectum. The wires that electrified it trailed down the pole and then up to the top of his desk where the control lay. At the moment he had it set to medium. Her breasts had been throttled with elastic bands – so much quicker than rope – and toothed clamps fixed to the nipples. The clamps were attached to taut chains that ran up to hooks in the ceiling.
The girl’s task was simple, sink down onto the prongs of the dildo and exert sufficient pressure on both prongs using her inner muscles for a set number of seconds and all would be well, if she failed then the pressure switch in the dildo would close and she would get quite a shock. Her task was made more difficult by the strain on her nipples increasing as she sank down and her breasts were by now quite an attractive shade of purple.
He would have to end the session fairly soon before sending her back to a day’s training.
Another day in paradise, he thought as he chucked her under the chin and turned the control up to increase the shock if she failed to exert enough pressure next time. Her eyes followed his hands, beautifully anxious eyes, her apprehension making his cock twitch.
“Ten more, my girl,” he told her cheerfully as she sobbed again but sucked in her breath and sank down again, shaking with the effort she was putting in.
“Good girl,” he told her and went to look out of the window.
She made it through that one but his office reverberated to the scream she let out as she failed the next.
“One more failure and you’ll be flogged on the parade ground and your girlfriend will be too.”
That hit home. She made some kind of garbled attempt at speech, presumably begging him for mercy. He smiled, hope springs eternal, he thought. There was no mercy here and she was an abysmally slow learner if she hadn’t realised that after six months with his stable.
She levered herself up once more and with a gagged scream of effort forced herself down again quickly. If she was off the dildo for more than a few seconds she was shocked again. She made that one ok and the next.
He watched her thighs trembling with the effort as she rose up just enough and sobbed for a few seconds before forcing herself down once more. She made it and made it again. Tears were flooding down her cheeks now and sweat was pouring off her too. Sobbing and simultaneously trying to gather breath for the next effort. She made it and he told her she only had three more to go and she would be fine. He strolled back over to the window, enjoying the sounds of her groaning with the effort. 
Only on the very last did she fail and scream in pain and despair.
Brad switched off the control and unclamped her nipples. She collapsed forwards onto his desk, her shoulders shaking as she wept.
“Well you’re going to be flogged anyway,” he told her, “so a few more won’t matter.”
From behind her the view was very pleasing. She was unmarked and her long thighs were spread and well apart, her backside was presented perfectly as she was now lying face down on his desk. The fact that she was shaking as she cried only made him harder. He would probably have to fuck her, he realised as he took up a hunting whip -  a thin tail of braided leather with a tassel at the end. For office use it was perfect, it was quiet and yet it marked almost instantly.
He worked it over her buttocks and thighs for a few minutes.
Her cries were muted by the gag but the strained “Mmmmm! Nnngh!” noises as she sobbed brokenly were enjoyable.
But Brad knew he had work to do. He frequently had a slave delivered to his office mid-morning for a break and it was time he got back down to things. He laid the whip down and thought for a second. To fuck her where she was would be the easiest thing, he just needed to slip the dildo out of her, but she might need lubricating before she was comfortable to penetrate, she wasn’t yet fully trained. No, the mouth would be better for her. To be made to kneel and take her Master in her mouth after the brutal treatment she had just received was a good lesson for her.
He slipped the dildo out of her, grabbed a handful of hair and pulled her down to her knees in front of his desk. He unzipped himself and thrust his erect cock at her face. It never failed to fascinate him how even a fairly small girl like this one could nevertheless fit a big cock like his in her mouth. Obediently she opened up for him, sniffing back her tears just in time. She did well enough to escape any further punishment and swallowed his jism smoothly when he came and licked him clean carefully when he slipped out from between her lips.
He freed her hands so that she could begin to free her breasts and rang for a trainer to remove her. 
“How did she do, sir?” the man asked as he came to fetch her. He held her securely by one arm and she looked at him mournfully but made no attempt to speak.
“Not bad but she failed a couple of the last ten so have her and her sister flogged at evening parade.”
The girl let out a sob again as she heard herself sentenced. Brad supposed she had been hoping that a good cock suck would get her off. 
“Very good, sir.” He led the girl away and Brad saw she bore the number 16 stencilled on the back of one shoulder. The original 16 must have been sold on and this one had replaced her, he thought. A relative newcomer would normally have a much higher number assigned to her. The squad numbered a hundred girls now – and his stable wasn’t in the top echelon. The oldest and biggest stables could field double that.
And then there were the pony girls and the solo fighters; the celebrities among the gladiators.
He had about fifty of them he thought – without checking the paperwork.
He sighed and went to look out of the window again. The trouble was that the public didn’t understand just how expensive keeping this number of slaves was. And they always wanted more. They wanted bigger and better spectacles, more cruelty and excitement, but that meant wear and tear on the slaves and that meant medical expenses and possibly having to sell injured girls off for whatever you could get for them. 
He was well aware that in the half century or so since their founding the games had grown out of all recognition and become more elaborate and harsher. Some African and Middle Eastern games had begun to feature the execution of prisoners in between bouts between opposing stables.
Brad disapproved of that. He had no problem with inflicting suffering on prisoners and slaves – that’s what they were there for as far as he was concerned, but once you had death as part of the entertainment there was nowhere else you could go to ramp up excitement.
No, he was of the opinion  - and he knew plenty of fellow owners agreed with him – that they had to be smart and not brutish. They all accepted that occasionally they would lose a slave here or there and they built the replacement costs into their business plans. But to deliberately set out to lose one’s livestock was to invite commercial disaster.
There were so many arenas around the world now that to go down the snuff path would soon exhaust the supply of fresh meat.
But that still left the problem of how to inject some new thrills into the games. He had a meeting with the senior advisers to the Prime Minister the next day and he needed some suggestions.
He rang for his secretary and she came in with her trusty notepad – no tablet for Iris Springfield – a good old fashioned pen and paper for her. She was a tall woman in her thirties, blonde and with a full figure that was always well shown off by her formal dress – a crisp white blouse tucked in to a pencil skirt an inch or two short of knee length.
“You wanted me, sir?” she asked, coming to stand in front of his desk.
It always amused Brad that she called him sir – even in bed. She had worked for him ever since he had been appointed director of the arena arm of the company that owned the stable. She enjoyed her work and her attitude towards the other females was closely aligned to his; she thought that women should serve men.
“Yes, Iris. I’ve got a meeting with the PM’s advisors tomorrow and I need some thoughts on how to get more people through the turnstiles.”
She sat down and tugged at the hem of her skirt as she crossed her legs. “Well you could mention the obstacle courses for the ponies,” she said.
“Yes, that’s one,” Brad conceded. “The chain race is a good one too. But I could do with one more!”
He went to the window again and looked out at the parade ground. It was drizzling but nevertheless the whole squad of naked girls was out doing circuit training and he watched as the rain-soaked skins gleamed and the clean, young limbs flexed and strained. They were all the shades of skin-colour that humanity could boast. From almost true black to Nordic pale via Mediterranean and South American coffee coloured. But all of them were either ‘criminals’ or ‘subversives’ to some tin pot dictatorship or other, or they had simply been rounded up in raids, prosecuted, convicted and sold. 
Iris came to stand beside them and watch.
“They are very pretty aren’t they,” she sighed. “When you consider that they’re the sweepings of the gutters of every corner of the world.”
Brad snorted with laughter, of course they were, the lowest of the low – scarcely human really. But then he stopped as his train of thought hit the buffers.
“Oh shit, Iris! That’s it! That’s what we need!”
“What, sir?” she asked.
Brad suddenly sobered up as another thought hit him. “But I can’t tell them tomorrow! It’ll have to be top secret.”
“What will, sir?”
“You wait and see – and you helped me! It’s a winner!” He took her in his arms and whirled her round the office until he was back at the desk where he bent her back until she was half lying on it and looking up at him, breathless.
He put one hand on a large breast and squeezed it fondly through the white blouse. “Take a letter Ms Springfield!” he told her, letting her up. “And then there’s a flogging on the parade ground this afternoon – a double one.”
“Oh, sir!” Iris looked up, her eyes shining and he smiled back at her.
“So there might be another one later on too!”
“Yes, sir!”
He dictated a top secret memo to the other board members and Iris’ smile became wider and wider as he spoke.
He spent the rest of the afternoon preparing his presentation for the next day and as the light was fading he switched off his laptop and summoned Iris.
Out on the parade ground the squad was lined up in two long lines. Down the aisle between them two girls carried the whipping frame, a simple rectangle of wood with chains at each corner. They set it up at the far end and stood beside it, hands behind backs, legs apart. The rain had plastered their hair down and it ran down their skins in rivulets. The flogging would be a painful one.
Brad’s chief trainer, Mitch, an ex-sergeant major stood forwards.
“Sixteen and Eighty-one. Fifty lashes each.  Eighty-one step forwards!”
Eighty-one, a sturdily built brunette stood forwards, spread her legs and raised her arms to have them secured to the corners of the frame by Mitch’s staff.
Brad had encouraged the sister system from his arrival. Each girl could bond with another and become lovers, most did. It allowed them to share a bed and some affection. A few held out but for the majority it gave the stable an extra lever to use against them. Just as Brad had that morning. The girl would never have got as near as she did to achieving her target if she hadn’t known her lover would go under the lash as well.
In the arenas it made them much fiercer as they fought to defend their lovers.
“Oh!” Iris groaned beside him and he looked at her, her eyes were almost closed as the girl down below steadied herself to receive the six foot single tail disciplinary whip from Mitch’s feared right hand. Brad smiled, Iris was always a good lay when there had been a thorough flogging to witness.
“Skirt,” he said as the first lash cracked down on the girl’s cold, wet skin. She yelled in pain and Brad could see the distress on her lover’s face as she witnessed what her failure had condemned them both to. She would do better next time!
Beside him Iris unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Brad looked down at the sturdy but long, pale thighs, unusually she was bare legged today.
“Knickers,” he said and she immediately hooked her thumbs into the sides and worked them down her legs as the lash continued to fall and fetch yells of pain from the innocent victim.
Brad made a beckoning motion with his fingers and she turned towards him and came to stand close with her legs apart. He was able to slip his fingers between them as she held his arm to encourage him onwards and rested her cheek on his shoulder.
“Oh! Oh! Yes, oh, sir!” she breathed as his fingers stirred up the warm sap that was flooding from her. Each sigh was in sync with the yelps and cries from below as the tally mounted into the twenties.
The rain fell more heavily and Brad could see how the lash was sending up sprays as it laced the girl’s back and buttocks and thighs. Mitch was working methodically up and down her. The man beside him called out the tally. It was nearing fifty now and Iris was sighing as Brad’s fingers worked inside her. She pushed herself against him a little more and kissed his neck as the girl was released.
“Sixteen, step forwards!” Mitch called not letting the rain stop him for one second. 
“Mmmm!” Iris sighed then giggled girlishly. “So cruel! Oh!” The last was in response to the first of the second tranches of lashes to smack across the slave’s body. The cold and the wet were increasing the pain and her yell was louder than her lover’s had been.
Brad withdrew his fingers and held them up for Iris to lick. She took them straight into her mouth and sucked them.
“Get the rest off!” he told her curtly after a few moments.
Usually he liked her partially dressed when he had her in the office, he liked the combination of nudity and formal dress, so sometimes, if he wanted to whip her he would leave her skirt on and she would carefully put her bra back on when he had finished, then button her blouse up and tuck it into her skirt then resume her secretarial duties. Other times he would cane her over his desk with just her skirt and knickers removed. 
But today he wanted her naked. Down on the parade ground the girl was making a real fuss and pleading for mercy in whatever language she spoke. Occasionally he caught the English words, “Mercy” and “Please!”.
He wondered where they had bought her from but if she was making this much fuss after serving six months with them, there was something wrong. 
“She’s a noisy one, sir” Iris said as she slid her bra straps down her arms and her large pale breasts swung across her chest.
Brad drew her to him so that he could squeeze them and knead them, twisting and pulling at the nipples in the way that she hated but could never refuse him. 
“She is, I’ll suggest Mitch puts her into remedial for a few weeks, now bend over.”
He pushed her in the back and she settled herself so that her arms were spread out on the window sill and her head rested on it. She spread her legs wide open and Brad unzipped his flies and entered her quite easily, she had one of the most accommodating cunts he had ever come across and was perfect for a comfortable and available fuck. Once he was fully inside her he reached down and took two handfuls of her hanging breasts. Then he set about fucking in time to the flogging below.
“Thirty-nine!” The shout floated up.
“Aaah! Mercy!” The girl twisted and pulled at her bonds, almost hysterical.
Brad slid his cock back into Iris. He was enjoying the girl’s pain but he couldn’t allow her to sully the stable’s name in an arena with this sort of cowardly behaviour. True, the crowds did enjoy a girl suffering for them at the whipping post if she hadn’t put up a good enough fight, but then she would have already taken much more than this girl was.
“Forty!”
“Noooo! Pleeease!”
Brad ground himself against Iris at fullest penetration and she murmured in response. “I like hearing her.”
Brad laughed and pulled out almost completely then looked down at his shaft, gleaming with her sap before he rammed it back in. “I’ll have her brought up here to flog before Mitch toughens her up,” he said.
“Mmmmm! Thank you!” Iris sighed as he shafted her again.
“Forty-five!”
The girl had subsided now and was just sobbing as she had earlier that day, Brad could see her torso shaking as she cried as she could only summon up a weak plea for mercy as the whip fell yet again. She was well-marked by then but not cut. It was nothing more than an arena slave should be able to take in her stride.
Of course she had yet to be chipped. Brad believed that girls should be broken before they were chipped. That way the effects of the chip – he believed – would be far more irrevocable and far-reaching. Some stables chipped as soon as they took delivery of slaves but Brad stuck to his way. It was slower but in the long run he felt his girls would always give more in the arenas.
Below him Iris began to swing her hips and hump her back as she started to climb.
Brad kept up a steady rhythm of thrust and withdrawal and began to trace lines across her back with his finger.
“Ooooh! Yes please,” she breathed.
He set about bringing her off and accelerated his fucking until she reared up and cried out in orgasm as the girl was finally taken down and left to lie, huddled on the sand of the parade ground. 
Brad came himself as he watched her lover help her up and trail off to the barracks and the showers behind the other soaked slaves.
He pulled out of Iris and tidied himself up as she straightened up and turned to him.
“I’ll come by at about eight then,” she said as she spread her legs and wiped herself with her hand before licking her fingers. Brad laughed again as he watched her. There was something delicious about her outward propriety and private depravity. She was one of a large number of women who worked closely around the arenas and who revelled in their cruelty and debauchery. There were millions more who paid outrageous sums to sit close to where the gladiators entered the arenas and where they were carried off. A lot of men paid equally high prices to sit close by them because they often became so worked up that they could be fucked as the games went on. 
Iris however seemed to love the organisational side of things as much as she did the sheer eroticism. Brad never knew whether she had a partner or exactly where she lived even. But when she knew Brad wanted her she would attend him at his apartment that was a few streets away from the barracks and the training area. 
Although he kept plenty of implements at the apartment he never had any of the slaves attend him there. It was entirely private and only girlfriends and Iris were permitted. In Brad’s opinion – and it was widely held to be good practice across most arenas – a slave should never be shown comfortable surroundings. She should be completely inured to hardship.
Having cleaned herself of Brad’s spunk, Iris began to dress and was soon the cool professional again.
“Is there anything you would like me to wear this evening, sir?” she asked, smoothing her skirt down over her thighs.
Brad thought for a moment, he was going to take his dragon tail whip to her so….
“No,” he said. “There is nothing I want you to wear.”
She grinned at him. “Yes, sir,” she said and left the room.
She would turn up at his front door dressed only in the heavy, full length coat that free women tended to wear and under it she would have only stockings and high heeled court shoes on.
Brad wrenched his mind away from the nipple torture he would lay out for her and sat down at his desk to finalise his plans for the next day.
 
The car whispered along through London on another rainy day. The flag on the bonnet meant that all other traffic got out of their way and Brad was able to sit back and relax. Idly he looked out of the window; a matching pair of pretty Indonesian boys were pulling a rich couple in a proper trap with a hood that was pulled up. A single ponygirl was pulling a lightweight sulky whose driver was hunched against the weather in a rainproof poncho while the pony was splashing through puddles, her legs mud-spattered to the knees. She seemed to have been well trained however and was still lifting her knees in the accepted gait of a ponygirl, designed to make her breasts tremble and ripple prettily as she ran, very different from the racing ponies in the arenas but similar to the dressage ponies. 
Someone who was ostentatiously wealthy was driving a four in hand, all female.
The rain was making the whipcord of the driving whips even stiffer and the ponies’ heads flung back as their drivers hurried them on to their destinations, often spray flew up both from the whips and from the pony tails. 
It had been a good session the night before. Brad allowed his thoughts to wander as he watched the whips flicking. Iris was a tough girl and the dragon tail had left her with a pretty collection of red blazes where the tip had really scorched her and she hadn’t made any fuss even after nearly an hour under it. But when he had used the crop on her afterwards she had writhed and twisted at his post in the playroom until finally, his erection almost painful he had lain her on the bed and whipped her between her wide-spread legs with his doubled over belt.
Then she had taken him for a highly satisfactory ride. He smiled at the memory and he wished he was back at the barracks now. He liked to watch his racing ponies on days like this. He enjoyed how their hides shone in the wet and how they stamped and steamed after a run and before they were towelled off and stabled again. And in fact at Downing Street there were some sulkies and traps tethered with their ponies stamping their shod feet and tossing their heads impatiently. Probably some civil servant mandarins, he thought as he left the car and was ushered in by the burly copper on door duty.
 
He was the last to arrive and took his place around the table with the majority of directors and owners of the English arenas. 
Ben Hill, one of the PM’s special advisors chaired the meeting. It was a regular occurrence, the arenas received generous tax breaks in return for keeping the increasingly teeming and unruly inner cities fed with circuses while the government tried to provide the bread. Both parties knew they needed each other so the meetings were usually amicable. However gates had dipped a little recently and everyone knew they needed new ideas.
“Using the losing teams’ slaves as targets for coconut shies and dart boards after the games still seems quite popular,” Ben said. “But the pony racing attendances have been noticeably down recently.”
Brad talked them through the ideas they had had for making obstacles for the ponies. The knee deep beds of nettles went down well as did the walls of brushwood that the ponies had to break through, but one of the other stables suggested that they combine the two.
“What the public will want to see is their tits and cunts stung so if we combine the brushwood with the nettles that should make for a good show.”
“How about thorns? Have the courses run through narrow passes lined with brambles,” one suggested.
“Up to shoulder height?” That was accepted as an interesting idea and a stable in Lancashire agreed to test it and report back.
“Of course the drivers will have to be protected somehow,” Ben put in and the stable said it would certainly ensure that no men would be put in any danger of being hurt.
The nettle beds were ditched in favour of the walls. Someone suggested that tracks could be narrower anyway so the crowd could get closer to the action and that was agreed. Refinements to wooden pony riding were agreed and Brad’s suggestion of chains for slaves to run along, with the chain running between their labia with various obstacles to force themselves over like spikes and heated dildos and electrified prods was approved but it was agreed to wait until a full list of torturous devices could be finalised and tested before including the event.
One of the representatives sketched out a rubber, spiked dildo. “It could be combined with Brad’s idea and spring loaded so the girl has to push it over and it presses tight against her as she moves over it.”
Brad’s suggestion that duels could be fought as the girls were straddling the chains with weapons which he outlined, was enthusiastically received and he promised to make some prototypes and film the results for the next meeting.
They considered whether the ponies’ harnesses could be improved. They already ran double plugged and with spiked straps and their bits were threaded through their heavy tongue rings and were clamped onto their tongues so it was hard to see what refinements could be added but it was decided to keep it under review.
It was early afternoon before the meeting broke up and Brad was able to address the serious issue of the day as far as he was concerned.
Back in the car he gave the driver an address in Mayfair.
It was the address of his stable’s legal advisor and he was ushered in cordially and ensconced in a comfortable chair in a huge office. In a few minutes the head of the chambers walked in and shook his hand.
Sir Michael Roberts sat down and when a secretary had poured them tea he sat back.
“So, what can we do for you, Brad?”
Brad produced the memo he had had Iris type the previous day. Sir Michael read it with raised eyebrows.
“Wow! Brad!” he said at last. “That is breaking new ground in a big way!”
“But can it be done? Is it legal?”
Sir Michael’s brow furrowed in thought and he went over to the bookshelves and began to consult precedent.
Presently he came back. “Yes, it can be defended. There is a clear precedent that if a stable hands over money in good faith, then the slave has been lawfully purchased and there is no comeback to that. I think the judgement was made back in the early days when someone or other objected to a particular girl being enslaved. Ha!” He laughed scornfully. “But up until the moment the stable pays in good faith, you’d be outside the law if you go ahead with this.”
“Hmm, thanks, Michael,” Brad said standing up.
“You’re welcome of course. My advice would be to look abroad to start with.”
Brad shook his head. “No, the whole point of this is to advertise who they were to the crowds.”
Sir Michael shrugged. “Well I can think of a few I’d like to see down there on the sand on a games day!”
“We all can!” Brad said with a grin and they shook hands.
As he was passing through the lobby a startlingly attractive woman emerged from an office. She had on a skirt suit with a very short skirt and he immediately saw how well-proportioned she was, long legged but with a good build and quite sizeable breasts for a girl of her height. But apart from that she had truly red hair and large, green eyes. All in all she was that rare thing, a girl who could make someone as familiar with the female form as Brad was, stop in his tracks.
She was heading for Sir Michael’s office with a sheaf of papers and they nodded as they passed each other.
 
“Who was that?” Laura asked when she entered the office. The tall, broad shouldered man in his early forties was a welcome relief from the rich and paunchy men she usually saw around the offices.
“Oh, one of my personal clients,” Sir Michael told her.
Laura presented him with a sheet of paper. 
“My bonus,” she said succinctly.
Sir Michael’s eyebrows shot up. “That’s not possible! We agreed what you’d be cut in for in that last job!”
“True,” she said, coming close to him and stroking his cheek. “But there’s this cute little motor I’ve just got to have and don’t forget the film of you tied to the bed with a clamp on your balls screaming for me to let you come. I’ve still got it and if you want me to keep it to myself….”
Sir Michael sighed and glanced out of the window just as Brad was climbing back into the car.
“Alright I’ll move it across now,” he said and went to sit at his laptop. Laura stood where she was and blew him a kiss as the transfer went ahead. 









Chapter Three

 
Jan Sharp woke slowly, she rubbed her eyes and stared up at the time displayed on the ceiling. It was far too early. If Apple had woken her at the wrong time she was going to get such a thrashing! She sat up in bed and remembered, Rodney Haslit-Sutton was taking her to the races today!
The slave called Apple, named after her oddly red cheeks, stood beside the bed with a cup of tea for her.
“Ok, good girl!” Jan said with a yawn. Apple was in her thirties, probably, one didn’t bother too much about slaves, but enslaved women were always referred to as girls and the males as boys.
Apple put the tea down but didn’t leave the room, she was used to the young mistress’s demands.
Jan rubbed her eyes again and looked up at the slave. Every household rich enough to own slaves dressed them differently – or not at all in some cases. Jan’s parents dressed the two female slaves as maids. Jan’s mother had insisted that the males be allowed only the skimpiest of thongs and she saw to it that they worked out hard every day. In return she allowed Jan’s father to dress the females in tiny, frou-frou skirts, stockings and tight, low cut bodices in the classic black satin with white lace trim.
They shared them in the bedroom and were very happy with the arrangement.
Now Jan was old enough to enjoy them too.
She threw back the quilt and pulled up the mid-thigh length shift she slept in, parting her legs wide.
“Get on with it girl,” she ordered as she yawned again and picked up her tea.
Apple climbed onto the bed and knelt between the young mistress’s legs then bent forwards and Jan sighed as she felt the woman’s breath on her sex. Then she felt the tongue gently find its way between the folds of her lips and touch her clitoris.
“Mmm! Good girl,” Jan murmured as she sipped the tea and looked down, the slave’s minimal skirt had ridden up so that her bottom, bisected by a white thong strap was visible and Jan smiled. It was a bottom she had beaten on many occasions since she had turned sixteen, at first under parental guidance but now, at eighteen, she could do as she pleased so long as she didn’t damage the goods. She put one hand down onto the slave’s head and pulled her mousy-brown locks, forcing her inwards. The tongue became more invasive and rasped more harshly on the clitoris before finding its way to Jan’s entrance but was unable to get much farther with Jan sitting up. 
“Just the clit this morning, girl,” Jan told her. She had to get up shortly and sort out what to wear, on some other days she would lie back and let the girl’s tongue get right inside both her passages. But today she finished her tea and kicked the slave away before the pleasure became distracting.
She showered and the slave was ready to dry her hair when she exited the bathroom. Jan sat at her dressing table and began her make up as she did so. She was blonde but with green eyes rather than blue, which she was very proud of as it made her different from all the other blondes she knew. Her face was perhaps just a little too long for classic beauty but it was strong and her mouth was soft and sensual. Attractive, definitely, she thought as she sat back, smacking her lips to smooth the lipstick – a peachy shade she was fond of, not too tarty but not too pale.
Rodney liked it. She knew full well where he liked it and she often left him little kisses down his cock when she was blowing him.
She selected a retro frock to wear, it had a tight bodice, not too low-cut at the neck and a flared, just above the knee, skirt with a soft underskirt. At five foot seven, she had the length of leg and height to carry it off. Finally she sat on her dressing table chair to let Apple roll her stockings up to mid-thigh.
Then, her thick blonde hair cascading down to mid back and over her shoulders, held back with an Alice band, she was ready to face the day.
Apple stood back and smiled at her.
A thought occurred to Jan as she was about to leave the room.
“When were you last allowed an orgasm, girl?” she asked.
“You allowed me one the week before last, thank you, Mistress.”
“Go on then but hurry or you’ll miss breakfast and get whipped.”
“Yes, Mistress, thank you!” The slave’s eyes shone with gratitude as she immediately put both hands to her groin, yanked her thong out of the way and standing, spread legged in the middle of the floor began to masturbate hurriedly.
Jan watched for a moment. Making the slaves humiliate themselves always turned her on and she wanted to be excited which would make her attractive to Rodney, who had been seen out with that little Bradley witch the previous week. Well, she would see about that!
The slave had her head back and her eyes closed. Her thong was a thin, stretched line across her upper thighs, both hands were working feverishly between the spread thighs and already there was some soft squelching coming from her cunt.
Jan smiled as she felt herself heat. “Slut!” she called and the slave moaned in pleasure at the insult and began to orgasm, thrusting her hips forward, her thighs shaking as she spasmed.
Jan laughed and left to go downstairs. Those chips certainly did the job, she reflected. Apple had probably been arrested for a traffic offence and had been a respectable working woman, but now she was simply whatever sort of uninhibited sex toy anyone wanted to play with.
Jan’s parents weren’t down yet so she breakfasted alone, served by one of her mother’s favourite boys – he was a man in his forties she guessed, he looked as though he had been a labourer and was burly and barrel chested. It had been shaved and the menu scrawled across it by the cook, who would have freed him from his overnight cage.
Jan took a moment to appreciate the heavy cock and balls held up tight by his pouch between the powerful thighs. Her mother knew a good thing when she saw it.
The boy came back with scrambled eggs and salmon and a glass of fruit juice followed by coffee.
Jan’s mother came down just before Jan finished.
She took her place opposite Jan and as soon as the slave came to show her the menu, her hand went to the tight leather of his pouch and began to stroke it.
“Your father wasn’t in the mood last night so I might have a bit of this with my mid-morning coffee,” she said as the slave stared straight ahead while his cock visibly filled and lengthened.
Jan grinned at her.
“I let Apple have an orgasm but told her not to be late so if she’s not helping cook by now have her whipped for me, please?”
“Of course, dear. Have a good day!”
“Don’t wait up for me!” she called as she went.
She had hardly run down the steps outside the front door before Rodney pulled up.
Jan was delighted and had to restrain herself from clapping as she saw what he had come in. It was a two seater Surrey powered by four females. The Haslit-Suttons had made their money from a travel agency that specialised in slave-transport so that the rich wouldn’t be separated from their servants. They had developed tranquillisers that could knock them out for however long it took to move them. They had designed crates for transportation and vehicles to carry them. As a result they lived in a huge mansion a mile or so up the road from Jan – whose own parents were not poor but couldn’t afford the twenty or so slaves the Haslit-Suttons could.
As they had some miles to go the slaves weren’t on foot, they were powering two tandem bicycles in parallel, however they had no wheels, the bodies of the machines were mounted to the chassis of the Surrey at their rear and to a frame that supported the steering wheel, between them at the front. The pedals drove the chains that in turn drove the Surrey’s wheels by its axle and Rodney steered and controlled the gears from his seat. It was a fine morning and the roof was folded back so he waved cheerfully as he pulled round the crescent drive to stop beside Jan who stepped up eagerly and sank into the quilted leather luxury of the seats. 
She knew this was Rodney’s father’s favourite rig and felt she was already ahead of the Bradley bitch. It promised to be a good day!
Rodney flicked the whipcord – a stiff length about a foot long on the end of a four foot pole, across the four naked backs and the girls started pedalling. To begin with the rig jerked a little from side to side before both teams matched their efforts and smoothed out the drive. Rodney flicked at whichever team wasn’t pulling strongly enough and once they had turned out into traffic it only took twenty yards or so to achieve smooth cruising.
Jan sat back and listened to the rumble of the wheels on the tarmac and watched the backs flexing as the girls pedalled. They only had thongs on and their hips and buttocks were beautifully displayed on the saddles. 
With speed up to what he required, Rodney sat back and pointed to a small black box mounted on the stalk that supported the handlebar which turned the steering wheel at the front between the teams.
“Look what Dad had put on. It’s the first one and the company wants to try it out.”
“What is it?” Jan asked but she realised there was something familiar about it.
“Turbo charge!” Rodney said with a broad grin. “The saddles have dildos on them and their nipples are connected too. Once we’re out of town I’ll turn it on and see how they go with a shock or two running through them!”
Jan did clap with delight then and put her hand on Rodney’s thigh as she watched him flick at the sweating backs, leaving thin red traces of pain on them. She rested her head on his shoulder, there was going to be a lot more of that today.
They were going to see the ponies being raced.
Pony racing had for some years split away from the arenas although most stables still kept ponies and raced them outside the games. It had simply become too popular to be contained in the games, the public wanted races every week. Now even quite humble people could save up and buy a pony, or form a consortium and buy one, or more. Some tried to train them themselves but mostly they were given to stables who specialised in them. A whole new industry had grown up around the ponygirls in particular. It had been found that girls from poorer countries where they had had harder lives often made the best ponies so there was a brisk trade in them to the developed world.
Jan looked around her proudly as they neared the edge of town.
Pedestrians went about their business avoiding looking at them – or the slaves – they never knew when they might recognise a slave and they didn’t want to antagonise anyone rich enough to afford a rig like Rodney’s one. They overtook sulkies pulled by single slaves, pulling out into the vehicle lanes carefully, Rodney checking his mirror as he did so – he had only passed his test a few months before and, having been entrusted with his father’s pride and joy, wasn’t about to blot his copy book by piling it up.
But once they were clear of the town, Rodney began to use the whip harder and Jan clenched her thighs together in excitement as the slaves began to strain and their backs to show more livid traces of the whip.
“Ok!” he called over the noise of their passage, they were bowling along at a good pace now. “Let’s see what happens!”
“Tally ho!” she called back.
Rodney turned the main control knob and immediately there were squeals from the slaves and Rodney let all four have a hard lash. The rig bounded forwards as the slaves got the message and their bodies began to swing as they pedalled frantically.
“Yeeha!” Rodney laughed as he swung the lash back and forth and Jan laughed aloud in joy as the wind took her hair, the whip hissed and snapped at the slaves. Rodney went up a gear.
“It’s an overdrive they want testing!” he called. To begin with the slaves all groaned as they felt the resistance increase in the pedals but Rodney eased off on the whip as the speed increased and soon they settled down, he eased back on the pulses he was sending through the dildos and nipple clamps and they settled to a speed which was faster than anything Jan had experienced outside a car.
“Very impressive!” she said, moving her hand up his thigh.
“Steady on girl! We’ve got a long day ahead of us!”
Jan let one finger stray a little farther and felt his hardness. “Then perhaps we ought to calm this down a bit,” she suggested.
Rodney looked around, they were out in the country now. A side road led off on the left and ran through a copse of trees about half a mile ahead.
He switched off the current entirely and let the slaves coast along, then turned the rig off the main road. Immediately they were in the shade of trees and he spotted a clearing on the right a few yards ahead. He pulled in and stopped.
Excitedly they climbed down and went to the small trunk behind the seats. Rodney pulled out a blanket and four soft leather hoods. He slipped the hoods over the slaves’ heads and then joined Jan on the blanket. She was sitting on it with her legs curled to one side. Rodney sat beside her and immediately his hand went between her legs and found its way up to her finest lace concoction knickers. She shivered in pleasure but giggled girlishly at him – it wouldn’t do to discourage him.
“We’re a bit close to the road and anyway, I’m not going through today with stains on the back of my skirt!” she told him without pushing him away. “So lie back!”
He obeyed her, a broad grin of understanding on his face as she undid his belt and zip for him, then pulled down his pants, freeing his cock to spring up, hard and as big as she remembered from when he had first fucked her.
Well, she thought, as she leaned down, wetting her lips, let’s see if Mia Bradley can match this!
 
As they drew near the race course the roads became more and more crowded with slave-drawn vehicles and cars – probably government or civil service officials having an afternoon off. Generally speaking the better off you were the more you showed off by driving slower more decadent vehicles. But sometimes a car was needed if you were going more than a few miles.
Rodney’s Surrey drew admiring glances as they made their way through the pedestrians to the car park.
It had been adapted and now provided hitching rails for pony-drawn vehicles and taps for water to refresh the slaves. Rodney and Jan spent a few minutes releasing the slaves and then re-tethering them so they would be fresh for the run home.
They released their wrists where they were tied to the handlebars then their nipples and allowed them to suction their sweating groins off the prongs, then led them to the back of the rig where they could be sat down and their wrists re-fastened to a bar running across the back, then Jan spread out a blanket for them to sit on. On tarmac it would be hard enough without the blanket, as Rodney said, to give them cramps or strains from sitting awkwardly. There were staff who would make rounds to ensure all the slaves were safe and there was a key to the restraints hung where only an attendant could reach it.
Then they made their way through the crowds to the main entrance. Rodney put his arm round her immediately and Jan smiled smugly. She knew she was good at oral for the simple reason she loved doing it. She loved the way a cock felt so hard and yet the skin was so soft and the way it filled her mouth so completely, she loved the feel of the slit on her tongue and the smooth shape of the helmet as she rolled her tongue round it. And the thrill of having it pulse and erupt in response to her caresses was sublime. She even enjoyed the taste of the spunk.
Not everyone was as good as she was, she was pretty certain. And Rodney hadn’t wiped that grin off his face ever since he had finished coming in her mouth.
 
Once inside they made their way to a bar and Rodney bought them both champagne and they set off for the parade ring.
“Fillies one mile is the first race,” Rodney informed her. 
It was crowded but they managed to push their way to the front and leaned on the rail as the entrants were led past.
Jan was entranced, she had seen plenty of races on the Holos at home and in the local pub with Rodney and his mates. She had seen the more brutal ones in the arenas – but at a distance. Now she was close enough to reach out and touch the gleaming, svelte flesh of the ponygirls as they were led round, their grooms holding their leashes.
The complexions on show were mainly darker with some very dark African-looking girls but mostly they were of the coffee and cream variety that could come from anywhere in the Middle East. There was also a scattering of South American girls with high cheekbones and rippling black hair that shone in the sun. 
They had all been oiled and looked in superb shape to her eye but Rodney was more up in studying form.
“You want a good length of leg in a miler, I reckon,” he told her. “Not too much tit weight either. But having said that a good deep chest helps.”
Jan tried to listen but was captivated by the smooth thighs and the languid athletic strides of the ponies. She loved the way their hips swung with the long, loping strides. She admired the way the breasts were strapped tight at their roots to steady them. Some wore nipple shields, some just had rings through them. Their sexes were covered by tiny triangles of leather with straps that came up over the hips, emphasising their long legs. Most of them sported some kind of gem at their navel which winked as they moved. 
Their bridles were buckled tight around their heads and the strap that ran over their crown had a plume in their stable’s colours. Most of the bridles had a forehead strap and a gem or a symbol of their stable hung from it between their eyes. Their hands were clipped together behind their backs and as they followed their leashes their tongues stuck out prettily from between their teeth.
Jan knew that the bit which ran through their big, heavy tongue rings was also clamped down with spikes so that the slightest tug on one or other rein was instantly felt by the pony. Jan reached out and patted the buttock of a black girl as she was led past and briefly wondered what it would be like to move with plugs in both passages and with spikes pressing into your labia and your breasts. She had put Apple and Legs (the other girl they owned) in spiked knickers before now and loved smacking their cunts while they wore them, the shocked look of pain and the throaty groans which resulted were deeply satisfying. 
But these gorgeous creatures wore them so naturally! And the whipping! Jan had wielded a whip hard on many occasions but these girls lived under it day in and day out, yet the skins on their backs was as shiny and smooth as you could wish. Just waiting for the kiss of the lash again.
“Look at the thighs on that one!” Rodney said. “They look good and strong!”
He was pointing at the girl that Jan had touched. “Let’s put an each way bet on her,” she suggested.
They watched until all the ponies had been led round twice and gone to be harnessed up then they put Rodney’s money on the black girl; “Alambria” was the name she was entered under and he also piled a big bet on a girl who looked as though she might be Greek and was entered as “Northern Soul”.
Then they repaired to the champagne tent again and made small talk with some friends before the tannoy called them to the rails for the race.
Rodney laughed and shrugged when he noticed that Northern Soul had drifted out to forty to one. But Alambria had stayed steady.
Nothing prepared Jan for the start of the race, the Holos didn’t do justice to the reality, the excitement, the scent of leather and sweat, to the anxious eyes of the slaves, looking out from between their blinkers knowing the whip was coming no matter how hard they pulled, the frisking thighs and rattling harness, the nodding plumes as the sulkies lined up.
The starter’s pistol rose in the air and with the dry Crack! of the report the whips hissed and smacked as the ponies flung themselves forwards and their knees rose as they fought for speed and then they were away and running, their sulkies’ wheels rumbling on the artificial surface.
The track was a half mile and they could watch the progress of the race on big monitors as the rigs swept around the far turns and then began to head back for the line where Rodney and Jan had managed to get places. The cheers and cries of the crowd all but drowned out the pounding of the ponies shod feet and the trundling of the tyres of the sulkies they pulled.
But as they flashed past Jan she saw the flickering of the lashes as the drivers began to really work them for the final lap. And she saw the dry lines the whip had left across Alambria’s sweat-shiny back as she passed, lying in a creditable third.
Northern Soul was blowing hard, spittle flying from around her bit and drenching her breasts and shoulders.
Anxiously they looked up at the monitors and watched Alambria whipped hard around the far bends but she kept her shape well, not rocking too much, her head steady. Jan’s only experience of driving ponies had been at Rodney’s estate and she had loved how easily the whip had whispered through the air and almost caressed the girl’s back except that the thin line of red blossomed so quickly and soon her back had been laced with them and she had had to stop. But here the lashes were laid on with no regard for anything except winning. 
On the paler skinned ponies their backs were more welt than skin colour now and even Alambria’s hide was marking as they turned for the last time and raced for the finish line.
Alambria came in second, saliva flying from around her bit, Northern Soul was well down. 
Rodney and Jan managed to get to the winner’s enclosure by liberal use of elbows and saw the winner, a tall Arab girl, tossing her head and prancing as she got her wind back. Her proud owner pinned a rosette onto her breast above her ringed right nipple, fetching more head tossing and foot stamping as she was pierced.
With some winnings they bet on the fillies’ handicap two mile. Then the one mile handicap, losing on both.
After lunch they strolled down to the parade ring again to look at the mares, twenty five years and older. There were three races of one, two and three miles.
Jan found she enjoyed these more, the slaves were pushed much more brutally and the whips were heavier. The ponies bore traces of previous races across their backs and Rodney said you had to take account of that on backing them because the whip might open them up again before the end of the race.
This time they looked for sturdiness and bet on women who had a goodly amount of meat on the thighs and deep rib cages, but without too much tit weight. However, Jan did bet on one in the three mile who was quite big and she won despite that. In the winner’s enclosure, up close, she could see how badly beaten the pony had been, the lines the longer whip had left stretched right around her ribs and across her breasts and delta. Her back was bleeding in a couple of places and Jan thought she looked delicious.
“Wouldn’t you just love to see how much sex-torture she could take now? Imagine having her strung up at the bottom of the bed to play with when you were ready!” she said.
Rodney laughed. “You’d need deep pockets! She wouldn’t last long and you’d have to replace her.”
Jan waved a hand irritably. “Oh, I know, but who cares. It’d be fun while it lasted!”
Rodney laughed again. “Yes, I guess it would be at that!”
Eventually they retrieved the Surrey, roused the slaves  and shackled them back to the bikes and set off home as the light was fading.
Because it was getting late Rodney used the turbo charger as soon as they were clear of the crowds. The slaves yelped as they were shocked and immediately strained to pedal as fast as they could while Rodney lashed them for the sheer fun of it. Watching the slaves impale themselves on the saddle-mounted dildos and then holding their breasts up to have the nipples clamped had inflamed both their libidos and Jan cheered him on as the whip seared the straining backs time and again.
“Wish I’d bought a heavier whip!” Rodney called as he slashed at the slaves and kept the pulses of electricity hitting their innards. Not until he was satisfied that he could wring no more speed out of them did he relent and allow them to cruise.
“God! That was fun!” Jan breathed as she put her hand out and caressed Rodney’s cock.
He grinned at her. “Coming back to my place?”
Jan’s heart leapt. “Yes!” she said and added casually. “Ok.” Eat your heart out Mia Bradley!
She knew that Rodney, at the age of twenty-one, had a self-contained flat in his parents’ home.
It was dark by the time the exhausted slaves pulled them through the gates and set off up the long drive to the house, LED lights along the frames of the bikes and headlights on the steering wheel and the body of the Surrey had seen them home and a groom was waiting for them as they pulled into the yard at the back of the big house.
It was getting chilly and Jan loved the way the naked slaves steamed under the lights in the yard. 
The groom grumbled at Rodney as he had to lift a couple of the girls off their prongs, they were too exhausted to climb off themselves.
“Tale a couple of days before these can be used again, Mister Rodney!” he said, looking at their scored backs.
“Pa won’t be needing the Surrey for a day or two so it’ll be alright. The turbo works brilliantly!”
Immediately the man’s face brightened. “Did it? Did it now? Livened them up ok then?”
Jan laughed. “You could put it like that! They yelped a bit but put on a real burst of speed.”
Rodney took her up a flight of stairs at the back of the house and into his hall.
“Ma usually leaves a slave out for me if I’m late home,” he said and sure enough, chained up against one wall of the hall a girl was sitting quietly.
All she was wearing was a short leather kilt, it was just enough to emphasise her length of leg as she sat with her legs curled to one side. She shook her hair back and looked up them as they stood over her.
“Master?” she said softly. 
Jan looked down at the breasts, the girl had pale skin and her breasts had almost pink areolas with slightly darker nipples. They were big though and she immediately wanted to play with them.
“Want to take this one to bed?” Rodney asked. “We don’t have to. She’ll get put away if we leave her out.”
“No. I’d like to!” Jan said.
They tied her to one of the bedposts with her arms raised and her back to it. Jan helped herself to the smoothly rounded breasts as Rodney undressed her and slipped his fingers into her from behind. 
“Want a whip?” he whispered in her ear.
He had a bigger selection than her parents had and she was spoiled for choice but in the end settled on a heavy flogger with suede tails.
She beat the slave’s tits mercilessly, swinging the whip forehand and backhand, making them swing and even collide on occasions.
“Yeah!” Rodney said as he fondled Jan’s breasts from behind her. “That’s what big slave tits are made for. We had her hormone treated specially.”
Ignoring the girl’s moans Jan kept the beating up until both tits were red from root to nipple. Then she dropped the whip and grabbed both nipples, twisting them hard. The slave cried out and arched her back to try and lessen the pull.
“Keep her there!” Rodney said and appeared beside her with several needles. Jan felt a rush of heat in her belly. She adored piercing slaves.
Pressing himself against her back Rodney reached round her and slid one needle into the right nipple behind Jan’s fingers. The slave looked down, her mouth in an ‘O’ of horror. She moaned as it pierced her and then again as it slid out of the other side. He did the left one as well and Jan dropped her hands as the slave’s eyes closed and the moans became more languid. Jan felt between the girl’s legs and laughed as her fingers were immediately wet and she felt the clitoris engorged.
Jan pressed it hard and the slave sighed.
“Don’t come!” Rodney ordered.
“Let’s put some in down here!” Jan suggested.
They took the slave down and laid her on her back on the bed with her legs wide spread. They were both in a hurry for pleasure and didn’t bother tying her, a chipped slave would hold herself open for anything her owner wanted. But even so she twisted and cried out as one needle passed through the clitoral hood. Then Jan speared one lip, slowly, savouring the strained cries through gritted teeth from the slave. She didn’t care whether it was pain or the strain of not orgasming from it – just so long as the slave was suffering.
Rodney put another through the clit and the slave bucked so hard they were thrown together in a giggling heap that suddenly lit both their fires. 
He was hard and Jan gripped him, loving the hard cock feel.
“Want a strap-on and fuck her?” he asked as they rolled the bed and on top of the slave.
“No! Want you!” Jan whispered back fiercely. She wasn’t going to miss this chance – they could slave-share another time.
Rodney grabbed the slave by her hair and nearly threw her off the bed. She landed with a thump and a scream, presumably Jan thought, because one of the needles had caught her thighs. But who cared, Rodney was on top of her and she reached down to guide him into her. He was rampant and iron hard and slammed himself into her so fast that she cried out. She bucked her hips up at him and they groaned and grunted with effort as they rutted at a frantic pace to relieve their lust.
In Jan’s mind images of bound and whipped slaves formed and dissolved as her climax approached and Rodney hammered at her ever harder and faster.
At last she lost herself in the cramps and convulsions inside her as she orgasmed and Rodney roared as he came and then collapsed on her.
After a few minutes he rolled off her and she dived under the quilt as he tossed the slavegirl out into the corridor.
“I’ve rung for someone to pick her up and put her away for the night,” he said as he climbed back into bed beside her. 
And as he enfolded her in his arms she thought again, who cares what happens to them? You can always buy another one.









Chapter Four

 
Laura parked up and climbed out of the two seater she’d just bought. It had just about every gadget on the market and was fast! She had weaved in and out of the traffic effortlessly on the way home from the dealer while it had talked to her in a mellifluous female voice and invited her to talk to her friends or to find out where there was a restaurant of her favourite variety that had tables available. She could book theatre tickets from her driving seat or she could treat the driving seat as an armchair and let the car do all the work itself.
But that wasn’t what Laura wanted, she enjoyed the control, she wanted to feel the machine responding to her wishes and it did, it was lithe, fast and manoeuvrable. 
She knew some of her friends were passionate followers of the pony races but she could never fully appreciate them. They weren’t fast enough for her tastes so she was more keen on horse riding and had a horse at a stables just outside London on the M4. 
However she could appreciate the pleasures of control.
The new car would get there in a fraction of the time her old one did and if she picked up a couple of speeding tickets the fines were easily paid for out of her salary and she wasn’t in any danger of being arrested and sold. 
She was part of the machinery that supported that process, albeit she sometimes defended and got people off.
The car locked itself and went into sleep mode as she walked away to the lift that would take her up to her apartment. She was aware of a hot moistness in her lower belly as the lift whispered its way up to the fourteenth floor, she was always excited by control. She entirely appreciated the attraction of controlling a pony slave –or any slave for that matter. So she was more than happy to play with slaves and to watch them struggle and suffer in the arenas. 
And she especially enjoyed controlling them in her bed.
But not with the chips that commercially bought slaves came with.
Where was the fun in that? Alright in an arena where squads were hurled against each other or single combats took place – of course you needed the help of the chips to ensure that the slaves did exactly what they were supposed to do.
But it was much more fun to have a free woman or man suffer for you right in your own home.
There were even a few submissive men and women who actually volunteered for arena slave status, but there was also the same need that had always existed for submissives to find dominant partners outside the arenas.
Laura currently had two such women who regularly visited her. She didn’t mind men – a good hard cock was welcome from time to time – but she found the female body was so much more fun to play with.
She had told Angie to come over that night and let herself in. Laura felt a pleasant rush of heat as she thought about how the woman would have obeyed her every instruction and would be waiting to serve her.
It wasn’t just that Angie was an attractive woman, she was also the daughter of a wealthy industrialist who manufactured ecologically friendly plastic substitutes – the interior of her new car was almost entirely from his factories. She actually owned a houseful of slaves – one had to keep up appearances – but at every available opportunity she came to visit Laura to be humiliated, controlled and abused. She maintained that regular doses of pain and abuse enabled her to treat her slaves the way everyone expected her to for a few weeks before she needed to undergo it herself. If she was punishing a slave for something or other – and one was expected to despite the obedience the chip programmed them into – all she wanted was to be on the receiving end.
Laura knew the front door would have been left unlocked, the woman was nothing if not obedient. She entered and found that Angie was exactly where she had been told to be.
She knelt in the middle of the carpeted hallway, thighs apart and hands behind her back. She was dressed in a scarlet corset with black lace detail and hold-up stockings. Her head was bent and her long black hair fell on either side of her face and across her shoulders.
Laura hung her coat up and took a moment to consider the possibilities Angie afforded her, then smiling a small but dangerous smile she sauntered over and stood behind the woman. Looking down she could see the roundness of the breasts and how they pressed against the cups of the corset, and she could also see that Angie had obediently worn her spikes too.
The spikes were simply sanitary towels with drawing pins driven through from one side and worn with the points next to the skin. Angie had three and had been told to wear all three. Two of them were cosily laid sideways across the cups of the corset so that the breasts would press against them and the nipples especially.
Standing directly behind the woman Laura bent down slightly and put her hand around each breast. She waited until the woman had drawn in her breath in anticipation of the pain and then she waited until she had to let it out, then she squeezed….hard.
“Oh!” The exclamation faded into a sigh as Angie drank in the pain and loved it. She put her head back, resting it against Laura’s thighs. “Thank you, Mistress! Oh!” Laura squeezed again...harder.
The excitement burned through Laura as her devoted slave suffered joyfully for her. She would bind and beat those tits later, she thought, they were so big it was what they had been made for. But for now…
“Get up and Present!” she ordered stepping back.
Angie obeyed and stood in the Present position; hands on head, legs spread.
Laura moved to stand in front of her and brought her right hand up between the woman’s legs. Angie’s eyes closed as she anticipated what was to come and Laura grinned happily as she felt the silk of the knickers and the liner inside.
She squeezed and pushed up.
“Ah!” Again the cry faded into a sigh of pleasure.
Laura studied her slave’s face, her eyes were closed and her lovely soft-lipped mouth was half open. She put the fingers of her left hand between them and Angie sucked them eagerly, as she would her mistress’s clitoris later.
Laura drew her right hand down and then brought it up sharply, slapping the spikes into the labial flesh. Angie went on sucking with only a faint mew escaping her.
Again and again she smacked the woman’s cunt, and in between smacks she pressed and caressed the spikes against the labial flesh.
Angie held her position and only mewed and sighed in response the whole time. Who needed chips, Laura thought.
When she was bored she had the woman go and fetch her a glass of wine and then take her knickers off. The labia were red and puffy with some scratches; just right for whipping later on, but first.
“Lie down and bring yourself off, you whore,” she told her and Angie obeyed, lying on her back in front of Laura, legs wide open and her hands working busily between them.
Laura let her thoughts drift to which whip she was going to use and as Angie’s breathing became more ragged and her hand movements more frantic, she stretched out one foot with its four inch heeled court shoe and prodded the woman’s fingers with it. Immediately Angie shuffled herself towards her mistress and took her heel and inserted it into her cunt then rubbed her clit while she fucked Laura’s shoe heel.
“Pathetic scum!” she sneered.
“Yes, Mistress! Yes! Pleease! P….Pl….” She was gasping with need now.
“Please what you stupid slut?”
“Pleeease……..come!”
Laura prodded more deeply with her heel. “Say it properly!”
“Pleeease may…….may…..I come!”
The woman’s body was shaking but she couldn’t stop fucking herself. Laura left her to suffer for a few moments more. 
“Yes,” she said. 
Angie’s body immediately arched and twisted and spasmed. Her hands grasped Laura’s shoe and held it hard inside her before she slumped back, limp and undone., her legs lewdly and carelessly spread before her mistress.
Laura stood up. “Undress me!” she ordered, putting the pointed toe of a shoe threateningly at Angie’s slit. Instantly the woman stiffened and she scrambled to her feet to help Laura out of her clothes and once that was done she shed her own when ordered to.
For a long time they lay entwined on the sofa Laura taking her fill of the big breasts offered to her with their scratches and pin pricks from earlier. She raised one thigh and let Angie rub her cunt up and down against it, she wanted it sensitised as much as possible. And when she was ready she stood up and grabbed Angie by her hair to throw her down onto the lounge floor, ordering her to stay where she was, she sauntered over to a sideboard and took out from a drawer a flogger with braided and knotted tails.
“It’s cunt whipping time,” she announced.
Angie made no reaction apart from adopting the correct position. She turned onto her back and put her hands under her then lifted up her hips with her thighs well parted. Laura went to stand above her head with her legs straddling her slave. She looked down and saw Angie looking up at her mistress’s cunt with nothing but adoration on her face. Laura grinned and let the heavy tails trail across Angie’s stomach, then she lifted them away and swung them three or four times, then whirled them round in a circle before bringing them down hard so that the knots thumped home on the labia.
Angie had gritted her teeth and only a strained moan escaped her.
Laura whipped her again, letting the knots stray a little further along her perineum so that her anus got hit.
“Aaah!” It was a short, harsh cry and for a moment she almost dropped her pelvis back to the floor, but she held position and Laura whipped her again, targeting the labia again with the knots. They hit with a satisfying thump and Angie twisted in pain, almost losing her position.
“Hold steady!” Laura snapped and whipped her before she had fully re-settled herself.
This time Angie did twist fully, writhing face down on the floor, her hands between her legs. Laura laughed in delight. She loved watching the contortions Angie would throw herself into under cunt whipping – but always coming back to offering herself for another strike.
Laura kicked her thigh. “Get your arse in the air!” Angie sniffed back tears and got her knees under her so that her backside was raised.
Laura went to stand over the back of her head and raised the whip, aiming down the buttock crack.
 
The room was dark apart from the light shed by a table lamp. Brad and the man opposite him; a large man with hands like shovels, sat in the private room of a restaurant that they both frequented. The meal had been cleared away and the door was now guarded. Ike Bosley, the man opposite Brad and one of the capital city’s most influential criminals, seldom travelled without his guards.
Between the two men, scattered across the table, were photographs of women.
Bosley picked one up. “This one. She will be difficult. A million.”
“Agreed. My board is happy with that but it must be done fast once we give the go-ahead and with no visible connection between us. I must be seen to buy her in good faith.”
Bosley nodded. “Ok. You pay the market price when she, or any of them, is delivered and I’ll give you details of where the rest is to be paid.” Bosley leaned forwards and picked up his phone. “My recording of this meeting is my security for the full payment.”
“Believe me you will be paid,” Brad said. He hadn’t reckoned on the threat of blackmail.
“Oh, I know I will!” Bosley smiled. “So don’t worry, Brad. It will be deleted once the first payment is made in full and trust is established. After that if I have any quarrel with you, it can be dealt with man to man.”
Brad felt sweat start on his brow. It was well known that most people Bosley had a quarrel with didn’t stay above ground for long. But for the project in hand there was no one better suited than Bosley.
“Free tickets for the games?” Brad suggested.
“For my family. Yes, thank you. Now these others when do you want them by? And in what order?”
Gratefully Brad pulled his mind back to the business in hand and he looked at the photos.
“I’m not too concerned about the order. Put any one of them up against any other one and they’ll pull in the punters. But let’s start with a couple of real babes!”
Bosley pulled one photo towards him. “I’ll do her for a quarter,” he growled. “I owe her old man big time. Bastard stung me years ago and Ike Bosley doesn’t forget!”
Brad looked at the photo. A woman in a bikini on a yacht in the Med it looked like. “Big tits. She’ll do nicely!” He turned the photo over and Iris had written on the reverse. ‘Angela Knight. Father is a major player in the eco plastics business.’
Brad nodded. “I know her name so it’ll ring a bell with the punters too. A quarter of a million, that’s a bargain,” Brad said.
“Call it an introductory offer,” Bosley said with a grin. “You can have her tomorrow.”
“Really? How? Why?”
“I know where she is. I been keeping an eye on her. Like I said, Ike Bosley doesn’t forget and I’ve got a feeling she’s doing something she won’t want anyone to know about. But you’ve come up with a better offer so I can have her picked up tomorrow.”
“Okay. Deal!” Brad reached out and they shook hands.
“Now,” Bosley said putting that photo aside. “This one shouldn’t be too much of a problem, nor that one...”
“Let me see?” Brad leaned over and saw an attractive blonde girl, she was fully dressed but Brad could see the outlines of a reasonable figure. She was long legged and there was a second photo showing her from the side and she had a cutely jutting bottom. He looked at the face again, not beautiful but she definitely had something about her. He turned the sheet over.
‘Janice Sharp. Family well-known but not hugely wealthy. They have a string of  shops and a fair online presence.’
“Not as wealthy as some,” Bosley agreed, “but the kind of girl that the crowd might well identify with – almost one of them. But the poor bitch has been taken and we haven’t – kind of thing.”
“And that might make them side with her, which makes for a good show.”
They looked at the map and the house.
“Shouldn’t be too hard. She won’t be expecting us. When do you want her?” Bosley asked after a while.
“Give me a week with the first one, then bring this one in.”
They agreed a price for the girl and Brad left him with the other photos.
 
“Ten more,” Laura said.
Angie was sobbing too much to reply. It had been an exquisitely enjoyable beating. Angie had yelped and cried and moaned very pleasingly and thrown herself about with complete abandon as the whip had fallen on her swollen cunt. She was currently lying on her side with one leg raised high to expose it again.
Laura stepped in and swung the whip hard and low, the heavy knots hitting their target with vicious accuracy.
“Nnnnngh!” Angie’s cry was hoarse and through gritted teeth as she rolled onto her face in the aftermath, her fists pounding the deep-pile carpet as she sought to absorb the pain. But after a few moments and chugging her breath, she rolled back and lifted her leg again. Laura waited until the woman was watching her swing the whip before she stepped in again.
Angie’s cry was made into a warbling moan by her sobbing as she again rubbed her face in the carpet and pounded it.
Laura bent down and grabbed her hair then dragged her over to the sofa. Angie crawled up onto it and turned to face her mistress.
“Come on! You know the position!” Laura chided her.
Angie sat back and lifted her legs, opening them wide and holding her thighs apart. It was a deep sofa and she was almost lying so that Laura could easily strike straight down at the cunt which was now bright red and visibly swollen. Making her masturbate after this thrashing was going to be big fun, she told herself.
“Now keep your eyes open and watch me. You’ve got eight to come. Any attempt to look away or close your eyes means that stroke will be taken again. If you don’t regain your position immediately after each stoke I’ll add another one. Clear?”
Angie nodded and sniffed back tears. Laura thought she looked divine her big soulful eyes were bright with tears and her cheeks were wet with them as she resolutely set herself to endure.
The final lashes were some of the best she had ever delivered, Laura thought. She didn’t seem able to miss, the knots found Angie’s tenderest spot every single time, but somehow the woman managed to keep watching her and although her hands flew to cover her injured cunt after each lash, she chugged her breath, gritted her teeth and resumed her wide open position in time to take her next one.
The sight of the cunt lips swollen so that they covered the inner lips, the skin red raw and Angie crying but looking lovingly at her was too much. She needed relief and she flung the whip down, stood over Angie, grabbed a fistful of hair and rammed her face against her groin. Immediately Angie’s tongue was rasping over her clit at a frantic pace, knowing her mistress’s need. Her hands reached up and caressed Laura’s nipples until in only a few minutes Laura came, grinding her cunt against her slave’s face as she sucked in her clit.
Afterwards she lay on the sofa drinking wine and stroking Angie’s thigh as she stood beside her with Laura’s biggest dildo up inside her, stretching her sore lips as much as possible. Slowly she was masturbating with it as she had been told to, almost withdrawing it completely, stretching the lips, before plunging it back up. 
“Do you want to orgasm?” Laura asked sleepily.
“Oh, yes, please, Mistress!” Angie breathed as the dildo disappeared up her again.
“Well you can’t. Not until you make me come again. You’ve got three minutes, get to it, girl!”
Leaving the dildo inside her, Angie flung herself between her mistress’s legs and began a passionate cunnilingus, her tongue lashing at the clitoris, her hands under Laura’s hams so she could lift her pelvis and push a finger into her anus.
Laura sighed in pleasure and lay back. The time was arbitrary of course, she didn’t care how long Angie took to make her come. And once she had she would decide whether or not to punish her. On balance she felt she probably would.
 
The next morning the two women took the lift down to the car park. Angie was still moving a little gingerly, Laura had not spared her the spiked knickers. So the two exchanged secretive grins in the lift. Both of them knew Angie was hot and wet despite her smart respectable outfit with its full length coat.
As they walked to their cars Laura let her hand rest on Angie’s bottom making her groan softly with need.
“Next time, Angie!” she whispered.
“Oh, when?” she whispered back, aware of the echoes in the underground car park.
“Next week.”
“Hard? You promise?”
Laura laughed but then became aware that the proximity switch hadn’t sprung her car’s doors open. She wrenched futilely at the door handles.
“Shit! I’ve got a case meeting in twenty minutes!” She took her phone out and checked it but all it said was ‘error’.
Angie was about to get into her car, parked in the allocated space for a visitor to Laura’s apartment. It was a luxurious model but fairly old and she was able to give Laura her entry card.
“Take it,” she said. “Just ring your dealership and I’ll wait for them, then we can swap back later on.”
“Thanks!” Laura took it and was about to dive into the car when she thought better of it and gave Angie a hug and a passionate kiss before she did.
The car was really not designed to be driven by a human so Laura sat back and let it weave its way through the mixed London traffic. When it veered off the route it had mapped out in response to her office post code, to begin with she wasn’t too alarmed, but then it began to make turns that were in diametrically the opposite direction.
She sat up.
“Shit! Shit Shit! Bloody cars! What a bloody morning!” 
She tried to regain control which should have been simplicity itself. But nothing had any effect. 
With a sudden sinking feeling in her stomach she realised that the car had been hacked into and there was nothing she could do.
All she could do was sit back and wait to see where she was being taken. She tried to see if the sat nav would tell but she had no joy there. She seemed to be heading north and out of London, the traffic gradually lessened and the housing grew less dense, then she was passing fields and the car turned off the main road, went through a small town and finally pulled up outside a nondescript but large house. The door locks clicked and she threw off her seatbelt and scrambled out, scared and furious in equal measure.
But she walked into a man mountain. He was more than a head taller than her and built so solidly that she actually bounced back off him. She fell back against the car and a hand the size of her head grabbed her upper arm so hard she cried out in pain.
“Who the fuck are you?” he growled.
 









Chapter Five

 
Brad stared in dismay at the picture on his phone. It showed a beautiful red-head, hair tousled, her shirt half torn from her so one shoulder was bare. Men’s hands could be seen holding her. The message was terse; ‘We found this in Angela Knight’s car.”
He recognised her, of course he did. He had only seen her once but she was strikingly good looking. 
Bosley had been through her bag so he knew her name; Laura Sissons and Brad knew she worked for Sir Michael Roberts, those were the missing bits that he could fill in, but what in God’s name was she doing driving Angela Knight’s car? He swiped the photo away and called Bosley.
He told the man he knew who the woman was and who she worked for and it was a fucking mess!
“Jesus, Bosley! She works for one of the most respected law firms in the country! They’re gonna go mental!”
“Brad, Brad! Calm down!” Bosley drawled. “I can’t just throw her back can I? Just get yourself a new lawyer!”
“But her boss knows what we’re doing so I can’t say I bought her in good faith as a convict! So he’ll have my balls on toast!”
Bosley hesitated for a second. “Not necessarily! Remember I had a feeling Angela was up to something she didn’t want publicised? Have a talk with this one’s boss, maybe there’s a bit more dirt that we don’t know about. But if the worst comes to the worst I can lose this one on the black market within a day or so and your name won’t ever come up.”
Brad put the phone down and looked across at Iris who stood waiting anxiously in front of his desk. “Get me a bloody big scotch will you?” he told her.
A quarter of an hour later Brad rang Sir Michael and explained everything to him.
There was a long silence at the other end of the line when he finished speaking.
“Michael, are you still there?” Brad asked after a moment.
There was a soft chuckle at the other end that quickly escalated into a belly laugh. Brad held the phone away from his ear as he and Iris exchanged puzzled looks.
“Brad! Brad!” Sir Michael said as the laughter subsided. “Did anyone ever tell you you looked like Santa Claus?”
“What? No!”
“Well you do to me! Keep her! I never want to see the bitch again! I mean it. Do what you want to her but...”
Brad’s heart froze. “But what?”
“Make sure I get tickets to see the bitch suffer!” The line went dead.
Brad and Iris looked at each other, then Iris burst out laughing.
 
Laura woke from a fitful doze as the cell door opened. She was curled up on the floor, her hands tied behind her back and then to a steel ring set in the wall at about her middle back height. They had left her there all afternoon and night. 
She had fought them as best she could. There had been three of them, big men too but she had twisted and writhed and bitten and scratched until finally the biggest, the man she had first run into, had grabbed her hair, dragged her head back and delivered a slap that had rattled her teeth.
“Where you’re going it won’t matter if you’re missing a couple of teeth, so keep it up and so help me I’ll….” he had made a fist and she had seen the heavy rings on his huge fingers.
Now he came in to the cell they had locked her in with a tray of food. It smelled good.
Laura’s shoulders ached and so did her legs, she had curled them to one side and now stretched them out to try and ease them, her skirt rose up a few inches above her knees.
She glared up at her captor, aware that her shirt was torn and one cup of her bra was showing.
“Enjoying the view?” she asked sullenly.
“Sure,” he growled. “And I dare say I’ll be seeing a lot more shortly.”
“Don’t kid yourself,” Laura sneered.
The man put the tray down then came back to stand over her. “You need a toilet?”
“Bloody right!”
He bent down and released her hands from the ring but clipped the cuffs together again immediately. “You going to be a good girl? Or do I let you piss yourself where you stand?”
She glared at him.
“Well? I don’t mind if you piss on the floor, I have cleaners,” he said.
Laura took a deep breath, she was gagging for a piss. “I won’t try and escape,” she said sullenly.
He opened the door and led her along a plain corridor to a door at the end. He opened it and it led into a small cloakroom with a cubicle at the end. He led her in to the cubicle and then leaned against the door.
Laura stared at him aghast.
“Get on with it then,” he said. “Ain’t got all day!”
Laura could hardly hold it in now so she had no option but to hike her skirt up and wrench her knickers down with her hands still cuffed together, then sit on the toilet. Immediately she let loose a long stream. She couldn’t bring herself to look at the man, somehow she just knew he would be grinning nastily.
She finished and went to pull her knickers up but the man stepped in and easily snapped the waist band above each leg, then whipped the scrap of black lace away.
“You won’t be needing them for a long time, girl!” he told her as she desperately smoothed her skirt down.
Back in the cell she was allowed to sit at the small table and eat while he stood at the door. When she had finished she turned to him.
“Who the hell are you and what the hell is going on? I haven’t got the sort of money you probably think I have and-”
He held up his hand. “Ain’t your money we’re bothered about. Now undress.”
“What?”
“We need to transport you and it’s amazing how being cunt naked makes a girl behave herself. And anyway after the fight you put up last night I promised the lads they could pay you back.”
Laura backed away from him, her cuffed hands held in front of her chest.
“No! No! I won’t! You can’t!”
The man grinned and stepped forwards, opening the door behind him. His two associates stepped into the room and closed the door again. One of them held a cattle prod.
“You fucking-!” she got no further. The man with the prod had stepped forwards and touched it to her stomach. She recoiled back into the wall, feeling as though she had been hit by a hammer, leaving her breathless and faint.
They closed in.
She was dimly aware of the buttons flying off her shirt as it was wrenched open, her skirt was suddenly tight around her hips as it was wrenched and then suddenly it wasn’t there at all and she felt cold air on her crotch. She was pulled forwards as her shirt was split at the back and then bunched at her cuffed wrists as they tried to get it off her, she felt her bra spring forwards as it was undone then one of them was wielding a knife and slashing at the bits of fabric at her wrists.
“Careful!” their boss growled and the cutting calmed down.
Then she was naked and surrounded by the men, all of them bigger and taller than her. Her senses returned sufficiently for her to be scared for the first time. But by then they were dragging her over to the table and it was too late.
They threw her onto it face down and a heavy hand on her middle back held her as someone wrenched her legs apart.
“Get the lube, she’ll be dry as a witch’s tit,” one of them called and she heard the pop of a plastic bottle opening. Faced with what she knew was coming she put the last of her strength into one last struggle but the one holding her down simply put his weight on her back and kick as hard as she could, another man was standing between her legs and she accomplished nothing.
Then she felt cold goo at her entrance and knew she was defeated. She slumped down and sobbed as a thick finger entered her and spread the stuff inside her.
Inevitably after a few moments she felt movement behind her and then rough fabric against her inner thighs and the bulbous head of a lubed cock slid into her, opening her up against her will.
The room was suddenly quiet as he began to fuck her, ramming himself in in short stabbing thrusts, his hands rested on her hips to begin with and then moved to grip them hard as his thrusts speeded up. Laura felt herself being rocked back and forth helplessly as he fucked her and then she yelped as his thick fingers dug into her and he jerked against her as he ejaculated.
He pulled out so abruptly that she yelped again in shock.
There was laughter behind her and a tremendous smack across her bottom which made her yelp again and brought fresh gales of laughter. By then she had got her elbows under her and was turning her head to swear at the men but as she did so saw the one with the prod approaching, a stubby but thick cock jutting out of his flies and she decided against it.
She turned back to the wall and tried to ignore what was being done to her. The second man was able to slide straight into her and wasted no time in bringing himself to a climax and ejaculating his load into her. He was inclined to stay a little longer inside her and there was some good natured banter behind her as the third man demanded his turn.
“Christ! One of you comes in bloody gallons!” he grumbled as his friend withdrew and he surveyed Laura’s groin. “It’s running down her like a bloody waterfall!” And in truth Laura could feel sperm oozing down her thighs and had her eyes clenched shut in disgust – she wished he would get on with it so it could all be over with.
“Shove it up her arse then!” the second man laughed.
“No!” The shout burst out of her before she could help it. She had never done anal and hated the whole idea of it. Her head suddenly exploded in pain as he hit her over the back of it.
“Shut up, bitch! As it happens I like sloppy seconds so I’ll fuck your cunt. But where you’re going, you’re going to have to get used to it!”
And she gasped as he rammed himself in so hard she felt him hit her cervix. And then she was being fucked even more roughly, dragged back onto him as he slammed his pelvis against her bottom, then his massive hands pushed her away as he withdrew. She was helplessly rocked backwards and forwards as he pistoned into her and he didn’t seem to be in any hurry. Again and again he battered her as if he was using his cock to punish her to subdue her. And to her horror it was working, she was being exhausted by his assault and still he went on. She vaguely heard the door open and close and desperately craned her head around to see if the boss had left her alone with this monster. He had, they were alone and still he fucked her. He said nothing, he didn’t grunt or moan in pleasure, he just kept on battering her innards as she was shaken about like a rag doll.
“Oh please!…...Oh please!” she found herself whispering, although she didn’t know what she was begging for – him to stop or for her to climax or both. Her arms collapsed from under her and she knocked her head on the tabletop but thankfully at last he began to make short, animal like grunts at the peak of each thrust and then finally she felt him begin to come. But to her shock he withdrew and she felt his spunk splash out onto her back. She mewed in disgust but he was gone and she subsided backwards off the table, her legs no longer able to support her.
She lay in a foetal position on the cold floor, her insides stinging and burning, her breath loud in her ears, disgust and fury raging through her. 
It began to dawn on her that not one of the men had even grabbed her breasts, or made any move towards them. They had simply used her vagina as somewhere to unload their balls into. She had heard of submissive women who called themselves ‘cum dumps’ and now she knew what it felt like and she didn’t like it one bit.
She heard the door open and the boss was standing over her.
He prodded her with a foot. “Come on, your carriage awaits!” he told her and when she made no move, bent down and grabbed a fistful of hair. She came up with a screech of pain and was half-thrown towards the door.
Outside, where Angela’s car still stood there was a plain, unmarked van waiting, its doors open. Laura, the big man’s hand holding her upper arm in an unbreakable grip, was hustled out into daylight, stark naked and oozing sperm, the other men who had raped her, standing by the van doors and leering at her.
She was half thrown into the back of the van and then pushed up against the front of the cargo bay where there were short ropes and her wrists were bound by them, holding her facing the bulwark. The doors were slammed, plunging her into almost complete darkness and the van set off.
Laura leaned her head against her forearms and tried to think.
Why had she been abducted? And who by? And if they weren’t after her money, whose were they after? It had to be Angie’s of course. Her head jerked up as the answer to that hit her like a punch to the stomach. But if they weren’t going to ransom her they were going to sell her.
But how? Who to? 
She knew there was a black market in slaves but they were usually trafficked in from impoverished backgrounds, they weren’t high profile career women like her and Angie. Who could hope to keep her so privately that she couldn’t escape or wouldn’t be seen and recognised?
The van swayed and jerked as it drove and Laura sometimes had a hard job of keeping her feet and not swinging wildly by her wrists but eventually it came to a halt and the doors were thrown open.
She craned her head round to see a tall man silhouetted against the light flooding in.
“Sign here,” the driver said, coming round to climb in beside the other man.
The taller man flipped through some paperwork on a clipboard and signed his name twice, then handed it back.
“Ok, unload her,” he said.
The driver came forward and stood close behind Laura so that she could feel his body against hers.
“Now you can give me some trouble if you like, but he’s signed for you now so it don’t matter to me if I have to beat the living shit out of you to get you out of my van. Understand?”
Laura nodded. Nakedness really did undermine your confidence, she realised.
He led her out by her bound wrists and she jumped down onto a wide space of beaten earth with low, plain buildings surrounding it on three sides, but on the fourth side….
“No!” Laura whispered as the full horror of her situation dawned. “You can’t! That’s illegal!”
On the fourth side of the quadrangle was something that looked like an office building and beside it was a construction of wood, its sides were high but not as high as the real thing. She had seen similar buildings before on Holocasts where the cameras had taken you behind the scenes at the arenas and into the stables where the girls were trained. It was a training ground for an Arena stable.
Desperately she wrenched at her bonds and tried to make a break for it but the tall man reached out with one foot and swept her feet from under her. She landed hard on her naked bottom.
“I’ll leave you to it, mate,” she heard the driver say and she heard the van start up as the tall man bent down and hauled her up by her wrists then he dragged her over to a high, sinister post, it had shackles hanging from chains attached to it.
“No!” This time it was a whimper. Laura tried to dig her heels in but he hardly noticed and she was relentlessly dragged towards what she knew was a whipping post. She and Angie had paid to join a site where you could buy footage of arena slaves being disciplined. Angie had masturbated and licked Laura out as they had bathed in the sounds of the solid thwacks as the whip had landed and the squeals and cries of the victims.
Now she was to find out what it felt like.
“Please!” she begged as her wrists were freed one by one but only to be clipped into the steel cuffs. The man’s grip on her was like a steel vice and she didn’t bother to struggle.
But as he stood back she looked up at her hands, so puny and frail against the unforgiving steel and realised that for the first time in her life she was not in control.
 
Brad looked down from his office window, Iris standing beside him. Behind them the slave 16 half-hung from her wrists, cuffed to chains hanging from the ceiling. From neck to knees her back was a mass of criss crossing welts. Two wires trailed out of her cunt and ran to the control box in Brad’s hands.
“She’s seen me,” Brad was saying as they watched Laura fastened to the whipping post. “That could be a problem later on.”
“Why?” Iris asked. 
“Legally it had to be an arm’s length transaction between the stable and Bosley. I had to sign the papers in good faith that she had been convicted and sentenced properly.”
“But does she know you’ve met with Bosley?”
Brad shook his head.
“Well then, sir. I wouldn’t worry unduly. I think she’s got more urgent things on her mind just now.” Iris reached out and twisted the dial in Brad’s hand.
“Nnnnh!” Behind them the gagged girl shrieked as the dildo in her cunt shocked her but, her legs trembling she nevertheless got them under her and stood up instead of hanging.
She was about  to begin Mitch’s intensive course on whip tolerance but already – and it was the second day she had been summoned to the office for hard beating – she was learning to endure in more stoical silence. She had only gurgled incoherently into her gag for the last forty lashes.
“Let’s do her tits then, sir,” Iris said.
Brad heaved a sigh, with an arena to run there was always work. He squeezed one of Iris’ breasts fondly. “Yes, I suppose we’d better,” he said.
 
Laura tried to blink away the tears but she was jerked forwards as another searing lash took her across her shoulders and a fresh flood of tears nearly blinded her. She shook her head and tried to take deep breaths to stop herself from screaming. The pain was like nothing she had dreamed existed. The whip the man was using was far more brutal than any of the puny floggers she had used.
And each time it landed she was thrown forwards bodily. 
Now the man wielding it spoke for the first time.
“You are now the legally owned property of the Hearts of Gold stable,” he said and then came very close to whisper in her ear. “It’s a pun based on Hertfordshire,” he said softly. “And I like to think I’m all heart! What do you think?”
Laura was still panting for breath. She had heard of the Hearts stable, it was a mid-league outfit. But this man seemed demented or something and she was helpless. She shook her head.
“Good girl!” he crooned. “That’s right. You don’t think. You just do what I tell you, when I tell you to do it, as hard as I tell you to do it. Understand?”
Her breath sobbing now from fear as much as anything else she nodded and he moved away.
“Aaah!” she couldn’t help the cry as the whip scored across her hips and she twisted desperately.
“You will live by the whip!” he said and lashed her again across her upper back.
“Day in and day out, you will be punished and rewarded by the whip!” He beat her again.
“You will obey every order a man gives you or you will be whipped!” He beat her again.
Laura could hardly hear him now the fires across her body were so intense.
“You will be whipped if any man wants you to be whipped!” 
“Aaargh!” The backs of her thighs were scorched.
“Your only function in life now is to entertain free folk by suffering for them!” Her shoulders were beaten again.
“You are nothing now except slave meat!” Two hammering lashes across her upper back.
Laura could hardly support herself now, she barely knew what was happening anymore. Through the tears that blinded her she saw a man’s hands reach up and free her wrists. She sank down and came to rest at the foot of the post, knees and arms slack and useless on either side of the thick wood, her cheek resting against it, her ragged breathing sawed noisily in her raw throat.
A boot prodded her thigh.
“Follow!” the man said.
She managed to wipe her eyes and saw him moving away, the whip coiled in one hand. He half turned, waiting.
Somehow she found the strength to move and crawled after him. She was past any thoughts about anything beyond making sure he didn’t uncoil the whip.
 
Brad watched her crawl, naked and beaten slowly across the training ground as Mitch strolled away.  Behind him the slave shrieked again as Iris shocked her into standing up to take a few more strikes across her tits.
Iris was right, there wasn’t anything to worry about. He would go and see the new girl in her cell tomorrow and take a closer look at what they’d bought.
 









Chapter Six

 
Laura fell forwards, coughing and choking as the man’s cock was withdrawn from her mouth, sticky filaments of mucus and spunk still attaching it to her lips as she fell onto all fours. She retched helplessly and gasped for breath, sobbing, coughing and spluttering all at once.
She was on the floor of the cell they had put her in – how many days ago she had no idea. Her life had descended into a living hell of repeated and endless abuse.
If she was taken out of her cell it was only to be beaten and raped and put back, then beaten again.
And always there was the tall man – she thought she had heard him called Mitch. It wasn’t always that awful whip he had used on her at first, sometimes it was a riding crop or a two tongued whip she had heard called a dog whip. They had laughed at that as she had been crawling on all fours for them across the training ground.
She couldn’t remember the last time she had even stood up like a human being. She even wore a high, buckled and ringed leather collar now. 
She shamelessly measured her length on the cold cell floor, her chest heaving for breath as the men stood over her.
She had been woken before it was fully daylight and men had dragged her out, past the training ground and into the woods beyond. There was an assault course there and she had been made to run it with no food in her belly and tormented by the men’s riding crops. Somehow she had found the strength to climb the nets and squirm through mud-filled pipes. Her muddy feet had slipped as she tottered along a beam and she had come down fully on her groin. Her scream of pain had made birds fly up from the surrounding trees and she had writhed in the rotting leaves and mud under the beam for several minutes, and then the beatings had started again. She had swung by her hands from the rings over a stream and just made it to the other side without falling in but then she had been unable to do any more than crawl, the crops slashing at her from either side. Her entire body hurt, her breasts were sore and scratched, her groin was still burning and stinging, the muscles in her arms and legs ached and everywhere else had been scalded and stung by the crops. She had expended the very last of her strength trying to lessen the pain of the beating but there was no escape.
And when she finally collapsed entirely she had been fucked.
She had felt her hips lifted up and heard the men opening up the lube and ramming it into her. After her fall it had hurt horribly and she had tried to scream but only a hoarse yell came out. At least, however, it had let him enter her smoothly and lessened a repeat of the pain. But she felt she had reached the nadir of degradation as she was jerked about on the end of his cock, she was kneeling in the woods, her arse in the air, her face in the dirt as a stranger fucked her. Like all the others who had her since she had been in this hell hole, they didn’t even bother with her breasts, they didn’t finger her first, they just emptied themselves into her and left her. It was the utter contempt with which they treated her that really was grinding her down.
“No….no…..uh…..uh…….pl…….uh…….please,” she kept up a hopeless, whispered litany as she was fucked until he spent in her and withdrew.
Then she felt a hand grab her hair and drag her up.
“Oh no!” she managed before the cock was pressed against her lips. She tried to keep her mouth closed, she had never gone down on men – they had always gone down on her but here she had lost count of the cocks that had left her retching and helpless in the aftermath of their pleasure.
He had moved away and her head had been rocked violently back and forth as he had slapped her hard across both cheeks. She cried out and her open mouth was suddenly feeling the broad, piss-smelling helm. For a second she resisted but he moved away again.
“No!” she whispered hoarsely, “No!” and tried almost blindly to follow him, but it was too late and she took another two thunderous slaps.
They knocked her onto her back and she had to be dragged up again but she came up with her mouth hanging open slackly and he face-fucked her as a limp rag until he came and she fell forwards into the dirt, spitting and choking
And now this.
The tall man and another – one whose face was vaguely familiar - had come into the cell and ordered her to her knees. All it had taken was to be shown the whip and she had taken the other man in her mouth and swallowed everything she could.
 
Brad looked down at the filthy, matted tangle of red hair, contrasting with the graceful swell of her hips, he put out a foot and gingerly rolled her over, careful not to muddy his hand made loafers. She was utterly limp and compliant and he was able to admire her breasts under the mud.
The stable had paid Bosley the quarter of a million he had quoted for delivering Angela Knight because of the mix up. But Brad reckoned they hadn’t come out of it too badly, she was from a high-profile background and was spectacular with that mane of bright red hair.
“Of course with this one,” Mitch said as the men strolled out of the cell, slamming the door and locking it behind them, “it’s different. With all the others – even when we’re breaking them in – we promote a squad loyalty; give ‘em a reason to fight, run and do all the other things they do for the stable. But with her we just need fear. She just needs to know that she has one way out of the hell we’re putting her through.”
“Yes, I agree totally, Mitch. Keep her thrashed until she’ll do anything to get away from the whips.”
“And all the other things.” Mitch grinned.
“And them too. When are you starting her on those?”
“I reckon it two days’ time she’ll beg to be allowed to suck cock rather than face any more on the assault course or any more beatings. Then she’ll be ready to move on.”
“Ok. That dovetails well enough, the other one should be delivered then.”
They walked out onto the training ground and returned their minds to the regular squad training. Brad was pleased to see that 16 was now throwing herself into circuit training and doing well at it.
“The newest ones will be ready for chipping about the same time,” Mitch said.
“Yep! It all looks good!” Brad replied, “But back to the paperwork!”
 
Jan took the boy’s cock out of her mouth as she felt the urethra swell. She pointed it down and let the thick, creamy stuff splash out across her bowl of cereal.
“Good boy!” she told the big, thirty-year-old slave beside her, replaced his thong over his cock, smacked him lightly on the bottom and sent him on his way back to the kitchen.
This was a treat she allowed herself every now and then, she knew pony girls were fed sperm almost daily so it had to be good for you, didn’t it. And anyway she loved the stuff.
She glanced at the news on her tablet as she ate her breakfast.
At the head of the table, Legs gave a soft cry of disappointment as her father removed his fingers from her cunt. He was finishing his coffee and idly rummaging his fingers inside her as he read the news too.
“Seems like we might be heading for an election soon,” he said, sending Legs on her way.
“So long as no one wants to tamper with the slavery laws, I don’t care who wins,” Jan said.
“They wouldn’t dare. No, there’s too much vested interest now. But Labour wants to slap a tariff on imported slaves.”
Jan made an equivocal gesture to convey her indifference. Her father laughed and said how wonderful it was to be young then left for the office.
Her phone vibrated to announce a text from Rodney. Things had gone well after their day at the races. She had stayed over a few times and even slave-shared a couple of times now that she was beginning to be confident that he really did want her. She was thinking of asking her parents if he could sleep over with her and they could share Apple – she had been piercing the girl quite regularly just to check she would take it well – and she had.
Now today she was meeting him in town for lunch after she did some college work.
She worked until about mid-day and then walked just along the road to the bus stop. Her father had taken one car, her mother the other so the bus was the only option. 
She walked along the affluent road with its big houses set back from the tarmac. Most now had six foot high fences surrounding them so that slaves could be enjoyed in private. One or two pony-pulled rigs went past. Then a car slid up beside her.
“Can you tell me where the Sharp house is please?” a man’s voice came from the passenger seat as the window went down.
Jan was lost for a reply, no one asked directions anymore  all you had to do was log on and find everyone everywhere, and that was quite apart from the fact that it was her home.
“Pardon?” was all she could think of saying.
“Sorry,” the man said, climbing out of the car. “I know it’s sort of a weird question but I’ve got this-”
He got no further because he had taken a pad out of his pocket and slapped it across her face.
“Mmmmngh!” Jan gave a gargled cry of alarm but then everything went black.
“Don’t you just love all these nice high fences!” the man said as he tossed the limp body onto the back seat and climbed back in, after checking that nothing had disturbed the peace and quiet.
“Yep, but let’s just hope we got the right one this time!” his colleague said as they pulled away.
 
“That’s her,” Brad compared the photo with the face of the girl sprawled across the back seat of the car. One of Bosley’s men was holding her head up and now let it go, it fell back onto the floor of the car with a dull thump.
“Take her to this address,” he said handing the men a post code. “Password is ‘Meat’.”
Brad and the board of directors had decided that the two girls should not be allowed anywhere near each other until the stable was sure they had both been fully prepared and broken in. One of the directors had a country retreat not too far away and it had been decided that Mitch could leave a chosen couple of men to guard her while he commuted between the stable’s training camp and the country house.
An old stable block had been converted and various other installations completed quickly. Now all was ready.
Mitch bent down over the sprawled body, the legs were widely spread, one up on the seat the other along the floor. He squeezed her thighs, then picked up an arm and examined it. 
“Spoiled bitch, like the other one,” he said.
“So same tactics?” Brad asked.
“Yes, beat ‘em and fuck ‘em and mistreat ‘em till they don’t know which way is up. Then show them their only way out.”
“Ok, take her away!” Brad called to the driver and the car pulled away.
He set off back to the office in high good humour.
This was going to work – he could feel it in his water. The Holos and the online platforms would be climbing over each other for the rights and the terraces would be crammed. No one had ever done this before.
Instead of anonymous slaves – although those were rendered erotic by their sheer number and the cruelty of what they were put through for the public’s pleasure – in a couple of months’ time that same public would have a series of contests between two normal girls. And they would be real people, real girls that the public could identify with and get behind, cheering their chosen fancy on through the most gruelling events he and his team could devise.
And the girls would have the best, the most important thing in their lives to fight for.
One of them would go free.
The other was a slave for as long as the stable wanted her.
A thought struck him. There was one more difference between the girls that could be made to play a part. Brad stopped for a moment and considered, then grinned and continued. Mitch might not like it at first but it would add an extra layer to the competition. He walked on and let his train of thought continue.
It was all street legal. When they were good and ready they would explain it to the girls. Their only way of returning to anything like their old lives lay through the girl they were up against.
He had already begun sketching out his promotion campaign.
The red head he would brand as ‘The Legal Eagle’ and her opponent, coming from conventional upper middle class England would be ‘The Girl Next Door’.
Their faces would be on the posters – why not? - the paperwork was all fine and dandy. He just had to make sure that no one could connect him with Ike Bosley. Fortunately Bosley himself  appreciated what an earner this could be and was co-operating.
There was just one more thing to attend to.
Iris had given him the idea and she needed to be thanked properly.
Brad composed his face into a neutral expression and marched through the lobby to his office. Iris was at work at her desk.
“In here! Now!” he called as he marched past.
He had barely made it to his desk when Iris came in looking wide eyed and apprehensive. 
“Come here, woman!” he barked and she trotted over to him. As soon as she was close he reached out and squeezed her breasts with both hands.
“Thank you,” he said.
“Oh, sir!” she breathed out in relief and he gave her a full update on how the plan she had given him the idea for was progressing. The cruelty to those involved thrilled her.
“Get this off!” he told her eventually, touching her blouse again.
Immediately she set about undoing the buttons. Brad had borrowed Mitch’s favourite service whip, one that Iris had often watched in use with fascination. And as Iris unfastened her bra and shrugged it off, he laid it on the desk. She looked at it and licked her lips nervously then reached for her skirt zip.
“No!” Brad had decided that he would keep her only half naked for as long as he could refrain from availing himself of the comfort of her cunt. He would have her dress again after a heavy thrashing and take her to his apartment where he could continue.
He cuffed her wrists to the ends of the chains hanging from the ceiling so that she stood with arms raised and spread, a position that did pleasing things to her breasts. He took out several needles in their packets and laid them on the desk then he took up the whip.
 









Chapter Seven

 
Jan woke slowly. Her eyes wouldn’t focus properly and she felt slightly nauseous. She blinked and tried to rub her eyes but her hands wouldn’t respond. She tried to pull them down – they seemed to be above her head - but they didn’t come.
She was lying down she realised and rolled over. She was on straw. She pulled at her hands again and this time felt the tightness at her wrists. She was tied.
The jolt that realisation gave her brought her more widely awake. She tried to get her legs under her but could only bring her knees up so that she was kneeling with her bottom in the air.
“Nice arse on it.”
It was a man’s voice from behind her. She let herself fall sideways and craned her head up. She was in some kind of stable and there were two men leaning on the half door of the stall she was in.
“You want that first?” the second man said. “Mitch says to get her started straight away.”
“Yeah, you hold her down and have whatever you want afterwards while I hold her for you.”
“Nah, she won’t need holding down by then!” The man shot a bolt on the door and they entered her stall. Jan saw the man who had last spoken was carrying a flogger. It was similar to ones she had used on slaves but the tails on this one were leather and much stiffer.
She could see it would hurt.
“No! Please! What’s going on? Where am I?” Jan scrabbled desperately up against the wall of the stall as the men approached. She was completely bewildered and scared beyond belief. The men were grinning nastily as they approached and stood over her.
She was horribly aware that her short skirt – worn to ensure Rodney’s full attention – had ridden right up her thighs and she was afraid her knickers were in full view, but she didn’t dare move in case it drew the men’s full attention instead.
But part of her knew full well that what she did or didn’t do would have no effect. She was a girl alone, tied and helpless.
The man with the flogger bent down and ripped her shirt open.
“Aaah!” It was a short yelp of shock from her as he knelt down and took her bra straps in strong hands and snapped them easily then wrenched the remains of the garment down so that he could seize her breasts. “Nice,” he breathed as his hands engulfed them. Jan shut her eyes in desperation. The man was in his forties with grey hair and hard, dark eyes. His belly stretched his shirt buttons and spilled over the waistband of his trousers. He was not someone Jan wanted to have access to her breasts.
But his hands squeezed and mauled relentlessly, he rolled his thumbs over her nipples and to her horror she realised they were hardening. 
“Gimme the knife,” he said suddenly and Jan squeaked in dismay but all he did was finish off what he had started with her bra and then cut her shirt off. 
“No!” Jan pleaded with him as her clothing fell away and she felt the cool air of the stall on her naked skin, her nipples crinkling and standing to attention as he worked. 
Meanwhile the other man had freed her wrists from whatever they had been tied to but they were still cuffed together. She was pushed down so that she was on all fours and her skirt zip was pulled.
“Jeez! No! Not that!” she snarled in a final panic and went into a paroxysm of wriggling and squirming, using her cuffed hands as a kind of cudgel against her attackers. She made contact with one man’s face and he swore and hit her on the side of the head so hard her vision blurred and she went weak for long enough to be stripped entirely naked.
By the time her head cleared she was lying face down in the straw and it was hurting her, pricking and scraping at her naked skin. She tried to scramble up and felt something cold and oozy splashed against her backside and before she could do anything she felt something penetrate her there. 
“Aaargh!” she yelped and flung herself forwards to try and escape.
One of the men threw himself bodily across her shoulders and rammed her face and breasts down into the prickly straw.
“Hold her!” the man behind told his colleague. And despite all the wriggling she could do – trying to ignore the scratching on her whole front – she felt a finger penetrate her backside again as her hips were pulled up so she was displayed.
“Uuurgh!” Jan had never done anal. A very occasional butt plug inserted carefully by Legs or Apple had been her entire experience, although she had enjoyed watching the slaves squirming on them. But now she felt her rectum rudely and carelessly plundered and didn’t like it in the least. The finger or fingers twisted inside her and then withdrew.
She stopped wriggling, hoping against hope that that was all; maybe she had been too tight.
“Eeeugh! No! You can’t!” Jan felt her arse being prised much wider open and knew he intended full-on buggery of her virgin passage.
“Fucking well can, darling!” the man behind her said and rammed himself in further.
Jan thought she would split and cried out again, her eyes bulging as she felt herself stuffed to bursting.
“Fucking well will!” the man lunged in again and she grimaced and bit her lip as sphincters were stretched impossibly and then he was inside her properly.
“Uuurgh!” She couldn’t help the disgust as she thought of his cock pushing its way into her innards. Both men laughed. 
“She’s tight, but they all open up with practice!” the man behind her said and pushed again. Jan felt his pubes rasp against her buttocks and realised he was in her to the hilt now.
She gasped at the unfamiliar sensation inside her as he withdrew slightly and then thrust again.
The man lying on top of her removed part of his weight once the buggering was underway but kept one big hand on the back of her neck.
“Now let’s make sure she understands what’s what!” he said.
Jan’s head had been turned to the side he was on and she saw him reach out and retrieve the flogger. 
“Yeah, give her hell, Jez” the man buggering her said and rammed himself into her again.
A blazing pain ripped across her back as she was struck at the same time as the cock inside her reached full penetration and its owner’s pelvis slammed into her.
“Aaaagh!” 
“Oh yeah! Hit her again! She tightened up good inside!”
She was whipped again and again the pain made her lurch and writhe and in so doing tighten against the cock.
“Ah! That’s good, she felt that one!” 
The sigh of pleasure from the man buggering her inspired his mate and Jan’s back took another heavy lash from the thick leather tails. Tears began to flow as the fire engulfed her skin and her innards were mercilessly impaled. Vaguely she was aware that she and Rodney had done precisely this with one of his parents’ slaves a few weeks past. But that girl had had the advantage of being chipped and had orgasmed repeatedly while Jan had whipped her and Rodney had buggered her.
Orgasm was the last thing on Jan’s mind as the man behind her roared his release and let fly with a flurry of jabs up her backside while the whip kept thudding home across her back.
And then suddenly he had left her and she felt her anus close slowly. The whip stopped.
“My turn,” the man called Jez said.
“No!” It was barely more than a whisper as Jan lay sprawled and panting for breath on the straw.
Her shoulder was grabbed and she was rolled over onto her back. The man with the whip stood over her, one hand was unzipping his trousers, the other held the whip.
Jan knew enough to know that breasts were a favourite target of any sadist with a whip and she didn’t dare to attempt to resist as he pushed his trousers down and freed a thick, hard cock. He went to kneel between her wide open thighs while the whip was passed to the man who had buggered her.
The man now intent on fucking her tried to get his fingers into her but she was quite dry, so he scooped some of his mate’s jism from where it was oozing out of her backside and used it to lubricate her enough so that he could lift her legs up onto his shoulders and push himself into her vagina.
The other man laid the tails of the whip across her breasts.
“Let me know if she needs encouraging,” he told the man fucking her.
“Yeah, give her some,” he said casually as his cock hit her cervix.
“Oh no. Please!” Jan sobbed, holding her arms up to try and shield herself. “I’ll be good, I promise!”
“Nah! Sorry, girl. You’ll learn that under the whip you can always be that bit better than you thought you could be.”
He grabbed one hand and wrenched it out of his way as he swung the whip in across her scratched and sore breasts. The thump almost took her breath away and she didn’t so much scream as sob more loudly as the cock hit the neck of her womb and the whip pummelled her tender nipples and quivering breasts. With her free hand she tried to ward off the whip but the tails were heavy and the man wasn’t holding back so she didn’t achieve anything.
They settled into a rhythm and each time the man fucking her reached full penetration, the whip landed a second later. So the stall rang to the grunts of pleasure from the man, the smacks of the whip falling and Jan’s answering grunts of pain.
At last the speed of the fucking accelerated though and finally the man came, pulled out suddenly and contemptuously threw her legs to one side.
The other man grabbed her wrists and refastened them to the wall, then they left her without a backward glance.
 
A few hours later Mitch looked over the stall door at the new girl. She was sprawled, naked on the straw and her regular breathing told him she was getting some much-needed sleep. He knew what she had been put through during the day, but she was going to learn that every day for the next two months or so would be just as bad if not worse.
He shot the bolt and entered her stall to stand over her.
She had a good shape, Brad had chosen well in that regard, he could make something of her. A girl who would be tough enough to take everything the arenas could throw at her and remain standing long enough to entertain the paying public. She had good hips – not too wide but smooth and not boxy, like so many rich kids had – wide shoulders and long legs. He knew a girl who would look good whipped and bloodied in the arenas when he saw one. She lay face down with her legs wide open and he could see where his men’s emissions had crusted around her two entrances. Apparently she was virgin in the arse, Mel had said. Well that would be taken care of in the regime he had planned for her.
He prodded her in the ribs with his boot.
“Come on! Wakey, wakey!”
He watched as the girl’s eyes flickered open and she took in her surroundings and memories flooded in. She scrambled away from him up against the wall, trying desperately to shield her breasts with her forearms, her wrists tied up to a ring beside her head.
“Let me go! You’ve got no right-”
Mitch held up a hand. “Let me stop you right there!” He squatted down beside her and took some papers out of the wallet he held. “These are the details of your convictions for dangerous driving. You were arrested the day before yesterday, tried yesterday, convicted and sentenced to ten years servitude. You were bought online by the Hearts of Gold stable and delivered to us and paid for. Cash on Delivery.”
He laid the papers out on the straw for her to see. Each was on properly headed paper and bore the signature of magistrates and police officers and the final one was a copy of the remittance form from the local authority to the stable confirming payment for a convict under the appropriate legislation.
He watched as the girl’s face crumpled and tears began to run down her cheeks.
“But I never did anything like that! I was never arrested! It must be some terrible mistake!” she wailed.
Mitch pulled out a police charge sheet with her mug shots on it. Bosley had done a good job, he thought.
“But they’re forgeries they must be!”
“Sorry, but I’m just an employee of the stable and my boss says you were bought and paid for all legal and proper.”
“But it’s all a terrible lie!”
Mitch packed away the papers. “Ah well now. You see the problem is that we know they aren’t. You say they are but how exactly are you going to prove it, eh? I mean you’re a naked, tied up slave of a legal enterprise and we can legally do whatever we please with you. And I don’t think that releasing you so you can run to the police and ask them to chase those naughty forgers is going to be what we’re going to do with you.”
The girl sniffed back tears but seemed to rally a bit as the full hopelessness of her situation became clear and she faced up to the unavoidable. He was impressed, the girl might have potential.
“So what are you going to do with me? Apart from what your goons have already done.”
Mitch thought he would relay that ‘goon’ comment to Mel and Jez.
“We’re going to toughen you up for a special show and we’ll tell you about it in due course. But for now, Miss; welcome to hell.”
He turned and left her then went to the room at the end of the block where the men would sit and could watch the CCTV cameras for any problems.
“How’s she doing, boss?” Mel asked.
“Ok. She’s not too impressed with you boys though. Told me you were my ‘goons’.”
“Cheeky cow!” Jez exploded. “She needs some manners beating into her!”
“Yeah!” Mel stood up and took down the coiled up single tail from its hook on the wall.
“Go to it lads,” Mitch said, settling himself in a chair. “I’ll wait here.”
The men marched out and he heard the stall door’s bolt slam back. If the girl thought she had been given a good seeing to before, she was going to be unpleasantly surprised.
He would give the lads an hour or so to play with her and then call them off.
She needed to be in good enough shape to face tomorrow’s dose of hell too.
He smiled as he heard her first scream, then there was a busy scuffling in the straw before the first hiss and smack of the lash landing. An hour should give them time to serve up her first real thrashing and some more arse rape. 
When he did call them off he looked at the stable’s latest acquisition as it lay on its face on the stone floor of the stable, the straw having been trampled clear in the struggle. The chest heaved and shook with pants and sobs.
As he had thought she had the sort of back that looked good welted and cut – it needed some more sinew but the shape was good. The lads really hadn’t liked that goon jibe and she had suffered for it. He could see how the whip had caught her right round her ribs and hips. He bent down and used his thumbs to part her buttocks. She couldn’t bring herself to even murmur a protest. Her anus was red and sore and oozing spunk.
“Good job,” he told the men. “Give her arse a day or so to recover but use anything else you want. Make her some kind of bed and give her some kind of toilet.”
“Will do. We’ll give her enough slack in her chain to use a bucket,” Mel said, re-coiling the whip.
“I want you two to be the core of her training, I’ll come back tomorrow with more detail. I’ll give you four more guys on a rota basis so you can watch her twenty-four seven.”
 









Chapter Eight

 
“What do…..wha do…..you….want from me?” Laura could hardly frame her words at all.
“What do I want from you?” the tall man stood in front of her exhausted and abused body.
“I want you to do what I tell you to without my having to beat the crap out of you every minute of every day.”
Laura couldn’t speak for a moment and had to just hang where she was and pant. The man reached out and took hold of a nipple. She craned her head so she could look down, grimacing in the expectation of more pain. It came.
He twisted and pulled it sharply then held it stretched out.
Laura arched her back a little more and let out a sob – all the noise she was capable of.
“Well?” he asked.
“Ye….yes! I’ll do what you tell me to!” she managed to get out and he let go. She slumped back and sobbed again.
They had mounted her on the Pole earlier that morning and she had been on it ever since. It was similar to the main whipping post on the training ground – and she had become well acquainted with that one. But what they simply called the Pole was shorter and had two cross bars set on one side of it and a dildo jutted from the other side.
Laura had struggled madly when she had first seen it but they had easily overpowered her as they always did. They had made her watch as the dildo was lubricated and then her own arse was as well, despite anything she could do. 
With that done they had turned her back to the pole and mounted her on it by inserting the wooden dildo, then her arms had been bent back and up enough to clear the first cross bar and her wrists tied together. Then she had yelled when her feet had been wrenched off the ground and her ankles lifted up and tied to the lower cross bar behind her. Now all her weight was on her rectum and she was bent back. Her wrists were tied to her ankles as a final refinement and then she had been whipped.
Her breasts, stomach, groin and the fronts of her thighs had been the exposed parts of her and they had taken a long, slow thrashing that had left her breathless and exhausted.
Too exhausted to resist. They had used wicked, thin little canes across her nipples and made her scream herself hoarse. They had used loops of electric cable across her stomach and thighs and made her sob and beg for mercy. They had gone back to her breasts and used small, thin bladed floggers from both sides until she thought she would go mad from the pain and the relentless torrent of blows. And then there had been more whips until she lost any sense of what was being used to torture which part of her.
The final touch had been some kind of oil they had smeared on her clitoris which had burned like the fires of hell and reduced her to helpless tears of submission.
Anything if it would only stop.
“You’ll suck cock when I tell you to or when any man wants you to.”
Laura nodded as best she could. The man’s thumb went to her clitoris and ground it hard. She arched up as far as she could when the fires were re-ignited down there.
“I couldn’t hear you,” he said.
“Yes! Yes! Anything!” she yelled.
“You’ll play with your cunt so it’s nice and juicy if any man wants it.”
“Yes, yes, of course.” It was a desperately quick whisper.
“You’ll hold your arse open-”
“Yes! Yes!”
The man pulled some paper packages out of his pocket and tore them open. Craning her head up as best she could on her exhausted neck muscles, Laura saw two needles.
Tears blurred her vision. “Oh no!”
“I’m going to put one through each nipple. If you don’t agree I’ll whip them all over again.”
“No! I mean, yes! Yes! No more whip. Please.”
Laura let her head fall back and she blinked her tears away as she looked up at the uncaring sky.
She felt a red hot pricking at her left nipple and bit her lip as it went on and then subsided. She strained to get her head up again so she could look down and see the bright steel neatly traversing her fragile nipple. His hands were already going to her right nipple and she let her head fall back again as the hot stinging began again and joined itself to the symphony of pains that were engulfing her.
When she was taken down she knelt at the tall man’s feet while he clipped a leash to her collar and she crawled after him at the click of his fingers, her breasts sporting their adornments swinging beneath her, her cunt and her arse naked and available – as he pointed out to her.
They met another man – she recognised the posh shoes.
“She’s done to a turn I reckon,” the tall man said.
“Good! Might try her out later,” the other said, casually discussing her as if she wasn’t there.
And she wasn’t. Not anymore. She was only an abused bundle of flesh and bone and nerves to be used by these men as they pleased. They owned her and had made her what they wanted.
She was moved to a more comfortable cell with a proper bed. She was chained to the wall by her collar but could move far enough to use the basic toilet – a step up from the bucket she had had to get used to.
The message was clear. Be a good girl and she could expect some reward. She had been a bad girl for as long as she could hold out. Laura was the bad girl. She had been punished severely.
She was going to be a good girl now.
 
The yoke became a feature of Jan’s everyday life and she loathed it.
She loathed the way the men ignored her completely as they tied her arms out to it and clipped the karabiners on her cuffs to the loops on its ends. They exchanged gossip about the girls in the squad and how many they’d fucked the night before or which one gave the best blow jobs. But they hardly ever paid her the compliment of noticing that she was a naked girl available to them right then and there.
It seemed as though she was so far beneath them that she didn’t even count as a human.
And of course she knew that that was how she had treated the slaves at home but then they had been legally bought and chipped. She had been kidnapped, whatever the man had said and she hadn’t been chipped – thank goodness.
But that meant she felt every humiliation keenly and often was reduced to tears of rage. 
She was forced to wear a butt plug every day and had to keep it in until it hurt so much she begged them to take it out.
She was beaten every day. Whipped, cropped, paddled, flogged, the implements were rotated randomly so that she never knew which one to steel herself to receive. Her breasts and stomach took just as much of a pounding as her back and buttocks. And to make it worse she knew exactly how erotic she looked as she writhed at the whipping post. She tried to stand still and not excite them by writhing and wriggling as they beat her. She had always loved the way a female slave arched her back or humped it a little as especially harsh lashes bit at her bottom or shoulders. She knew the way a girl would undulate against the whipping post as she struggled to absorb the pain of the whipping. But she couldn’t help doing the same as the relentless punishments continued day after day.
It made no difference that she begged them to tell her what she had done wrong, begged to be told why she was being punished. They simply tied her and beat her, discussing their own affairs as they did so and paying her no heed whatever beyond discussing how badly she was welted or bruised and whether the boss would approve.
After the first day’s rape they didn’t even bother to fuck her and Jan couldn’t decide whether that made things more bearable or made them worse. Other men came and went – guards from the Arena stable proper she supposed – and they brought some slaves with them. She would lie on her rudimentary bed with her hands cuffed behind her for the night so she couldn’t play with herself – as they gleefully informed her – and listen to the sounds of male and female orgasm from the room at the end of the stalls where the men spent most of their time.
Tears of self-pity blinded her as she realised that she was to be denied any morsel of any human comfort or pleasure.
She had no idea how many days of abject misery had passed before they did begin to fuck her.
She was fed her breakfast – a kind of lumpy gruel she assumed was a kind of porage – in a bowl which she had to scoop out with her fingers – and then her butt plug was inserted. But on this day as she knelt with her bottom in the air waiting for it to be fitted, the most humiliating position of all, and Jez stood behind her lubricating the plug a woman’s voice broke in.
“Where’s she up to?” it asked. Jan squinted up sideways and saw a dark haired woman leaning on the half door of her stall.
“Boss says she needs another week or two,” Jez growled from behind her.
“What’s the routine?”
“Beating. Lots!” Jez couldn’t keep the vicious excitement out of his voice. “Running on the lunge rein in a yoke. Fucked a lot starting today and her arse is being widened for shafting up there.”
Jan listened in mingled horror and revulsion. She really was just a piece of meat to them.
“Bring her out here where I can see her,” the voice was clear and the manner clipped and precise. 
“Boss says-” Jez began.
“I know perfectly well what the boss says. I say bring her out here!” The woman was used to authority Jan had time to think before a big fist grabbed her hair and jerked her up heedless of the pain.
Holding her in front of him, Jez marched her out into the courtyard where she had been made to trot endlessly wearing her yoke and with a rein attached to her collar. A long wickedly thin driving whip had snapped and bitten at her calves and thighs for hour after weary hour.
It was a bright morning and Jan’s eyes took a few moments to adjust as she was pushed out onto the stone flags and she cried out as she was forced down onto her knees. But as she blinked and looked up she saw the woman clearly and she was the most beautiful woman she had ever laid eyes on.
She was tall, as tall as Jez – about five feet ten – she had thick dark hair that was tied back at that moment. Her face was heart shaped with large dark eyes beneath a wide forehead. Her lips were full and made up with a bright shade of red lipstick. Her crisp white shirt was tucked into her jodhpurs and swelled out over deep and prominent breasts. Her hips swelled out smoothly from her waist and her long legs were clad from the knee down in supple, expensive riding boots.
She was looking down at Jan with the most penetrating contemptuous look that she had ever been on the receiving end of. But whereas the men’s contempt only fired up a sullen rebelliousness in her, this woman made Jan want to impress her, so that that look would soften and she might even smile a little. 
But it also made her horribly aware that she was dirty, naked, tied and despoiled at her feet.
The woman reached out with a riding crop and lifted her chin with it.
“Hmm. Well at least she’s not ugly.” The crop moved down and the leather keeper stroked over the upper curves of her breasts. “Tits aren’t bad. Decent size but not too big for what we want. Brad chose quite well. Bring her over to the other block.” The woman turned and walked across the yard to where more stables stood and Jan had heard horses neighing in there before.
“Boss says-” Jez began again.
“I’m taking charge of this one from now on. You can take it up with Brad if you like but in the meantime I would advise you to do as I say. Now bring her!”
Jan had never heard a female voice that was so self-assured and arrogant. And she managed a grin as she felt herself lifted up and marched towards the stable behind the woman’s tightly clad bottom and trim buttocks. She could wrap these thugs around her little finger.
She disappeared into the dark of the stable but returned soon after leading a bay horse; one of the biggest Jan had ever seen.
“I’m going to run her. Tie her to the tail.”
Jan couldn’t help the yelp of dismay that exploded from her. Jez simply back handed her so hard she knew nothing more before she was lying on the ground.
Wordlessly he turned her onto her face, unclipped her wrists, turned her back over and began to bind them again with rope this time.
“No!” she whimpered and tears blinded her as she looked up at the woman. She was smiling but there was nothing gentle or humorous in it.
“Oh yes! A pleasant jog across country every day from now on.”
“Boss says she’s got to be flogged-” Jez protested again.
“Mitch is a good enough trainer in his way but Brad wants me to take this one on. So do what I say or you’ll be fucking soggy bread from now on and flogging dead horses!”
The horse skittered as she mounted quickly and expertly, its massive hooves scraping on the stones. Jez, grumbling under his breath, took hold of its tail and began to weave the rope from her wrists into it before eventually tying it off.
Jan scrambled to her feet as she realised what was happening and that if she didn’t she would probably be dragged headlong across the yard.
The woman looked back and down at her, the look of utter disdain back on her face. A face that Jan was fascinated by in a way that she had never been by anyone’s before – not even Rodney’s.
The woman set her heels to the big horse’s glossy flanks and it walked towards the gate that led out into woods that Jan had only seen when she had been made to run the assault course or had been tied to trees to be whipped.
As soon as they passed out from the yard the horse was kicked into a trot and Jan had no option but to follow as best she could. And with her hands helplessly pulled out in front of her she immediately realised that she wouldn’t be able to keep it up for long.
And with the same certainty she realised that the woman wouldn’t care a damn if she was dragged or ran behind her.
 
Brad and Mitch stood looking out over the training ground to where the squad was being drilled. The naked girls were being made to act as a unit for the upcoming melee – the finale – of the next Games. All girls still able to stand on the third day were to be flung at each other armed with short, heavy, studded straps and small round shields. Their only protection being face visors. They watched as the squad wheeled and turned in tight ranks, the front two ranks kneeling to try and take the opposition’s legs from under them, then the back two ranks formed a wedge and the other parted for them to try and drive a point into the opposition ranks. The handlers and guards were acting as stand-ins for the opposing stable today and Brad grinned as the slaves charged their handlers with real venom.
“There’ll be some decent fucks to be had tonight,” Mitch said. Chipped arena slaves were always at their best after whipping and being whipped. The wealthy paid handsomely to have them on the final night of a Games, bloodied, dirty, sweaty and desperate for any further cruelty or pleasure that would give them more orgasms.
“Yep. Might have a few myself,” Brad agreed. “I’ve had Helen take over up at the house today,” he added. 
Mitch raised an eyebrow. “You sure? She’s good with the ponygirls but you reckon she can toughen that one up for what we want?”
“I know my sister,” Brad assured him. “She’s a cast iron bitch when she wants to be and she knows how to get the best out of a girl. And it’ll add to the fun. The Legal Eagle trained by the men and the Girl Next Door trained by another girl.”
“True! I hadn’t thought of it like that. And Helen is quite a looker too which won’t hurt.”
The men split up, Mitch going back down to hammer home the lessons of the day. The ranks hadn’t parted quickly enough for the wedge to pass through and result had been chaos. He was content to allow the handlers to dish out retribution for the moment but knew that the girls would need him to give them more directions.
Brad rang for Iris after he had watched the service whips applied to the cowering ranks of naked miscreants below. He had her kneel in front of him and suck his cock until he ejaculated. When he did he made her take him in her hand and spray her own cleavage with his spunk. Then he dismissed her, forbidding her to clean it off. Having it tighten and crust on her as she worked for the rest of the day would set her up nicely for later on.
 
“Aaaargh!” Jan’s despairing scream rang through the trees as she finally gave in and could no longer keep her feet. Her shoulders were wrenched and the whole of her front was suddenly being dragged along through the grass and tractor ruts of the path the horse was taking. She gasped as she was suddenly almost immersed in a cold, muddy puddle then just as suddenly was through it. Her head was jerked about, she could hardly focus her eyes, the world spun about her. Her arms hurt appallingly, her tits were scraped, her whole body hurt and was exhausted from having tried to run to the very last of her strength.
Then suddenly it all stopped and Jan was only conscious of her own breath and her thundering heartbeat.
As her head cleared she became aware of the immaculate riding boots in front of her face. Then a hand was in her hair and she was dragged to her knees.
Her wrists were pulled up.
“I’m going to untie these. Try and run and I’ll hunt you down and do things to you that you can’t even imagine. Understand?” The woman’s perfectly made-up face was inches from hers, the eyes dark but shining and hypnotic. Jan realised that this woman was turned on by the thought of the torments she could inflict on her. She stared back, terrified in a way she had never been with the men. She nodded.
“Sensible girl,” the woman said. “It takes a woman to know how to really hurt another woman.”
Jan nodded again, remembering how she had made Rodney run needles through labial flesh much more slowly than had been his instinct. 
In her turn the woman nodded as she saw Jan understand her. “Take stinging nettles for example,” she went on matter-of-factly. “A man might shove some up your cunt and arse or wipe then across your tits. But me; I’d squeeze them tight till the juices ran before I rammed them deep inside you, ensuring your clit got a good dose of venom. Then while you’re dealing with that I‘d spread a good dollop of peppermint oil all round your anus and clit.”
Jan’s breathing had steadied to a regular panting now and she looked back at the woman and saw only eagerness to do exactly what she said. She could just imagine how coolly and calmly she would stand over her as she writhed on the grass before her and she knew that even as she screamed in pain she would look for the calm arrogance in those amazing eyes.
“Yes,” she whispered.
The woman untied the knots and let Jan scramble to her feet again, shakily.
To her amazement the woman took her arm and helped her across to where the stump of a tree stood about three feet high. 
“Kneel there,” she was told as the woman took out a handkerchief, spread it out on the stump and then carefully sat down.
“Now, my name is Helen Willman. My brother is the manager for this stable. You are owned by them and they have every right to do with you as they please.”
Jan couldn’t help interrupting and saying she had been kidnapped. The woman listened quietly until she subsided.
“I will cunt whip you until you pass out if you ever give me that shit again. Understand?” Helen pinned Jan with that cool look of utter sincerity that made her cringe in fright. “They own you legally and there is nothing you can do about it. Get over it. Now. Have they told you what’s in store for you?”
Jan shook her head.
“It was my brother’s idea and a damn good one too, though I hate to admit it. You’re going to be put into three contests against another girl who’s also been acquired by the stable. Neither of you is the usual arena fodder and the crowd will love watching you battle it out. I’ve got an idea about some of the games you’ll be made to play.” Jan was startled as she suddenly put her head back and laughed. “Oh boy! They’re going to love watching the two of you!”
“I won’t do it! They can’t make me!” Jan retorted angrily.
Helen’s head snapped forwards immediately and the crop was suddenly pressing against Jan’s left nipple. “Of course they can. If you win you go free.”
Jan gaped at her.
“The winner walks away free as a bird. The loser-” Here she sat forwards and her gaze bored into Jan, “is a slave for life if the stable wants to keep her. Understand?”
Jan’s heart hammered as she absorbed the full horror of it. Helen watched her and laughed again.
“It’s a lulu isn’t it? The dream of freedom against the nightmare of complete and utter slavery, a chip and all that goes with it. Kept as an arena slave and prostitute or put back on the auction block for a stew in Marseilles or somewhere.”
Jan’s eyes blurred with tears and suddenly her head was rocked for the second time that day and she was knocked sideways. Helen stood over her and leaned down taking a handful of her hair again.
“You can snivel all you want you dumb slut. Or you can fight and make sure this all stops and you can be free again. Which is it? Once you’re chipped all you’ll want is more of what those gorillas back at the stable have been doing to you. Or you can be free to do that to any slave you want for as long as you live. You’ll be quite famous and can probably make a lot of dosh.”
Jan wiped her mouth and saw a smear of blood on her hand. She sank back onto her heels where Helen had put her.
“Fight I suppose,” she muttered miserably.
The response was shocking and immediate. Another blow to the face and then her wrists were bound again. Helen stepped over her as she struggled to get back to her knees and nimbly mounted the horse again.
“No!” Jan yelled as she saw her heels go to the horse’s flanks and it went straight into a canter.
This time she had no chance to get her feet under her and again her shoulders were wrenched cruelly as she spun and was dragged helplessly behind it. The woman clearly intended to spare her nothing and vaguely she could hear her urging the horse on. They came out from under the trees and into a field and Jan was dragged round its perimeter, nettles stung and brambles tore at her as she was spun into the edges. 
When it finally stopped, Jan lay sobbing, face down in the grass.
She heard the woman dismount and come to stand over her.
“I asked you a question you useless piece of shit. A mumbling, snivelling, weak kneed little tart’s no good to me. I asked if you were going to fight! Do you want this to stop or not?”
A booted foot prodded her in the ribs.
“Yes!” Jan tried to make her voice as loud as she could through her tears. “Yes! No more! I’ll do anything you want.”
The boot kicked her hard. “You’ll do more than I tell you! You’ll fight beyond any limit you thought you had!”
“Yes! Yes! I promise!” Jan sobbed.
Her wrists were untied and she was allowed to kneel back on her heels as Helen stood over her.
“Now the girl you’re going to be up against is being trained by the men. And they don’t think I can train you up to beat her. I’m going to prove them wrong and I’ll put you through seven sorts of hell to make my point. Clear?”
“Yes.”
The boot took her in the stomach and she doubled over retching.
“That’s ‘Yes, Ma’am,’”
“Yes, Ma’am. Yes I understand,” Jan managed to whisper when she could breathe again.
She was helped up and stood, her legs straddled for balance and looked down at herself. She was scratched the whole way down her body in between dirt and grass stains. Her shoulders were still complaining and she rolled them to try and ease them.
“You’ll look a lot worse at times, my girl,” the woman said cheerfully as she un-braided the rope from the horse’s tail and remounted, holding Jan’s rope this time.
At a walk they set off back and the woman in whose hands Jan’s future lay, talked to her.
“I don’t yet know exactly what events you’re going be competing in but you know what the crowds like.”
Jan nodded as she stumbled along beside her. Yes, she knew what the crowds liked; humiliation, pain and struggle from naked females.
“You can bet your bottom dollar they’ll want your cunts and arses tested.” Jan nodded again.
“What’s the biggest thing you’ve had in your cunt?”
“Just cock really….Ma’am,” she added hurriedly.
The woman nodded in her turn. “You’ll have to learn to take a lot more. Arse?”
“Just a plug…..ma’am.”
Helen tutted. “I’m going to open you up big time!” she said and Jan looked up in fright. “And you’ll need to be really, really hardened to the whip. The men had that right at least.”
They walked on in silence and eventually came back to the stables.
Helen dismounted as Jez and Mel came out to whistle at the state Jan was in.
Her rope was handed across and before Helen strode off to the house she turned.
“Clean her up and bring as many of the men as you can find up here tonight. I want them all to fuck her as hard as they can. I’ll be watching. Any man not fucking the bitch till she begs for mercy, that man’ll be on his way back to mummy by morning.”
Jan, dazed and cut and now facing a gangbang was led, tottering in horror and fear,  off to the shower block where she was tied under a nozzle and a long handled brush was used to scrub her clean. Only then was she fed and allowed to rest for a while.
In the mid-afternoon she was taken and her wrists tied to beams in the roof of the stable and in front of Helen was whipped with a thick but flexible strap for what seemed like an age to her. She did her best to take it as well as she knew her new trainer would want but was soon reduced to screams and tears.
She collapsed to her knees when she was let down.
“We’ll cunt whip her first thing in the morning,” Helen said before she was flung back into her stall, the straw making her yell in pain.
 









Chapter Eight

 
“Oww! Ooh! Aaagh!”
Jan couldn’t help the grunts of pain that regularly now accompanied the hard thrusts of cock into her stinging cunt. She had lost count of how many men had been in her now.
It had begun when she was woken after having been fed her evening meal. The woman called Helen had woken her by slashing her across her buttocks with her riding crop. As Jan came awake she could hear voices – female as well as male beyond the stall door and behind the woman. There were some lights on and there was the chinking of glasses and the noises of drinks being poured.
Helen stared down at her as she lay, naked, her wrists clipped together behind her back. Jan stared back up the woman’s thick black hair had been released from its pony tail of earlier and now almost covered her shoulders and upper back in thick, shiny waves. Her face with its bewitching eyes was impassive and Jan held her breath as she waited to hear confirmation of what was to happen to her.
And she was aware that her heart was thundering as she waited to hear this goddess pass judgement.
With not even a sneer, no expression at all she turned away and addressed the people Jan couldn’t see.
“Not one of the slaves is to be fucked. Understand? Not one!” The moment she began to speak there was complete silence. Her casual wearing of her authority was awesome, Jan thought as she noted the elegantly tailored trousers and cashmere sweater that told the world her figure was as perfect as her make up – but in refined and expensive tones.
“Use them to get yourselves hard again, that’s all. And I will not have this slut used anywhere but her cunt – is that understood. Her arse can be used in due course but tonight I want that cunt given a real seeing-to!”
She stepped out of the stall as the voices resumed and soon a man’s figure was silhouetted against the weak light of the stable. He came forward, looming over her and she could see his hands working at his belt. He opened his trousers and fed out a semi tumescent cock which he masturbated as he looked down at her.
She could see the cock lengthening and she licked her lips, bracing herself for the pain, she knew she would be dry – at least to start with.
He pulled his trousers down to his knees and knelt between her legs. She made no attempt to protest or shield herself by twisting or closing her legs. What was the point? She would only end up back where she was but with some more bruises and scratches to show for it.
The first fuck was awkward. He struggled to get inside her and dragged the tender tissues of her inner lips in with him, making her yelp in pain, as he tried to thrust into her but eventually he was just in and with a steady rhythm established she felt him go further up inside her as she moistened helplessly. He bent his head and began to suck and bite at her nipples.
With her hands imprisoned, there was simply nothing she could do but lie there and let him finish inside her. He sighed quietly as he jerked at his peak and was soon gone from her.
Then the next man was there.
This one nuzzled her neck and chuckled at her disgust as he fucked her and as Jan looked up past his head she saw Helen standing by the half door of her stall – watching her. 
The man climbed off her and Helen called out for another.
And so it went on. They slid easily into her after the first few then slowly her cunt began to sting and burn as each one pulled out. 
Then one of them turned her over and hauled her haunches up.
“Not her arse!” Helen’s voice was sharp and immediate.
“No Ma’am, just thought a few from the back might tenderise other bits.”
“Okay. Go ahead.”
Jan’s face was rubbed into the grubby old sheet she slept on as he rutted in her, finished and left her with her arse in the air still. She collapsed onto her side but got a scorching cut from the riding crop across her flanks
“Get back into position!” Helen’s voice was firm and strong as ever. Jan scrambled back up without a thought and immediately took another few men, she began to lose count and the next time she collapsed she was allowed to stay on her back, her knees slackly raised and parted, her thighs and lower belly crusted with spunk.
She began to beg eventually.
“No...” It was a whisper as yet another man climbed aboard her.
Helen stood over her when he left her. Her face was still emotionless. Beyond her Jan could hear the men urging the slaves on to suck them harder to caress this or that bit of their bodies so their cocks would harden.
“Get your tongue up my arse, bitch!” 
“Fuck! This one sucks your balls like a real pro!”
“Lick her cunt off my cock and get me hard. Fast!”
The two women faced each other, the one immaculate, the other despoiled completely as they listened to the men.
“Please…...” Jan began.
The riding crop was instantly on Jan’s stomach and she held her breath waiting for the strike.
Instead Helen leaned down closer and whispered fiercely.
“You know the arena will test you to breaking point. You’ve seen the poor bitches carried out unconscious! I’m going to raise your pain thresholds on your cunt, your arse and your tits to help you survive!”
Jan nodded weakly. She had sat and cheered as unconscious slavegirls had been dragged off the arena sands and she had frequently masturbated whichever boy she had been with – if she hadn’t dived down and sucked him then and there.
“So let them fuck your lights out. In the morning you’ll really get some big pain.”
She turned and left her as yet another man appeared, naked now. Jan groaned as he lowered himself onto her.
She had long since lost count of how many men had ravished her and spilled their seed in her but still they kept coming and her cunt stung and burned unbearably until she was blinded by her own tears as each man mounted her and her cunt farted as the spunk was forced out by each new entry.
She was so exhausted that she barely heard Helen close the stall door and she was finally left in peace.
 
Helen wasn’t surprised to see Brad’s car drawn up outside the house that had been lent to them for the duration of the lead up to the main event. He was waiting for her in the drawing room a glass of fifteen year old malt on real rocks in his hand. He handed her a glass as she entered.
“How’s it going?” he asked.
“Early days yet,” she said, settling back in one of the massive sofas. “Most girls don’t enjoy their first gangbang. Or their second come to think of it. But they can get used to it.”
Brad laughed. “I’ll take your word for it, sis. Mitch says he’s broken the other one and she’s now totally committed.”
Helen considered that for a moment. “I’m going to break this one in. Not break her. I’ll harden the little bitch up beyond anything she can imagine but she’ll fight because she wants to go free; not because she doesn’t know what else to do except obey.”
Brad shrugged. “So long as we get a good show out of it.”
“Any clues as to what the events will be?”
“I reckon the directors might go for a chain race and duel as one of them.”
“What’ll they be duelling with?”
Brad grinned, he had been working with Mitch over the past few days. “They’ll have a whacking great dildo stuffed up them which has a battery in it. They’ll each have a wand. If the tip of the wand touches the girl’s belly or tits it’ll trigger a shock right in her guts.”
Helen grinned back. “And you’ll have made sure that the shock is just big enough to give them a real hit but not make them collapse.”
“Of course! We had several near fatalities till we got the power right.”
Helen played the scene in her mind’s eye. The chain would have all the edges of its links sharpened and it would be pulled up tight between the girl’s legs, their labia would be parted to allow it to saw against the inner flesh. They would have to advance towards each other, rubbing their cunts as they went. 
“Let me guess, the wands are hung up above the chain at the mid-point so they have to race for them.”
“Spot on, sis!” Brad crowed. “But each girl has a bracelet that releases its own wand so one girl can’t make off with both, but getting there first gives a real advantage. We reckon they could last up to forty-five minutes before one or other goes down.”
“I like it,” Helen agreed, seeing how the giant monitor screens would lovingly follow the contestants’ progress and pain in close up. “I’ll have mine up and ready for it!” she said raising her glass.
“Here’s to a good crowd and who cares who wins!” Brad said clinking glasses with her.
“I’ll drink to that,” Helen said laughing.
 
The next morning Jan was dragged from her stall still half asleep. But as she regained consciousness all she was aware of was the burning pain in her groin.
And her trainer seemed to be well aware of that too.
The woman was waiting for them as she was half-dragged half-led into the courtyard. Her hands were still behind so she was bent forwards and desperately trying to put one foot in front of the other as Jez and Mel pulled her along. 
They stopped and pushed her to her knees when Jan saw an immaculate pair of court shoes in front of her and the equally elegant ankles and calves of the woman wearing them.
“Get her mounted. We’ll take most of the morning about this and she won’t be good for anything else after but I want her ready to go again tomorrow.”
“Oh God!” Jan moaned as she remembered what had been said the day before. “No please, Ma’am. Not that!”
The men had started dragging her away and Helen now stopped them. She hunkered down beside Jan, tucking her skirt under the backs of her thighs but allowing Jan to see the superb length of leg in sheerest nylon. To Jan’s amazement she reached out and touched Jan’s stomach, her light, dry touch almost making Jan wince away from her in shock but then the hand moved down towards the delta and Jan was aware of the perfectly manicured fingers trailing through the dried spunk crusting on her skin down there.
“I know, dear,” she crooned sympathetically as Jan stared at her in surprise. “This is going to hurt you more than anything has ever done in the past and no one will mind your screams. Don’t worry if you pass out, we’ll bring you round and carry on so you won’t miss anything.” She paused while Jan absorbed the outrageous nature of what she had just said but then smiled for the first time and Jan – even though weak with terror – thought it made her even more beautiful than before. Her cupid’s bow lips parted over even, gleaming white teeth, her eyes shone with excitement at the thought of what Jan was about to undergo – she was certain that was the reason – but strangely Jan didn’t mind. ‘Ma’am’ had smiled at her and her breathing calmed a little.
“That’s my girl!” Helen said as she saw it and patted Jan’s belly and gave her another smile.
Somehow through the hell that followed Jan held onto the memory of that smile.
They took her back to the wall of the stable and laid her on the flags, face up, her head nearly touching the wall. They turned her over just enough to release her hands and then re-tied them to iron rings set in the stones of the wall.
The final part was accompanied by Jan’s screams and pleas for mercy.
They bent her legs up over her and tied her ankles to other rings set higher up in the wall, spread as wide apart as her thigh muscles would allow.
She was left staring up at the sky between her own thighs and directly at her own already ravaged cunt which was clearly about to get some torture that was far more severe than anything she had ever dished out herself.
Two silhouettes appeared in the V of her thighs. One of them was M’am. Jan couldn’t see if she was smiling now.
“Strike low,” she was saying and she felt the woman’s hand touch her coccyx. “Make contact there, then the tails will impact the whole of the perineum.” 
Jan sobbed and the woman patted her thigh. “Don’t hurry, I want her under the whip for most of the morning,” she told the man beside her and then she was gone.
Jan managed one shriek before the first lash landed but was not able to make any noise after that. The thick leather tails slammed onto her tender flesh with a meaty smacking sound and Jan strained at her bonds until she was almost doing a shoulder stand as pain engulfed her. Her injured genitals exploded into hot agony instantly.
But that was only the start. Jan lost count of how many lashes she took, her whole world contracted into that space above her spread thighs and the flicker in the air as the whip’s tails came in and the explosion of scalding pain in her groin.
At some point it stopped long enough for Helen to re-appear and run her fingers over Jan’s labia. 
In the distance over the rasping of her breath and the thunder of her heart she heard the woman say; “Give her another quarter of an hour then we’ll let her legs down and let her swell up. Then we’ll use the knotted tails to finish her off.”
Jan could only sob and shake her head desperately.
She never knew where she got the energy from but she screamed and cried her way through another tranche of lashes that left some cuts on her inner thighs that ran blood into the creases at her belly.
Then they stopped and she cried until she could muster only abject sobs.
Helen came to stand over her eventually. She put her hands on her hips and looked down at the abject mess that Jan knew she was.
“Ok, boys. Take her legs down and let her lie for a bit,” she said and stood back to let them unshackle her ankles and let her down.
Jan breathed more easily despite the pain once she was no longer bent double and sighed in relief as Helen squatted down beside her again, carefully arranging her perfectly tailored skirt as before. She crossed her arms just above her smoothly rounded knees and bent forward, her dark hair tumbling forward and shading her face. Jan caught the hint of fragrance from it and that plunged her into despair as she realised that she was bleeding and crusted in spunk – barely a woman at all.
“I know you’re hurting pretty bad down there, honey,” the woman said. “The boys really let you have it, didn’t they?” Her voice held a hint of a smile that Jan couldn’t see against the light but her heart soared at the way it suggested that they were both girls and somehow connected by their femininity. Jan nodded almost smiling herself.
“Well, I’m going to let you lie there for a bit so your lips swell up nicely and then I’m going to have them use this….” She held up a flogger with four or five long tails that ended in knots. Jan watched her weigh the knots in her hands and could see that they were solid, heavy leather. Jan’s eyes clouded with tears again. She couldn’t expect her to take anymore surely? And surely not an increase in the brutality?
“Oh no! God! Please not that!” she sobbed, shaking her head desperately.
Helen put down the whip and instead touched Jan directly on her tenderised and burning sexflesh. Jan’s eyes flew wide open at the surprise contact.
“Shush now! To win in the arenas you need to know what pain is coming and face it. You’re going to have to stand out there and watch the boys set up all the equipment that is designed purely to hurt you and then you’re going to have to take it full on and beat the bitch you’re up against.”
The woman’s fingers were cool between Jan’s legs and she couldn’t take her eyes of the figure beside her and above her. So far above the miserable lump of tortured girlflesh that she, Jan, now was.
“And if you can’t beat her then this is how you’ll live the rest of your life.” The hand clawed slightly and Jan drew in her breath as the pain surged. “Understand?”
Jan nodded and held her breath until the hand was withdrawn.
“Ok. Mount her then whip her again!” What stuck in Jan’s mind that night was the calmness of the voice condemning her as the woman stood up and left her side.
How long that second beating went on for, Jan had not the slightest idea. She twisted and screamed as the knotted leather tails slammed down onto her. She could hear Helen’s voice correcting the men’s aim.
“Make sure the knots hit directly on her cunt. That’s where the big pain is! No! that’s too far! I don’t want her belly whipped, I want her cunt thrashed raw!”
Howling and shaking her head to try and deny and absorb the brutal pain Jan spiralled down into blessed darkness. 
She was dragged back up into the hell of light and pain by something foul smelling and when she shook her head and blinked her eyes open again it was to see the woman’s silhouette above her again.
“Please!….” she managed to croak.
The woman nodded. “She’s good to go again,” she said.
The men went back to work, swinging the heavy tails down between Jan’s helplessly spread legs time and again until the pain escalated into a weird realm where it seemed as though it wasn’t happening to her at all and she happily slipped into the dark again.
This time she was lying stretched full out on the flags when she came round, her thighs having been lowered. But the woman was standing over her again. The sun had moved round and she was no longer silhouetted. So when she squatted down again, Jan could look up into her face and drown in those eyes so dark they were almost black. But the smile was back. Jan was bewitched by the cool authority she wielded so easily.
“Good, you’re back with us,” she said. “Now here’s the deal. If you tell me you can’t take any more, I’ll have them put you back up and you’ll stay there for another quarter of an hour, being brought round again if you faint.” She held up a hand to stop Jan’s feeble protest. “However, if you tell me you can take just a few more for me – and I’ll deliver them, honey. It’ll be just you and me. - you can have just five more lashes and I’ll take you down. So, which is it to be?”
Jan lay panting and staring up at her. Her expression was as impassive as ever and Jan knew absolutely that if she gave in to the pain and tried to beg for mercy, she would be whipped unconscious again. Wordlessly she parted her legs on the stone flags.
Helen nodded and stood up, held her hand out for a whip and then lifted one elegant leg to straddle Jan as she stood facing down her body. Jan had always loved the female body as much as the male and now as she stared up at the shapely calves and thighs disappearing up beneath the pencil skirt into a darkness that Jan knew would be fragrant with excitement, her adoration for the female body became distilled into worship of this particular body. This woman who could treat a slave with such calm brutality. And with a cruelty that far surpassed anything Jan herself had ever dished out.
“Good girl,” she said and Jan’s heart soared. “Now part them more, get your feet under you and then push your arse up….There! Perfect!”
Jan saw the tails being whirled around by Helen’s raised right arm and gritted her teeth as the shoulder raised and the arm straightened.
“Ooaargh!” The pain was the worst of the day and she couldn’t help a guttural roar of agony. Maybe it was the alteration in her position or maybe it was the fact that a woman knew better than any man how to cunt-whip a woman.
“One,” she counted quietly as Jan’s breath sawed in and out as she prepared herself to face the second.
“Aaaargh!” She couldn’t help collapsing, clenching her thighs and twisting desperately to one side.
“Two.”
Sobbing desperately Jan adopted the position again and took a third lash. This time she drew her knees up when she collapsed and twisted into a foetal position.
“Three. Come on, girl, quickly now.” Jan was nudged in her ribs and slowly parted her legs and pushed her feet down against the stone.
“Whooah!” Jan let out a howl as the penultimate lash slammed home and she arched into a wrestler’s bridge position but held herself open for the final lash.
“Five!”
Jan collapsed and twisted faced down allowing her tears to fall and her sobs to almost choke her.
She was dragged back into the blessed dark of the stall, her collar was padlocked to the wall but her hands were left free and a bowl of iced water and a flannel were left with her.
She sat with her back to the wall and dabbed gingerly between her legs until the pain lessened slightly.
Later on Helen came to see her and stood leaning back against the side wall of Jan’s stall. She had changed since the morning and now wore an exquisite sun dress in white. The skirt was cut on the full to knee length the bodice was strapless and her upper chest and shoulders were bare. For the first time Jan was aware of the woman’s breasts, they looked deep and full above her trim waist. Meanwhile Jan sat with her legs wide open, naked, cut and bruised, dabbing at her injured cunt.
Again the contrast was stark but somehow exciting.
“You did well this morning, honey. You know an arena crowd loves to see a girl take her pain, go down and get back up again, ready for more. And that was what you did at the end today.”
Jan wanted to say that she wasn’t an arena slavegirl. But she knew that to all intents and purposes she was, whether she wanted to be or not. She wrung the flannel out and dabbed at her cunt again.
“It hurt more than anything I ever thought could,” she said and then added “’Ma’am.” hurriedly.
Helen’s lips twitched almost into a smile at the near miss that would have seen her punished.
“Of course it did. It was supposed to and everything else I do to you will as well. But you’ll learn to walk through it and not mind that it hurts.”
She came close to Jan again and squatted down, carefully smoothing her skirt behind her thighs again – so cool and correct and ladylike but so cruel and calm.
She smiled at Jan a broad, easy smile that made Jan’s heart leap. “I was proud of you today,” she whispered. Jan caught a waft of Chanel and inhaled it. “Make me proud of you tomorrow when I torture your tits,” the woman added.
Jan closed her eyes savouring the closeness and the scent. She knew that those final lashes had brought them close. There was a complicity between them as women in a man’s world.
“Yes, Ma’am,” she whispered back and listened to the rustle of the dress and the straw as she left.
 









Chapter Nine

 
Laura groaned as she hauled herself up one more time.
She was riding the wooden pony – again. And it got worse each time. Padded leather cuffs were buckled round her ankles and chains hung down from them. Rails that ran the length of the contraption on each side were threaded through the links at the ends of the chains. That meant that there was no way that Laura could lift her legs at all. And in turn that meant there was no way she could relieve the pain the weights that were hung on the chains were causing her cunt.
They had started her on a pony that had a fairly broad ridge at its top. She was almost used now to the casual way male hands found their way to her most intimate places and spread her sex lips apart so she felt her full weight come down onto her inner sex flesh when she was lifted up and settled on the thing.
To begin with they left her with her hands tied behind her. She was high enough up to discourage her from letting herself slide off. So there she sat. it wasn’t too bad to begin with but soon the discomfort grew into pain. 
And still they left her alone. She was in a bare room and completely isolated. She cried and yelled until she was hoarse and was just about to risk sliding helplessly to the floor when the tall man – Mitch – appeared and lifted her down.
Her immediate reaction was to sink against his shoulder and thank him for saving her from any further pain. That seemed far more important than remembering that it was he who had ordered her put up there. He made no response to her whispered thanks but instead marched her unsteadily into another room where a set of stocks awaited her. She shrank back against Mitch instinctively which suited him because he was able to lift each wrist quickly and buckle it to the ring at the back of her collar then push her forwards. 
It was beginning to dawn on Laura that there was something unusual about these stocks and as she was dragged closer she realised that there were only two holes. And they were both at chest height.
She screamed and struggled as the top half of the stocks was opened and with a knee in her back she was shoved forwards so that the man who had opened them was able to grab her breasts and drag them forward so that they were laid out on the lower halves of the holes. The lights in the room glinted on the sharp little studs that lined them as her soft flesh was first stretched then slapped down like so much dead meat. Mitch reached from behind her and slammed down the upper halves. Then there was a sinister click as the other man snapped the catch shut, imprisoning her tits.
“Now if you don’t move you won’t scratch them on the studs,” Mitch had told her. “But if you do they’re all pointing away from you so you’ll make a mess of those tits and really have something to scream about.”
Then he had left her and the other man had whipped her breasts savagely hard with a loop of electric cable. She had hopped and screamed and wept and pulled at her breasts in the end heedless of the damage she was causing herself. When the beating stopped she was left alone to cry and cradle her injured tits, her tears shining on the flesh where livid loops of red recorded where the cable had landed and trickles of blood ran down her stomach from where she herself had added to her torment. Then the tall man had entered and taken her back to ride a wooden pony with a narrower top and with her hands tied to the ceiling above her so that there was no escape.
Since then the tops had grown narrower and she started every day knowing her cunt was going to be hurt worse than the day before.
Now she dragged herself forwards once more feeling how the sandpaper – which she had watched the men tacking along the top before they mounted her – rasped and stung her already inflamed sexflesh.
She had been told to haul herself along the full length of the pony and was so close now. The tall man was waiting for her and Laura was terrified of what he might do if she couldn’t get there quickly enough for him. She reached forward on the rail her cuffs were locked over above her and hauled again, whimpering at the pain in her groin. Two more should do it, she told herself. She hauled again and tried not to sob as her tenderest flesh was dragged over the rough sandpaper again.
One more and she was there.
Crying openly as she was dismounted, she collapsed into her trainer’s arms. She didn’t care if he hauled her off for another bout of torture. Just a few seconds’ relief was pure heaven.
He stroked her hair.
“Good girl,” he told her and her heart soared. “Something new this afternoon.”
“Yes, sir,” she murmured as she basked in his approval.
 
The sex was every night now. Jan would lie and listen for the cars and trucks to draw up in the yard. Then the men would enter, laughing and bantering among themselves until a quiet descended when Jan knew that slavegirls would be on their knees, hardening their cocks up for the evening’s sport.
Then the silhouetted men would approach her, looming over her, anonymous but no longer so threatening. Jan knew what was coming now. ‘Ma’am’ as Jan now always thought of her would stand close by and watch as she was used. She would issue curt instructions as to which of her nether passages was to be entered and Jan would turn over – if needed - and part her legs or get her knees under her to raise her backside. With Ma’am there she was no longer dry for the first man into her cunt. Her anus would open now without complaint and the butt plugs were so big that Jan was impressed with her own ability to take them into herself for quite long periods. Even when she was running.
But on one morning when she was led out past the yard and onto the lawn in front of the big house, she saw that the men had erected a crude ring. Posts had been driven in to the turf and ropes connected them at the four corners. Another naked girl was standing inside it. Ma’am was waiting for her, dressed in her riding gear, the crop tapping gently against her thigh as Jan was led towards her.
She dropped to her knees as soon as she was released and kept her eyes averted downwards.
“Fucked other women?” Ma’am asked abruptly.
“Yes, Ma’am,” Jan answered, daring to look up at her. She allowed Jan to be brought quite close to her these days and Jan could see how the woman’s breasts stretched at the crisp white shirt. The sight made her throat go dry.
“Tell me.” Again the abrupt authoritative voice that brooked no argument.
Jan told her all she could recall of what she had done with females in the past. Ma’am snorted with amusement when she had finished.
“Quite the little domme weren’t you,” she said.
“I suppose so, Ma’am.”
“Well my little domme, lick my boots.”
Without a second’s hesitation, Jan knelt forwards, her hands still behind her back and began to lick the pristine leather. The taste of the polish was irrelevant. All that mattered was that Ma’am was pleased with her; a smile, a pat on the head. That was all Jan lived for now.
She was permitted to humiliate herself for several minutes, she was encouraged to take long, slavish licks at the boots while the men laughed at her abject submission.
Eventually Ma’am bent down and hauled her up to kneeling by her hair.
“Now you’re going to go and get beaten to a pulp and then later on when I’ve been in the stables with the horses, I’ll let you lick my boots again.”
She held Jan’s upturned head close against her, just above groin height and Jan inhaled the woman’s scent and presence; gazing up at her adoringly.
Then she was abruptly pushed away and hauled to her feet by the men while Ma’am explained what was to come.
“You’re going to wrestle and then box this slave. She’ll beat seven sorts of shit out of you. Your job today is to keep getting back up until I say stop. If you try and submit or cry off at any time before then it’ll be the yoke while you’re run behind my horse. Understand?”
“Yes, Ma’am.” Ma’am’s hand was on her shoulder. Jan could refuse her nothing.
“After today we’ll teach you to fight. But for today you learn what you might have to take.”
The slave had been brought over and Jan looked at her. It was the closest she had ever been to an arena slave. The girl was blonde and shapely enough but under the feminine curves, Jan could see there was solid muscle. She wasn’t fettered or restrained in any way but would never even think of making any bid for escape. At the nape of her neck was a chip which stimulated those areas of the brain that controlled sexuality. The woman wanted one thing only; orgasms. The chip also made her completely submissive so all she would look for was the rewards for her obedience. If her owners wanted to beat her she would happily undergo it for their pleasure and perhaps be allowed to climax from the intensity of the pleasure her submission gave her. The chip’s power was such that a simple order from a superior being would make her love pain or hate it.
All arena slaves were of course forbidden orgasms during Games and would fight with all their strength for the stable to which they belonged and the masters who trained them and dominated them. They knew that their masters wanted the pleasure of seeing the opposing slaves beaten and bloodied on the sands of the arenas. They would fight till they collapsed to give them that pleasure.
Ma’am addressed the slave.
“This girl is a beginner. You will beat her easily. Do not put her in a submission hold because I have not allowed her to submit. Understand?” The slave nodded and Ma’am went on. “She is not chipped and will cry and scream a lot. You are to ignore any noise she makes and concentrate on showing her how many ways you have of hurting another girl. Clear?”
The slave nodded again. Jan knew that the heavy tongue ring or rings they bore made speech almost impossible. Arena slaves were the closest thing to being sexual and competitive automata that humanity had yet devised. They fetched huge prices if they ever came up for public auction. They made first class vanilla lovers if that was what was wanted. They were loyal to their owners to their last breath and would love you for putting them through whatever depravity floated your boat.
Jan had watched wrestling bouts on many occasions and was under no illusions about what awaited her as she ducked through the ropes for the first time.
Before she could even straighten up the slave had darted in got one arm between her legs and upended Jan, throwing her down, hard, onto the turf. Her breath exploded from her and she took a moment to regain it. The slave circled her but let her get up then hit her.
The blow was delivered by her forearm but it might as well have been a fist. Jan’s head was jerked back savagely and her nose and mouth instantly numbed. She went down on her back and this time the slave followed up. She grabbed her left arm and twisted it to make Jan yell and turn over, then she yanked it up until Jan screamed and lifted her haunches to try and reduce the strain. That was what the slave was after and Jan got a knee between her open thighs before she was let go.
Once again Jan was allowed to regain her breath before getting up. She never even saw the other girl coming as she swept the hair out of her eyes. One of Jan’s arms was grabbed from behind and she was swung round to collide front on with a post. It hit her hard between her breasts and as she staggered backwards the slave grabbed her hair and slammed her face against it before letting her fall.
This time Jan could taste blood as she staggered back up, dazed and her head spinning. She was lifted bodily up across the slave’s shoulders and spun round before being thrown forwards so she landed on her back with the slave on top of her. The weight took her breath away and she choked and spluttered, spitting out blood as she turned onto her face and got onto all fours – her only thought in her addled wits was Ma’am’s instruction to keep on getting up.
She got a full-blooded kick in her cunt from behind and fell forward, her hands going to between her legs as she rolled around in agony.
The slave straddled her and reached down to grip her nipples.
“Noo!!” Jan couldn’t help a despairing scream as she was dragged up by her stretched and twisted little nuggets of soft feminine flesh.
Once she was upright again, through tear misted eyes she could see the slave grinning at her, the heavy multiple rings in her tongue clearly visible. Jan’s hands scrabbled desperately at her breasts trying to relieve the pain there as her legs almost refused to take her weight. 
She got a knee to her cunt and as she doubled over in shocked pain, her face was rammed down onto the girl’s thigh as she brought it up again.
Jan hardly realise that she had collapsed again until she came round enough to hear Ma’am yelling at her to get up.
Slowly she managed to get her legs under her and staggered up against the ropes.
The slave darted in and took one arm, twisting the ropes around it so it was trapped. Jan had no strength left to resist and watched stupidly. Then the slave strutted in front of her and taunted her, darting in and feinting to make Jan swing clumsily with her free arm and miss by a mile. Then suddenly she freed the trapped arm and before Jan could react had grabbed both her legs. Jan reached back and hung onto the top rope but the slave wrenched backwards and she lost her grip so that she was dragged out into the ring on her back like a limp rag. The slave threw her legs down contemptuously then dragged her up by her hair again, letting her totter drunkenly for a moment on wide-spread legs.
She reached between them with one hand and with the other grabbed a nipple. Jan couldn’t even summon up the energy to yelp when she felt the slave’s fingers slide into her anus and her thumb slip up into her cunt.

She tried to whisper a plea for mercy. She had seen this done in arenas before and knew what was coming. With a strength Jan found terrifying the slave lifted her bodily into the air, then ran a couple of paces and threw her. Jan managed one yell of pain as she fell, legs straddled, down onto the top rope. It bit deep into her cunt flesh as her own weight drove her down, then it bit even more as it threw her back up into the air and she fell sideways off it to lie, barely conscious at the feet of the slave who dropped down to kneel over her face and then kneel back so that her cunt and arse were right on top of Jan’s face. They smelled of sweat and arousal. The lips of the cunt were open and Jan knew what she had to do. She pushed her tongue up into the cunt and heard a sigh of pleasure from above her. 
 
She should hate him, Laura knew that.; the tall man in whose hands her fate rested. He stood beside her now as she felt yet another man slip out of her cunt which was burning unbearably. She blinked and tried to shake a hank of hair out of her eyes but it was impossible. She was tied down over a simple table out on the training ground, her arms stretched out to the sides so that her face was turned one way and she was tied so tightly she could barely turn it.  
It was drizzling and she was being fucked by a seemingly endless stream of men. And it was hurting now.
Laura felt his hand in her hair, dragging her face up off the table and found herself staring up at him as he regarded her in that cool calculating way she had come to dread but which somehow bound her to him. There was a kind of intimacy between them. His job was to make her endure the unendurable; hers was to undergo it and try to survive.
“How many more are there?” he called out to someone behind them.
“About thirty yet to go, and twenty more being hardened up by the sluts for a second go,” a voice called back. Before they had tied her down she had seen a line of naked men – all shapes and sizes; convicts she assumed. And as she had been tied, legs well spread, he had told her they were all going to fuck her and if she passed out, she would be put back on the pole, thrashed and then slung into the deepest and foulest pit he could find for a week in solitary.
She didn’t doubt him for a second.
He looked down at her again. “You’re doing well,” he told her. “Hang in there for another hour or so.” He let her head fall back and Laura heard and felt another man come to press against her from behind. Fingers fumbled at her spunk-slimy entrance and yet another cock slid into her.
She groaned and gritted her teeth. She was not going to pass out nor was she going to beg for mercy. She would take every damn cock in the country if necessary, just to show him. She didn’t hate him. He was bound up in her life the way no other man had ever been. The man inside her began to fuck her and she clenched her fists and swore to try and dissipate the stinging inside her.
“Get them lined up! She’s good to go for plenty more!” she heard him call. When at last they let her up, she swore to herself, she would crawl to him and let him know she could take everything he wanted to throw at her.
 
In the afternoon Jan was put in the ring for a boxing lesson. She had been dragged back to her stall once the slave had been ordered off her face and allowed to rest, there had even been some cold food for her.
She had been able to walk out under her own steam and was shown the boxing gear that arena slaves wore. 
She had sat in the arenas and watched in malicious glee as the boxing duels had unfolded, knowing full well what the slaves were forced to wear. She had loved the close-up shots on the big screens, of the fists pumping into flesh and the leather corsets being driven into the soft bodies. Best of all had been the ends of bouts when one fighter was too exhausted to defend herself and the uppercut had thudded home. Not to the chins but between the legs. The shrieks had been clearly audible in the stands and the pictures of the agonised faces and the fists slamming home between sweating and bloodied thighs had provoked some frenzied action among the onlookers. Jan remembered it well as she surveyed the corset and thong laid out for her.
The leather of the corset and of the triangle at the front of the thong were studded with metal. And each circle of metal was the base of a wickedly sharp little tine that faced inwards. 
“Buckle her up boys,” Ma’am instructed Jez and Mel.
Jan stood with her arms held out to the sides as the corset was fitted and the buckles at the back wrenched as tight as they would go. Her breath hissed as she felt the studs dig into her stomach and breasts.
Then she had to spread her legs so the thong could be fitted. The men fitted the triangle of leather lovingly tight against her clitoris and labia, then fed the strap back through her legs and then laced the two straps that came off it to the two that led up from the front so they lay snugly over her hips.
The same slave as had thrown her around in the morning was waiting for her, jabbing and dancing around the ring – clearly eager to inflict more suffering on such a hopeless case as Jan. 
She held out her hands to have the leather straps wound round them and looked mournfully at Ma’am who ignored her.
“Come here!” she shouted to the slave instead. She came across and stood obediently listening as Ma’am told her that any shots above shoulder height would entail an immediate tally of fifty lashes with the full service whip.
“And if by any chance you manage to hit her at all, I’ll let you kiss my arse,” Ma’am turned around to address Jan.
Jan stared at her, unable to believe her ears. Ma’am urged her to duck between the ropes and get on with it. “If you land any halfway decent punches anywhere on her, after you’ve licked my boots you can kiss my arse! Now get on with it, girl!” she repeated, her dark eyes alight with amusement.
The slave come straight in for the kill, ducking and weaving and feinting. Jan threw clumsy round house punches but the slave had been trained properly and jabbed straight and true. Each one lit sharp spears of pain as the tines dug into her flesh. And of course the breasts were the main target. At each nipple the studs were concentrated so that four of them were nestled against the tender little buds.
Jan had seen on many occasions how a well-aimed jab could stop a girl in her tracks and now she found out why. The slave threw a left and right combination, so fast that she couldn’t get her guard up and both hit home squarely on the nipples. Jan yelped and doubled over, holding her arms across her chest. Her ribs took a pounding as the slave stood over her and Jan went down as her world exploded into multi coloured flashes of pain. A punch had caught her across one cheek as she bent lower to try and escape the pain.
A bucket of water was slung over her and she gasped her way back to full consciousness to find the slave was taking her lashes. She stood over against the opposite ropes, hands on head and legs braced but with no restraint at all.
Mel was wielding the whip and Jan knew how hard he could hit. Ma’am was calling the tally which was climbing through the thirties. The lashes were being administered to the girl’s upper back – above her corset. The pale skin was already heavily scored with red welts but there was no let up. 
Jan used the time to gather herself, the pains in her breasts and nipples had subsided a little and she knew she had to get up and fight on.
By forty lashes, the slave’s back was showing spots of deep red where the skin had broken and by the time the punishment was over there were thin snakes of blood trickling down into the corset. But she appeared unmoved and when Ma’am gave the word came for Jan all over again.
Jan tried to learn and to punch straight, but she was slow and clumsy. The slave, despite her thrashing, danced and ducked infuriatingly and made Jan look a complete fool, as the jeers and whistles from ringside testified. Time and again she shipped punches to her stomach and breasts – at least now she knew what to expect and could take them without curling up, but she was weakening rapidly and launched a desperate lunge, windmilling her arms wildly. By sheer chance one of her fists caught the slave across the chin and knocked her back a step or two. Jan went for the pit of her stomach in a frenzy of desire to inflict some pain of her own. She actually felt her fists dig in and loved the feeling but then the slave was back with a flurry of punches that had Jan in full retreat across the ring until she was backed up against a post. And once there, there was no escape.
Punches came in from everywhere and Jan braced her legs apart to try and weather them and make some reply but suddenly her belly exploded into pain as her cunt was hit and stabbed simultaneously. Then again. And again. Jan went down onto her knees, her face jammed against her foe’s groin.
She felt one hand grab her hair and her face was jerked back so she was looking up at the fiercely grinning slave’s face before she deliberately delivered the knockout blow to Jan’s face.
When Jan came to, the first thing she heard was the rhythmical hiss and thud of the lash. She sat up and saw the slave taking a further fifty. This time she was bent forward, her arms braced on the middles ropes. Her legs were braced well apart but still there was no restraint. Mel was swinging his whole weight into each slowly and deliberately delivered lash. It was a truly medieval punishment and the girl was bleeding heavily as the tally entered the forties for the second time.
Ma’am was clearly furious.
“Have her sent back for remedial!” she was snarling to Jez. “She could have damaged valuable property! But she can take what she’s got coming before then!”
While she was speaking she had lost count and Mel stopped and asked if he should carry on.
“Yes! Ten more!” Jan couldn’t help a spark of the old pleasure she used to take in condemning slaves to more punishment as the lashes started again. The strength of them was being demonstrated by the way the girl’s buttocks quivered as her back was lashed. She began to whine and Jan licked her lips.
Ma’am came across to her and dragged her head up. “Now, you’ve taken a beating today so I want to see you enjoy dishing some out.”
She strode away and Jan clambered slowly to her feet. The beating finished and the slave stood up. Her upper back and shoulders a web of criss-crossing welts and cuts. She was breathing hard and staggered slightly as she straightened up.
“Mount her!” Ma’am ordered and Mel and Jez backed her against the ropes and  imprisoned her arms by twisting the middle one over the top one. Like Jan herself had been earlier in the day.
Ma’am ducked through the ropes and beckoned Jan in. To her amazement the woman had her come close and put an arm round her shoulders. “You’ve done well my little bitch!” she cooed. “I want to see you put this bitch down. She can’t fight back but I don’t want you to care a damn about that. Hurt her until she can’t take anymore!” Then she pushed her towards the slave.
Her arms were spread out and her legs braced apart, she regarded Jan balefully from behind a curtain of sweat-matted blonde hair. She knew what she had put Jan through and it was payback time.
Jan licked her lips again. For the first time since she had been brought to this hellhole, she was going to do what she loved doing. Hurt slaves.
She stood squarely in front of the slave and began to throw punches, straight-armed now. Left and right, left and right, to stomach and breasts. Again and again. She had clearly been told she was to experience it as pain because after four or five she began to groan and cry out as Jan’s fists thudded into the leather and the tines dug into her again and again, deeper and deeper and deeper. Jan loved how her fists sank into the breastmeat and she made her scream at last. 
And then she aimed down below. As the slave hung on the ropes, gasping and panting, Jan stopped for a moment and let her see her take aim so she could see the punch coming. It was a right uppercut and Jan felt her fist connect with the pubic bone, driving the studs deep into labial flesh. The slave’s mouth fell open and for the first blow no sound escaped her but as Jan pulled her fist back and let fly again she let out a warbling yell of distress that was music to Jan’s ears. She began to work both fists at the girl’s cunt. Left and right, left and right. Almost lifting her off her feet. Punch, scream, punch, scream.
Big male hands pulled her off at last and began to unbuckle the corset while she watched the slave released and slump onto all fours, bleeding from her lacerated back and probably under her corset and thong too.
Ma’am clipped her lead back on when she was naked again, having examined her briefly and judged the various scratches as minor and led her away as the slave was dragged up to her feet and hauled away.
“Well you did manage to lay a punch on her before I gave her to you so you can kiss my arse – but only after you’ve licked my boots again, like I promised,” she said as they went towards the stable yard.
“Yes, Ma’am,” Jan breathed. She was still tingling with excitement after beating the slave so hard and after she herself had been so badly beaten. Somehow it all blended into one memory of pain and pleasure and she wasn’t sure which was which.
Jan’s naked feet padded through the straw of the stable where the horses were kept, Ma’am didn’t seem to care where she walked so when she stopped in an empty stall, with only horses in the adjoining stalls and no men, her boots were not clean. Jan had known this was coming and now that the moment had arrived she dropped to her knees filled with gratitude – for what she wasn’t sure and didn’t care – she only wished to exist for this goddess as something paltry and dirty, kneeling despoiled and filthy at her feet, craving a moment’s attention. And now she had it.
She bent her head and began to lick at the muck and straw of Ma’am’s boots, caring only about restoring them to their proper state of polished perfection.
“You’ve missed a bit there, girl!” Ma’am would grumble occasionally and hold her foot out so that Jan could get her tongue to the offending area.
“Sorry, Ma’am,” she murmured, swallowing and licking her lips again so they could do justice to the job in hand. She didn’t care what the horse manure taste was like and she only used her hands to get the wet straw out from between her teeth.
And eventually she was rewarded.
A boot in her chest pushed her back gently and as Jan looked up, she saw Ma’am’s hands undoing her jodhpurs. She held her breath as the elegantly manicured fingers unzipped the garment and pushed it down so that she could see the filmy lace of her knickers. Then in a rush she pushed them right down to her knees and turned around.
“Kiss it and get on with it!” she said curtly.
Jan gazed in awe at the smooth, pale hemispheres of perfect buttocks, ripely wide but not flabby, just perfect. Wiping her defiled mouth on her forearm, Jan knelt up and pressed her lips to the flesh of each buttock in turn. The skin was smooth and warm and scented. Jan felt acutely her filthy state and absolute lack of any status at all. She wanted only to worship in gratitude for being allowed to glimpse heaven.
Ma’am shuffled her feet as far apart as the jodhpurs would allow, bunched at her ankles.
“Get on, girl! I haven’t got all day and I don’t want any men coming in!” 
Jan could appreciate that and understood exactly what was required now. Without using her hands which were filthy, she leaned in and burrowed her face between the soft pillows of the buttocks, her tongue questing for and finding the whorled entrance to Ma’am’s innards.
Jan kissed it with more passion than she had kissed anything in her life. Opening her mouth wide, poking her tongue out and rolling it to try and penetrate the sphincters, she abased herself and slurped at the earthy tastes on her tongue. Above her, Ma’am sighed in pleasure. 
For several minutes the stall was silent apart from the rustle of Jan’s knees on the straw as she strained to find more ways or worshipping Ma’am’s arse and Ma’am’s answering sighs and exhortations to get that bitch tongue further up.
But eventually, Ma’am kicked her away and pulled her jodhpurs up.
For a fleeting moment she allowed herself to look at Jan in the eye. “You did well to knock that slave about so hard when she was helpless. That’s the kind of killer instinct you need in an arena.”
Then she put Jan back on her leash and took back to her stall. That night, while she was on knees and elbows, the men buggered her for what seemed like hours and hurt her badly.









Chapter Ten

 
The directors of the Hearts of Gold stable sat round the board table and considered the photos of Laura and Jan.
“Good looking bitches,” one of them said.
“Brad did well and it’s a brilliant idea!” another put in to general agreement. He was the marketing director and stood up to go to the white board on the wall. “And this is how we plan to pitch it,” he said.
The directors watched as the screen flashed up a page, the headline ran; “The Fight of their Lives!”
Under that was a picture of Laura on one side and Jan on the other. The legend read; “These girls are going to fight for their lives right in front of you!” Under Laura, pictured from her previous life, smartly dressed and with her flame red hair falling in thick waves onto one shoulder it read; “The Legal Eagle. She’s smart and high flying!”
Jan was pictured at a night club in a very short dress and with a glass in her hand. Under her the legend was; “She’s the girl next door. Can she stand up to the Arena?”
And below that the copy went on to say that both girls would give everything because to lose was to lose everything. “You’ll see it all! And the winner will take all!” was the final exhortation.
 
There was a general murmur of assent from around the table. The finance director; a woman in her forties who was known to attend pony races regularly stirred and said, “We are confident that the Arena itself will sell out, there is demand already. We will invite tenders from all the Holo providers from Monday and again there is interest already. We should come out sunny side up!” She sat back, smiling broadly.
“All we’ve got to do is decide on the events the girls will be required to partake in. So in the interests of impartiality, I’ll ask Brad to leave the room as he’s involved in training one of the girls.” The CEO looked at Brad who had been expecting to be asked to retire and he did so, closing the door behind him.
The remaining directors sat back and some went to fetch coffee from beside the screen still showing the two girls.
“Well, I won’t pretend this isn’t the bit we’ve all been looking forward to,” the CEO said to general laughter.
The finance director immediately suggested a pony race.
The Human Resources director – who oversaw the procurement of slaves and staff alike and who had been rather put out by being side-lined by Brad, suggested that they be made to fight in some way. 
“The punters don’t want to watch a fucking knitting contest!” he growled. “The bitches need to bleed and suffer!”
“I agree!” It was the estate director.
“They need to be degraded,” the finance director put in. “The public will want to see ordinary girls reduced to the level of arena slaves, so put them between the shafts of a sulky with a whip behind them!”
 
Brad was whistling happily as he walked across the training ground, the stable was in competition in the next few days and Mitch was putting the squads through final preparation while the solo fighters and ponies were also being worked around the perimeter. The place echoed to the sounds of the guards’ bellowed instructions and the patter of naked female feet on the sand as the squads wheeled and drilled. 
He ran up the stairs to his office and found Iris serving Helen with coffee.
“How’s it going?” Helen asked.
“Pretty much on course I reckon,” he replied sitting down and taking a coffee from Iris before patting her bottom as she turned to leave the room. “The CEO will make sure the events are as tough as the public will want whatever stuff is suggested early on.”
“You reckon the chain race will feature?”
“Yep. I went through it with the CEO and marketing yesterday and they love it.”
“Good. We don’t want anyone thinking that they’re being given watered down stuff just because these two aren’t chipped.”
 
Helen got the call from the CEO in the early afternoon. She was overseeing Jan’s efforts at boxing. They had given both her and a slave straps on their fists but not the spiked corsets and thongs. The point was for Jan to get agile enough to try and land a punch while the slave ducked and dived in front of her. Occasionally she would connect with a dull thud but then immediately she would ship an equal and opposite amount of punishment. But she was improving her ability to move and to absorb pain.
All they needed now was to know what to focus down on. Helen was sure that the girl had increased her thresholds of pain significantly over the weeks and was ready to train for the specific events.
“The board has arrived at a decision,” The CEO was nothing if not a bit pompous at times. Helen bit back her impatience listened quietly. “We think that the events should be spread out over the three days.” That was what Brad had originally planned anyway, but she merely said what a good idea it was. “At the end of the first day they should be softened up -”
Helen listened and grinned as she watched Jan land a couple of combination punches that put the slave down. 
 
Brad smiled as he listened and watched Laura work out on the rowing machine, dildo impaled, and every time she bent forwards she took two lashes from single tail whips wielded on either side of her by two of Mitch’s biggest guards. She had a set number of repeats to do per minute – no allowance being made for the beating – and if she didn’t make them she took a shock from the dildo deep in her innards.
She yelped as he watched and leaned harder into her work as she was shocked.
 
The girls were to be tied down and gangbanged to start with. The stable would pay to have a gang or two of convicts delivered and the squad girls would ensure they were all hard. That in itself, it was felt, would provide some entertainment. The mass rape would go on for an hour, regardless of whether either one passed out. There would be no winner or loser, it was purely to soften them up.
The first event would then follow after any reviving which might be necessary had been carried out. 
And it would be the chain race. Exactly as Brad had designed it. Their cunts would be sore and swollen and the pain of the sharpened chain would be exquisite. It was a good move.
At the end of the second day the contestants would be matched in an all-in contest of wrestling and boxing combined inside a cage. 
Helen looked across to where Jan was watching her opponent stagger up and darted in with a kick between her legs. She was learning.
The third and final contest – which would be held even if one contestant had already won both the previous bouts – it would be entertainment for the crowd to watch one or both of them get knocked about just for fun, was a real humdinger. Helen listened and was delighted at what she heard. Whoever won that would have earned their freedom. No doubt about it! She briefly wondered whether it was Brad’s idea but then put it out of her mind as she went to pull Jan off the slave who was taking a real pounding from her.
 
The next day the glove arrived and was delivered to Helen. It was to be used in the third and final event. It was a sleeve that ended in two gloves, joined together. The arms would be bound together in front of the wearer but her hands would be free to form a two-handed grip on whatever was placed in them, but the arms could only swing together and in front of the wearer.
The two girls were to fight inside a ring marked out like a Sumo ring, but it would be on a mound and the slope outside was going to be steep and a few steps down from the edge of the ring there would be an electric fence. A girl who was forced out of the ring would probably stagger down onto it and receive a shock that would send her rocketing back in and daze her for a few vital seconds. 
The weapons the girls would be holding were also delivered. There was a single tail whip about six feet long and quite stiff, there was a two foot long wooden paddle with spikes sticking out on one side and a sort of extra-long riding crop – a braided shaft that was a whippy four feet long. 
Helen had a slave sent up from the arena and tried them out. The single tail was predictably good and the girl marked quickly and writhed but could take a few strikes without having to move. The spiked paddle however made her scream and try to twist away at the first strike. It broke the skin immediately and two more blows had her flanks and thighs streaked with blood and she had gone down to her knees. The crop was almost as effective. Helen used it across the girl’s stomach and breasts and she could just about tolerate it, but used across her back it made her arch away and gasp for breath. Used across her buttocks and thighs – where the paddle had cut her, it made her scream, shy away and lift her leg defensively. Helen noted that carefully.
 
The first Laura knew about the bouts was when she shown the chain. The chain in question was stretched between two posts and to stop it sagging in the middle it was supported by a thin metal strut that ran along the underside of the chain. She gazed in horror at the things that lay along its length. There was a type of brush with stiff, plastic bristles pointing towards the girl who would be shuffling along the chain, her cunt jammed onto it. There was a small lever, which when pressed as the girl’s body passed over it, caused a pad of coarse grain sandpaper soaked in peppermint oil to flip up along the chain a few feet in front of her so she could see what was coming. Her clit would be lovingly caressed as she struggled forwards.
“You’ll have a bloody great dildo up you,” the Tall Man informed her. “And if you stop moving for more than ten seconds, it’ll start heating up.” Helen looked at him in despair. “So take my advice and don’t stop moving!” he told her.
 
Jan licked her lips nervously as she surveyed the three weapons she would have to fight with in the final contest. The slave on whom Helen was experimenting lay flat out on the turf, her chest heaving for breath and her body covered in huge darkening bruises shot through with bright red welts and cuts.
“The first round will be the single tails. It’ll last for ten minutes or until one of you goes down. The second will be the crops, again for ten minutes or until one goes down. The paddles are the final ones and there is no time limit. It goes on until one of you doesn’t get up. In the two earlier rounds there will be no knockouts, you’ll be revived and the round will continue. Understand?”
Jan nodded but Helen knew she hadn’t seen how the ring would be constructed. She smiled, the girl was going to need every last bit of toughness to get through at all, let alone win.
She ruffled the girl’s Hair. “Come and see the Chain.”
 
Jan had to admire the sheer ingenuity that had gone into the cruelty of the chain. Her hands would be above her and locked together over a rope so she couldn’t use them until she reached halfway along the chain where two wands hung. As she approached, a proximity switch would unlock her cuffs and allow her to grab her own wand but not her opponent’s. The wand was a useful crop but its real venom came when the tip touched the opponent’s body and unleashed a shock from the dildo inside each girl.
They would have to go at each other whilst riding the chain until one fell off and lost the contest.
She found she could ride the chain only by getting up onto tip toes and immediately she could feel how the edges of the links had been sharpened.
“You’ll have been fucked non-stop for an hour before you get on it,” Ma’am told her as she gritted her teeth and tried it for the first time. “And you won’t get the dildo till the day so I’ve got no idea what it’ll be like – except it’ll be bloody big. So it’s fuck time every night from now on!”
Neither girl was allowed to ride the chain in advance so neither would experience the full cruelty till the day itself.
If she had thought her life at the stable had been a nightmare before, it became ten times worse. She had to ride a wooden pony each morning after Ma’am kept finding queues of men to fuck her every night. When that was over her clit was liberally anointed with whatever hellish concoction would be used on the pad mounted on the chain and she writhed and screamed on the grass every day.
Still burning and stinging unbearably she had to box and wrestle, taking endless punishment as she was thrown around and punched mercilessly. Then every afternoon she was paired with a slave and made to fight with every combination of weapon that chance could throw at her on the day. Each evening she was dragged off and thrown under a shower to recover and she often saw the water run pink. The only slight improvement was the attendance of a doctor. She was a brisk, black haired woman who ran her hands over Jan’s battered body each evening, testing for broken bones and sprains, then opened her and felt about inside her for a while longer than Jan felt was necessary but that was the least of her worries as she knew she was going to get royally fucked in any case.
“You’ll do!” was all the woman ever seemed to say as Jan limped out of her room and back to the hated stall.
 
“Uhhh!” Laura was almost lifted off her hands and knees by the kick to her groin delivered from behind. The spikes in the leather thong dug into her labia mercilessly and her first instinct was to collapse and curl up around the hurt; but she was learning. She would show the Tall Man.
She rolled forwards and sideways, making a further kick miss, and scrambled back up onto her feet then launched an all-out assault on the sparring slave who had been put into the ring with her. She swung her strapped fists wildly, yelling in fury at how badly her crotch hurt. The slave closed her guard, holding her forearms close together in front of her chest to protect her breasts and keeping her feet one behind the other so as not to present Laura with a clear shot at her cunt.
“Hold it! Hold it!” The Tall man’s voice rang out and Laura stopped, turning to where his voice had come from. 
“Aaargh!” She screamed as another scything uppercut took her between the legs from behind and this time she collapsed, rolling in the dirt of the training ground, her hands clasped between her legs and sobbing.
Eventually the pain eased enough for her to stop writhing and to look up. The Tall Man loomed over her and she could see the expression of amused contempt on his face. 
“At this rate I might as well chip you now and throw you into the squad ‘cos you’re going to get creamed! And what were those punches? They looked like ones a girl might throw in a tiff over a handbag in Harrods!”
His words hurt her as badly as the slave’s punches and she scrambled up again, sniffing back tears. 
“Put her up on the grid!” the Tall Man shouted to some handlers who came over and led the slave away. The man looked down at Laura as she stood, dishevelled and filthy before him – she didn’t mind that, it was having failed him that hurt.
“Only girls who don’t know better throw punches round arm. Throw them straight!”
He stood close behind her and her heart soared as she felt his body close to hers. He reached around her and took her arms then moved them piston-like in and out in front of her. “Jab! Left, right! Left right! Go for her tits! Ram her own fists back into them, make her back off and watch for her legs to part and then…..the uppercut!”
“Yes, yes, sir,” she sniffed back her shameful tears, wiped her eyes and raised her fists again.
For the rest of the afternoon they had the slave tied out spread eagled against a kind of wide mesh steel fence panel in a wooden frame seven feet high. 
It was cheaper than buying a punchbag.
Laura was given a set number of jabs and uppercuts to throw within a set time. If she failed she was tied to the wire alongside the slave and whipped.
“Sure the whipping will slow you down,” the Tall Man told her. “But you’ve got to learn to take the pain and walk through it.”
“Yes, sir.” Laura had learned that lesson well but the sharpness of the pain in her groin had taken her by surprise. Well, now she would show him!
She felt no sympathy for the slave who was tied out and helpless to resist or cover up. Pleasing the Man was all that mattered. Laura stood in front of the girl and pistoned her arms in and out as fast as she could, aiming for the breasts, driving the spiked leather back into the soft breastmeat again and again, moving her fists as fast as she could, till her arms ached and one of the handlers called time.
“Not fast enough,” the Tall Man said. “Thirty lashes!”
Whimpering, Laura was pushed face first against the wire, spreading her arms wide apart and gripping the steel wire as her wrists were velcroed tightly in place. To her right the slave was spreadeagled in similar bondage and the two women looked at each other. The one panting from the blows she had taken, the other about to take a beating for not having hit her enough.
Both women were filthy and exhausted, their fingers could reach out and touch in sisterly solidarity but neither did. Instead they remained looking at each other steadily as Laura jerked under the heavy blows of the service whip laid across her shoulders, thirty times. They were on opposite sides. There was nothing they had in common except utter submission to the men with the whips.
And when she was unfastened from the fence and took up her stance in front of the slave again there was no reluctance on Laura’s part to hammer home punches as fast and as hard as she could – the fires burning across her back notwithstanding.
She managed to deliver the required number of blows that time and the slave hung, head down on the fence, some blood weeping from under the corset and down across her delta to where the thong lay, snugly against her cunt.
The Tall Man came to stand beside Laura as she stood, hands on knees, gasping for breath in the wake of her efforts.
“Well done,” he told her. “As a reward you can give her ten uppercuts.”
The Tall Man held the slave’s head up as Laura hit her.
“Watch the pain! Get used to it! Love it! You’re causing your enemy pain! That’s what you have to do to get out of here!”
Laura grinned fiercely as she swung her fist up with all her strength and watched the slave’s features distort in agony each time as she screamed. She broke into tears after six and Laura felt the last four blows were as rewarding as seeing an opposing barrister lose in court.
He led her back to her cell himself, something that rarely happened and he didn’t just shove her in when her leash was detached, he followed her in and sat her down on her narrow cot. Then she watched in amazement as his hands went to his trouser zip and opened it.
He drew out a cock that was hard and long. It was a cock she had never seen yet and she had made it hard. Her heart thundered and she licked her lips, wondering if he was going to take her. To the best of her knowledge, his was about the only cock in England that hadn’t fucked her somewhere or other over the previous weeks.
And his was the one cock she had wanted.
It reared above her, thick, hard and demanding. Laura looked up at him, not daring to make the move she so desperately wanted to.
“Carry on working that hard and being that cruel and you can have this cock and any others you want for the rest of your life. You can kiss it now.”
Hardly daring to believe what she had heard, Laura moved forwards and held the divinely hard shaft gently between the fingers of one hand as her face came close to the polished helm, the slit just beginning to ooze a little fluid. In contrast to everything she had become accustomed to he smelled clean and fresh. She inhaled his scent and the sight of him; the man who had come to dominate her every waking moment and some of her sleeping ones too.
She opened her mouth and gently let her lips encompass him, her tongue tasting the clean, manly taste of him as he slid into her, filling her mouth, flattening her tongue down at the last. Then very slowly and respectfully she lowered her head and took him in more deeply, her lips loving the soft skin over the iron hardness. So many men had simply rammed themselves to ejaculation in her mouth recently that the few seconds she held him in her mouth and caressed him felt like an eternity but suddenly his hands were in her hair and she was jerked back off him. But he held her head so she was looking up at him.
“Win and you can have it. Lose and it’ll be just one among hundreds you’ll suck, you won’t care whose they are, you’ll just be desperate to obey and maybe be allowed to cum.” He tapped the side of her head with his free hand. “Your mind won’t be your own anymore.”
He left her but outside in the corridor there was a slave waiting and while Laura watched he went into her mouth and ejaculated there.
“Win,” was all he said before he left her.









Chapter Eleven

 
Two weeks before their contest, both girls were given three days off. The stable was in competition with another one from the north of the country. Jan picked it up from listening to Jez and Mel. It meant that for three blessed days she was left to sleep in her stall and not fucked, beaten or tortured at all.
When Ma’am did return she was in high good humour because the Hearts of Gold team had won. She came into Jan’s stall dressed in a formal skirt suit that was superbly tailored and clung to her figure in ways that made Jan almost salivate. She came close and pointed down; Jan needed no further bidding and dutifully licked the scarlet leather of the four inch-heeled, madly expensive shoes. The woman had obviously chosen to walk close to the horses before making Jan lick them and she was treated to the full degradation that she now recognised as her true place before this goddess.
 
For Laura the rest only served to emphasise the horrors of training once it began again. The Tall Man drove her mercilessly and she crawled back to her cell each night, filthy and exhausted only to face a nightly gangbang from men who came from she knew not where, but who – under the Tall Man’s control – helped themselves to her cunt and arse until both burned appallingly and she slept on sheets crusted in sperm as the stuff oozed out of her.
 
Four days before the next Games which would feature Laura and Jan, Helen and Brad convened again in his office. She knew he was expecting her and wasn’t concerned that Iris wasn’t at her desk. She went straight in and as she thought, Iris was doing more than taking a letter.
Brad was standing behind the woman’s back with a tumbler of scotch in one hand and a whip in the other. She was stripped to her skirt and shoes and Brad was clearly inflicting a leisurely beating to back and breasts.
“You don’t mind?” he asked Helen as she helped herself to a drink from the cabinet that stood beside the window overlooking the training ground.
“No, carry on! I’ve just been driving the ponies and my arm’s tired otherwise I’d join you.”
Brother and sister exchanged smiles as Iris shifted her stance and looked relieved. They both knew she was a man’s woman. Occasionally Helen would join in one of the office sessions and they both knew Iris hated it, but Brad insisted it was good for her discipline.
Helen settled herself against the window sill as Brad began to whip his secretary again, letting the tip of the single tail wrap her chest so that it bit at the side of the heavy breasts, making them quiver and swing slightly as she registered the bite of the whip.
“Needles tonight,” Brad said, putting his drink and the whip down and coming to stand close behind Iris to cup and maul her breasts, squeezing them together and rolling his thumbs over the nipples. Iris gasped with pleasure and flung her head back.
“How’s the squad looking for the weekend?” Helen asked.
“They’ll do. Pretty well all recovered from the last show. And the Hornets had a big clear out of livestock a few months back and I don’t think they’ve got the new lot up to snuff yet. How are the ponies?”
“Raring to go! I’m hoping for a clean sweep this time.”
There was silence for a moment, broken only by Iris’s groans of pleasure as Brad continued to maul her breasts. At last Helen broke it.
“Ok, let’s get down to it. How’s your girl doing?”
Brad laughed. “Yes, why not. Mitch says she’s come on well. Toughened up, got a bit street wise and is devoted to him now so we hope she’ll go the distance and give the punters good value. Yours?”
Helen made an equivocal gesture with one hand. “Not bad. She can soak up a lot of pain so she shouldn’t embarrass us. She can throw a decent enough punch now, but how she’ll react to what the chain will do to her….” She shrugged.
Brad stepped back and began whipping Iris again. “Just as long as they don’t fall off the bloody thing too soon!” he said, throwing a lash that wrapped Iris’s stomach, making her gasp in shock and twist.
“Well it’s a great idea, let’s hope its first outing doesn’t bugger things up for the future,” she said.
Brad grimaced. It had cost the stable a lot more than originally planned and if it bombed, there would be hell to pay. He let the lash wrap both breasts and Helen applauded as the heavy tits swung.
“Well those bitches won’t be the only ones gambling with high stakes!” he said.
“I’m going to rest mine after tomorrow, just light training. You?” Helen asked.
“I think Mitch wants to keep her going for another two days then rest her.”
“Well it’s been fun! And let’s hope they make us both proud!” Helen said and drained her glass.
“The projected audience figures are awesome!” Brad said as they brushed cheeks and Helen pinched and twisted one of Iris’s nipples, making her yelp.
“We’re going to be famous...one way or another!” she said and her laugh wasn’t entirely humorous.
 
The only change in Jan’s routine that she noticed in the last few days before the Games was that there were slightly fewer men queuing up for her at night and during the days sparring became less brutal and she was whipped far less. Mel and Jez however did spend a lot of time getting the biggest dildos they could find up her and she actually felt quite proud when – after lubricating and screwing the massive things at her entrance she was able to take them in and feel herself stuffed to the cervix. They encouraged her to walk around and keep them in for as long as possible.
Ma’am rolled the sleeves of an immaculate shirt up and worked one of the monsters into her one day, watching her critically as she walked around the stable with it in.
“Ok. There’s nothing more we can do. Tomorrow’s the day, my girl. It’s make or break and winner takes all!”
 
Angie looked up at the posters that seemed to adorn every billboard in London. She had been racked with guilt ever since Laura had disappeared. It was quite obvious that she had been the target and she had hired in protection ever since. Now she stared up at one of the posters and wrestled with whether or not she should watch. Her parents’ company had a box at that arena anyway and she thought that if she hadn’t been able to get Laura out – and she had hired in lawyers to try but to no avail – the least she could do was support her and hope she could fight her way out. The girl she was up against didn’t look anything like as glamorous as Laura did in the photo on the poster so maybe she would go free at the end.
 
Rodney took his hand out of the girl beside him and licked his fingers. Louise had the most pleasant tasting cunt of any girl he had ever had and she was constantly awash in sap. They were sitting in his parents’ lounge watching the Holo and as he watched the trailer for the upcoming games came on.
“This is the unmissable event of the season!” a voice announced over photos of the two girls, Laura and Jan. “Only one girl will go free! The other faces a life of degradation and pain as an arena slave, suffering for your entertainment! See whether the Legal Eagle can overcome the Girl Next Door! This is going to go down to the wire – and down to the blood too!”
Beside Rodney, Louise stirred. She had lifted her skirt to give him access to her and now lowered it to sit forward and take a drink of his parents’ finest port. 
“I used to fuck her,” Rodney said casually, sitting back and running his hand up and down Louise’s back.
“Really?” Louise turned, her blue eyes open in surprise, her blouse open too and her massive tits swinging as she moved.
“Sure,” he added as casually. “She was a decent enough fuck but not much fun when it came to other stuff.”
Louise grinned at him. “Like what you did to me last night?” She looked down at her breasts proudly and stuck her chest out.
“Yeah, she never let me use needles on her – or a whip. She used them on the slaves though!”
Louise turned more towards him and crooked one leg up on the huge sofa, letting her full-cut skirt ride up again. Rodney put a hand on her thigh.
“I like both!” she said breathlessly.
“I noticed!” Rodney said, returning her grin. “You want him now?” He jerked his head towards the boy who stood motionless beside the door. ‘The boy’ was a clear fifteen years older than Rodney.
“Yeah why not. I thought his cock was pretty good last night – but nothing like as good as yours!”
Rodney laughed and stroked her back again. Beneath the silk she carried a network of weals he had left on her the previous night. Louise arched away playfully.
“Am I staying tonight?”
“Yes, you are!” he sat forwards and took a fistful of blonde hair, yanking her head back sharply. “And I’ll whip you again and needle your cunt lips too. Then we’ll have one of the girls.”
She gazed up at him. “Yes! Rodney! Yes,” she breathed.
He clicked his fingers for the boy to approach and arranged Louise so that she was bent over in front of him with her skirt piled up on her back so he had full access to her charming cunt while she sucked the slave to ejaculation.
And while the scene played out and he watched his fingers sink easily into her and emerge shining with discharge, he decided he would watch the Holo at the weekend and Louise could remind him of how much better off he was without Jan.
 
Laura had never before considered just how much went on below the tiered seating of the arenas when Games were in progress. Men herded what seemed like hundreds of naked girls from place to place, sometimes locking them into massive cages, at other times chivvying them into waiting areas while still other men sorted out what equipment they required. Large items like the boarding to go down the centre of the arena for pursuit running, were piled up everywhere and in individual cages the solo fighters prowled, waiting to be let out to wreak havoc against whoever their Masters wanted. And in piles everywhere she looked were whips, paddles, floggers and goads waiting to be shared out among the slaves before they were herded out onto the arena sands to entertain and suffer. She was chained against a wall and left until the Tall Man could spare the time to prepare her for her first ordeal and the tumult around her helped to dispel some of her fear. She clung to the memory of how good it had felt to see that slave’s face register the pain of the blows she was landing. That was what she would have to do to the girl she was to fight.
And she was going to do it. The image of the Tall Man’s cock and how good it had felt in her mouth spurred her on. She wasn’t going to lose her brain and just become a mindless sex machine. And this other girl was all that stood between her and freedom. 
 
Jan was put into a cage only big enough for her to go onto all fours in. It was loaded onto the back of a pick-up truck and a tarpaulin slung over it. Then she was driven to the arena and could hear the sounds of the city all around her as the pick-up lurched and swayed. Then she was unloaded into the dimly lit, controlled pandemonium of a pre-games arena. 
And it seemed she had been forgotten as she knelt and then lay in the cage, watching the feet and legs going by, countless naked female legs and heavily booted men’s hurry past her. 
And steadily growing above her was the noise of the onlookers, muted but menacing. And at last as a crowd of naked female legs came rushing past her with whips cracking and men shouting, there was a shaft of dazzling light and the muted sound of the arena crowd became a deafening roar. 
Jan knew that out in the sunlight, two doors on opposite sides of the arena would have been opened and two squads of girls would have been trotted out to contest the first event. It would probably consist of about twenty girls carrying small shields pitted against each other with whips and would go on until one team or the other was declared the winner by the judges and the verdict announced over the PA. The different stables wore different coloured armbands and the judges’ job was to assess whether the crowd wanted the contest to go on or whether they were getting bored. Then the last slaves standing were counted and points awarded.
The first girls to go down were offered up to the crowd, if it was felt they hadn’t performed well they would get the thumbs down and be put on one of the whipping frames dotted around the perimeter of the arena. If she got the thumbs up she would be spared.
Once a stable began to lose, its slaves suffered more under the whips and the probability of an overall loss increased. 
Jan watched as five of the solo fighters were led out on leashes, they had leather forearm guards and carried heavier shields but fearsome whips. After a while she saw three dragged back in by their ankles, bleeding and semi-conscious. The shields and arm guards were weapons as well.
Ma’am eventually came to see her and let her out, but only to chain her upright against the wall near where her cage had been.
“It’s a full house, my girl,” she told her as she left some food for her. “When I come back it’ll be to take you out for the first event.” She smiled as Jan’s heart thumped suddenly in her chest and ruffled her hair briefly. “I’ve got ponies to tack up for racing,” she said and was gone.
Often the pony races were held at separate venues from the actual arenas but as this was close in to London, where space was at a premium the races were held out on the arena sands. And quite soon afterwards she saw the ponies led past her, looking resplendent in their plumes and corsets, their breasts held in neat little packages on their chests by the brutally spiked straps binding them. Between their powerful thighs, Jan knew their thongs were spiked and double dildos were mounted on the strap as it passed through their groins. They were blinkered and Jan felt a moment’s familiar thrill at seeing how utterly animal they were as they stamped and cavilled before the doors opened and the roar of the crowd greeted them.
She could hear the commentary on the races and the waves of cheers and groans as this or that contest was won or lost over the various distances.
When at last the door to the arena was opened again and the slaves staggered or walked back in or were dragged back, Jan’s pulse began to thunder and her mouth went dry. She heard the commentator announce that she and this other girl were the next part of the entertainment. 
And if she lost, then this would be the rest of her life.
As she stood, her collar chained to the wall behind her she saw men begin to construct something on the opposite side of the broad passageway that led to the arena.
It had obviously been carried in in kit form and all the men had to do was screw the wooden pieces together. The basis of the item was a simple wooden table with shackles mounted at one end. At the other a high frame was being constructed and from the crossbar of the frame hung two chains with cuffs at their ends.
Jan remembered Ma’am saying that she would have to watch the men building the equipment for her torment and she had a horrible feeling that that was what she was watching.
 
Laura watched as the final screw anchored the crossbar in place between the two uprights. She was beginning to get an uncomfortable feeling that she knew what this was intended for. 
Her fears were increased when a long coffle of naked men were shepherded in, their chains rattling as they shuffled along, occasionally encouraged by a goad.
The Tall Man, looking a bit more careworn than usual, came to stand beside her.
“They’ll put it on castors,” he told her. “So you can push it out.”
That told Laura all she needed to know. What she was watching being constructed was the table on which she would lie while she was fucked and buggered for an hour before the first event even took place. The Tall Man fingered the coiled whip at his belt. “I’ll use this if you’re too slow. They’ll like that.”
She knew he was referring to the crowd. It was typical of the arenas’ cruelty that a girl condemned to suffer for entertainment’s sake would be flogged as she struggled to push the frame on which she would be tied down on and fucked for a solid hour non-stop.
“But don’t worry,” he said with a mocking grin. “The other bitch will get the same.”
 
“Give them a big welcome folks! This is the one you’ve been waiting for. This is ‘Winner Tales All!’ The loser won’t just get a few tickles with a whip at the post for your entertainment! No! She’s going to get a lifetime of servitude and pain. Not that she’ll mind much because she won’t have much of a mind at all!”
 
Angie winced as the crowd roared with laughter. She was with her parents who had both thoroughly enjoyed the day’s sport in their box with a superb view of the arena sands but which also had its own monitor screen so they missed nothing. The home team was doing well but all Angie had eyes for were the two big doors on opposite sides of the arena from which The Legal Eagle (how Angie hated that name!) and The Girl Next Door (how she hated that girl!) would emerge. As always she had found the nakedness and the pain and suffering reasonably arousing but only as a kind of faint echo of the pleasure she had taken in Laura’s brutal treatment. It had been so long, but she hadn’t dared to try and find an alternative.
Laura would come back to her; even tougher, furiously angry and intent of wreaking the most devastating revenge on her. And she needed that suffering more than anything she had ever needed before because only by undergoing it could she be forgiven.
A pre-recorded blare of trumpets sounded and the two doors opened onto the arena. The crowd erupted as the drones came in for close-ups on the two naked girls as they emerged into the evening sun.
Angie put her hands over her mouth to stop her scream of outrage.
Her goddess was naked of course – nothing new in that – but Angie could never have imagined her so degraded. Her beautiful red hair was dull and untidy and she was being made to push some kind of contraption out into the arena while beside her a man strolled, waving at the crowd and occasionally flicking his whip at her back as she strained.
How was she ever going to make any kind of recompense to her Mistress after this humiliation?
Beside her, her father took a glass of beer from the slavegirl they had brought with them.
“Fucked for an hour non-stop? Ha! Time was I could’ve done that on my own!” He laughed and squeezed his wife’s breast affectionately.
She blushed and laughed but made no move to stop him. Angie knew she was proud of her hormonally enhanced breasts. 
“And that still wouldn’t have been enough for you!” he added to more laughter.
Angie gritted her teeth. She shouldn’t have come here. Her beloved Mistress was going to be defiled for a full hour right in front of her.
 
Sir Michael Roberts sat back and gazed at the life-sized Holo image of Laura pushing the rape frame out into the arena; the whip flickering across her back.
He took a swig of whiskey and smiled.
“Beat the bitch harder man!” he said as his companion, the woman whose bed he was allowed to share settled beside him on the boardroom sofa. She was a professional whose services he had engaged after Laura had been taken and who he found much more to his tastes.
She chuckled and leaned close to whisper in his ear.
“It’ll excite you to see her thrashed?”
“Oh, yes!” he replied with a grin.
She laughed softly again. “Well Mistress knows what to do with an over-excited little puppy, doesn’t she?”
Sir Michael laughed in his turn. 
“I know quite well she does.” He put a hand on her thigh and stroked it absent-mindedly as the holo switched to Jan, grimly pushing her table out as Helen Wellman strolled beside her, waving with one hand and flicking a crop across her buttocks with the other from time to time.
Beside Sir Michael his Mistress stiffened slightly and looked down at his impertinent hand.
“And she also knows how to deal with bad little boys who don’t know their place.”
Sir Michael took another drink and smiled happily.
“You have no idea how I’m counting on it!”
She laughed again and settled down to watch the show. She had a kennel at the end of her garden and that was where he was going to be spending the night…...after she had finished with him.
“Enjoy yourself while you can,” she whispered to him.
 
The tables were set up a few paces apart from each other and the girls were stretched out on them and their wrists shackled and their legs, raised, spread wide and ankles cuffed to the crossbars. 
The commentator walked around as preparations were made and talked to the crowd as he taunted the girls, playing with their beasts, tweaking their nipples and commenting on how much bigger Laura’s were than Jan’s. 
She told him to fuck off and took two heavy cuts from the crop across her belly from Helen. 
The crowd loved it. And when they were fully mounted the drones hovered close to the cunts and anuses as the girls’ pelvises were hauled up slightly to allow both passages to be entered. The commentator stood close beside them and inserted his fingers into them one after the other and sampled their taste.
“Mmm! Typical redhead,” he said as he licked his fingers after putting them into Laura. “Strong taste, but not unpleasant.”
Laura raised her head, blinking back tears of terror and humiliation but the Tall Man was there with the whip and she subsided.
There was further applause when the men were led in, naked, their ankles chained together about a yard apart from each other., their hands cuffed behind them. They shuffled out and the crowd hooted and jeered at the convicts then cheered as some of the arena slaves were led out and as the lines of men stood beside the tables they knelt in front of them. 
“Each of these girls,” the commentator announced, standing behind the kneeling rows, “was promised a goodly amount of cock if they fought well. However they weren’t told that if they allowed any man to come in their mouths they’d be put in solitary for a week after the games!”
The cameras showed close-ups of the looks of dismay on the girls’ faces.
“It’s a hard life being an arena slave!! Isn’t it???” The commentator appealed to the crowd which roared its laughter at the girls’ distress. “And one of these two lovely ladies is going to find out just how hard!”
And with that he withdrew.
The slaves shuffled forwards and began to suck the men’s cocks.
“Let the contest begin!” the commentator shouted, back up in his box.
The two trainers walked behind the girls, belabouring their backs to encourage them to work harder and soon the first priapic men, their hands freed as they approached Jan and Laura, were led to their victims. 
“As an extra encouragement to these pathetic criminals!” the commentator announced as the first men’s  cocks sank in, lovingly followed in close up on all the monitors, “they are being allowed to use their hands while they fuck!”
Both men were now rocking their hips furiously at Jan and Laura and their hands gripped and clawed at their breasts as they frantically sought relief inside them.
“They haven’t had a sniff of a woman in six months and they sleep with their hands chained above their bunks! These guys are rampant! What a treat for our lucky contestants!” the commentator crowed.
The crowd roared its approval of the spectacle as the coffles shuffled forwards, lines of rampant, hard cocks eagerly awaiting release.
The cameras showed close-ups of the first shafts sliding out, glistening with spend and the gaping cunts leaking spunk before they were filled again. And they panned down the long line of hard cocks now waiting their turn.
 
For Jan it was almost a relief when the fucking began. With the setting sun behind them, the men standing between her legs were anonymous, their hands hurt her as they clawed and mauled her tits but inside her, as yet, there was no discomfort. At least it was a distraction. Having to lie there, naked and waiting and having the commentator make disparaging comments about her body, just to make the crowd laugh was even worse than being fucked for their amusement.
 
Laura could see the drones hovering above her face and knew that every grimace and cry she made was being broadcast on the giant monitors and in every holo all over the country, if not the world. But she was so sore now! It had been going on for what seemed like ages. At some point  - with one man having chosen to go into her arse, she had seen the camera right by his shoulder and knew the crowds were seeing  spunk flooding out of her vagina as it was squeezed from behind. And God help her she hadn’t been able to deny the orgasm that had bubbled up unstoppably as he had pulled and twisted her nipples while he buggered her.
She had cried as she heard the crowd cheer.
 
“Noo! Pleeease!! No mo….aaargh!” Jan could couldn’t take one more cock. Excited at being able to play with the girls as well as fuck and bugger them, the men were responding eagerly to the licks and sucks of the slaves and now, the shafting was coming at a furious rate. Both passages burned and stung unbearably, her cries faded to whimpers as she rolled her head on the table, the only movement she could make in protest to what was being done to her.
She no longer heard the crowd. All she knew was that her poor arse couldn’t take any more. She tried to call out to Ma’am but she had no voice left.
 
A klaxon sounded and the crowd sighed in disappointment. There had been bets placed on which girl would pass out soonest but those who had bet on both making it through went hurrying to claim their winnings.
 
The men were herded off reluctantly with whips and goads at their backs, the slaves were led off as well and as Jan and Laura were released while the Chain was set up. Ma’am grabbed Jan by the hair and yanked her up into a sitting position.
“Come on! Get up you lazy bitch! There’s work to do!”
The snap in her voice and total lack of any sympathy brought Jan round like a bucket of cold water. She staggered off the table and nearly went sprawling as her legs recovered and she had to hang onto it until the blood flowed back and she was able to stand splay-legged and feel her groin to make sure it was all still there. Her buttocks and every inch of her perineum were sticky and slimy. She winced in pain when her fingers found her anus and between her legs her inner sex flesh and clitoris burned. 
So intent was she on examining herself that she completely forgot about the wretched cameras until she heard the crowd’s laughter and looked up to see herself on one of the giant monitors, standing with her legs wide apart and her hands between her legs. She gasped and pulled herself together as Ma’am hooked a finger into her collar ring and turned her around.
 
Laura had fared no better, collapsing to her knees as soon as she tried to get off the table. Once down on the ground she had fallen forwards and knelt with her hands between her legs, moaning quietly.
The Tall Man kicked her in the ribs. Choking back a sob she tottered up and saw the Chain being set up.
“Don’t be too quick to get the spunk out of you,” he muttered softly. “Use it as lube, it might help.”
He grasped her by one upper arm and led her on shaky legs across to where her end of the chain had been up. And she saw the dildo.
 
Angie was keeping her face turned away from her parents so they couldn’t see her tears. They had loved every second of the past hour and had laughed as Laura’s face had registered fuck after fuck and repeated buggering. She had grimaced at each penetration and at the end had been screaming and sobbing.
But now Angie couldn’t help a gasp of despair as she saw the dildo set up at the end of the chain. It was enormous.
Gleefully the commentator reminded the crowd that it was electrified.
“So it’ll stretch their cunts to tearing point and then shock them in every pore!”
“Oh dear God!” Angie moaned softly as she watched as her mistress straddled the small table the dildo stood on and begin to lower herself onto it, holding herself open. “It should’ve been me!” she whispered.
 
On split screens the monitors showed how each girl’s cunt was stretching wide as they slowly sank down onto the massive shafts.
“You’ll notice that the base of each dildo narrows,” the commentator told his rapt audience. “That’s so that it won’t shield the girls from the sharpened edges of the chain.”
Something like quiet descended as everyone watched the thighs straining as the girls slowly eased themselves down. Another split monitor showed the girls’ faces. The Legal Eagle was biting her lip as she forced herself down, while The Girl Next Door’s mouth was open and her eyes wide as she tried to contain the girth of the thing she was sliding up into herself.
“We have achieved docking!” the commentator laughed as the final few centimetres disappeared inside the girls and the two trainers held their hands up to signify full penetration. “So onto the chain and let’s get started!!”
Jan could hardly believe her hard-pressed body had managed to contain the thing but as she straightened her trembling thighs she realised how heavy the thing was. And even as she waddled towards the chain, led by Ma’am’s hand on one arm, she could feel it begin to suction its way down. She put one hand down to hold it in.
“In a minute you’ll come face to face with the girl who can make you a chipped slave to all this,” Ma’am whispered. “Look at her and hate her! Promise yourself you won’t stop till she’s a bloody mess under your feet. She is your way out of this! Never forget that!”
“No, Ma’am” she whispered.
Up on tip toes she just managed to get herself onto the end of the chain, where it was mounted on the supporting shaft and held her hands up to have them cuffed over the rope above her.  As she moved she felt the huge dildo shift inside her and insert itself even deeper and that meant that as she inched forwards onto the chain proper, there was nothing between her inner flesh and the sharpened steel.
It hurt from the very first second. But she was distracted by finding herself face to face with her enemy.
Whilst they had been pushing the tables out across the arena floor and then been tied down on the tables, Jan had only vaguely been aware that there was another girl undergoing what she was.
But now Ma’am’s words came back to her. At the other end of the chain was a redhead, like Jan her arms were stretched up and she stood on tip toe, grimacing as she felt the steel between her sex lips. She was about the same height as Jan but with bigger breasts, just as the commentator had said. She had green eyes which were glaring at Jan with unconcealed hatred. Jan glared back, feeling nothing but hatred for the girl, she’d scratch the bloody tits off her! She would grind her face into the dirt and see Ma’am’s beautiful face, slowly break into a proud smile. 
As the two girls marinated in their hate the commentator had been telling the crowd exactly what the contest would consist of and now his voice rose to a crescendo.
“…….So let’s get the show on the road!” he yelled and a starting pistol sounded to Jan’s left. Immediately she yelped as Ma’am’s crop caught her full across the buttocks. Opposite her she saw the redhead arch her back and cry out as her trainer also encouraged her to start.
Jan shuffled forwards, her toes straining to grip on the sand. 
 
In the corporate hospitality box, Mark was a happy man. The guests were enjoying the new event, even though they had had nearly a whole day of entertaining suffering served up for them. He felt a soft pressure on the back of one arm and looked round to see Iris standing close enough to allow one breast to touch him. He could see by the colour in her cheeks that she was loving every minute. Up on the monitors Laura’s face contorted as she encountered the first obstacle along the Chain.
“How sharp are the edges of the chain?” she asked as Mark raised his glass to an investment banker who had raised his to Mark to signal his enjoyment of the show.
“Just enough to cause them maximum pain without damaging them. It took quite a few attempts before we got it right. “ He laughed. “You should have seen the sick bay! A whole line of beds with slaves all with their legs tied wide open while the docs patched their cunts up.”
Iris moaned softly. The cameras were showing Jan’s cunt as she edging herself over the stiff plastic brush that bent with her but then flicked its bristles up along her groin as she moved. 
Down on the sand below them the guests could see the two figures toiling towards each other, while up on the screens they saw Laura give a final shriek of pain as she cleared the last of the bristles.
“We’ve dosed up the clit pads with just enough jollop to stop them in their tracks. And then the dildos will start heating up.” Mark couldn’t help crowing now that the event was proving such a success. Men and women were standing up at the glass front of the suite yelling their girls on.
“Oh!” Iris let out a soft exclamation of arousal as Mark explained the full subtlety of the preparations. He looked round and smiled in amusement at Iris’s obvious arousal. The already-reddened and abused cunts were on the giant screens as link after sharpened link disappeared between the lips and the screams of effort and pain could be heard even over the roars of the crowd.
Mark looked at how her hands were clenching and unclenching as she watched the girls.
“Want to cum?” he asked. She gave him an imploring look and nodded.
“Go on then and take an extra fifty lashes tonight,” he told her.
She let out a sigh of relief. “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir!” she breathed as she turned and hurried out to the ladies. One or two more followed and Mark laughed in delight.
Below, the screams became louder as the clit pads soaked in chilli oil were encountered.
As he had predicted both girls came to a halt as their clits burned horribly and neither one could bring herself to push on towards the wands which hung tantalisingly close, but beyond their reach. 
Suddenly both girls’ faces registered shock and horror as they became aware of what was happening inside them. The crowd loved it and erupted into gales of laughter and then jeers.
“Things are really hotting up down there, folks! They’re going to fry from the inside out if they don’t get a move on and take the full dose of what’s on the pad!”
Realising that they didn’t have any choice, both girls gritted their teeth and pushed forwards, yelling and howling as their cunts burned.
But it was the Legal Eagle who forced herself harder and with a rush of tip toe steps beyond the pad came close enough to the wands for her hands to be released. She grabbed her wand with one hand and with the other tried to wipe some of the oil off her groin.
 
Jan was horrified to see the redhead holding the wand out in front of her, her teeth bared in a snarl of hatred. She lunged forwards just as Jan’s hands came free and she tried to reach for her own wand.
The tip of the redhead’s wand met her midriff and she screamed and doubled over forwards as a hammer blow struck her innards. 
“First blood to the Legal Eagle!” the commentator crowed and Jan heard it just as the wand touched her back and shocked her upright, blinking and shaking. She swayed back just in time to avoid another swipe from the hateful thing and then, while the redheaded bitch was off balance she was able to grab her own. She immediately realised it was like a riding crop, it had a whippy, braided shaft but where the keeper would normally be there was instead a hard bead of what looked like glass. 
Trying to ignore the agony in her cunt, Jan reached forwards, just as her opponent straightened up and she caught her with a downward swipe to her left breast. Her heart leaped with savage joy as the redhead yelped, twisted and bent sideways, shielding her tit.
Jan let fly with the wand, using the shaft like a crop across her ribs and back, but the tip didn’t make contact and although the blows were good ones, the redhead came snarling back up and struck Jan across her left hip. The shock hit her like a hammer again and left her leg twitching and ungovernable for a second. Jan felt herself begin to slide off sideways and in panic grabbed the chain itself. 
It steadied her for a moment but the redhead saw that she had the advantage and let fly with a storm of lashes to Jan’s arms and shoulder, trying to dislodge her grip. 
Blindly Jan held up one hand to try and shield herself and felt it brush the redhead’s body as she moved in closer to finish her off. By pure luck her hand struck the girl’s left breast and with a cry of desperation as the blows continued to land on her but her leg came back under control, Jan’s fingers clawed around the girl’s nipple. She pulled and twisted with all her might.
The yell of outrage was heard around the arena even without the mics.
 
Up in the corporate hospitality box, Brad grinned as the guests roared their appreciation of the cat fight below. Iris came back from the ladies, looking relieved and immediately let out a groan of excitement as the two girls – now face to face fought it out while their cunts rasped and chafed on the steel chain.
Brad nodded over at Mitch who pressed something on a remote.
“We’ve turned off the heating elements in the dildos,” he told Iris. “We don’t want one of them leaping off too early!”
Iris shook her head, her gaze fixed on the naked, degraded girls battling for their lives below them.
 
Now face to face, and slashing at each other with the wands, not caring about shocking each other with the tips, the girls snarled and fought. The redhead’s fingers found Jan’s right breast and nipple. Both of them howled as they tortured each other. The drones came in close to capture the agony and the cuts now beginning to appear on both girls’ ribs and shoulders and hips.
Suddenly the redhead let go of Jan’s nipple and moved her grip with lightning speed up to the back of Jan’s neck, dragging her forwards in a kind of embrace.
Then she reached over and touched Jan with the tip of her wand down towards her coccyx. Jan screamed and reared back, once again her legs twitching helplessly. The redhead leaned in quickly and touched her again and again at her groin.
Jan’s vision went dark as billows of agony overcame her and she passed out.
 
When she came to, she was lying on her back on the sand of the arena floor. Ma’am was standing over her. Jan tried to move and managed to turn over, the dildo inside her, making it almost impossible to sit up.
“You know you pissed yourself?” Ma’am asked, looming above Jan.
“Oh jeez!” she murmured, suddenly aware of wetness between her legs.
“The crowd loved it,” Ma’am went on. And then suddenly she was hunkering down beside her. “It’s probably just as well they like you, seeing as you’re probably going to live out most of your life entertaining them.”
Jan could only shake her head miserably.
Suddenly her hair was grabbed and she was pulled up to her feet. Ma’am’s face was a vicious mask of hatred right in front of her.
“Listen to me you useless piece of shit!” she hissed. “I’m going to take you home and put you in a shower and then you’re going to tell me how you’re going to make that bitch grovel at your feet tomorrow! If you go down two to zip, I’ll see that you’re never chipped! Every day you’ll be caged and humiliated with the other slaves and every day you’ll remember what you once were. Understand?”
Groggily Jan nodded, too weak and miserable to speak.
They flung her bodily into the back of the pick-up and drove her back to her stable. She lay on her back, with the huge dildo still inside her, and watched the clouds and the first stars as they jolted up the road and along the drive to the house. 
Jez and Mel carried her in and threw down under the shower, then turned it on – cold. She shrieked and writhed as the freezing jets hit her.
“Take the fucking dildo out,” Jez told her and you can have some hot.” She propped herself up on one arm and reached down to find the base of the thing inside her with a small ring set in it. She yanked hard and felt it begin to suction its way out of her. Eventually the malevolent thing lay between her legs as she lay back on the tiles and felt herself close up in the wake of the penetration. 
She had so many pains in and around her groin that she couldn’t tell how they had been caused. She had been fucked and buggered and stuffed full, had her inner flesh and lips rasped and been shocked time and again.
And now she had to win tomorrow.









Chapter Twelve

 
“You’ve run out of time. She’s smart and fast and you’ve got to beat the crap out of her today……..somehow.”
Jan had slept deeply and been allowed to sleep later than normal. If nothing else, that told her how serious her position was now. She lay on her back and looked up at Ma’am, towering over her in tight jeans and a shirt.
“It’s all-in. No holds barred and the first to two knock outs. So it’s going to be brutal, if you’re knocked out for the first time you’ll be brought round and the fight will carry on. Understand?”
Jan nodded. It was nothing new but now it had assumed huge importance.
Suddenly Ma’am hunkered down beside her. Jan’s heart leaped as she caught the scent of her perfume. She reached out and as Jan held her breath gently stroked  some of the welts on her chest and stomach.
“Hurt?” she asked.
“A bit, Ma’am,”
“And down there?” Ma’am laid a hand on Jan’s delta and her heart pounded again.
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“Well you’ve got to walk through it. You’ve got to find a way to not mind that it hurts!” Suddenly Ma’am was kneeling beside Jan, bending over her. Her perfume was thrilling and Jan could see her cleavage where the top buttons of her shirt were open. “I want you to look around you at the arena today. Look at the slaves. You’ll be one of them by tomorrow evening, and you won’t have a chip. I’ve seen to that. So you’ll be stuck with sexual automata all round you while you will be able to remember everything. You’ll see me around, but I won’t have time to bother with a useless piece of shit who was too dumb to learn from me. What a waste!”
Jan gazed up at her wide-eyed. She knew the truth of what Ma’am was saying well enough but what was new was the intensity of her manner. She swallowed, hardly daring to believe that Ma’am might actually care about whether she went free or was enslaved.
Ma’am broke the spell and stood up, helping Jan up to her knees by grabbing a fistful of hair. Jan found herself pressed against the woman, her face at groin height, staring up transfixed at the tight swells of the shirt over her breasts. 
“Win, go free. And you can have anything you want!” she said and Jan’s eyes followed the glossed lips as they shaped her words while her senses were filled by the closeness of the woman’s body.
“Win,” she repeated.
“Yes, Ma’am,” was all Jan could think to say. The woman turned and left her.
 
Laura stood in her cell and stretched and groaned as the Tall Man watched her. Everything hurt, everything had stiffened overnight. And she still stung and burned at her cunt and anus.
“It’ll be worse after tonight,” he said. “She’ll fight like hell to save herself so don’t get complacent. But make sure you put her down good and hard. That’ll soften her up for tomorrow and you can finish her off then.”
“Yes, sir,” Laura replied, rolling her head and shoulders to ease them. There was nothing else to say. She had a job to do for him.
 
Jan was allowed out of her crate when they got to the arena and was able to stand, her collar locked to a ring in the wall behind her and watch rather more than she had been able to see before.
The chariots were the main events of the day and Ma’am was busy harnessing the teams of slavegirls. Jan watched her, all cool business, as she handled the semi-naked girl flesh; impersonal and hard. And the slaves were compliant and mute, despite knowing how brutally they would be whipped as they charged round the arena and how they might be injured in the collisions and crashes which were so much a part of the spectacle. 
And Ma’am’s words went round in her head about how she would never see Ma’am as the woman she worshipped ever again. She would just be one of the Masters and Mistresses who decided what she would do for the rest of her life.
But what clearer indication could a naked and debased creature like herself ask for than to be held that close to Ma’am’s body and be told that if she was free she could have everything she desired?
The redhead was going down! Jan felt her guts tighten at the prospect and now she just wanted to get into the cage and destroy the bitch.
But it was a long wearisome day. The teams were led out, then back – sometimes half-carried, cut from the whips. More were harnessed up; Ma’am shouting and calling to the guards as she manhandled the girls to be chained to the shafts of their rigs, with never a glance at those she was sending out to risk injury.
Once or twice there were stretcher cases and Jan could well remember the way the slaves’ bodies would cartwheel in the air when two of the six-slave rigs collided. She had enjoyed the slo-mo replays and never given them a second thought. 
She was not going down that path. Never.
 
Laura felt calm as she was fitted up for the contest at last. She had chafed at her restraints all day. The Tall Man had a job for her and she intended to do it. She had managed fine yesterday, she would do it again today. That girl had nothing she couldn’t cope with.
She winced as the female guard tasked with getting her ready, yanked the spiked corset tight across her back and began to fasten it. Laura settled her breasts inside the wickedly spiked cups with practised ease. Then she spread her legs to allow the woman to feed the spiked thong between them and settle it so that the spikes lined up snugly along her lips and between them, then the straps were fastened over her hips and the hand straps were wound on and velcroed across her knuckles. They weren’t the heavy studded ones the slaves wielded in boxing bouts. Because this was to be an all-in bout, they needed their hands reasonably flexible and free. So they were simple leather straps designed to give punches a lot more bite than with bare knuckles and offer some protection – no one wanted the fight shortened by a girl damaging her fist and being unable to punch – but allow the hands to be able to grip as well.
 
As Jan stepped out onto the arena sands and the crowd’s roar battered at her ears, she was able to focus all her other senses on the cage set up in the centre of the arena. It was a simple rectangular cage about fifteen feet high. Steel bars formed it and chicken wire had been stretched inside the bars on all sides. There were two doors. The redhead was approaching the one on her side as Jan was marched out by Ma’am.
“Remember. Freedom means everything!” she whispered to Jan, holding her by her upper arm and walking very close beside her in a floaty dress she had changed into after the chaos of the chariot races. She was half a head taller than Jan and she was acutely aware that her arm was pressed against the side of the woman’s breast. “If you let her that bitch will take it all! Hate her and destroy her!”
With that she was pushed into the cage and the door slammed behind her.
 
Brad and Helen made their way up to the corporate hospitality suite which was packed once again.  
“How much have you go on yours?” Brad asked her as they closed the door onto the arena behind them and headed for the drink they both felt they deserved. The crowd erupted into cheers.
“I haven’t placed any money,” she said with a smile. “But I’m quietly confident.”
“Well that tells me all I need to know!” Brad laughed.  “Come on, sounds like they’ve started. Let’s hope they put on as good a show as yesterday!”
 
Angie had pleaded a headache but had the Holo on at home while her parents took their box. She sat forwards on her couch, a handkerchief pressed to her mouth as she watched Laura enter the cage. The camera drone was right down inside the cage at head height and Angie saw her sweep the cage with her usual arrogant self-confidence. Her heart swelled. She was going to do it and walk free tonight!
 
Jan sidled in with her guard up. She knew the girl was fast and smart and ruthless.
She feinted with a right and swung with a left that just missed the redhead’s face. 
The commentator had gleefully informed the crowd that all-in meant exactly that. Usually boxing slaves were forbidden head shots, but not tonight.
The redhead jabbed at Jan’s midriff and made contact. The spikes stung her immediately but it was nothing, she ignored it and jabbed hard in immediate response; straight and true. Left and right. She felt her fists sink into the soft breastmeat. The redhead yelped and retreated. Jan followed. Her heart singing now.
 
Rodney left Louise tied to the St Andrew’s cross and concentrated on the Holo for a moment.
“Come on! Don’t let the bitch inside your guard!” he yelled at the redhead. Then he watched in disgust as Jan followed up with heavy blows to the body, backing the redhead up towards the bars and the wire. The drones picked up the solid thumps of the fists landing and the redhead’s yelps of pain.
He had been looking forward to the extra thrill of attending Games which would feature his ex as a gladiator. Last night it had looked a certainty. He snorted in annoyance and went back to work on Louise. She took his hardest lashes for another forty before he stopped again. 
 
Jan felt a jolt of excitement each time she dug her fist into the redhead’s body. She knew well how the spikes would be digging in and she joyfully inflicted that pain on the girl in front of her. But suddenly a wild and lucky swing caught her on the side of the head and dazed her for a moment. The redhead rushed in and caught her around the waist to stop the torrent of blows she was taking and grabbed a fistful of hair, dragging her head back. It was clumsy and desperate but it stopped Jan from punching and she was tripped by a foot behind hers as she backed up. She went down hard and struggled for breath as the spikes were driven into her cruelly by the weight of the girl on top of her.
The redhead took full advantage and managed to get up first to kneel across Jan and punch down hard.
She drive her fists mercilessly into Jan’s breasts and it was her turn to yell in pain.
She flailed at her, trying to land a good punch but upwards it was impossible and then she got a straight to the face and her nose spurted blood.
“Yes! First blood to the redhead! Looks like the Legal Eagle’s going to win again!”
Somehow above the roar of the crowd and the pounding of her own pulse, Jan heard him and was engulfed by fury.
It wasn’t going to be that easy!
Ignoring the pain of the blows to her head now, she reached up and clawed her hands into the redhead’s breasts, squeezing them as hard as she could and driving the spikes in even harder.
She screamed and fell backwards off Jan, who scrambled up and dived onto her., oblivious to any pain now. Pure fury coursing through her veins as they tussled on the ground. Both tried to get arm and leg locks but it was a desperate tangle and eventually they pulled apart.
Jan was up before the redhead and stamped on her back as she struggled to regain her feet. She went down face first and Jan sat on her back, grabbed an arm and twisted it behind her savagely. Then she grabbed her chin from behind and wrenched her head back.
Somehow the girl managed to twist to one side and throw Jan off onto her side. Her grip on the redhead’s arm was loosened and she rolled away. Both girls sprang back to their feet quickly; Jan managing to wipe some blood off her face as she did so. 
Still the fury lit by the smug commentator burned in her and she went in again.
The redhead landed a couple of weak blows as she came on but Jan ignored them and set up a blistering barrage of fast, straight jabs to the girl’s torso and breasts. She tried to cling on close to Jan to stop her but she managed to back off enough to keep away and keep jabbing. Jan could see her opponent was tiring, her mouth was open and she was gasping for breath. Picking her time she feinted one more jab to the injured breasts and as the girl’s head came down reflexively she landed a right hook across her face.
She went down like a sack of potatoes and was immediately inert.
“Well what d’you know! We got ourselves a real fight here! First knockout to the Girl Next Door!!” The commentator yelled.
Jan was beside herself with a savage joy now and ran to the bars to grip them and yell defiance at the crowd and at the maddening drones.
 
Sir Michael Roberts sat forwards gingerly on the boardroom sofa. His balls were still aching from the wonderful kicking Mistress had administered the previous night. 
“That’s my girl!” he said to the Holo of Jan’s screaming face. “Make the bitch bleed now. You’ve got her!”
 
Mitch had come in from his side’s door and as the crowd cheered he turned a hose pipe on Laura. She blinked her way back to consciousness as the freezing jets drilled into her skin. She was dizzy and felt sick but knew where she was and what had happened. 
“You got one minute to come round and then she’s going to come in for the kill,” he told her softly as he bent down. “Try to keep her off while you recover, pick your shots, don’t waste energy.  Try to put her down. It’s your only hope now.”
Laura grabbed the hose and ran it over her face, the cold reviving her and helping her to spit out the blood from her mouth.
 
Helen made no move to go and talk to her girl. She could see the battle fury on her and now she had a taste of victory, there would be little stopping her from evening the contest up.
She was standing over the redhead now and being held back by Mitch as the clock counted down. As the minute was called by the crowd, he had to step out of the cage. Laura had only just regained her feet and Jan was merciless.
She walked through any feeble pawings the redhead made and punched freely and hard. Blood was beginning to seep out from under the corset.
“Come on you cow!” she screamed, dancing and weaving in front of the staggering girl. “Put up a fight why don’t you?”
She dug a spitefully hard punch into the girl’s midriff and she went down again but Jan followed her. She grabbed a handful of the blood and sand-matted hair and slammed her face down onto the sand, then dragged it back up and did it again.  The second time the girl managed to get her hands down to protect herself but Jan didn’t mind. She went behind the girl and waved to the crowd. The bloodthirsty ranks that she had always been happy to be a part of and now she was again. Only this time she was dishing out the pain and not just watching.
She encouraged them to cheer her on as she mimed what she was going to do next to the nearly inert girl before her. 
 
Brad had stayed up in the hospitality suite when Helen had gone back down and was contemplating his lost bet, but the other directors were thrilled.
“Well done, Brad!” the CEO was saying. “It’s a terrific show! And look how the silly bitch down there is loving it! She might even volunteer for us!”
Brad had to smile. The silly girl might at that! Turkeys who couldn’t wait for Christmas! But he was hugely relieved at how well the show had gone and now he was daring to hope he might get a promotion in the group. Maybe even head up one of their other stables.
 
Slowly the redhead was trying to stand up. She looked drunk and had to spread her legs wide to stay upright. From behind her Jan was winding up a killer uppercut. She was pantomiming it, whirling her fist round and round and then as the cheers rose to a crescendo she stepped forwards and slammed her fist up between the girl’s legs. She shrieked and went straight down again, writhing like a gaffed fish on the sand, hands clutching her abused genitals between clenched thighs.
From outside the ring, Mitch glanced up at the hospitality suite and saw Brad watching. He held up a towel he had mopped some of Laura’s blood up with. He could make out Brad giving him the thumbs up.
He lobbed the towel over the top of the bars.
“The Legal Eagle’s Team has thrown in the towel folks! So I’m afraid there’s no more action tonight!” The commentator’s voice boomed out over the cries of disappointment and some boos. “But let’s give the girl twenty-four hours to recuperate shall we? And then she’ll give us some good fun again. No point in damaging her too much just yet….”
 
Jan groaned as the spiked corset was gently eased off her. She had taken some punches early on and her front was speckled with spots of blood from the punctures.
“Nothing compared to what the other one’s got!” Ma’am said approvingly.  “You did a good job of softening her up for tomorrow. You’ve got a real advantage now.”
Jan was standing in her stall, hands on head and legs spread in her ‘examination’ pose. The doctor had taken a quick look at her and decided she was fine, then Ma’am had come and shooed the men away. Now there were just the two women and Jan was dazed at the approving tone and personal attention she was getting.
“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am,” she said, staring straight ahead and trying to avoid looking directly at her. Ma’am seemed amused.
“You did well, my girl….and you can look at me!”
Jan did as she was told. It was very rare, she realised, that she had been on her feet in front of Ma’am before. And now she looked at her. God! She was beautiful! Her dark hair perfectly coiffed into waves that cascaded onto her shoulders. Her large, deep brown, almost black, eyes that shone in the dim light of the stall. Her lips, full and glossed that parted over even white teeth when she smiled. And she smiled now.
Jan’s knees trembled with excitement. She had dreamed of this moment; approval, maybe even a little affection from this Goddess.
“I think a little prize is in order,” she whispered and Jan’s throat went dry. Would she be allowed to kneel before her and would her hands slowly undo her…..but no!
Jan watched spellbound as Ma’am’s hands went to the buttons of her shirt and began to undo them. Slowly a lacy ,black, half cup bra came into view, containing the creamy, smooth flesh of the woman’s breasts. Jan licked her lips and fought to stop her knees from giving way.
Ma’am untucked her shirt and shrugged it off then reached behind her and unfastened the bra, then slipped it forwards off her arms before presenting herself to Jan, stripped to the waist. Jan devoured the sight before her, the breasts were heavy, full and deep. As she had suspected they would, unfettered they swelled out to the sides, the nipples were prominent and the lower swells of the breasts were full beneath them. The areola were wide and tawny shaded and almost entirely smooth.
She reached out to Jan and took her behind her head, drawing her towards her. 
“You can use your hands,” she whispered.
Jan hesitated even as she was drawn towards the breasts she had fantasised about so many times. She was filthy, blood spattered, scratched, sand clung to her where she had sweated out on the arena floor. This woman was spotless, her skin flawless and pale. She couldn’t defile it with her dirty fingers.
“Get a move on! I haven’t got all night!” Ma’am snapped and Jan relaxed. She was being ordered to. 
Jan put her hands on the woman’s sides and bent her head to lick and suck gently at the nipples, groaning with pleasure as she felt the rubbery nubs enter her mouth and her tongue swirled around them. She squeezed and caressed the smooth curves of the breasts as she suckled. She opened her eyes to see her dirt encrusted fingers sinking into the smooth, clean breasts. It was right that she should be so degraded, so filthy, she could never be so divine as this woman. She should always come before her as a debased and dirty slave; the lowest of the low and only be allowed to approach when she had pleased her, her Mistress. Her Goddess.
Suddenly there was a hand in her hair and her head was dragged back. 
“Enough for now. After tomorrow...well we’ll see. Go and wait to be shackled.”
Jan sighed in delight as she relived the reality of Ma’am’s divine breasts and nipples. She went obediently and sat against the back wall while Ma’am dressed again then came and shackled her wrists.
“The men will come and clean you up in a minute. Then sleep. You’ve got a job to finish tomorrow.” Her voice was back to being the clipped and imperious one Jan was used to and she settled happily to wait as she watched Ma’am’s retreating figure, the way the tight trousers clung to her buttocks as they shifted with her movements. Maybe if she did well again tomorrow, she might be allowed to bury her face between them again.
 
Laura lay on her back, her wrists and ankles secured to its corners. She arched and twisted as disinfectant was dabbed onto her myriad cuts. Then she yelled as it was dabbed freely onto her cunt lips, where the spikes had been cruelly driven into them.
“If you lose tomorrow, you’ll get a lot worse than this as a squad girl here!” the Tall Man told her. “But if you can’t put up a better fight than that you might not even be kept here! They might sell you to a brothel somewhere!”
He finished and stood up then left her tied in the dark to contemplate her future until she was freed later and fed, then put to bed again. For once she wouldn’t have minded being fucked. It would have taken her mind off the day. And the next day…
 
“The two trainers will toss a coin to decide who has the first choice of weapons!” The commentator’s voice boomed out once more as he stood beside Helen, Brad and Mitch. Helen was given the coin first and Brad called tails. It was heads.
“Whips!” Helen called.
Brad tossed and Helen called heads. Heads it was and she chose the crops for the second weapon.
“That leaves the spiked paddles for last! And best! Each weapon will be used by both girls for five minutes. If, at the end of three rounds, both are still standing, we go round again and so on until one can’t go on!”
Jan was standing a few feet behind Ma’am and paid little attention to the proceedings. Her attention was fixed on the redhead. She seemed to have recovered well and was occasionally dancing up onto her toes and jogging on the spot. Both girls were entirely naked and Jan could see how pockmarked her flesh was from yesterday’s punishment. But that was surface stuff. It was going to take much more than those to put her down again. 
“Like yesterday, the bout is all-in. The contestants can use anything, elbows, feet but not fists, because they’ll be wearing these!” The commentator held up the sleeves. “That way we’ll have a good, prolonged fight we can all really enjoy!”
Jan thought about kicking her in the groin and wondered if the redhead’s cunt was still sore, she betted it would be, then a feint in that direction might be worth trying.
“Ok! Let’s get started!” The commentator signed off while final preparations were made. Ma’am came over with the leather sleeve and began to tie it on.
“Don’t get complacent!” she whispered. “And don’t tire yourself out too early. You haven’t got a killer weapon like you had yesterday, they want this to go on while you slowly wear each other down by whipping each other. Get it?”
Jan nodded, she got it.
“You’re going to bleed, but you’ve got to ignore it and keep swinging, girl!”
Jan nodded again. Her attention was fixed on where the redhead was having her sleeve fitted. Her trainer was saying much the same thing, Jan thought. But as the girl looked up, Jan could see she was apprehensive. She had lost badly yesterday, and only had today to save herself. She would be tough to beat, but Jan was sure she was frightened.
Jan had the memory of Ma’am’s breasts and the faint promise of more. Freedom meant more of everything, including, perhaps Ma’am. Enslavement meant….nothing.
It really was Winner Take All.
Jan smiled as the last of the laces was done up. She was looking forward to this. She had a future waiting for her.
The ring was built up in a shallow cone shape from the arena floor, The circular fence around it was high and with two gates in it. With her hands imprisoned in front of her, Jan was led towards it. Dimly she heard the roars from the packed-in crowd, but mainly she was aware of Ma’am’s hand on her arm.
“In you go,” she said simply and pushed Jan through the gate, closing it behind her.
A buzzer sounded and Jan knew it had been electrified. She strode up to the ring and met the redhead in the centre. Immediately they began to swing the whips at each other. The sleeves made the blows clumsy and slow but the whips themselves hit hard and stung badly. They stood almost toe to toe and swung backhand and forehand at each other. The lashes wrapped and Jan felt her ribs and shoulders burn and sting as lash after lash landed full on. 
 
Angie had suffered the torments of hell the previous day but had realised that if her adored Mistress was to go down, then she owed it to her to be there in person.  Her parents had sated themselves over the past two days and hadn’t bothered attending the final day. They were at home fucking their own slaves...and a lot more. She had heard laughter and whips landing as she had left home.
Now she sat forwards, her fists clenched as she watched the slow, slogging contest in close up on the box’s monitor. She could see the welts developing on both girls. But as long as they stood face to face, it was their backs and sides that were taking the majority of the punishment. And every welt that disfigured Laura’s body, should have been carved on Angie’s flesh, she knew.
 
“Tim’s up!” The commentator roared and the buzzer sounded.
Jan let her hands fall and gasped for breath. The redhead did the same. The girls glared at each other but neither had anything to say.
Jan felt the whip being prised out of her grasp and straightened up. Ma’am took it and replaced it with the crop. Jan knew it was much lighter and easier to wield. Things would get lively now.
The trainers withdrew and the buzzer sounded. The girls charged each other this time, swinging the crops in wickedly scything paths across thighs and anywhere they could hit. Jan remembered her instructions and tried to keep cool, dodging the other girl’s strikes as best she could. The crop hurt far more than the whip however and Jan could see the joy in the other girl’s eyes as she pulled her hands right back over her right shoulder, aiming to deliver a crippling lash across Jan’s chest. Quickly she stepped in and jabbed an elbow into the exposed breasts, then spun round and brought the crop smacking home across the middle of the other girl’s back as she momentarily lost her balance.
But the redhead was far from done yet, she yelped but moved further away before Jan could take full advantage, stopped, turned and brought her crop upwards. It couldn’t have her full force behind it but it sliced upwards across Jan’s groin as she pursued, her hands raised to deliver her own blow.
It was surprise more than anything that stopped her in her tracks. The redhead shoulder-charged her and knocked her backwards, then followed up with forehand and backhand lashes that had Jan twisting and turning to try and avoid them. Too late she realised that her steps were taking her downhill.  The redhead raised her hands high above her head, aiming to bring the crop down across Jan’s face or breasts. She reeled back to avoid it and hit the fence.
Every muscle in her body spasmed and the inner blow numbed her brain. Before she knew it she was back in the middle of the ring with lashes raining down on her from everywhere. She staggered and tried to use the sleeve to protect herself but if she raised it she took lashes across her thighs and groin. If she tried to lower it or bend forwards, she took them across her back and ribs and hips.
But slowly her head cleared and she managed to stay on her feet, then look at her opponent and target a few blows of her own. Then she was back to trading blow for blow, and finally was able to bend forwards and sideways as the redhead came in for another fusillade. She dug her elbow hard into her stomach and then stepped back to belabour her as she gasped, winded.
She whipped the crop hard down across the girl’s back, cuts started to appear and by the time she had staggered back up and begun to defend herself again, blood was flowing. Jan started to throw the crop hard and deliberately now, weaving it across her opponent’s body, low and high. The forearms tied into the sleeve protected the breasts to some extent but still, Jan began to force the girl back. She stepped out of the ring, her foot slipped a little on the downhill slope and Jan saw the fear in her eyes. She feinted a kick to the groin and the redhead yelled and jumped back, hitting the fence.
She jerked in the air like a puppet all of whose strings had been pulled simultaneously and she screamed as she shot forwards, barely keeping her feet under her.
“Time’s up!” the commentator yelled as the buzzer went and the redhead sank thankfully to her knees. Jan swore. She would have finished it then.
But now there was some reprieve.
Ma’am came to take the crop and replace it with the spiked paddle. 
“Keep calm!” was all she said.
“This is where it gets really juicy people!” the commentator told the crowd as  the two girls settled their grips. “Those spikes are really sharp and really long!”
Jan looked at the redhead, she was bleeding now from cuts that slanted across her ribs and down across her hips. Some of the cuts from the day before had opened up. Sweat was pouring down her and Jan could feel her own welts stinging where her own sweat ran into them. 
They came together cautiously now, Neither one wanting to be the first to be caught by the spikes. Suddenly the redhead feinted to her left, swinging the paddle as if she was going to hit Jan’s right. Jan winced and instinctively twisted to try and shield herself but the redhead brought the paddle back in and caught her across her one thigh.
She yelled in pain.
 
Brad took a glass of champagne from the CEO.
“Half the betting sites on the net crashed this morning!” he said happily. “Viewing figures worldwide are at historic highs. Very well done, Brad.” 
Brad smiled. “Thanks.”
A shriek came from down on the sands and the two men looked up. The first strike with the spiked paddles had been landed.
The Girl Next Door was limping as she backed away. The Legal Eagle was prowling after her, hefting her paddle for another shot.
They watched as she took a big step forwards, raising her sleeved arms high to her right. The Girl Next Door, saw it and slashed her paddle in an upwards arc that that tore across the redhead’s breasts.
There was another shriek and the crowd erupted. Both girls were now bleeding freely and as the cameras panned around the terraces, there was some frenzied action going on up there too.
“Excellent!” the CEO said. “Cheers!”
 
Jan gritted her teeth against the pain in her thigh. She had her now. The redhead was backing off, sobbing with pain from her raked tits. Jan screamed and rushed her. She backed off, stumbled back and hit the fence again. Again she convulsed and was propelled back into the ring.
There was no buzzer this time and Jan, smiling calmly, went about her work. She stepped behind the other girl as she tottered unsteadily and hit her full across the buttocks. She felt the spikes dig into the soft flesh and saw the blood appear as she wrenched the paddle back. The girl screamed again and her back arched, but somehow she managed to twist around and took Jan by surprise with another swipe across her delta. 
It was Jan’s turn to shriek and almost double over. She took two agonising hits to her back before she was upright again.
 
“Get her down you stupid bitch!!!” Rodney yelled at the Holo. He was standing in front of the figures miming strikes and hits. Screaming for the redhead on whom he had bet a month’s allowance.
Louise watched him fondly, he did like to see a girl bleeding! They had had to take to flogging slaves since yesterday afternoon, her own back and breasts were sore and cut in several places. But it was a price well worth paying. And one she did enjoy paying in any case, Rodney was definitely smitten with her and she was going to nail him.
She went to join him, yelling the bloodied life-size figure of the Legal Eagle on.
 
Brad had never seen an arena crowd go so quiet. With both girls shipping heavy blows from the devastating weapons and both with their battered bodies smeared with blood and sand and sweat; far more even than the slaves who finished the melees usually. It seemed as if things had gone up a gear. Those two were really hurting each other and neither one showed any signs of going down.
He made a mental note to suggest that the spiked paddles should always be the finale.
 
Jan wiped her sweat-soaked face on her upper arm. Having each hurt the other badly, they were content to recover and circle each other for a moment. However, Jan was aware that if she didn’t finish it here and now, they would have to go back through the whole thing again and she wasn’t sure she could take the crops and whips again, let alone another bout with these lethal things.
The redhead must have thought the same because they both charged at the same time. Jan knocked the redhead’s arms up as they collided, breasts to breasts, snarling at each other from inches apart. With their weapons pinned above them they shoved at each other bodily, trying to get their opponent to slip backwards towards the fence.
Jan saw it was no good and stepped back with no warning. The redhead lurched forwards and Jan kneed her low down in the stomach, then brought the paddle down on her back.
Once again the scream filled the arena and this time was met by an eruption of cheers. On the huge screens they could see the redhead’s back was badly hurt now.
She reeled away and took another swipe across her stomach. The spikes’ scratches began to ooze blood immediately. 
“NO!!!!” It was a primeval scream of desperation as the redhead looked into the abyss of slavery.
She seemed to shake off the last two blows she had taken and walked towards Jan swinging the paddle back and forth in front of her. Jan had to retreat in the face of the bloodied but still-lethal harridan. She felt the edge of the ring under her back foot and had to stop for fear of the fence.
“Ha!!” The redhead knew she was pinned and came in to finish her off if she could.
She lurched sideways on and took Jan on the ribs. Jan twisted, her foot went from under her and she stumbled. The paddle took her again down across her shoulder. She was down on all fours and suddenly struggling for breath. But the redhead seemed to have found fresh wind. Jan’s other shoulder and back took a heavy blow. She was close now and Jan ignored her weapon for a moment, reached out and clubbed her joined fists together at the redhead’s ankles as she leaned forward. 
The redhead came down onto Jan’s back and there was a scramble as the two tried to separate. Then suddenly they were both on all fours and facing each other. Teeth bared and wrecked and bloody. But still with all to play for. Their chests were heaving for air now. Jan had no idea when the buzzer would sound but she knew she wouldn’t make it through a repeat.
Summoning up the last of her strength she staggered up and found the redhead had made it too. And then a thought struck Jan. She had brought her opponent down by ignoring her weapon. Without a second thought she threw the paddle aside and never heard the gasps of intaken breath around the arena as she did so. Using her joined fists she waded forwards and clubbed the redhead around the face. She was knocked off her feet, her paddle went skittering out of the ring but Jan ignored it. As the girl struggled to get up, she darted behind her and kicked her between the legs. The howl of pain confirmed her earlier suspicion that her cunt was still very tender.
Jan pursued the girl as she tried to squirm away and when she did manage to get her feet under her, Jan was there, waiting. Another two fisted blow floored her again. Jan remembered her wrestling lessons and let herself fall onto the prone girl with her elbow back so it would take the breath from her opponent.
Then she was up quickly and watched the redhead writhe silently. She had won, she knew that but would it count if she didn’t knock her opponent out? She looked around for the first time, trying to see if Ma’am was there but they were alone in the middles of the arena.
Beneath her the redhead had got some breath back into her lungs and was trying to rise. Jan walked behind her and kicked her again. This time she heard the roars of approval and smiled happily. She even lifted her gloved arms in salute and when she turned back she saw the redhead was up on her knees.
She walked over and saw that she probably wasn’t going to get any farther.
It was time to finish it.
She drew back her joined fists and slammed them across the redhead’s face one last time. She went over backwards and didn’t move.
 









Chapter Thirteen

 
“Next time we’ll use leather straps for the last bout. More flexible and quicker for the girls to use,” Helen said.
She and Brad were surrounded by excited guests and sponsors in the hospitality suite.
“We’ll experiment with different whips as well,” Brad put in. “I wasn’t entirely happy with how they were handled. And we’ll make sure the spikes are kept for last. That’s a given now.”
Brad and Helen posed for photograph after photograph and everyone was delighted with how well the whole project had gone. Already wealthy families around the globe were hiring in professionals to protect daughters and wives.
An arena in Ukraine had already announced that it had bought two similar women and was planning a similar event.
 
Jan woke slowly. She was in a bed. And although she hurt in every inch of her body she took a moment to luxuriate in the feel of smooth cool linen against her damaged skin.
The events of the previous night began to come back to her as she carefully stretched and yawned.
She had been rushed from the arena and taken straight to the sick bay where she had been cleaned up and her wounds attended to.
Outside she had heard the crowd still cheering. The nurse had told her it was her opponent being chipped out on the arena sands.
For a moment she felt a pang of sadness but the then the nurse with the briskness born of tending to thousands of damaged girls caught up in the arena world said. “She put up a good fight in the end so I daresay she’ll do quite well and might even be a solo fighter or a pony.” She had smiled at Jan. “So that’s alright then.”
From somewhere the clothes she had been wearing when she was taken had been produced and she had been helped to dress. Then, treated with a respect that left her dazed after so long as a mere plaything to be trained and used, she had been escorted to a limo which had taken her to a swish hotel in central London.
And now here she was.
There was a knock on the door. Jan’s heart thundered. Was it Ma’am come to see her and congratulate her?
She told whoever it was to come in before she realised that she was naked. A woman entered who told her she was from the arena and had been appointed to act as Jan’s agent for as long as she wanted.
“We knew you were going to be quite a celebrity -whichever of you won,” she explained. “So I’m here to help you deal with the media and to advise financially.”
“Do I need it?” Jan asked as she carefully dressed, groaning now and then as her movements stretched various cuts.
“I think you do. Downstairs is jammed with TV stations who want you to appear on them. I’m used to setting the fees you should be asking.”
Jan shrugged. “OK. But I’ve faced worse!”
The woman had a note from ‘your trainer’ which she handed to Jan who opened it with trembling hands.
“You’re free. Make choices now.” That was all and Jan had to make do with that.
For the next month hardly a day went by that Jan wasn’t featured somewhere or other. An unchipped girl who had been in the arenas and come out to tell the tale was a first, and everyone wanted a piece of her. There was prurient interest in her various wounds. Porn channels wanted to pay her huge sums to partake in films but in consultation with her agent she turned them down. She really didn’t need the money.
And as the furore died down and she became less unique as other such events began to be held, Jan was more and more aware of what she did need.
So two months after her release from the arena, Jan stood in front of a door in a block of apartments not far from the arena where she had been held. She had even been there to stand and look at it and wonder where the redhead was but that could come later.
First she had to do this.
She rang the bell and waited until Ma’am answered it. 
The woman looked as cool and perfectly turned out as always, in a pencil skirt and sweater. And she said nothing; just stood in the doorway, arms folded and waited.
Jan took in her beauty again before she felt in her pocket and produced a leather collar, fitted with rings at the sides and the front. A leash was already attached. She held it out.
For a moment Ma’am didn’t move then she reached out and took it, then came closer to Jan, whose pulse was racing almost as fast as it had in the arena. She put the collar around Jan’s neck, sliding it under her hair before buckling it. Then she flicked her fingers towards Jan’s coat.
Restraining the impulse to look round to check they weren’t being overlooked, Jan calmly undid the buttons and let the garment slide to the floor. She was stark naked.
Ma’am gave her the cool, assessing look, up and down that Jan had become so accustomed to.
“Pick it up and come in,” she said at last.
Jan breathed out in relief, retrieved the coat and followed Ma’am into the hall, where she immediately dropped onto all fours.
“Well?” Ma’am asked.
Jan stared at the perfect, deep red court shoes and the sheer-nylon clad ankles and calves. She had rehearsed this over so many days but now it came to it she struggled for words.
“I have chosen, Ma’am,” she whispered.
“Chosen what?”
“Service. In any way, shape or form you allow me to serve, Ma’am.”
For a moment there was silence but then Jan felt her leash being tugged and she crawled after Ma’am and was led into a beautifully appointed kitchen.
“Sit,” she was told.
She knelt back on her heels and put her hands behind her back.
“You have decent enough tits. Your thighs are long and strong now. Your pain thresholds are good – or were – they might need re-establishing now however-”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
“You were not told to speak! I’m talking about you not to you!! Hold up your tits!”
Jan cursed herself and immediately cupped her hands under her breasts – as she had countless times when she had failed in her training.
Ma’am lashed each nipple hard, five times with the leather handle of the leash.
Jan winced at each blow and by the last few was letting out strained grunts to suppress the cries she wanted to make.
“As I thought! By the time you left me you could take twice that! You need to be thrashed every day, girl!”
Jan suppressed the urge to agree with her Mistress. Yes, she needed to be thrashed every day if it was by this woman or at her behest.
Above her eyeline, Jan heard fabric rustling then before her disbelieving eyes she saw a cream coloured lace concoction being slid down the legs in front of her. As she watched, scarcely daring to believe what might be coming, each elegant shoe was lifted and the knickers were discarded.
Jan felt a hand at the back of her head and she let herself be drawn in. Ma’am had leant back against a cupboard and spread her legs. Now Jan saw what she had dreamed of so often; Ma’am’s cunt nestling in the bush of pubic hair that free women all kept proudly at their groins to distinguish them from their shaven slave-sisters. The pressure of Ma’am’s hand drew her towards it and Jan knelt up and at last buried her face in the fragrance and the warmth of her Mistress’s cunt. She tuck her tongue out and lapped carefully and respectfully, finding her way into her cleft and discovering the sizeable nub of the clitoris. The pungent taste of her sap was heady and she adored the hard feel of the clitoris as she tongued it, lapping and rubbing it until at last she heard a sigh of pleasure from above her.
 
“I liked you better when you were a filthy little animal. The look of gratitude on your face when I let you near me was very pleasing.”
It was much later and they were in Mistress’s bedroom.
“Yes, Mistress.” Jan had been given permission to speak and to call her Mistress. She was lying across Mistress’s bed where she had been left after Mistress had sat on her face and whipped her cunt with a wicked, stiff-tailed flogger. The pain had been divine as had the access to Mistress’s cunt and anus.
“I will see to it,” Mistress said.
“Thank you, Mistress.”







Endings

 
Iris phoned through as Brad was tying up the deal to stage a show with a stable in Spain.
“There’s someone to see you, sir,” she said.
“Well who is it?” he asked irritably. Iris usually vetted unannounced visitors and more often than not sent them packing.
“I’m afraid she won’t say but is very insistent that you’ll want to hear what she has to say.”
Brad sat back racking his brains for any women who might want to intrude like this. And in the end curiosity got the better of him and he asked Iris to send her in.
The woman who entered was undeniably attractive with thick, chestnut brown hair and even features with a wide and sensual mouth. Her face rang a bell but Brad couldn’t place her. As she walked across the office he could appreciate the lush contours of her figure. 
He offered her a seat but she refused and stood directly in front of him, clearly very nervous but also obviously determined. Up close he could see that her eyes had dark shadows under them. She had obviously had something on her mind.
“Mister Willman,” she began, her hands fiddling nervously with the expensive clutch bag she held. “I have an unusual proposal for you.”
“Okay,” he said, intrigued. “I’m all ears!”
“My name is Angela Knight and I believe I was the one who should have been kidnapped and sold to you for the recent duel you staged.” 
Immediately Brad knew why she was familiar. But alarm bells rang now. He had to pretend to be completely ignorant of anything apart from buying the redhead in good faith. Fortunately that didn’t seem to be why she was here.
“My very good...friend was driving my car when she was kidnapped. And now she is part of your stable.”
“Mizz Knight,” Brad began. “I’m very sorry to hear this but the stable bought the woman in good faith-”
Angela held up her hand. “I’m not concerned about that. What’s done is done. But the woman concerned was...a very….very….close friend.”
Brad saw the blush begin at the woman’s throat and spread inexorably up her face. The Legal Eagle had been her lover, he realised. So was this woman going to try and buy her back?
“Although I am wealthy I do not think I could persuade you to part with her and in any case she has been chipped now and I believe that is irrevocable.” She stopped.
Brad sat up. “So what exactly is your proposal Mizz Knight?” he urged her on, fascinated now.
She swallowed nervously. “I believe-” her voice broke and she cleared her throat and started again. “I believe you operate a sister system within your stable?”
“Yes, we do,” Brad confirmed.
“I have suffered terribly watching what she went through and is still going through. Knowing it should have been me.” She stopped again for a moment and then rushed on as she got to the point. “Will you let me be her sister if I volunteer to join your stable as a slave?”
Brad’s jaw dropped momentarily, but he pulled himself together quickly. He had heard of women volunteering for the arenas but had never thought one this good looking would walk into his office and do so. She was visibly shaking now and looking down at her intertwining fingers. Well he might as well see if she could follow orders.
“Strip and then stand in the centre of the room, hands on head, legs apart.”
She seemed to have expected this and immediately but with shaky hands she shrugged off her jacket and unbuttoned her blouse. The breasts were impressive and swung heavily as she slipped the bra off her forearms, the nipples and areola were dark red, the nipples surprisingly prominent. He knew what customers liked to do to nipples like those and they would pay well for these ones. She unzipped her skirt and slid it down her legs, then slipped her knickers down, she had come bare-legged, he noted. 
When she stood as he had told her to – with no murmur of protest he walked around her. He let his hand stroke across her buttocks and although there was an initial flinch she held steady, even when he touched her breasts. He kept his eyes on her face but she kept her eyes down and bit her lip but made no move.
He let one finger trail down between her breasts, down across her stomach and comb through her pubic thatch. Then he slipped his hand forwards. She let out a small gasp as she felt his fingers touch her but no more. He parted her lips and felt the hard little nub of the clitoris, then moved on to see if he could enter her easily despite the stress of her situation. To his delight he got one, then two, then three fingers in quite quickly.
She was very definitely valuable property for a brothel but she was more heavily built than the usual arena fodder; shapely and lush but was she too much woman? 
However Helen had said she was looking for more heavily built ponies, he recalled. With ever-harder courses being devised inevitably leading to harder flogging, she needed heavier horses…..
“You know that you’ll be chipped.”
She nodded dumbly.
“There’ll be no way back. No one will be able to rescue you, you’ll sign away your freedom and your will and your mind.”
She nodded again.
“And you will be whipped and sexually tortured by a lot of different people.”
She looked up and for the first time Brad saw a glint in her eyes. “I know, sir. I am well used to the whip and to many other things besides.”
Brad raised his eyebrows. So that was it? Their redhead had been a domme? Well she was shaping up well after the chipping, Mitch was very happy with her and was even beginning to think of her in terms of a solo gladiator.
“I cannot guarantee that she will want you as a sister,” he pointed out.
“I understand, sir. But even if she doesn’t, to share her sufferings is all I can do to make some recompense for the wrong done to her.”
Brad came to a decision but asked Iris in just to confirm it.
She walked around the woman when he explained the situation.
“Well, sir. She is on the heavy side,” Iris put her hands round the woman’s thighs. “But she is solid and a good shape,” she slapped the woman’s buttocks and watched the shock waves run through the flesh. “Not in bad condition and a good wide back for the whip.” She was echoing all Brad’s thoughts – in fact she reminded him of Iris herself. “And wasn’t your sister saying that she needed some heavier stock?”
“Yes, she was. Thank you Iris. Get Sir Michael please and tell him to draw up an agreement.”
He went close to the woman and dragged her head back by a fistful of hair. She gazed up at him through tear-bright eyes, but made no move to escape or protest. She had been disciplined in the past right enough. He helped himself to a handful of soft breastmeat. 
“Your friend was an exception,” he said. “Chipping her right after her defeat was for the crowd’s benefit. Normally we break girls in before we chip them. So you’ll experience everything before your will is altered. And our discipline might be a lot harsher than what you’re used to.”
She actually smiled. “I doubt that, sir,” she whispered.
“Well you’ll be put in a holding cell while I have the contract drawn up.”
He left her where she was and went to call Mitch to come and get her. She could stay naked from now on, he thought and had Iris come and take her things away. The woman never moved until she was collared and leashed and Mitch led her out.
The sight of her lush buttocks shifting as she walked out on her leash made him hard. So he had Iris come back in to kneel and suck his cock while he rang Helen.
 

***

 
The mud squelched between Jan’s fingers as she crawled in the stuff. She had been a pig for three days now, sleeping with her fellow pigs in the straw of the sty. Crawling around and waiting to be let out by their owners.
But now it was feeding time. Jan’s owner was feeding them today and she let one portion of food at a time slip down a chute and into the trough they fed from.
To begin with they had had to fight to get the first portion which was often the biggest. They had rolled in the filth, biting and scratching while their owners had leant on the fence and laughed and encouraged them. Jan had won easily enough and was Queen Pig now. 
As she buried her face in the glutinous mess of oats and carrots she heard her owner talking to a friend. 
“Suzie’s brought her pet and he’s going to be put in with them tonight,” the friend said.
“Good, having a boar in with them will keep them quiet. He can mount mine first and then have the others overnight. It’ll be fun to watch before supper,” her owner replied.
Jan’s heart swelled with gratitude. Her Mistress was going to watch and enjoy seeing her, on all fours in the filth being fucked by a male slave. If he was good, then she might fight the others overnight for the privilege of being taken by him again. She was going to enjoy this and her Mistress was as well.
Sometimes she was kept here, at Mistress’s friend’s farm as a horse and was kept in the stable. But her favourite was when she was allowed to be a dog and could sleep on the floor at the foot of Mistress’s bed. Listening to Mistress having sex with real people in bed, really drove her status home to her. She loved how completely Mistress ignored at such times, exercising the right to treat her as a dumb animal. 
And when they were back at the apartment, where she couldn’t be such an animal, she was treated as a human, but a sub-human, beaten constantly and used purely for her Mistress’s pleasure and the pleasure of her friends. 
Jan licked her lips and felt full so she backed away from the trough, kicking out at any other piggy who got too close. She headed happily for the straw inside the sty. 
 

THE END
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