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SILVANA’S QUEST




1. The Selection
Silvana smoothed back her locks of golden hair but let them lie loose as she was no longer working in the silk sheds but confined to the family hovel, for reasons that began to disturb her. She knelt to kindle the twigs on the hearth and prepare her foster parents’ frugal meal that had to be ready when they returned from forced labour. She felt she was condemned to family chores that were far from entertaining. Born into slavery in Lower Saronis, she found she missed the relative freedom of being with her colleagues and even the silk worms and mulberry bushes up in the hills. Life in the hovel distressed her.

The only events that broke the monotony were the regular thrashings she received on her guardians’ homecoming each evening. There was no reason for the lashes and, strangely, she looked forward to being bent over the chair-back with her shift thrown over her head; the beatings were merely to assuage the dispirited couple’s anguish and incessant toil in the copper mines of Bithynia. In fact, the strap across her bare - and, she had to admit, copious - bottom gave her a thrill that was almost erotic. It always led her to masturbate ferociously once she was abed in her wretched sack. Not that she required a beating to induce her to satisfy her voracious clit and still intact vagina; even when, on occasion, she was spared the leather belt, she would caress the earlier welts and always orgasmed deliciously. And her spasms, although she tried to suppress her muffled cries, were of such force as to shake the hovel’s wattled walls, often disturbing the snoring couple across the fern-strewn floor - an offence, together with the stains in her bunk, that only resulted in further and fiercer punishment. Such was Silvana’s predicament. Meanwhile she waited day after day for whatever was about to come her way.

The poverty-stricken lanes meandering through Lower Saronis, the overpopulated vassal quarter lying below the capital, always grew sombre in the late afternoon while the great palace above remained in joyous sunlight. As the birds regained their nests in what meagre trees remained in the area, the stifling heat of declining day seemed to smother the vermin-infested lodgings with the foul odours of open sewers; bones and offal left out to rot were scavenged by dogs and the occasional prowling jackal. Silvana dreamed of leaving the place.

For her the hours of daylight dragged by in an oppressive silence, the workers’ hovels deserted of all adult inhabitants who sweated from dawn to dusk in the distant mines and quarries. Like everything else, the slave labourers were the property of the palace authorities in the citadel above.

Well over an hour’s trudge was needed to reach Upper Saronis and its august towers. But few of the dispossessed had ever made that trek, special permission being required even to approach the city walls. And that was only accorded on certain feast days, such as the Moon Festival when chosen victims were sacrificed by being put to the whip publicly, to ensure the sacred orb’s rebirth. Otherwise, no indentured labourer dared venture near the mighty walls within which the opulent nobles and dissolute courtiers led a life of luxury and voluptuous splendour, served by a multitude of servants and half-naked slaves.

At daybreak, the men of Lower Saronis, like the girl’s disconsolate guardian, along with the women, including his bitter, sharp-tongued harridan of a wife, were marched off in straggling lines to the mine shafts and silk sheds. The miserable couple had still years of servitude ahead of them before they could hope to be manumitted and freed; even then, prematurely aged, they would have little energy left to profit from the relative freedom granted them by the palace.

Early retirement under the Bithynian dictates could, however, be envisaged in certain specific cases and just such a chance was about to present itself in Silvana’s household.

She had just turned eighteen, the age at which an attractive girl - or by the same token, a handsome youth - could be chosen to serve as a slave chattel up at the palace. However, this was a privilege offered to precious few candidates. It was for this reason that she was among those exempted from slave labour pending the imminent process of inspection of her person by the palace slave masters; thus for several weeks she had been consigned to the hovel, allowed only an occasional outing to bathe in the river, and await the ominous visit of those who would decide on her future.

In the village gossip was rife, Silvana gleaning fragments from elderly washer women at the communal well who gave her strange glances, wondering as to her chances and fate. Sturdy and favoured with a remarkably mature body, she was counted as one of the more attractive virgins still around. True, there were others but few could boast the same qualities: the pale complexion, the fair tresses usually drawn back from the honey-freckled face into the traditional ponytail, her superb thighs, and heavy but well-hung breasts that thrust out almost provocatively under the cotton smock that suited a girl who was still a virgo intacta.

Were she to be selected for the mysterious palace duties, the foster parents held it would be one less mouth the feed, having got rid of a dispensable object. For her part, if chosen, Silvana would leave the hovel without the slightest regret. Anything was better than that and she would be freed from the daily beatings, which however much they excited her, were frankly incompetent. Though the strap did drive her to frig all the more vigorously in her sack, it was the vulgarity and ignominy of being bent over a shoddy chair that riled her. She would have far preferred to be strung up properly by the wrists, stark-naked in all her sensual beauty, and whipped with a passion she could share and enjoy with, say, a winsome flogger who relished a good-looking slave girl. “O, sweet deities of Bithynia,” she would moan, sitting by the fire, “save me from this den of dirt. Let me live. Let me show my body to those who know how to give it pleasure. To men who know how to whip a girl to satisfy their lust and mine…” Her prayers were just not getting through.

Preparing the frugal supper that had to be ready for the vindictive toilers’ return at sundown, she thought back to the whispered exchanges with her colleagues in the work sheds and down at the river where they bathed joyous and naked. The memories returned. How Vreni and Memona, who had long since mounted to the palace, not to be heard of again, had admired the ripe teats on her breasts and the golden swathe of fleece gleaming over her pubis. How they had expressed surprise at her dangling labial flaps bordering her vulva, while theirs were merely neat mounds on either side. And she remembered how they had carped at the need to preserve their maidenhood to qualify for the slave masters’ inspection, while there were scores of females and brazen whores around, equally alluring as Vreni, all of whom would give anything to serve as palace domestics instead of fucking around openly and heedlessly under the palms. But no, they had to guard their virginity and Silvana, like her two friends, remained innocent when it came to a male cock - although Memona had mentioned one evening that there was no harm in sucking a penis or a clitoris. By the holy goddess Locrana, how they had enjoyed those talks!

Stirring the broth, Silvana remembered the rumours of the glorious life of plenty up at the mighty citadel. Even servants, it was said, were clothed in flowing silks and shod with embroidered slippers fashioned by master craftsmen from Constantinople. But no one, least of all Silvana, really knew what palace service entailed. If she were to be selected, would she help to bathe gentlewomen and high-born patricians in ass’s milk, massaging the indolent with sweet-smelling oils? Serve hydromel and sherbet in jewelled goblets amid orchids and agapanthus to dignitaries lounging by cool fountains playing in courtyards ringed with gleaming colonnades of marble and onyx? Without doubt she would be taught to bow low to passing courtiers who would smile and compliment her on her sapphire eyes, darkened with kohl, and on her dimpled cheeks and corn-bright tresses. And, yes, there would be soft melodies played on harps and dulcimers; she would learn how to dance in veils, how to curtsey when serving at table, and kiss ethereal hands and feet loaded with precious gems. Her young presence would be admired as she sashayed gracefully across halls of malachite. Above all they would rid her of that peasant accent that plagued her. She might even be privileged to attend the Bithynian ceremonies organized to hasten the birth of the new moon, and there she would stand behind the robed nobles and their gorgeous womenfolk, who loved and cared for their servants, peering down from the battlements on the sacred rites below without having to mingle with the common horde. Indeed she might well fall in love with some charming page or equerry - for surely all men up there must be gentle and handsome - and she would be adorned for marriage in sequined silks and… O, happiness!

The fire suddenly hissed as the stew of rabbit bones and nettles boiled over. With one hand she removed the pot from the hob, letting the other slide down to her thighs to raise the tattered hem for her to gaze at the swathe of fleece gleaming over the sweet bulge of her pubis. As yearning seized her, the fingers took hold of the drooping sex fronds, the impatient nub emerging dutifully from its sheath and calling for help. And help she gave it, knowing well that, if found out, she would receive a really fierce thrashing that evening. Somehow the exhausted home-comers always smelled out her crimes. Yet, the slithering stalk needed attention and, after all, it had only been used twice, following the strapping of the previous night. Poor thing, it was calling for a helping hand and urgently.

She punished it hard, for sex without some castigation could not for Silvana count as sex. As the thumb and forefinger squelched the little bounder, she felt it grow like a teat on the goat’s udder behind the shack. The sensation sent her other hand to her nipples that were pouting with envy. At the same time she stared from under half-closed lids - they always descended as her orgasm constructed - at the leather belt and buckle hanging on the doornail. The sight of the strap along with the frantic abrasions applied to her clit sent her up and up steadily until she knew she was coming. Her innards flooding, she careered deliriously into oblivion, the loins arching from the floor, the blonde head thumping against the wattled wall. Her flared nostrils caught the pungent odour she knew so well, the mouth agape as if she were drowning in the Saronis brook where Vreni one sweltering evening had for the first time sucked Memona off, leaving Silvana to the devices of her middle finger. Neither of those joys threatened the sacred hymen.

She left the engorged nipples to fend for themselves as her hand felt for the ridged welts on her buttocks. The marks where the edge of the man’s belt had struck and drawn blood had healed but still sent thrills into her womb. The body slumped, resting a moment.

The second climax was even stronger and brought out a shrill scream which had no need to be choked back as at night, for there was only the goat to hear a sweating blonde plundering herself. That, along with the fantasies of the palace on the hill, was all Silvana sought - for the time being. The slippery prong subsided and, satisfied, withdrew like a snail retiring into its shell, the drooling slit being left to leak. The juices trickled down over the perineum - one of Vreni’s terms - to slide into the anal cleft, staining the rear of the one and only garment she possessed. The returning toilers would not fail to espy that dark stigma of guilt and, for once, the thrashing would be justified. She wondered if Vreni was right in saying that some females liked to be whipped across the breasts although she had never had it herself. The girl who had told her had been taken to the palace a year back and apparently, so the gossip went, sold to a noble couple who lived by the sea shore and whipped her nightly before retiring. Of course, no one could confirm Vreni’s stories but they always thrilled Silvana and kept her awake at night as she played with her overlong, drooping labia.

Breathless from the exertions, she could hardly wait for the strap - and probably a further splashing of blood this time. But the lashes would merely stoke her up again, as she now hastily stoked the fire under the pot; they would ready her for further jubilation in the sack, frigging recklessly. But there she would stifle her yells. There was no point in awaking the living dead there across the room, sleeping off the fatigue of beating her. In one way, she would not care if those two never rose again to see the light of day.

Unsteadily, she returned to the potage which, like herself, had gone off the boil. She wished she could poison it. But then, since it was difficult to whip oneself, who would be around to thrash her? Deprived of the hiss and thud of leather, she would just waste away.

The last rays of the sun faded over the great Bithynian fortress, darkening the hovel.

She sat by the window, the only opening, apart from the decrepit doorway, and tried to think. Although she had never set eyes on the Elders or High Priests serving Phranis, the deity of Time and Seasons, and Locrana, the much feared Moon Goddess, she had heard they were responsible for the formal entry of chosen slaves into the confines of the palace. Apparently the holy ones were perched on lofty sabots, as befitted their rank, long cloaks enshrouding their gaunt figures. But it was rather the exalted slave masters and mistresses that fascinated Silvana. One sultry evening as the storm clouds gathered over the northern hills towards Zahra and the sea, she had by chance caught sight of a couple of those awe-inspiring masters entering hovels to select likely slaves. Their rich, henna-brown cloaks, glittering spurs and weird body straps had instilled a terror in her heart she found difficult to allay or forget. It was best, Vreni had warned, not to look at them, for their power and cruelty were great.

She had gathered that such descents into the lower townships were sometimes carried out not by men but by slave mistresses who, if superbly beautiful, could be even more demanding. Such officials carried thick scourges of horsehide hooked to their studded loin belts, some terminating in metal lugs. But so far she had seen only male officers and even more terrifying for an ingenuous virgin had been the sight of their swinging genitals that seemed to be encompassed with spiked thongs. Since local youths did not frequent the river, that occasion had been Silvana’s first vision of a phallus and its flaccid sack of balls cradled beneath. From that moment on, she found men of the same sort featuring in her nightly dreams; the visions crowded round her in her corner as she masturbated and spent. Their eyes appeared to watch her fingers spreading her dangling labia as she stirred the descending sap, and in one fantasy she even imagined she heard one of them, a handsome bearded fellow with a fine, rigid cock, actually speak: “Fine mammary meat this beauty has, colleague, a treat to throttle and whip,” at which another seemed to remark: “Such succulent flesh should take the spikes and nipple tongs admirably. Promising material for the torture precincts, no?” And his veiled partner had nodded in the darkness of the hovel. Then the visions were swept away like wreaths of smoke as she sped into a maelstrom of orgasm. They faded thereafter, however hard she frigged and tugged on her cunt leaves, calling the spectres back to admire her body bathed in moonlight. But then, as Memona said, having put such ideas into her head, fantasies can be perfidious and vaporous at the best of times. Dear Memona, how wicked she could be! Memona, with her hazel eyes and those upturned teats she used to let Silvana suck and bite…

Silvana began to tidy up the room, wondering what her pitiable foster parents would say if they knew her strange desires, and their reaction if ever the palace emissaries were to visit the hut and ponder whether she merited the comfort of the Bithynian heights. Given the privileges at stake - she liked that word - the pair would be only too glad to see her go. Not that they would have any say in the matter.

She thought deeply. If the visit took place and she were rejected after being sized up, why then, she would take her fine arse and flapping cunt lips back to the silk sheds, fully resigned to her disappointment. In fact she would gladly tread the waterwheel, when ordered, under the foremen’s whips. And possibly marry someone like the peachy Pervez in the next lane and fuck him to exhaustion every night. And to hell with the palace and all its fineries.

Suddenly she took off her shift and looked down at her body. True, the breasts were cumbersome but the lymph swung firmly enough, the pectoral muscle from the armpits holding them nicely aloft. As for the areoles and teats, by the holy Locrana, she had seen far worse down by the river; after all, they swelled into erection promptly and, given the size of the mammaries, she could even lift them to her mouth and suck them, something the others were quite unable to do. And more than that, the areoles were smooth as silk, devoid of those atrocious pimples some of the other girls had. Then she spread her knees to admire what nestled there down between the thighs, pulling on the long, pendant labia and again coaxing out of its sheath the stalwart prong Vreni had admired so much. Oh, yes, she was a load of treasures and she was going to make full use of those treasures when the time came.

She peered over at her rump. If it was substantial, the mounds were by no means as ponderous as Memona’s, whose rear seemed there to be whipped, if nothing else.

“I see no reason to lose weight,” the older girl had argued one stifling night down by the stream, prior to her transfer. “I maintain a big arse like mine or to a slightly lesser extent, yours, Silvana, is not just to sit upon. It’s there to take the thongs, if you go for that as I do, and have a riding crop slicing deep into your epidermis” - she knew all the terms - “so that the nerve endings excite you, darling. And they need a little stimulation now and then, after being squashed for hours on that bloody bench in the silk sheds. And my arse takes the whip well when I’m thrashed at home.” So I’m not the only one enjoying leather, the young one realized. “And it keeps you fit. Quite apart from the pleasure and the orgasms.”

Silvana always listened to what Memona or Vreni had to say and they seemed to know where their erotic zones lay. The lips, ears and neck, leave alone the breasts and quim, were one thing, but she agreed about the bottom. It was a pity the two beauties had gone hence, for she would have liked to have learned more. Their departure was a great loss.

Standing by the fire, she then considered those slack, drooping tabs of labial flesh she had been born with and found so attractive, especially when she was sexually excited and they quivered and tended to stick together when her juices ran. She was damned if, like some women, she was going to have them trimmed by that old shaman of a medicine man down the lane. She adored seizing their silky lengths and pulling them apart; it was like splitting a ripe fig off that tree by the well to suck out the red meat within. Anyway when, rather than if, the time came, those lobes would lap round a cock as neatly as Vreni said her mouth did round Pervez’s when she fellated him - another word she taught Silvana — behind the bakery. She did it regularly, she said, claiming his rod was as hard as a pestel. And it was Vreni who boasted she had let Pervez quite often ram into her between the arse cheeks. But then Vreni had always been special and had probably made something of a name for herself at the palace.

All in all, Silvana was content with what the gods of Bithynia had given her. If, again, the palace up there didn’t want her as a lady-in-waiting, there were others, like Pervez, who would take her as she was, with her loose labia, the blonde hair, her good looks and her three holes. It was merely a matter of patience.

The only real problem was when and how she would be deflowered, as the saying had it. For this enforced virginity, keeping intact that tight little membrane just behind her opening, was a misery, as it had been for the two others. It annoyed her. But again, time would tell.

 

What told her more, and very suddenly, was the screech of the hovel door and the litany of oaths and carping. The two toilers, the foster parents, were home.

The complaints came in plenty. Why had she not renewed the branches and straw on the floor? The fire was too stacked up with hard-won wood. The black bread had not been cut - that from the ugly witch. Berated for being an extra and useless maw to feed, the girl turned away to correct her errors, a fatal gesture for it revealed the tell-tale stain low on the back of the smock. Instantly the chair was in place, the leather belt in the man’s grasp.

“So, yer’s been afriggin’ again, filthy slut.” The yell filled the hut. “As if I don’t know ‘ow many times a night don’t satisfy that thing down there. Over yon chair with that carcass and naked it’ll be from now on, bitch. I’ll thrash the skin clean off yer, from neck to butt.”

“And give the trollop an extra dozen, husband,” the scrawny woman counselled. “Make the damn whore bleed like a pig.” The harpy seemed not to object to the nudity imposed nor to the inevitable trickle of blood that was to besmirch her chair.

Silvana never attempted to reply, leave alone argue. Whatever she said would only increase the number of strokes. Remission was not among her guardians’ concepts and she knew she served as an outlet for their despair. But this time fear seized her, seeing the brute wrapping the end of the belt round his gnarled fist, leaving the buckle dangling, the metal catching the glimmer of the fire. The pain was going to be ferocious, clearly too great to turn into pleasure as it did when the tongue slashed her arse. Normally the thing never went higher than the coccyx. The rigid back and sirloin seemed less erotic than the juicy rump. But she stripped, bent over the chair and for dear life gripped the edges of the seat.

The man rolled up his sleeves, gazing at the previous night’s welts traversing the cheeks of the broad behind. This time he decided to open her up, the frigging macaque. And, by all the deities, she would not be able to sit down on it for a week.

The belt hissed through air dense with smoke from the unattended fire to slam into the shoulder blades, the metal buckle striking the lolling breast. For once, the girl jerked back her head to let out a strident cry; this was the opposite of pleasure. The shock paralyzed her. If the usual erotic reaction was to burgeon, it lay far off but, once the thing reached her behind, she hoped she would sail off into that strange sense of bliss that led to her own personal ecstasy. Then, after fewer stokes than she had expected, the buckle hit her hip, the leather scalding the crown of the buttocks. She danced on one foot, screaming, but relieved the slack arse meat was responding not only to the strap but to something deep in her entrails. Ten lashes laid on, the belt rose higher with a hideous curse from the man, only to pause suspended, the man abruptly turning his head…

Without more warning than a kick from a boot, the door had crashed back on its decaying hinges, rocking the hovel’s flimsy foundations. The two men who strode in seemed to crowd the room with their presence, causing the two labourers to freeze, staring blankly at the intruders’ veiled faces.

Glancing backwards through her tears, the girl remembered vaguely the other time she had set eyes on similar figures, when they had hauled off the handsome Andreas to the palace a month or two before. The same age as she, the stark-naked youth, his wrists corded behind the neck, had been hauled forward by a lead attached to a coil of metal links throttling the root of the stiff penis and bag of balls. That had been her first sight of a male erection, the prepuce slicked back from the glans by the grip of the chain, the haired scrotum bulging tight. As he was dragged up the dark lane, she had seen the lash marks criss-crossing the raw flesh; they resembled her own fuschia-hued weals left by her latest daily disciplining. The sight had sent a flurry of excitement coursing through her entrails, the same as when she began to frig herself. She had felt curiously akin to the nude youth and nebulously wondered if he too masturbated and how he performed it. She had never seen what she imagined to be a fist slithering up and down a solid cock and, according to Vreni, a clotted necklace of spunk arching out in spurts. But now she had other problems confronting her, for she too was naked, facing two intruders in a hovel barely lit by the moon. Could they be the same as those who had towed Andreas off that night? And what had they in mind for her?

In the frightening hush, she dared rising a fraction to make out the two men more clearly, and suddenly realized they were the very same as those she had seen taking Andreas away; yes, they were the palace slave masters in person. Despite her seething pain, she felt heartened they had condescended to visit the miserable hut, but broke into a gelid sweat as the older and clearly the senior of the two ran a gloved hand over her blistered bottom and then jerked her upright by the blonde tresses to face him. At the same time, his silken cloak parted to reveal the genitals. The massive phallus glistened but hung dormant, its root lodged in a forest of dark hair that from there extended upward to cover the belly and chest; he resembled nothing she had ever imagined. Frightening and yet fascinating.

“This slag is presumably your ward?” The voice sounded peremptory, barely muffled by the black veil, and used the vernacular as was customary when dealing with vassal trash. As he spoke, he cast his cloak over a shoulder, freeing an arm and grasping one of the magnificent breasts hanging before him. “At least you scoundrels don’t flog her loads of bosom meat,” he remarked archly. The strange expression and the image of having her breasts beaten made Silvana wince. The gloved hand descended down her belly to grasp the cunt, a finger burrowing up into the vagina.

Lowering her eyes, she watched him smile and then saw what she half-expected. The scourge hung sleek and lethal from his belt. Of rawhide, the thongs glinted under a sheen of what Silvana’s intuition told her could only be the sweat of slave bodies visited earlier. A shudder ran through her uterus. But it was the whip’s haft that truly scared her. The leather binding seemed to be ribbed down its length, the pommel resembling Andeas’s hard cock when he was being led away. Trying to check her downpour, she glanced at her foster parents. They had fallen to their knees in servile obeisance, seeming to anticipate what was about to be inflicted on their virginal ward. The filthy shagger was already naked and half-flogged. What more could they want by way of cooperation?

Breaking the silence, the kneeling woman answered the earlier query. “Indeed, noble sires, that’s the wanton bitch you seek. And we be ‘onoured by yer visit to this ‘umble dwelling. Yer graces’ll be wanting to test the chit. She be a right ‘un to toil in yon palace, that we swears by the great Locrana.”

“That remains to be seen,” the older visitor replied who, to Silvana, seemed with his pointed beard to be the most attractive man she had ever seen. “She has to be put to the test before we can decide. We take it of course that she’s still a virgin and apparently she’s accustomed to the whip, which is all to the good.”

The two toothless heads nodded in unison. “Oh, aye, master. We give ‘er plenty ‘cos the wench can’t let ‘er cunt rest.”

“Is that so?” The cloaked ones exchanged glances while the wench goose-fleshed, a wave of fear breaking over her. Realizing she was being vetted for palace duties, she was determined to leave the morbid misery of the hovel and the endless forced labour in the sheds.

To her surprise it was the old woman who again confirmed her state. “The slattern’s still a virgin, masters, and pretty, yer see, as yon evening star. Turned eighteen summers some moons ago, as yer graces know. As to them scars, well, we’ve got to give ‘er the strap to keep ‘er from friggin’ ‘erself insane. But, great Thanon, noble Hephaistos,” - so the shrew knew their names! - “she be a really fine virgin, as yer graces’ll see when yer tup ‘er.”

“She’d better be, hag, or you’ll suffer for it,” the younger one announced candidly. “Any postulant has to be undefiled for us to appraise. Now, don’t just cringe there, chewing the cud. Let’s have some light on the subject so we can get down to work on the bitch.”

Unsure as to what a postulant might be, the ugly crone lit a candle with the tinderbox. “Of course, master. Yer’ll be wantin’ to see for yerselves ‘ow she bleeds. I means inside and out,” she added with a gargoyle’s grin.

As the visitors discarded their cloaks to work naked, apart from their boots, straps and veils, Hephaistos motioned the girl to the table, sweeping off the cracked bowls and trenchers. Both men seemed pleased with the fine body. It had a certain grace, uncommon among peasant stock, and the sort of flesh much sought after up at the palace. The Elders would be particularly satisfied, as the other slaves already selected were run-of-the-mill stuff.

It was the senior of the two who threw the girl belly down over the table. “Rope her down, brother, and make it tight. As this one’s the last on the tally, we might as well give her the full ration. After all, we’ve earned it. Whip that arse cleft hard. The crack’s too pale to show to the Elders, as it is. I’ll deal with these handsome cheeks.”

Taking from his belt several lengths of cord, damp from earlier sessions in neighbouring huts, Hephaistos bound the wrists to the table’s forward legs and, raising the knees and thighs to the summit of the rear uprights, trussed the girl as if she was a sow about to be slaughtered. The men studied the abundance of the rounded rump, the fissure between the splayed bulges, and the anal bud puckering in terror. Silvana knew that not only was her sphincter visible but also the entire oval of the vulva with its drooping lips. At least, she comforted herself, the breasts were out of harm’s way, flattened as they were under her thorax. But the younger slave master knew better than to leave such wealth concealed; he grabbed what he referred to as ‘milking churns’ and wrenched them out by the teats as far as they would reach. The chin was raised and propped on the edge of the table. It was then that she saw the man’s prodigious erection and realized what the position implied. She swallowed hard to clear her throat, moistening her lips in readiness and wishing Vreni or Memona were there, at least in spirit, to advise her…

Suddenly she felt a gloved hand separating her vulva fronds. “Just look at this one’s slot, colleague,” the bearded one exclaimed. “Ever seen a pair of drapes that length? Like a slobbering bloodhound’s snout. And rancid with discharge already.” He gripped the rashers of limp flesh, elongating them for his partner to see. The younger slave master whistled, knowing his senior’s partiality for long, unpruned sex lappets, Thanon contending they enhanced friction on a rod of cock. “Ample scope too for the rings, my lad,” the senior added, “if she qualifies. Our sister Damiana’s going to be ecstatic when she sees this. One can just see her drooling, once she’s got this minx strung up by the ankles, and handing a courtier the torture tongs.” Silvana went numb, hardly daring to breathe. Tongs? And who was Damiana?

She had no time to think further as the man called Hephaistos, a long-thonged scourge in hand, approached her face, pinched her nose to open the mouth, and drove his cock into the gullet. The girl wrenched on the cords as the stout tube of gristle gouged her, almost unhinging the jaws. She retched as if being throttled with a choke collar, an item, since she had been compared with a dog, she feared might well be used on her, if selected. The fantasies of silks, slippers and serving sherbet had long since begun to dissolve.

For the first time in her life and as best she could, she performed the second oldest sexual task known and found it singularly exciting but since she could hardly move her head, exacting. Her initial elation did not last long.

The two whips landed in slow alternation, to allow the pain to build as it did under the domestic strap, the young one’s slamming directly into the blanched cleft between the shuddering buttocks and curling down into the open vulva, flailing the much exalted fronds of slack flesh; the other scourge flayed the lavish, welted arse crosswise. The throat being blocked, she had no chance to moan or, after the first dozen lashes, scream. The beatings rose in intensity, jagged purple flashes of agony blinding her, along with her tears. Her body was being propelled through long labyrinths of white pain her flesh had not only never entered before but never believed existed. After around a score of savage but expert cuts had welted her, she managed to rid her maw of the cock and yelled. The shriek seemed to drive the men to flagellate even harder, Hephaistos seizing the golden locks and, a second later, the shaft was battering her hoarse larynx again. “Up and down it, slut,” she heard vaguely. “Use the tongue on the helm… and along the crease on the underside, you useless whore. That’s it… Now suck faster.” On and on went the whips, lashing what was already a mass of weals, a few, the men saw, beginning to bleed edifyingly. The callow novice’s rump, the floggers declared across the roped carcass, was well up to palace standards.

Silvana did her utmost to suck smoothly. She fellated, clogged up, gulped and fellated again, feeling the new welts swelling into red-hot rods across her rump, sweat gluing her to the table. Something had begun to change in her entrails. The whips had ignited her.

But, as abruptly as it had begun, the flagellation ceased. Thanon spread her own sex juices over the sphincter and screwed his whip haft into the bowels. She felt she was being torn apart. “Let it in, my beauty,” he urged the writhing female. “Relax that clenched hole.” And he watched the tight ring ripple along the handle, the crimson roll of anal muscle following each thrust and drag, like the ring of lips slithering along his colleague’s cock. Leaving the scourge to jerk in the rectum, he remarked that ‘few of the over-sodomized sluts up at the palace grasped a phallus with such trenchant, determined power’.

Only then - at long last, for Silvana had reached her sexual brink - did the erection drill into the fluttering quim. Grasping the pelvis with both hands, Thanon tore the hymen as effortlessly as he had ripped three others that evening. After a twinge of pain, the girl felt the shaft thump her cervix - at least that was what sweet Vreni had called it down at the stream one sultry afternoon - and butt against the whip haft somewhere inside her, beyond what seemed to be a frail membrane separating the entrails. The leather shaft and both cocks pumped the three orifices’ mucus, Thanon’s piston slick with blood from the rent hymen, his colleague’s slushing in the flogged slave’s saliva. The table was about to cede under the nude.

The bearded one’s gloved fingers descended suddenly, veered the clitoris up against his penis to check how the blonde beauty of a slut orgasmed after a flogging - the palace required prompt response, when allowed, after a flagellation or a spell of sex torture.

Silvana did not need to marshal her forces nor skirmish. She exploded. In a galaxy of stars she had never sailed through before, her brain shattered, the fragments becoming stars themselves. Thanon let her rest and then resumed the pumping. The second climax seemed to wreck her as if she had been stabbed, and then a third came, the sweating loins surging upwards before squelching back into the table. The men raised an eyebrow at each other. This was the sort of female they sought. All she needed was ruthless training.

A moment later, Hephaistos’s ferret-eyed cock pulsed, inundating the throat with gism. Swallowing as best she could, Silvana then felt her newly opened vagina awash with spunk. Again her exhausted body slumped, as an arrowed bird falling to earth. She tried to mutter, as she thought she should, something that sounded like thanks, not to the gods but to her masters. The final spasm devastating her, she passed out, the men wiping their phalluses, one in the hair, the other on her thigh. Their eyes met again. The blonde had made the tiresome duty journey down to the dregs of Lower Saronis well worthwhile.

It was Hephaistos who tipped the body off the table and let it lie sprawled on the ferns, the beautiful breasts, virtually unscathed, drooping sideways. Only vaguely she heard the handsome Thanon deliver the verdict, directed at the toothless ones, still on their knees.

“The body passes. As for you, the palace discharges you from labour for a lunar year. Further dispensation will depend on the slave’s progress as whipping flesh and sex meat. Much will depend on her performance in the torture precincts, but I feel she will measure up.”

Before Silvana could react to the concluding words, the Chief Master of Slaves turned to her prostrate form and, to his colleague’s astonishment, actually addressed her, a totally unprecedented privilege. “You have done well for a novice. With a body and resilience like yours, you could go far in our midst. So, serve our courtiers and guests diligently. Should you seek counsel, ask for me and I shall advise you. But your overseer, Slave Mistress Damiana” - so that was what she was, her overseer - “will probably give you all the guidance you need. As well as the whip.”

It was Silvana’s turn to surprise Hephaistos. She raised a smile and spoke, an unheard of license, or rather insolence, on the part of a slave. “Thank you, noble master. I shall serve obediently now that I am…a woman and have had the whip from you.”

The bearded face also smiled. Equally incredible! Never had Hephaistos seen the great man pay the slightest attention to a slave, whether during a selection or when lashing flesh at the palace. Yet there he was, offering advice and compliments and even permitting a common slag to open her spunk-soused maw! A slave only did that to scream or ingest more sperm.

“Now to the palace with the lot, Hephaistos,” the beard ordered. “Chain them well and start out. Night is upon us and the Elders await. See to it the eunuchs use their scourges freely on the coffle. But,” he gestured towards Silvana, already attached by a throat lead to his assistant’s hand, “not on this one. She’s had sufficient for her first evening.”

The nude found herself in the darkened lane outside. After a painful walk, she emerged into the dusty square where the eunuchs’ torches revealed a sight that made her halt. Five other naked bodies stood in coffled order of march and clearly they had been there for some time. There were three females, linked by the neck, and a couple of males - one rather good-looking, she had the energy to note - both chained by the genitals, the throbbing erections flinching as the lead tightened. In the vacillating light of the flambeaux, she observed that all five had been rump whipped, like herself, but not, it seemed, down the cleft.

Outlined against the moonlit sky, Thanon sat astride a richly caparisoned roan stallion. After checking the cohort’s bondage, he cantered off, bidding Hephaistos a good journey.

In its turn, the line started its trek to the ethereal palace. Silvana blessed the auspicious stars and her newfound idol, the Lord Thanon, Master of Slaves, that she was out of that hovel and was spared the eunuchs’ leather scourges - at least for the moment. All would be well once the palace was reached and, if not silk raiments, there would be food and drink and care for the mess the men had made of her buttocks.

 

The patient stars that had no part in all this, glittered above, dispassionate and serene, as, with a mixture of foreboding and excitement, the coffle staggered up the slope, leaving behind the sordid hamlet that was only too delighted to be rid of the two visitors and their prey. The inhabitants could rest in peace - at least until the next descent in search of flesh.




2. The Induction
Under Hephaistos’s vigilant eye, the frightened line of naked bodies mounted laboriously to the crest of the hill beyond the reeking township. The eunuchs plied their whips lavishly, adding to the slaves’ bloated welts, sparing only the blonde bringing up the rear of the coffle - why she was absolved lay beyond the guards’ comprehension, for slaves had to be thrashed and, if the going was hard, thrashed to the blood. Such was the law of rank.

The slightest stumble caused the coffle to halt with a horrific tightening of the chains. Silvana found herself colliding into the huge bulk of a peasant girl called Carmela and both cursed the ineptitude of the two other sluts, Kitana and Britta, still suffering grievously from the selection ordeal. The pair continued to wail, unable to keep up with the progress despite the lashings from the guards. Their stumbling forced the couple of males ahead of them to slow down, the chains, trailing back between their thighs, tightening on their cinched genitals. Contrary to the youth named Nisos, a milksop if ever there was one in Silvana’s view, the well-hung Pervez ahead seemed impervious to the sudden tugs. He even turned occasionally to encourage his colleagues as the cohort continued to climb, thankful at least for the milky suffusion shed by the celestial planet above, now in its first quarter towards plenitude.

Covering the last furlongs in the heat of the night, Silvana recalled Vreni’s talk of the sacrifices to the moon deity at the palace ceremonies, and shuddered. If the male and female selected by the Elders to be whipped publicly happened to be among the newcomers, she just hoped she would not be one of them; the great Wheel of Fortune, she maintained, would continue to turn without her being offered up. She hoped for better things.

On reaching the plain, the going became easier and the moonbeams clearer still, allowing her to observe the bodies ahead of her. Pervez was certainly handsome if Nisos lacked appeal. But that was his problem. Carmela was the typical farming wench, loaded with blubber but not unattractive in a bucolic way. She carried herself well, her prodigious breasts tipped with teats like thumbs, swinging heavily. They were almost twice the volume of Silvana’s own, which were by no means insignificant, matching the wealth of her hindquarters. The peasant had been dealt with thoroughly by the slave masters, weals extending round the rump to reach the front of the fat thighs; on account of their breadth, each cheek had been beaten separately. The tell-tale smirch of blood lining her thighs showed that she too had been relieved of her virtue. Wondering where the girl could possibly fit into palace service - probably in the cowsheds, latrines or sculleries - Silvana drew courage from the stalwart body. Even when the eunuchs laid into her, Carmela barely flinched, the cumbersome dugs slapping together and yawing up into the hirsute armpits. Evidently, like Silvana, she was no stranger to the whip and that, at least, was reassuring.

As to the pair of snivelling chits ahead, they were already a source of trouble. They were clearly demoralized, suffering from the trauma of the selection or what in later times would be termed a nervous breakdown. But who could tell? Maybe, despite their immature breasts and scanty buttocks, they had other qualities. But fortitude was notably not one. Silvana had no desire to be associated with their show of fright and reluctance; it might well jeopardize her chance of securing a pleasant set of duties at the palace. She decided to keep well away from them and from Nisos. It would be each for one’s self from now on.

It was perhaps just as well, at that point in time, she was unable to question Hephaistos escorting them through the hot night, for it would have taken the fight out of her.

At long last the flambeaux flickering on the towers of Saronis became visible. The enormous crenelated walls loomed ominously against the night sky. The slaves’ hearts quickened, rivulets of sweat pouring down the weary bodies caked with dust and grime. Each would have gladly taken as many lashes as necessary from the guards for a sip of water. A hot wind had risen on the plain during the final approach as the coffle was halted to the side of a majestic flight of marble steps. Above stretched the ranks of flowering terraces and hanging gardens veiled in shadow. A myriad stars seemed to shepherd in a flock of sheep for shearing.

The square below was thronged, despite the hour, with townsfolk eager to catch sight of the new arrivals. The leads were slackened off, the wrists still bound to the nape, for each body to be tethered like a beast of burden among the mules and horses, only the guards’ whips keeping the rabble at bay. The ribaldry, gibes and obscenities astonished Silvana. And, alas, Kitana began to weep again, trying to shield her breasts and crotch which, frankly, were not worth the trouble she took. It was more Carmela, Silvana and the two males who interested the populace, for it was rare to see cocks and breasts as ripe as theirs.

A voice rose above the clamour. “Just look at that there bunch of hovel rats! Ever seen anything as filthy?” Other cries filled the area round the foot of the steps. “They need drowning in the river.” The noise increased. “By the holy Locrana, I’ll bet you’ve never sucked a cock like that one’s over there, Messila. Could your maw fit over that?” - “And that blonde slattern with the big tits,” another shouted, “she’s not even had ‘em flogged, even if her butt’s had it proper.” The words became lost in the tumult. “Let’s ‘ave a feel of them saddlebags, whore. They ain’t bin milked yet tonight, eh?”

Hephaistos had the crowd whipped back and addressed his weary nudes. “You’ll now be presented to the High Priest at the head of the steps and you’ll kiss the marble on which he stands. You’ll be inspected and if you pass, you’ll be led in through the Arch of Salutation. Mind you keep those heads of yours down, mouths shut. Make one mistake and I’ll have the skin slashed off your bellies later. And you,” he shook his whip at the two youths, “let’s have those mainmasts of cocks up nice and erect. If there’s a problem, use one of those maws over there,” the four cowering females got a glance, “to give your dicks a quick lick. They’ve all had mine down their gullets already. Get the blonde slag to do it. She fellates quite nicely.”

Strangely, Silvana took the tribute well. It was just unfortunate that Pervez was consistently stiff and needed no assistance. But later, she hoped, he would need a mouth…

After an anxious wait, the prisoners were freed from the ringbolts, as well as from the vulgar japes, to be led up the vast cerulean stairway. Abruptly the hubbub ceased as a majestic figure appeared at the summit. Silvana gasped at the resplendence of the robed dignitary, the apparition scintillating in the resinous blaze of the torches. The six newcomers halted before the figure, gazing nervously at the silver wand of office flashing in the Elder’s hand.

As she knelt, her heart suddenly missed a beat, for there behind the priest stood Thanon, booted and clothed from head to foot in dark velvet. There was no sign of the superb phallus that had taken her - and how many others? - to womanhood. Her innards clenching, she could have sworn his gaze was fixed on her rather than on the others, a vague smile flitting over the elegantly bearded face. Cautiously she smiled back as silence fell over the steps, disturbed only by a hoarse whisper from Britta next to her. “Silvana, help me, I can’t take any more of this. Nor can Kitana. You’ve got to help us. Please, Silvana! We’re not strong like you. We’re not used to the whip…”

Taken aback by the girl’s temerity to murmur such futilities at such a moment, she glared at her. “What can I do, you numskulls, tied up like this? You look like curdled milk, both of you. Just stick out what you’ve got for tits and try not to panic.” Clearly the two wimps were at the end of their tether, Carmela and the others resigned to their fate. Had they been back in the village, Silvana would have given the youngsters a bit of lip; if they wanted to survive, why, they just had to accept things as they were, especially as they were now women and no longer petrified virgins. But evidently they were in no state to combat destiny.

Glancing along the line of her yokemates, she saw Pervez’s erection throbbing, as ordered, and wondered how he kept a cock-stand for so long. At least, he was all there. Maybe, once at peace in the palace, she could get him into some secluded corner or in the gardens. After how Thanon had fucked her, anyone would do, pending a possible re-encounter with her god. To find oneself in love with a god was not just given to anyone.

The Elder spoke. The voice was hollow, plangent.

“You are about to enter the sacrosanct walls of Bithynia’s regal palace, an honour not accorded to many of your sort, being unworthy of such privileges. But you have been selected with painstaking care,” - there, inwardly, Silvana had to agree, recalling the pain rather then the care - “to serve your betters as sex slaves in all the meanings of that term.” If the others had not understood what was being said, Silvana’s courage sank. So that was what Vreni had hinted at that evening at the pool. Sex slaves! Her body tensed as the holy presence went on lugubriously. She felt the creature needed a good fuck to enliven him. “Should you meet our requirements as slave flesh, you will be allowed to enter the shrines and entrusted to your designated overseer, in this case, our sister, Slave Mistress Damiana.” A slim, veiled figure came forward, bowing to the Elder. “She will prepare you for your entry into full service and I counsel you to labour with fortitude and in joy, not merely during your period of induction and training, but thereafter.” A long pause ensued. “I shall now, noble Thanon and Hephaistos, induct formally what you have brought to our august threshold.”

The gleaming wand sought Pervez’s rigid penis and bent it down, Damiana coming forward to slick back the foreskin. Ostensibly satisfied, the priest let the cock spring back against the candidate’s belly. “Indeed, a well-membered fellow, Thanon. He may enter.”

Immediately, two Nubian blacks in netted loincloths seized the cock-chain and hauled the youth into the perfumed darkness beyond the archway. One by one, the others were vetted not only by the High Priest but by the woman who had stepped up a moment before; she studied each female meticulously, hefting the breasts - or, in the case of the two weeping brats, what there was of them - and splaying the sex labia, then the buttocks. Carmela and Silvana qualified without more than a subdued comment on their respective loads of flesh and on the blonde’s dangling cunt fronds. After, however, expressing doubts over the youngsters, the Elder let all four pass. Nisos received hardly a look but also got by.

“The hefty sluts have admirable udders and sex prongs, Thanon, but the other two will require attention if they are to satisfy our more exigent nobles. See to it, gracious Damiana, their salient parts are enlarged before being presented for use.”

The company bowed low as the sacred figure made its way back in a susurrus of silks to the palace through a throng of genuflecting nobles, courtiers, consorts and concubines, leaving Hephaistos to drive his flock through the Arch of Salutation into a dark hall beyond.

Silvana was almost overcome by the fumes of incense and perfume of freshly cut magnolia blossom. Elated by the adjudication, she marvelled at the enormity of the Vestibule of Welcome where not only visitors were greeted but, strangely, all incoming slaves due for induction. As if it were the heartbeat of the palace itself, a dull throb of drums mingled with the strains of lyres, filling the sombre volumes of malachite. A pleasant fountain played above a porphyry basin, lending an atmosphere of tranquil peace to the surroundings. Rectangular in construction, the chamber was dominated by marble columns, long curtains of silk billowing gently in the night breeze wafting in from the plains. Beyond lattice screens stretched a moonlit terrace also ennobled with what seemed to be a circular array of pillars.

Hephaistos advanced his cohort to the opening and halted them. Silvana gasped with stupor when she saw what they were meant to see. Each pilaster under the full moon had chained to it, like a caryatid, a stark-naked body. The array of slaves - for what else could they be? - hung in extravagant postures. Each nude’s wrists were manacled to an iron hook buried high in the blue granite, a broad, ringed strap round the neck wrenching the head aloft. The ankles seemed, in some cases, to be locked behind the column, others splayed out to floor bolts. The onlookers held their breath as they took in the scene, gazing spellbound at the females’ tensioned breasts and the rod-like phalluses of the two males, one of whom Silvana recognized as the shapely Andreas. Only when the fires in the terrace’s iron sconces flared in the gusts of wind coming off the highlands did the flash of the slave rings catch Silvana’s eye. Not only was each pair of nipples, male and female, pierced with a circle of metal but further rings dangled from the shaved genitals. A shudder of fright invaded the awed onlookers.

But something further beset Silvana. A quiver of excitement supplanted her shock as she noticed each body bore marks of what must have been a rigorous and recent flagellation.

“These are some of your senior and more versatile companions,” Hephaistos casually informed them. “They work under the supervision of my colleague, Overseer Saletha, the palace’s highest ranking slave mistress, and her assistants, Karita and Rainer. You can see them over there by the balustrade talking with some of the courtiers.” The newcomers stared dumbfounded. Contrary to those they had glimpsed clothed in sumptuous robes a moment ago on the steps, these courtiers were practically naked, apart from high boots and jewelled girdles. And in their hands they held strange implements. Silvana could recognize a whip when she saw one.

“You, however,” the man went on, “will be trained by Mistress Damiana and her associates, Mila and Yannis, who await you below.” He then reverted to the display of naked bodies. “These slaves, with whom you will live, will later tonight be selected by the courtiers for further use, either in their bedchambers or in the various precincts below that are set aside for whipping, sex and torture. Now, having been inducted, you will proceed to where you will be prepared.”

Both Britta and Kitana dissolved again into tears that merely earned them a taste of the man’s service thongs, without more effect than to increase the wailing.

The so-called Feasting Hall lay beyond a sumptuous, roofless courtyard, lit by burning torches and again cooled by a fountain rising out of a lapis lazuli pond. Recovering from her shock, Silvana would have given anything - except that she possessed nothing other than a sweating body and three orifices - to quench her thirst and rinse the astringent taste of semen, still rife in her throat. But the man would have no dawdling and made it clear with his whip.

Suddenly, to general consternation, Kitana’s mop of ginger hair was seen leaning over the pool’s verge in an attempt to drink. The slave master grabbed the sweat-sodden tresses and hurled the wretch against the wall. Stunned, the pathetic waif flattened under the lash, screaming. Silvana winced at the sheer force of the strokes but found no sympathy in her heart for the victim; again she was endangering the others, the slut. Half-a-dozen stripes sent the thin body to the paving where the flesh lay jerking like a mare ridding itself of flies. It was piteous to behold. The cohort silently cursed the hare-brained slag as her piercing shrieks rose, like linnets fleeing a kestrel, into the night.

“One more show of insubordination from you lot,” the man cried, continuing to thrash the curled-up body, “and I’ll send you all down to Sefket and his dungeon.” Wondering who that might be, Silvana felt a dark thrill run through her, as Kitana was dragged back into line. That was the first time Silvana had actually seen a real whipping.

The vast dining hall beyond shimmered under the glow of a smouldering brazier and a naphtha cresset suspended from the beams. To one side stood a long table of oak surrounded by high-backed thrones, the board laid with golden plates, silver trenchers and crystal goblets. Then what she saw, as previously on the terrace, made her freeze.

The massive construction of dark timber rose directly from the flagstones, its upper beams forming a yawning Y. Outstretched upon it hung a naked female, the slender arms chained to the summits of the structure, the shapely legs wrenched back behind the base of the upright and joined by the ankle straps, What perturbed the newcomer more was the hood of scarlet leather that had been buckled tight over the victim’s head. Swarthy-skinned and more erotically ravishing than anything Silvana had ever conjured up in her stormiest dreams of whipped women, the entire body gleamed in the flickering light. The posture not only showed the pectorals dragging the breasts upwards but arched the rib-cage above the sweep of a sleek, incurved abdomen. It was almost enough to send Silvana over the edge.

It was then, as the coffle was goaded forward, that she saw, more perceptibly than on the terrace, what had been pierced through the engorged nipples. The golden rings glinted with the rise and fall of the chest, while between the thighs a cluster of the similar metal circles clinked intermittently with the slave’s spasms. The girl had passed out. And with reason, for by a further effulgence of the cresset, it was clear that the exquisite nude had been remorselessly flagellated, almost drawing blood. The purple lash marks criss-crossed the flesh from the shaven armpits to the thighs, several traversing the bulging areoles and nipples.

As Hephaistos again halted his startled group before the spectacle, Silvana felt the downflow increasing between her labia; she almost envied the beauty, above all when she caught sight of the sluggish gouts of sperm crawling down from the vulva that resembled a split apricot. Drifting into one of her old dreams, she wondered whether a palace slave, for that was what confronted her, was fucked before, during or after being flogged. But one thing was clear: the hooded one’s exhaustion was due not just to the whip but to multiple orgasms.

“So, gallant Hephaistos, back from another mission of mercy of our behalf? Do show us what you’ve harvested for our solace.” The harsh, aristocratic voice issued out of the adumbrations beyond the scene, and then assumed a form. The figure took Silvana and her five companions aback. Stalwart, middle-aged and over-rouged under a powdered peruke, the female wore nothing other than tall, flared boots and a belt of grommeted leather canted over her pelvis. A gauntleted hand grasped a scourge of thin, murderous strands. Behind her, three other forms appeared - a couple of similarly attired, or rather unattired, younger women, one an attractive ash-blonde, sporting a ribbed dildo strapped over her crotch, the other, with what Silvana took to be an amethyst inserted in the apex of her smooth vulva, was engaged in patiently coaxing an elderly man’s wilted penis into shape.

The wigged one with pendulous dugs that had known better times, approached to inspect the coffle. “They said at table you and our dear Thanon were out on the prowl…”

“And, by the sacred Bracon and the rest of the gods, let’s hope you found something better than last time,” put in the dark-complexioned, dildoed creature. She had a long, lanky body with purple-stained teats. “We’re running out of fresh meat and have to make do with this lascivious strumpet.” She pointed a flanged breast-quirt at the body crucified on the punishment structure. “Most of the others seem to be caving in. They just don’t seem to enjoy sex torture in the lower precincts as they used to, without flaking out. It’s just too annoying.”

“But Zelda here,” the courtier conceded, his cock slithering in the other’s grip, “she’s still the best of the lot. And doesn’t she just love it! Still a delicious slab of flogging flesh, if ever there was one, and always on heat. Comes like damned goat.” With a twinge of remorse, Silvana thought of her animal, Blossom, at home, hoping it was being milked. She doted on that beast, now replaced in her love by a man, equally bearded and called Thanon…

As the older courtier’s penis revived, it rivalled that of a Bithynian battle steed she had once seen mounting a mare in the meadows near the silk sheds. But she preferred Thanon’s.

With that, Hephaistos hastened his group out and down a steep corridor, pierced with several doors, each braced with florid iron hinges and equipped with gridded apertures. Silvana thought she heard dull thuds, followed by muffled groans, issuing through one of the ingresses but was left to imagine what might be taking place in the sweltering confines beyond; her gut reaction was to release a further seep of ooze down her inner hams. She often wondered how much sex juice she really had up there inside her.

Her fond dreams of serving mint tea on her knees to grateful aristocrats lounging by pools had long since evaporated. Now all she wished was a chance to clean herself up, arrange her gorgeous blonde hair and rest - or, if given the chance, masturbate with relief. Yet, the vision of Zelda chained to that whipping structure, however stimulating, had shaken her, not on account of the slave’s shaved groin and all those strange flesh rings but rather because the girl had blacked out. The whipping must have been long and arduous. She wondered if she too could take it - and not faint. And what were all those references to some dungeon or other, and to sex torture in the lower precincts? Puzzling, to say the least.

Fatigue began to gain on the newcomers as they descended the long ramp, Hephaistos pointing leisurely to various alcoves and recesses in the walls, each with chains hanging with hooks. “You’ll become acquainted with all this area in due course. It’s where we punish idle slaves. But you’d do well to notice the shafts bolted to the back wall of the alcoves. They tend to hold you secure while you’re being taught a lesson. But now, the grooming chamber.”

Like Kitana, Silvana could have done with a cooling gulp of water, or rather a further few spurts of the fellow’s spunk, but instead the jaded cohort found itself in a cavernous, low-ceilinged hallway. Beyond the portal, a row of granite slabs stretched into the benighted space, lit by wavering candles that lent the place an atmosphere of melancholy and grief.

The newcomers shuffled into the Preparation Cellar.

There three figures awaited them. They seemed impatient, for the hour was late.




3. The Grooming
The veiled woman was the same as she who had vetted them on the steps. A cloak of sombre velvet covered the shoulders, revealing sharp breasts braced in leather thongs, the swollen nipples bulging from spiked silver cones covering the areolae. The keenness of the little prongs gave Silvana no particular desire to be hugged in those powerful arms, however enticing. Damiana - for it was she - had no intention of embracing anyone - except Thanon when, occasionally, she was invited to his bed, his mistress, Greta, recovering from torture.

The high boots with spurs, the pigskin gauntlets and the jet-black hair, gathered up at the nape of the neck, completed the appearance of immense power and cruelty. Behind her, garbed in much the same way, her assistants stood deferentially, whip in hand. The younger of the two, a slender, wiry female, seemed equally threatening, her locks drawn back also into a bow of scarlet silk - Silvana took an instant dislike to her. The youth, not unhandsome, seemed more languid than the women but muscular enough, a fine, thick penis dangling at rest - at least for the moment - above a heavy scrotum. All three had their pubic patch carefully trimmed to form the shape of a heart - probably the only heart they still possessed.

In the masonry behind the funereal blocks the slaves saw what appeared to be a series of tiled alcoves, each with a chain and hook hanging from its cambered vault; the palace underworld seemed to be teeming with hollowed cavities of the sort.

“I am your Slave Mistress,” the august female announced. “My name is Damiana. You are committed to my charge. You will obey me and my subordinates here without hesitation. All recalcitrance will be punished implacably” - again the newcomers were defeated by the grandiloquence - “and, if necessary, in the torture cellars, deprived of pleasure. I’m sure I do not need to describe how my colleagues, Sefket and his sister, Obisba, go about this.”

Oblivious as to whom she referred, the coffle trembled as she strolled up and down the line. Then she continued. “You will be housed and fed in the Slave Quarters, along with the others, where you may amuse yourselves freely, except when at table or being prepared for a session. And when summoned for service, you will ensure the nipples, clitoris and, in the case of you males, the cock, are stiff and ready for use. Prior to presentation to the courtiers, you will be oiled or powdered, shackled and attached to the lead-chain. I trust this is clear so far.” Whether intelligible or not, the announcement met with a nervous nod from all the heads.

“Now I shall introduce my assistants. This beautiful female is Mila who, having once served as a slave, knows how to deal with a naked body. And this is Yannis, whose sturdy phallus you will get to know well. They are in charge of you from now on, under my orders. They will now cleanse you of your filth and prepare you for ringing.”

Silvana paled and wondered if she had heard aright. But the posse had no time to ponder. The sight of the waiting slabs was sufficient to scare a wild boar.

Each slave was hustled to an alcove where the arms, blissfully released for a moment, were brusquely attached to the overhead chain, stretching the body until only the tips of the toes had purchase. The two acolytes went to work diligently, scrubbing off the grime, blood and sperm with stiff-bristled livery brushes, the bodies being left to dry in the heat of the chamber. It was then that the pair of new youngsters recommenced their bawling. Paying no attention, apart from a few slaps with the scrubber, Mila helped Yannis to place and rivet the bondage restraints round the wrists and ankles of all six prisoners, each strap equipped with four rings. A broader band was then buckled round each throat and those rivets too crushed flat with pliers - a tool that Silvana guessed was destined also for other, bleaker uses.

The naked bodies were then led to the slabs and chained down, the arms outstretched to the end of the stone, the feet shackled backwards to lateral clamps set in the flanks of the block. Strangely, Silvana felt her excitement rising as her welted rump bulged on the granite’s edge, her flabby sex lips squelching as they parted. She could feel her sex prong emerging from its sheath to throb erect among the golden curls; the looks it received were exceptional.

It took a long moment for Mila’s honed razor to depilate the cunts and armpits and then smear her herbal concoction of camomile into the vulvas and nipples. Working on the two youths, Yannis massaged the same lotion up and down each erect penis and into the scrotal skin. When each slave had been readied, Silvana felt a handful of metal rings and some cold instrument being laid on her belly. Throughout, Kitana and Britta yelled their heads off until Damiana’s composure frayed.

“This is insufferable! Flog them, Yannis. Silence the trollops somehow. Use a gag or calm them with that cock of yours.” Delighted to have flesh to beat and use so early in the grooming proceedings, the assistant needed no encouragement. He stuffed rags, left over from the cleansing, into the mouths, unhooked his scourge and slammed down into Britta’s belly. At a nod from her mistress, Mila did the same to Kitana. The hisses and thuds filled the hall.

Immobilized on her slab, Silvana regretted not being able to watch but felt compensated by being just able to see the youth’s superb erection yawing as he flogged. This was very different from her doltish guardian at home who never even removed his breeches; at the same time, it recalled, if not the divine Thanon’s prick which she had experienced but not seen, Hephaistos’s gouging her throat. She was seeping copiously when, a moment later, she caught sight of what the horrendous Mila had strapped on to herself; the ribbed dildo swayed too, as she thrashed the ginger-haired Kitana. On her delicious altar of sacrifice, Silvana closed her eyes, not out of pity or despair but to enjoy the sound of the nearby thwacks of leather. Once again the dunces were disgracing the coffle. They were real burdens and stupidly flaked out long before the last lashes and well before the sound of slushing that followed. Whether the slave handlers, leave alone the gagged victims, came, was impossible to tell, and anyway Silvana was too preoccupied with her own state.

It seemed a century had gone by before she saw the bitch Mila, still rigged with her wet dildo, leaning over her, smiling lasciviously, Yannis’s flat-nosed tongs stretching the first of the quivering sex lips for Mila’s awl. The point dented the umber flesh and pierced through easily enough, Mila enlarging the hole with a twist of the wrist. A spiral of pain spindled up through Silvana’s innards with each successive jab. Swabbing off a bead of blood here and there, the wretch dealt with the other three labia and then, with slow deliberation, slid the tine through the base of the clitoris and sheath. Silvana gave a cry, vaguely hearing Mila’s remark.

“My, you’ve not only long labia but a huge sex stalk, eh, my lovely? Now, the tits.”

Silvana felt the metal jaws close over the left nipple, wrenching the sepia-hued teat away from the dome for the puncture, again close to the root so that, as Mila said, “the rings won’t rip out when you’re hooked aloft by them.” Both teats bored, Yannis threaded the circles of metal through all seven holes in turn. “Can’t you just see the Lady Clorinda drooling over this one?” he said. “Remember that night when she dragged Mistress Saletha’s Elfra on her knees round the battlements with a chain on each ring and her black servant lashing the rump? With such sex meat, this one’s in for a lot more than that, believe me.”

Silvana felt her excitement rising, despite the pain. Craning her neck, she managed to get a glimpse of Pervez’s erection being pierced through the base of the glans, just below the slit, and then through the dangling flap of his scrotal pouch. He took it well, unlike his colleague, Nisos, who let out a yowl, like a scalded tomcat. As to the stolid Carmela who probably had a clit the size of Silvana’s, she remained silent, as if detached from her body.

A trance of erotic fantasies took hold of the blonde as she felt the weight of the metal hanging from her labia; she fought back the threat of a gathering orgasm by wondering how the useless brats down the row of slabs had taken the awl through their tiny nipples…

Finally released from their granite beds, the novices stared at their new appendages, the pain lessening, but were given no time in which to rally their spirits.

“Down to the Chamber of Gratification with them,” the slave mistress ordered. “And no lingering. But leave those two incompetent sluts here, just as they are. They need a spell of encouragement.” The others tried to imagine how the crass delinquents were about to be given ‘encouragement’ and were glad the two were gagged.

The newly-equipped ones left the row of grey slabs without regret, their sole consolation being that their wrists were no longer chained to the neck, despite the fresh strap, but linked behind the coccyx. As she followed the sway of Mila’s butt, Silvana suddenly had an inexplicable longing to grab the minx’s scourge and flog her creamy, insolent arse. The yearning startled her. Never before had she imagined herself at the other end of a scourge. And yet, just as she enjoyed receiving it, maybe to wield it was also a thrill. She put the idle thought away but, though suppressed, the idea, she sensed, might well return, if she had Mila to herself one day…The group passed through an iron doorway to descend a stairwell.

As Silvana left, she received a shock. There in the shadows stood Thanon. He was smiling at her from under his veil. Her heart stampeded. Had he been there throughout the ringing, watching her body being prepared? But a moment later, she was in the lower regions.

The oval, barrel-roofed vault, lit sparsely by spluttering candles, made her catch her breath in a different way. Even Pervez hesitated on the lowest step. Damiana and her acolytes seemed accustomed to the momentary consternation; it was always the same with each successive bunch of novices. The array of appurtenances designed to gratify courtiers and, hopefully, please their victims, never failed to startle a newcomer. The flesh-piercing and ringing always prepared a trembling nude for the shock provided by the ill-lit chamber.

Silvana and the others thought they would at least be allowed respite to heal up and rest. But clearly, Damiana had other ideas and probably orders.

“This is the Chamber of Gratification,” she announced blandly, as if it were one of those merry fairgrounds the Bithynians frequented on feast days. “It is here that our distinguished nobles seek recreation, in addition, of course, to the precincts below and in their private bedchambers, with which you will soon become acquainted. Here, just as you will be called upon to meet their requirements erotically, so will you have the privilege of satisfying your own lust as sex slaves. And I, as your overseer,” she slammed her scourge against her boot, “expect you to do your utmost to requite them and me.” The slaves did their best to follow the introduction, perhaps only Silvana and Pervez succeeding.

The terrifying woman paced the flagstones, allowing the eyes to wander over the bewildering display of structures bolted to the paving and the long panel of instruments beyond. It was the latter that caught Silvana’s attention first, causing a clench in her vagina. The prolific range of whips, plaited crops with metal lugs at their extremities, crops, paddles perforated with holes, leather quirts the length of a forearm, and a host of iron rakes, appeared to be without end. The scourges hung like parched tongues awaiting a quaff of sweat to assuage their thirst. Silvana’s liquids descended as if to promise that.

“It is here,” the harsh voice went on, “that you will receive the rudiments of your tutoring over the next two days and nights. As my colleague, Hephaistos, will have told you,” - which the slaves knew he had not - “your training will commence forthwith today, at high noon.” A silence followed. “Now, before you meet your more mature companions, Mila will show you around the chamber. In this way, you will become familiar with the various contrivances on which you will be whipped and used. The precincts I mentioned will come later, for you are not yet seasoned to endure what there is required of your bodies. But I’m sure you will all show resilience once the time comes, when offered to our more eager courtiers, for they will demand much of you. With time, you’ll have the chance of graduating through the ranks to the position of our sweet Mila here.” Without a blush, the girl smiled.

Fingering her service scourge, the overseer halted before the coffle. “If you fall short in any way of your owners’ demands, I shall be obliged to have you taken down to the cellars where you will be deprived of erotic pleasure and tortured. I therefore advise you to do your best.” As with the Elder, Silvana sensed her colleagues were baffled by the peroration. She was glad their two worthless sisters-in-chains were otherwise engaged…

“You may proceed, Mila dear,” the woman finally concluded. “Explain the use of the appliances but only briefly. No dawdling or whipping, for we have little time left on account of those two listless ones whom I shall see are dealt with sternly. They’ll just have to catch up when they’ve learnt to behave. This lot seems ready enough. Then to the Slave Quarters with them.” Mila bowed her head of dark hair.

“What about the pair upstairs, mistress?” she asked. “Am I to wait for them?”

“Certainly not. It will only retard matters. Yannis and I will handle them. Now get to work. When they have finished here, the Master of Slaves may wish to inspect them.”

Silvana felt a thrill of elation at the prospect of being vetted by Thanon, of all people. The expectation of another smile from him and possibly a hand on her breasts made her knees go weak. To be in love with a man so mighty and so handsome was beyond her wildest dreams but she was sure those smiles were meant for her and nobody else.

The overseer turned on her heel, consigning the cohort to Mila, and left. Like the newcomers, Damiana needed respite prior to the full training session to come which would demand all her attention if her slaves were to reach the standard of her colleague Saletha’s. And Saletha was not one she held in her heart, as she held Thanon, to whom she was to give herself that night, naked and bound. That was her special privilege and not Saletha’s.

The departure of Hephaistos and Damiana left Mila and Yannis in sole command. To the slaves’ surprise, she announced: “From now on, you may speak if you so wish. I’ll answer questions but only about your duties. Now, move your bodies over here.”

With arrogance, she led the group to the nearest construction, her gloved palm caressing a broad incline of planks. The touch was tentative and Silvana saw why: the surface was sprinkled with sharp tines, sparkling in the candelight.

“This is the flogging rack,” she began, delighted to be in charge. “Either Yannis or I attend to the stretching but naturally it’s the courtiers who do the beating.” She actioned the spoked windlass, mounted on brackets at the head, letting out hooked chains from a drum. She demonstrated how at the foot of the slope the iron hasps could be screwed down, parting and securing the ankles. “Once your body’s fully tensed, the whipping can start, see? Usually you’re arse down but sometimes they want to lash your hindquarters and then you’d better pray hard to the deities if you value your tits or, in your case,” she gave each youth’s ringed cock a lascivious look, “that spunk pump of yours. The spikes are honed to hell.”

About to move towards an iron grid propped against the wall, she suddenly turned to Carmela who was staring blankly at the board and windlass, as if gazing at an Elder.

“Hop on to it, fatty, just as an example. Go on, slug! It’s all part of your grooming.”

Hesitating, as her wrists were freed, the huge bulk hoisted itself slowly on to the planks, raising the arms and subsiding painfully into the harvest of needle-sharp points. Mila chained the mass of flesh as she had described it, Yannia turning the windlass until the body was stretched tight. That at last brought a long groan out of the peasant slut. Silvana watched with something approaching envious fascination, astonished how the solid muscles tensed under the strain. Then, to the onlookers’ consternation, Mila unhooked her scourge and brought it down with a thud across Carmela’s pelvis. The blow set the sex rings jangling but the sturdy, spraddled farm girl scarcely stirred. The sight of the reddening welt gave Silvana a jolt of voluptuous yearning to be in the place of the gross slug who would, she thought, be much more at home working on a hay wain than lying naked on a whipping rack.

About to lash the body again, Mila suddenly froze as Damiana reappeared, dragging in the two indolent sluts, both trouble makers firmly gagged and heavily scarred.

“Mila dear,” the overseer protested mildly, “there’ll be plenty of time for that later. Please get on with the explanations. I know how tempting and mouth-watering such a load of brawn can be, but you forget the bumpkin and the others have yet to be allotted their palliasses. Do as I told you. And add these two miserable waifs to the group.”

“I just thought a moment on the prickly Bed of Roses would help them, mistress.”

“Naturally, but time presses, you know.”

Again the overseer stalked out, leaving the slaves astonished at the clemency of the rebuke, and a released Carmela muttering foul oaths under her breath. The meaty slave’s rear and back disclosed a profusion of pockmarks where the tines had spurred her. She was far from content and said as much to Silvana. “Yon’s a bitch of a whore,” was Carmela’s verdict.

Thereafter, with Yannis’s help, the newcomers, including the two stunned youngsters, were conducted round the chamber more temperately. What they were shown was frightening enough without further physical demonstration. The gamut of objects ranged wide. First came a semicircle of lofty stakes fitted with manacles and, halfway up the slope, ebony shafts in the form of a penis, while beyond, several iron tripods waited patiently for bodies to be laid and chained over them. To the right stood a long flogging horse that seemed to be whinnying for lack of a rider. The flesh bench followed - a pair of upright beams with crossbars which, Mila pointed out, were also arrayed with sharp nails and straps to hold the breasts or phallus rigid for the three-tongued quirt. The mention of the quirt brought the group to the instrument panel and its array of implements. The things glinted in the half-light: scores of chains, more iron manacles, metal head cages, leather hoods, single and double dildos and, above all, an endless line of whips, canes, crops and strange, knotted lengths of horsehide.

“Surely, mistress, those things are not going to be used on us.” It was the lad Nisos who risked a word. Not only was it the first time Silvana had heard him speak but the words were the first anyone had dared utter since the arrival. Mila answered straightforwardly. “But of course. What do you think they’re here for? Decoration?” She took down a phallic-hafted six-thong and let the lashes slide over the youth’s erection and then over Britta’s minute breasts, causing the remaining traces of colour to drain away from her cheeks. “But you’ll get used to them soon enough. Just keep the arse slack when you’re flogged. That’s the rule.”

After fondling other items, she sashayed to the door, only to hear Silvana speak out. “Obviously, we’ve been brought here - to the palace, I mean - to be whipped for the pleasure of others…”

“And a lot more than that, you blonde dolt,” Mila snapped back.

“But what about our pleasure? Are we allowed to orgasm, if that’s the word, when we’re being whipped? I mean…”

“Of course, stupid. As much as you like. But watch your step. Particularly if you’re being used by the gracious Lady Menthif, the dowagers or some of the sterner nobles. Premature climaxes are punishable. But you’ll learn all that later from Mistress Damiana.”

Her companions stared at Silvana, astonished at her daring to ask such a thing. Then, ignoring the nearby wrought-iron grid, bristling with honed prongs, Mila herded her flock into a narrow passageway, Yannis prodding the two gagged ones forward with evident pleasure. Leaving the great chamber, Silvana had thoroughly enjoyed the hour, however emotionally exhausting it had been. Secretly she had imagined her beautiful body on each item in turn.

Staggering with fatigue, the six newcomers were driven into the Slave Quarters and assigned to what they had imagined would be straw pallets. Delighted to be free of the wrist chains, they could hardly believe what they saw. Along the side of the long hall under the lancets, a dozen or so sleeping forms lay, not under sacking but in silk sheets. These had to be Saletha’s cohort, enjoying the end of a tranquil night; only two of the senior slaves had been woken in the small hours to be oiled, chained and taken to some bedchamber, returning an hour or two later. And there they were, catching up on well-earned repose, nursing flayed breasts and buttocks.

Silvana no longer had the strength even to interest herself with Pervez’s cock. She was asleep before her golden tresses had spread over the pillow.

Through the massively barred lancets high in the whitewashed wall, the blood red hue of dawn was already dappling the clouds over Bithynia the Magnificent.




4. The Tutelage
On waking, Silvana found the Slave Quarters even more welcoming than she had anticipated. The mid-morning sunlight slanted through the window bars revealing the glances of the other inmates seated at the long table, enjoying the mint tea and sweetmeats. The senior resident, Odile - they all introduced themselves - beckoned to her, astutely making room at her side on the bench. The dark-haired woman differed from the rest in that she wore a broad metal neckband and in addition to the prescribed flesh rings, had a small circle of silver pierced through the septum to dangle over the upper lip. Well-built with powerful shoulders, her breasts seemed to sag somewhat, no doubt from constant elongation during use. The thirty-odd year old greeted Silvana with a hug.

“It’s great to have company,” she said. “We’re all a little worn out and could do with some reinforcements to satisfy the demands of our insatiable courtiers. You lot are fortunate to be under Damiana instead of Saletha the Salacious and her two allies, that harpy Saroya and her boyfriend, Rainer…”

“We call them the Bloodhounds,” put in a pretty ash-blonde with lash marks adorning her pert breasts and thorax, marks that Silvana rather envied.

“Whom you should try to avoid, if you can,” Odile added. “They’re not particularly meek and mild when they’re preparing you on a flogging grid for a courtier. Now eat up, sweetheart, because you going to need nourishment.”

Noticing that in her cohort Britta alone was not at table, Silvana glanced back at the row of beds. With a jolt she realized that one of the two bodies writhing on a far bunk, the russet head buried in some other girl’s crotch, was Britta’s. Two sleek arms encircled her waist as it jerked above a hidden face. The groans and slushing sound of cunnilingus - it was Odile who added the word to Silvana’s fast-growing vocabulary - seemed to be accepted by the others with understanding if rather nervous smiles.

“Leave them be,” Odile said, noticing her neighbour’s startled look. “They’re running a risk but that’s their affair. Yannis freed your little friend of her gag and she’s got herself entangled like a fly in our Ayesha’s proverbial web. Ayesha just can’t resist a novice and a chestnut head of hair, and loves playing with fire. You see, we’ve got to be at table when meals are served. So take no notice.”

Silvana tried to dismiss the scene being enacted on the tangled sheets and Britta’s bird-like cries as the light-brown head lifted momentarily from the ringed cunt. With a shrug she joined in the babble across the table, sipping what seemed be jasmine tea rather than mint and it helped to quench her burning thirst. The two humping bodies were left to tongue and lap amid the silks, the newcomers unable to believe their eyes. Britta, of all people!

The older inmates gave the others not only a generous welcome but valuable information. Odile did most of the talking, with a surprising command of high Bithynian.

“I think you’d better know what you’re in for here. Let me explain. The most common argument among courtiers and overseers is that flagellation’s healthy for us slaves, quite apart from the pleasure they - and, of course, we,” there she rolled her eyes comically,“derive from a good whipping. It keeps us on our toes, in both senses. And they maintain that drawing blood is salutary, just as when you’re bled to cure an ague.” The others laughed at that, as Odile’s cultured voice went on. “Anyway, the slave mistresses are meant to check your condition when you return from a session under the scourge or cane and after a bout in the precincts. But they never do, so we look after ourselves…”

“I see you’ve been ringed,” a harsh voice put in, “so you’re ready for training.” It belonged to a sullen-faced, heavily-breasted woman with freckles like Silvana and with walnut-coloured eyes.

“Thank you, Rouxel. Just leave the briefing to me, darling. Otherwise you’ll just confuse them. What was I saying? Yes, about duty sessions. You just have to obey and, for holy Phranis’s sake, don’t start moaning. And above all never speak unless you’re given permission. Of course, you can scream your head off, but entreaties for mercy - I’m sure you won’t ask for that - can earn you another thirty lashes in a cell in the punishment precincts.”

In the silence that followed, Silvana decided to pose some questions that troubled her.

“Are we always chained and nude like this, Odile?” No sooner was it out than she realized from the blank looks that her query was absurd.

“But, of course, dear one! Whipping and savaging a slave attired in muslin and brocaded skirts are hardly their thing.” The redhead who replied was extremely attractive and erotic, particularly as she had her breasts wrenched upwards and attached round the neck by a chain running from her ringed nipples. Silvana’s uterus clenched at the sight, her downflow running even more copiously, for the undersides were ridged with purple whip weals. “No,” the beautiful one went on, “you’re kept stark-naked here until your time’s up. Of course, it’s thrilling to be stripped garment by garment” - Silvana recalled her one and only cotton shift at the hovel - “but here you’re naked for the whip or sex torture at any moment, day or night.”

“Except for a slave-hood, now and then,” a thin, auburn-haired wench added, “or a spiked chastity belt when - or rather, if - you have the curse.”

“That’s so, as Ortalana says,” Odile admitted. “And the occasional spiked straps over your breasts to make you feel at home. But…”

It was Pervez who reverted to what the redhead, Elfra, had said. “Until our time’s up? What does that mean?”

“Oh, it’s just that when you weaken or your flesh, particularly your butt and bubs, begin to sag,” Elfra responded helpfully, “or a cock isn’t as hard as it should be,” - she glanced at the youths at the table - “they turn you out on the heath among the wild life or throw you into the dungeons to amuse the prisoners. It’s rare anyone reaches the age of thirty summers here but there are exceptions.” She smiled at Odile who merely lifted an eyebrow.

“You know,” the rediscovered youth Andreas put in, “you lot are lucky, as Odile said, to be under Damiana, despite her moods. In place of Greta, she’s Thanon’s mistress…” Silvana turned pale at the news but no one seemed to notice. Then she asked: “Was it you lot we saw out there on that terrace of sorts, chained to posts, on our way down here?”

“Who else, poppet?” Odile replied. “We’re nearly a dozen down here but there are comings and goings. But don’t worry your lovely head about that, sweetie. Anyway, with a body like yours, you look as if you could take a lot of leather from our caring courtiers, particularly aging ladies who seem to avenge their wrinkles on us.” Suddenly, Silvana felt the woman’s hand sliding slowly over her thigh towards the leaking slot. At the same time, the senior went on: “By the way, on your journey down here you probably saw our wonderful Zelda undergoing her daily treat. She’s a favourite and we don’t see much of her. Either she’s there in the refectory, chained aloft, or hung by the ankles down in the Fifth Precinct. She’s in constant demand because of her sturdiness and her fierce orgasms. And she loves it. She can’t live without the whip.” That Silvana understood. What she understood less was what was taking place under the table around her crotch; if that region was beginning to heal, it felt still extremely tender, particularly as Odile’s fingers had grasped her clitoris by the ring, gently tugging on it. Silvana parted her thighs almost instinctively.

“Enjoying it, Silvie?” Odile could never remember names. “But don’t spill your thirst quencher here. Tonight you’ll come to my bed and we’ll climb the heights together, right?”

Silvana’s smile showed more than gratitude. It was pure lechery. To explode under another’s rosebud lips, under fingers, a whip haft, a penis or anything was exactly what she wanted. A whole night since the experience at the hut had gone by without that joy. Vaguely, she heard Rouxel talking about the strange sexual demands of some dowager called Alicia and her concubine, but, despite Odile’s fingers, she wished she was there in Ayesha’s bed.

Calm as cream, Odile went on, her hidden hand busy on the vulva. “You see, boys and girls, there are three degrees of service here. First, what we call a straight come in a bedchamber. What’s that, you wonder?” She answered Pervez’s look, Silvana wondering whether the lad’s handsome cock, that resembled Thanon’s, was alive under the table. “That’s when you’re called to perform straight sex.” She cupped Silvana’s breast with her other hand. “But that you won’t have to worry over, with bodies like yours. You’re taken to one of the silken chambers and… well, used normally by one of the nobles or his wife or both. Sort of seraglio duty. They have real fun with your holes but nothing more. Of course, you’re chained down to the bed and you do what you can. It’s boring - in both senses.” Her colleagues giggled at her jest. “Then, secondly, there’s the infamous Chamber of Gratification with all its artefacts, columns and so on, which I presume you’ve seen. Well, that’s where the real whipping takes place. And heaps of sex. We rather enjoy that.”

Silvana tended to agree, remembering the flogging horse with its chains and stopples.

“Then, as I said, there are the lower regions where things tend to become serious and where you risk meeting up with our one-eyed Sefket the Lame. He’s in charge of the cells devoted to sex torture, and you’d better be wet and ready.” She paused, feeling the novices had sufficient to go on with and that Silvie, or rather Silvana, was approaching orgasm. “Well, all this chat may help as a start. Now eat and drink and tell us where you come from.”

The newcomers told them while Andreas talked to the two youths. Suddenly, Kitana cried out, hoarse and nervous, on the verge of panic. “Isn’t that enough? I can’t stand all this talk. I just hate you all…”

A host of startled eyes turned towards the tear-stained face, only to hear the nymph blurt out a question of her own. “Anyway, what’s a precinct? A holy place where one can hide away and pray?”

No one reacted until Silvana came to the rescue. “Oh, ye gods, you’d better tell her, Odile, otherwise the wretched kitten’ll gripe and pester us for hours.”

It was Ortalana who volunteered. “Well, you see, poppet, they have a whole row of punishment cells down there in what are called the precincts - just a step away from old Sefket’s dungeon. No windows, nothing, just a few guttering tapers or rusty lanterns. And that’s where the really gifted and spunky courtiers enjoy what we described, if you were listening instead of blubbering and covering your teats. But if you really want to know, they hook your wrists loosely to an overhead chain so that you stagger around, writhing and contorting while they thrash the life out of you with long whips. Understand? Or are you too stupid? And it’s not your overseer who prepares you for the breast and cunt skewers, but old Sefket and he knows just how the courtiers want you when they tell him they want to pierce you. You get about twenty bodkins threaded into you - breasts, nipples and sex folds. They do it slowly and, if you’re not hooded up, you watch it, needle by needle. It’s all terribly erotic - as long as you enjoy that sort of torture as we do. It’s absolutely thrilling.”

Ortalana was cut short by further laments from Kitana, bursting into tears again. Silvana would have welcomed hearing more, for her teats had become rigid with excitement.

Suddenly, a shrill scream rose from the dishevelled bed to the rear, drowning the discussion and turning all the heads. Unbelievably, Britta had climaxed on the mound of entangled limbs, throwing her otter-brown mane back, her eyes tight shut, her mouth gaping like a landed fish. The company watched her spend over Ayesha’s face. After a short pause, she came again and collapsed. As the spasms subsided, she now seemed to flutter off like a sparrow into the void beyond the barred lancets, out into the blue. Then, after a succession of groans, the older girl below followed suit, her face flattened against the youngster’s vulva. It seemed a perfect duo, the first Silvana had witnessed and matched what Vreni had told her.

The others at table became uneasy at the noise. Clearly, neither of the slaves was able to control her orgasms or her shrieks, Britta especially. The cries rang through the vaulting.

“Your cinnamon-topped apprentice certainly has a voice and a half, doesn’t she?” Odile glanced at Silvana with an expression that told her she was probably expected to enjoy the same that night, with or without Pervez present. The prospect of being tongued by Odile and ram-rodded by the well-hung youth sent her into a maelstrom of lust that almost, but not entirely, obliterated the combined dream of Thanon, beard, cock and scourge. She was ravenous for something other than a hand under the table, sweetmeats, figs and jasmine tea.

Abruptly, the chatter round the meal ceased in the middle of Elfra’s description of well-bitten stopples used as gags by such courtiers who preferred silence to yells while thrashing a naked slave. Odile and the seasoned others had suddenly paled, scrambling to their feet, almost overturning the bench and Silvana with it. Why the panic? As she too got up, a quick look told her everything. The lot were petrified.

As well they might be. The great door had been flung back open, slamming against the masonry with a thud that boded no good.

Her silver spurs chinking, Damiana strode into the sunlit chamber, the two acolytes in her wake. Silvana wondered at the apparition, for the training session was not due to commence until the morning repast was over. Was something amiss?

“And what, in the name of Phranis and our sacred Locrana, is going on here, during a meal?” The timbre of the voice made Silvana grateful that Odile had not gone further and tempted her to bed in the midst of a meal when all were required to be seated on the benches.

Fury distorted the overseer’s features. Apart from the thigh-high boots, she was practically naked but everyone noticed she had swept her sequined veil off her eyes as if to view the scene more clearly. Silvana saw the bright sapphire flashing in the navel, as if it were an additional, accusing eye, and the golden chain looping round her hips. The pubis gleamed above the heart-shaped swathe of sex hair. When angered, the woman looked doubly lovely.

“And what do those two tarts think they’re doing when they should be at table? And one of them a novice under training!” She strode over to the bunk and slapped Ayesha’s face. “You should know better than to be caught sucking a novice’s cunt. Over to the place of punishment with you and tighten your sinews, whore that you are.”

Leaving Britta moaning with pleasure, still unaware of her criminal role, Ayesha slid off the sweat-damp sheets and walked calmly towards the curtains that sealed off the far end of the chamber. She knew what awaited her but considered what she had enjoyed was well worth what was now to come. She just hoped the moaning youngster would not have to atone for what was nothing more than a routine cunnilingus. Anyway, both had orgasmed and that for Ayesha was a reward in itself. The timid novice had taken to it like a bird to the wing.

Damiana decided the situation provided an excellent illustration of what recalcitrance deserved and a lesson for her novices, even if Ayesha was not directly under her jurisdiction but Saletha’s. In any case, Saletha was not on duty, probably fucking hard with her Rainer.

“To the punishment stakes with you, Ayesha,” she ordered. “I’m ashamed of you. You must try to control yourself.”

The voluptuous slave walked serenely to where she knew she was to be whipped, and it was not the first time she had seen those curtains drawn apart by that hated bitch, Mila.

What the drapes revealed gave the newcomers their first view of the local punishment area. Beyond the step, four stakes rose to the apse, one pair standing behind the other, each equipped with chains that Silvana saw ran through runnels at each summit.

Without being told, Ayesha laid herself out, belly down, on the paving, a position that presented the whole of her back, buttocks and thighs, as well as her three holes - the two forward ones awash with discharge - and dangling breasts; it was a classical posture, Odile whispered, much favoured by floggers. The lithe limbs stretched outwards to each upright for Damiana’s assistants to attach chained hooks to her wrist and ankle straps. Working together, Mila and Yannis hauled up each set of links in turn until the body was slung tight from all four pillars. Although sorry for the sinner, Silvana could not help admiring the body’s beauty.

“Now, Ayesha, I’m going to have your hanging breasts caned and, as you know from the last time when you offended, that rump and insatiable quim of yours whipped. Mila, you deal with her rear end and Yannis, slice into her dugs from each side. I think a couple of dozen lashes from each of you should suffice.” The jangling spurs approached the spread body. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you, whore that you are?”

To Silvana’s astoundment, the slave girl murmured: “One more, one less flogging makes no difference to me. You make me suck I don’t know how many cunts and pricks at each session and yet you object to one I happen to find attractive. I think that’s unfair.”

“Flog the bitch,” Damiana shouted. And the two handlers brought their floggers down, Damiana watching the effect on the newcomers. Silvana almost came as she watched the bamboo cutting into the breasts, the leathers burying themselves in the arse flesh and flailing upwards into the ringed vulva, still wet with its downpour and Britta’s saliva. As only soft moans came from the victim, Damiana halted the punishment to have cords threaded through the labial rings to open up the offending slot. Standing to one side and then to the other, Yannis whacked the drooping udders that jolted with each slash as they swung and reddened. The slung length of the helpless slave arched upwards with each blow, the cane seeming to Silvana to have more effect than the scourge. Yet the slave girl only groaned, rearing her head at each stroke. Being watched by her partner in crime and by the other novices, she seemed determined to exhibit her stamina. The thought that the gullible Britta, wet behind the ears as well as elsewhere, was to receive the same reprimand, distressed her but at least the poor thing seemed to have enjoyed a healthy cunnilingus. A flogging would help her on her way.

Meanwhile Mila’s thongs bit with professional accuracy into the crotch, Silvana watching with sensual pleasure, studying the bitch’s technique. Nothing in her wildest phantasmagoric dreams had ever given her such pleasure while Ayesha’s groans became more audible, the bruises flowering into purple roses. Yet she did not resist. She was used to it. The blonde onlooker recalled her fantasies at home, in which she was seized by vagabonds, stripped, whipped and raped in a forest clearing… Yet, she wondered how she would take such treatment when the time came, and without an offence to requite.

The beating lasted a long time and was thorough enough. Finally, the yells came.

“Let that be a lesson to the lot of you, too,” the slave mistress announced and, as she said it, Silvana realized her own fingers had taken hold of her clit ring that Odile had thought best to release. At the same moment, she felt Odile’s hand sliding down her buttock cleft, fumbling over the perineum. “You like watching that, don’t you?” the woman said. “Well, I’m looking forward to seeing you hung and whipped. You’re the most beautiful creature we’ve ever seen here.” Silvana stared at her a moment before whispering: “You probably say that to all the newcomers.” Odile shook her head. “No, I mean it. I can hardly wait until tonight. Those lavish breasts of yours, my pet, even if they’ve not been quirted, almost make me spend. And tonight I want you to bite my clit like a grape while you suck me.”

The chosen one nodded, entranced. The palace was proving far more than she had ever envisioned. More unexpected still was Odile’s hand caressing her rear entry…

 

Finally, the group saw Ayesha being lowered but left prostrate, still chained out like a star of flesh as Damiana turned to Britta, who had sobbed throughout the punishment of the only person who had showed her a grain of compassion and some sort of love.

“As for you,” the overseer said, pointing her whip at the second culprit, “you’d better watch your step and that lapping tongue of yours. Another fault and I’ll send you to the precincts, even before you’re trained.” The poor slut froze. Guilt was contagious and she knew it; she had not the slightest wish to share Ayesha’s fate. Still raw from her own previous beatings, she felt she had had enough for a lifetime. But, somewhere in the dark depths of her immature body, a spark of courage glowed; thanks to Ayesha’s agile tongue and lips, she had experienced her first real orgasm. Proffered by a well-trained tongue rather than her own hand, it had been divine but, all the same, not worth risking a flogging such as she had just witnessed.

The curtains were closed over the apse, Ayesha becoming a thing of the past.

“Thank you, Mila and you too, Yannis,” the overseer said. “They could all do with a thrashing like that, the shiftless wretches. Now, to work. Let us lose no more time.” She glowered at her group of nudes. “And no more whims and eating quims from now on when you’re meant to be feeding your faces.”

 

The journey to the Chamber of Gratification proved painful, on account of the shortened ankle chains. On entering again the ghastly room, the six slaves were aligned along the side wall, an iron bar being passed through the series of neck rings. Satisfied with the postures, Damiana consulted with her assistants in undertones, apparently deciding on the order of tutoring. Pervez was designated first.

The handsome, stolid youth was led to the far wall beyond the whipping stakes to be chained outstretched to rings cemented in the masonry, Mila feeding a stout rod into his anus. The insertion arched out the body into a curve of muscle that gave Silvana pleasure to watch, a thrill that was doubled when a chain was hooked into the ring piercing the glans and tightened to a column several paces away. The erect phallus levelled, parallel to the flagstones as Silvana imagined what was to come.

“You males must get used to this,” their slave mistress declared. “It’s a position many of our more experienced lady courtiers require. And that goes for you females as well, as you’ll see in due course. Now, Mila, my dear, use the cock cane - the one you wield so well.”

The booted horror did so, thrashing the length with lethal aim, starting at the root, until Pervez was cursing her out loud - a reaction Silvana found foolhardy but which neither the overseer nor Mila seemed to take amiss. What a slave uttered under the whip, Silvana was to learn, merely added to the flogger’s pleasure; otherwise, the gag was employed, the visual effect outweighing the vocal. If Pervez suffered pain to begin with, it quickly changed into lust and pleasure. It required only a dozen or two strokes to bring a different sound out of the slave; he groaned loudly as his head craned back, the crimson shaft stiffening. The spunk jetted out like a chaplet of cultured pearls, to dribble down the pillar beyond.

“Splendid!” Damiana conceded. “Leave him where he is until he stiffens again. He has to grow accustomed to multiple spurtings if he hopes to please the Countess Alicia.”

Her whip swung round to point at Carmela. “Now, you and your blubber. String her up, Yannis, and wide, so the others can learn.”

Released from the wall, the plenitude of slack flesh waddled forward and was told to prostrate herself on the flagstones. The overhead chains rattled down to be coupled to the ankle straps. The ratchet wheel ground its teeth as the huge body was cranked up to the revolving axle; once clear of the ground, the peasant girl hung like a carcass of beef. Yannis selected a thin lash and gave the bottom, crotch and belly a beating that would have felled a mule. Like Ayesha, the mass merely groaned and was left to revive; whether she was brought to fruition, Silvana could not guess but it prepared her own overcharged mounds as she readied herself for her turn for trouncing, her heart thumping like the waterwheel near home.

Then Nisos was given his piece of training, over a trestle. The lad was hopeless, proving nothing other than that he required a great deal of whipping if he was to entertain the nobles. Silvana began to despise the youth. How it was he had been selected defeated her.

Leaving the two equally weak sisters to the last, Damiana ordered the blonde forward. For a moment she believed she was to be stretched over the iron grid with the breasts gouged through the bars. But her overseer had decided on the most classical posture of all, one that never failed to despatch Silvana into ecstasy when it flickered through her hovel dreams.

Led to the centre of the chamber, the unbelievably erotic nude was made to mount a stool and raise her arms. In silence, Yannis hooked her leather wrist manacles to links hanging from the vaulted roof and, kicking away the mounting block, splayed her magnificent legs out to U-bolts protruding from the paving. Extended to the utmost reach of her tendons, what in Damiana’s opinion had to be, along with gorgeous Zelda, the most erotic column of whipping flesh the palace had ever possessed drew in her belly to exhibit her rib cage and pelvis points. She knew that both sides of her body were ready for the bullwhip her overseer had already taken up, and hoped her seeping vulva with its fluttering fronds pleased her custodians.

Her own sexual extremities equally awash, Damiana gave a further order to her man.

“I want this one fully stressed, Yannis. So, jam her head back with the cock cane across her mouth and behind the biceps. Let her bite on that.”

Silvana appreciated the gesture for it dulled her cries as the whip slashed her back. But, although the pain was great, the shoulder blades and what lay between them and the true target - the inordinate prominence of the hindquarters - hardly excited her. Then the plaited leather belaboured the globes that Mila, dismayed she had been replaced, also considered were about the best she had seen in her time as assistant to a palace slave mistress.

“This,” the overseer said, as the welts ripened to the hue of sliced papaya, “is the sort of sex-nude our courtiers will really enjoy. A fine body that responds without unnecessary noise”. She dragged the blonde head back still further. “You’ll make a commendable slave.”

Through her tears, the exemplary one tried to smile. “Thank you, dear mistress. My body only seeks to serve you and the palace.” What her flogger did not catch, for they were added under the slave’s breath, were two other words: “And Thanon…” Even if she had heard them, the overseer would not have slit the girl’s nipples in a rage of jealousy for she knew the great man was only using her, Damiana, as a replacement for his former mistress, Greta - the lovely Greta who had departed hence, worn to the bone. Damiana’s promotion lay elsewhere.

 

Two hours of practice, with various changes of postures, came finally to an end.

“I think that will do,” the woman announced, resettling the golden chains that always encircled a slave mistress’s belly and were attached to the emerald set in the navel. “Take them back to the slave compound. Tomorrow we’ll show them the torture precincts where more can be learnt.” She smiled, addressing Mila: “All in all, we’ve had worse novices. The blonde especially seems promising but must be handled with the utmost severity. See to it.”

The blonde in question had developed a visceral loathing not for Damiana but for the presumptuous, malicious Mila who, once the slave mistress had retired to dine, took up her whip again and thrashed Silvana with bestial force, swearing vociferously: “Loosen those huge arse cheeks, slave, and suck in that belly. Let that hump of pubic meat get its share. By the holy Locrana, I’ll discipline you!” Silvana found not only fierce pain mounting in her body but also bitter waves of revenge. Yet, being helpless, the chance of retaliation remained totally unimaginable in the state she was - stretched naked and bound. The very sight of Mila, sweating as she flogged, riled her, muted vengeance smouldering in her resignation. One day maybe, retaliation would come… What she could not know was that Thanon was still present, fuming at the sight of his chosen one writhing under the damn slag’s thongs, and that his previous decision - to have the cheap bitch demoted to slave level again - had surfaced anew. His loathing of Mila matched Silvana’s and he was sure, given the influence he wielded with the Elders, his resolution, final this time, to break her would be endorsed, along with his other wishes, namely to negotiate his early retirement. If agreed, Hephaistos would assume the role of Master of Slaves, while he would take charge of the court’s villeggiatura down at Zahra on the sea coast with ultimately this beauty replacing Rasetha as slave mistress. Meanwhile, he was determined to have Silvana promoted to the rank of personal slave, dwelling in his private quarters in the southern tower, in lieu of the regretted Greta, now exhausted and about to be sold off as trash. As to Damiana, he felt she also deserved advancement and could well fill the position of Sefket’s assistant in the place of Obisba, recently chosen to tend the sacred bowls of incense in the temple and be responsible for the selection of slaves for the Moon Festival. His projects were complex but well conceived and Damiana would certainly propose a viable replacement for Mila - possibly one of her or Saletha’s assistants who whipped well.




5. The Compromise
The further training commenced early the following day and took place in the spacious Precinct One that virtually replicated almost every one of the contrivances available in the dreaded Chamber of Gratification which had to be freed for normal use by the nobles. Damiana was her usual ebullient self, despite the night spent chained to Thanon’s bed, long hours that had severely tested the submissive half of her mercurial nature. Although she enjoyed it, she longed for the official decree announcing her promotion to the torture dungeon about to be promulgated. And there Sefket, deprived of his Obisba, awaited her helping hand.

It was Silvana who showed herself most eager to learn. She waited patiently to be allotted her first, advanced training posture. After the others had been chained by Mila and Yannis to their initial structures, Silvana was ordered to the tall gridiron that slanted between two pillars. Dragging her ankle chains towards the frame, the blonde stopped short, her heart missing several beats. In the penumbra beyond the nail-infested stakes already occupied by the miserable Kitana and Britta, she saw Thanon talking with a treacherously attractive female who appeared to be hardly clothed, apart from a black dildo strapped round her slender thighs. She seemed to be watching the procedures with interest and Silvana caught the noblewoman’s eyes roaming over her body, and the remark: “Ah, so that’s the one you fancy, Thanon. Well, as usual, you do tend to choose plump breasts, don’t you just! I must say they’re remarkable. Smooth areoles and really prominent teats, just what I always seek for my flesh tongs. But if I understand, that one’s out of my reach, which is a shame. I’ll just have to make do with our Rouxel. Too bad, you selfish monster! But the fat hulk over there,” she pointed to Carmela, crucified in chains on a cross glittering with barbs, “could do with beating. You know, dear Thanon, how I like a robust pair of dugs. Do you think I could have her teats to torture?”

Silvana captured the reply. “I fear not, sweet countess. They’re here to be broken in.”

The presence of her idol sent Silvana into a turmoil, her heart quickening. By all the gods, how magnificent he looked in that brocaded cloak of office, his beard more pointed than ever she had remembered. And there, between the folds of rich, glistening silk, clearly distinguishable, dangled that superb cock that had brought her to womanhood. Then she realized she was in love for the first time in her short life. She hoped he would fuck her again.

As she ran her tongue over her lips to coat them with a flash of brilliance, she saw Damiana glance at Thanon and then at her. Could it be there was a look of jealousy in the woman’s eyes? A slash of Mila’s whip across her thighs put an end to the exchange of looks. Silvana was driven towards the iron grid and her further training began.

“Just slam that flat belly of yours, whore, against the rods,” the insufferable girl hissed. If anyone to Silvana’s mind was a whore, that slut reigned supreme; strangely, a new sensation welled up in the newcomer, a desire to whip the booted slut as she whipped her captives. The craving flared momentarily in her and then was gone. A slave was a slave, a palace flogger a superior being; that was the destiny of things.

“Legs out to the corners,” the bitch ordered, “and look sharp about it, unless you want a weight hung on your clit ring. You won’t have another chance to learn before starting work. So wake up, trollop, or I’ll flay your arse really raw.” She gave the buttocks a smart lash.

Silvana spread herself against the chain-ladened iron as Damiana took over, issuing the same orders. “Feed those huge tits through the bars, so they hang free beyond for the whip. What do you think they’re for? To show off to the nobles like uncooked tripe? And mind you keep that huge arse of yours slack and ready. Good… Now up with the arms. Scum like you must learn how to present loose meat to a courtier.” The remark was addressed to the others, as well as to the blonde. “Later we’ll turn you round, so your front won’t get envious of what’s left of your rear. By Locrana and the holy Phranis, you lot really need the lash.”

Her head turned sideways, the cheek pressed against the iron, Silvana felt Yannis tugging her breasts out beyond the bars. Once chained by all four limbs, she glanced at her companions. The two feckless weaklings knelt, ready for flogging, Kitana chained backwards. Carmela knelt motionless at the breast bench, spikes and cords holding her vast bulges ready for the quirt, just as Odile had described in bed. The two youths occupied a couple of whipping trestles, each one’s ringed cock throbbing aloft, stiff and ready for the bamboo.

At least the insufferable mantras from Kitana had subsided into hoarse groans; Silvana could clearly see later that both youngsters were firmly impaled behind on studded dildo shafts extending from the stakes, the sphincters now trained to take such insertions.

Pacing the chamber, Damiana appeared content. She was caressing the thongs of her famished service whip as she began to speak from behind her veil.

“You slaves must learn to accustom yourselves to these positions. They’re among the more usual our distinguished courtiers favour. I want no struggling while you’re being chained up and no screaming during the first lashes. Just offer your flesh in silence until the pain overcomes you. Then you may yell to your heart’s content until the pleasure starts and you begin to mount towards your climax. And let me warn you, without your orgasms - you’ll be told when to spend your sex juice - no courtier will be satisfied. So now, let us start.”

Mila and Yannis approached, shaking out their whips and selecting Silvana and Pervez to begin with, sensing them to be the best of the six. Wrenching on her bondage, Silvana looked desperately at Thanon. She wanted him to watch her body being beaten and approve.

The lashes she received over the buttocks and thighs from Mila were puny compared with what Yannis did to her breasts lolling beyond the grid bars; they flounced, flattened and turned beet-red, the ringed teats bloating. Gritting her teeth, the slave uttered hardly a sound, for again her demigod was taking stock of her fine body, dedicated solely to him, her Master.

 

The training session advanced slowly but methodically through the afternoon hours of sweltering heat, each inmate experiencing the different structures and the various whips the two assistants took from the wall panel. For Silvana, by far the most erotic moments were those spent kneeling before the breast bar - the horizontal wooden lath connecting the twin uprights which she discovered with a shock was rife with honed tines slanted away from the body, ensuring the mammary meat bulged skin-tight, once the roots had been strapped down. She watched the purple veins pumping as the circulation of blood dwindled, the teats resembling ripe radishes. The wrists chained to the upper crossbar, ankles hasped to the boards, rods hinged on the platform were fed into the anus and, being a female, far up into the liquid vagina. Completely immobilized, she realized she was about to have her breasts quirted, just as previously Pervez had been cock whipped, standing with his penis anchored across the bar, his scrotum elongated with weights of lead. How the youth had been able to hold back his sperm defeated Silvana, even if Damiana had warned him ‘not to defile the place with his clotted cream’ until she gave her consent. Somehow, he had managed to obey.

But later it was Britta’s deplorable conduct on the ‘horse’ that dismayed the cohort. No doubt punishing her for the outrageous misconduct earlier with Ayesha, the slave mistress made her suffer inordinately. The miserable slut was suspended by the wrists from chains running over an overhead drum, her thighs straddling the knife-sharp summit of the ‘horse’, Yannis having fettered the ankle leathers tight to shackles in the paving. At the breast-bench Silvana sighed, noticing that the poor lamb had not yet learnt how to grasp the upper chains and attenuate the crotch torture. The demented yells confirmed how the serrated edge sawed into the open sex each time Yannis, after cranking up the naked body, lowered it brutally on to the wooden crest. Yet her fellow sufferers felt the obstinate, half-starved wench deserved all she was receiving. If she was to serve the palace, she just had to pull herself together.

The weeping equestrian implored her mistress pathetically for forgiveness but the successive descents on to the blade continued. The rest of the females, if spared the same harsh degree of punishment, learned readily how to ride the steed, dousing its flanks with slime issuing from what had become inflamed labia, the buttocks shuddering under the lash.

In her turn, it was the tripod that provided Silvana with a taste of Damiana’s beloved paddle, a forearm’s length of swine-hide that caused more noise than harm. Chains crossing the belly and thighs, the slave body yawed backwards over the three-legged restraint, the leather flange reddening the flesh rapidly; her crotch rings jangling, Silvana almost spent again, so strangely exciting was the effect. Stimulated by the beauty’s muted grunts, the woman addressed her. “You seem to enjoy this, slut. Do you want another dozen over what you present between those thighs? It’s pure pleasure to paddle a body as receptive as yours. Just wait until the Lord Menthif and his two mistresses decide to use you. They really like a sleek one with rich breasts and a big rump.” Wondering whether the overseer suspected her attraction for Thanon, and having been posed a direct question, Silvana presumed she was obliged to answer.

“Yes, mistress…thrash me there,” the dangling head spluttered, wishing for once her mouth had been gagged. “Whip up into my craving crotch… but I’ll try not to spend again until you say I may…Train me to obey your orders as a naked slave…I love being flogged…”

“You’d better not spend until I say. But there’s a lustful beast in you trying to get out, isn’t there? And that has to be tamed.” Only too glad to comply with the plea, the woman strolled round to the head, thrust her groin into the sweating face and struck down into the ringed gash of metal and liquid. A sudden rush of recklessness swept through the nude’s loins, her shrieks joining those issuing from other parts of the chamber. Intentionally, her mistress drove her clear over the erotic boundary, the slave’s orgasm bursting with a force she had rarely witnessed in a palace slut, leave alone in a raw beginner. Enjoying her victim’s offence and monstrous abandon, she made her come again and then again. Silvana slumped, voided.

“Well, that was something!” Damiana commented, wiping off her paddle. “Of course, I’ll have to punish you later for that, when we’re alone.” Transported into the cirrus clouds over Bithynia, the discharging one hardly heard the sentence, even if the others had.

The session of practice over, the six penitents were led back, smarting, to the Slave Quarters where they fell into bed to await the evening meal. Drained but contented, Silvana was surprised that the seniors neither questioned nor comforted them. However, at table, the usual chatter took up again, Odile ensuring the blonde sat next to her, the freshly welted crotch within easy reach.

“So, did you enjoy the first precinct, my sweet?” she purred. “Just wait till you start life in the other places!”

“And what they’ve got lined up for you there,” Rouxel put in, serving the saffron rice. “At least, thanks be to the holy Locrana, we lot won’t be the only ones to do all the work.” The freckled one had just returned from a session in Precinct Six and her breasts showed it.

Odile guided the shapely blonde - now no longer a newcomer - towards her bunk almost immediately the scullions had cleared away the plates and trenchers. After stripping back the silken sheets to avoid stains, she smeared a mixture of calamine and herbs into the bloated vulva and the embraces began. Despite the paddle, Silvana responded tolerably well when the joys of Lesbos got under way, although still taken aback by Odile’s septum ring that complicated the kissing. She lay back on the bared pallet and let the woman use her.

Pervez joined forces with Alexis in servicing Ortalona who seemed never to have too many cocks in her at once. Carmela, with surprising alacrity and seemingly stimulated by the tutoring, managed to tempt Nisos to two or three other welcoming beds in turn, giving the youth valuable practice and restoring his courage. As for a moody and still frightened Kitana, she avoided becoming involved, although during a brief pause Odile allowed Silvana, they did see her little hand below the bondage strap giving herself a healthy frigging. If her orgasm was as timid as her reactions when faced with Mila’s scourge, the others felt she was nevertheless making progress.

Only Ayesha lay prone, still pulling a long face and nursing her breasts, with Britta beside her, doing all she could to provide what she considered as sisterly solace.

It was Saletha, as that night’s mistress on duty, who called a halt to the orgies with an amused smile. She had her grim assistant, Saroya, attach each throat strap to the hook behind the bed again by means of what Silvana, for one, felt was a surprisingly generous length of chain. The gorgon then extinguished the candles, recuperating one from Elfra who, as the odd girl out, had been using it energetically between her thighs ever since supper.

The chamber sank into repose, at the same time alert should a call be forthcoming from the courtiers and courtesans above. One could never tell when the dragons of lust might raise their ugly heads.

 

The day following - the final stage of tutelage - provided, at least for Silvana, a series of episodes that would remain permanently in her memory. Damiana had been allotted Precinct Three and intended to make the most of its attributes.

The aspect of the windowless retreat, lit only by candles, astonished the cohort. Far different from the dank, dripping vaults already visited, the place was elegantly furnished. A semicircle of ornate thrones set upon Turkish kilims faced the capacious breadth of the room that was redolent with fumes of rare perfume. As was to be expected, a host of strange appliances - slabs like altars; tall marble columns, decked with chain, and flogging crosses -occupied most of the space. What intrigued Silvana most were the numerous lengths of iron links, terminating in hooks, running over cogged pinions set in the vaulting and, beyond, the panoply of gleaming instruments displayed on the far wall. It was not just the vast array of scourges, crops and plaited bullwhips that made her catch her breath, but the other items. These Silvana gazed at dumbly, for, apart from the stopples, buckled head-hoods, flesh tongs and rakes, some surpassed her understanding, particularly the spiked disks that seemed able to revolve in the forked extremity of metal handles. While the booted assistants, Mila and Yannis, now accompanied by Saletha’s Rainer and the terrifying Saroya, checked the solidity of the wrist manacles attached to each leather neck strap and the state of the slave flesh kneeling before them, Saroya commented to no one in particular: “Not too much damage,” and turned to the two slave mistresses seated side by side. It was Damiana who spoke.

“Here,” she announced blandly, “you will enjoy some of the rudiments of sex torture, hooded up and appropriately positioned. I want you all,” she gave the two pale, goose-pimpled youngsters a threatening look, “to show my colleagues your ability to suffer and orgasm in total submission, as required by our distinguished courtiers. If you agree, Saletha dear, I think our assistants may start.” Her colleague nodded casually. They were not her slaves. Yet the blonde with large breasts and a reputation interested her eye of a connoisseur.

An hour later, every one of the cohort had writhed in chains, the screams muffled within the stifling heat of slave hoods. Hung in the centre of the luxurious precinct, each tasted almost the entire range of instruments in relative silence. Silvana, for her part, after being flagellated to ready the flesh, almost passed out under the host of needles Saroya inserted into the breasts and vulva, and then again when Mila used the tongs on her loose labia. Being blind, she suffered most from the sudden shock as each undisclosed instrument came to bear on her. Never had she imagined such pain could be caused through the use of such invisible appliances, and yet, after having her vulva pried wide and twisted, her clitoris came to the rescue. Turning rigid and sweating under the mask, she discharged with all the force left in her. Somewhere in the mists of pleasure and pain, she sensed the others also climaxing, Britta’s subdued cries reaching her from the slab.

All the blonde could remember later was being hung face to face with Pervez, his cock jerking inside her, as both butts received a thrashing. But also she did recall her hood being removed and, on her knees, her mouth sliding up and down first Rainer’s phallus and then that of Yannis. Neither was like Hephaistos’s but the spate was just the same, thick, acrid and plenteous; although lost in the maelstrom of beatings and lascivious tortures, she succeeded in imagining it was Thanon pumping into her throat. Only with fortitude did she then finally manage to give the two mistresses a tonguing and, laid over a bar, undergo a long sodomizing from one of the persecuting youths. When she collapsed, she was vaguely aware of a warm trickle of blood making its way down her right buttock to the thigh. She had no inkling of her colleagues’ progress and dismissed them from a mind reeling with its own problems.

Damiana seemed content, Saletha even complimenting her on her brood, ordering Rainer to release the cord throttling Carmela’s massive, already darkening breasts, and to withdraw the bodkins, starting with the longer ones piercing the lacteal ducts. The heavy slave girl moaned as she was freed, spending almost hysterically, which again delighted Damiana.

“Now you’re ready for service, all of you,” their mistress announced and then pointed at Silvana slumped against the wall. “And you will join Saletha’s cohort as of now.”

The company disbanded, leaving Mila to take the slaves back to their quarters.

Although still blinded with tears, Silvana thought she glimpsed Thanon making his way to the farther portico. If indeed it was he, she hoped he was pleased with her resilience and her promotion. Expectancy of praise always outweighs the tribulations of pain.

*

Left to recover, Silvana readied herself for her first encounter with whatever member of the Bithynian nobility would summon her, for now she knew she was available to be used by those who seemed to have nothing better to do than whip and torture stark-naked slaves. Nervously, she wondered what her coming destiny would entail. Would it be again the Chamber of Gratification, a precinct or a private bedchamber? Or would Thanon protect her?

Rumours spread rapidly through the palace corridors and courtyards. One such piece of gossip on the grapevine concerned the Lord Menthif. The mighty equerry to the Princess of Bithynia had heard of the new slave girl, his two heartless and sycophantic concubines urging him to try her out without delay. They proposed she should be whipped, strung between two of the pillars on the terrace - the same area the slaves had viewed on their initial entry.

Delay, however, was necessary. The blonde was in no state to be used as she was, despite Odile’s scrupulous attentions. The matter was duly brought to Thanon’s attention.

Discussions ensued with Menthif. Although disgruntled, the regal equerry was obliged to contain his resentment and his mistresses’ discontent. Disturbed, despite his rank, the Master of Slaves felt obliged to propose a compromise, explaining he had decided, as was his right, to retain the blonde female as his personal concubine and whipping chattel, loaning her only on special occasions. Sensing the turn of events, Silvana became aware of the agreement only some days later by virtue of the low whispering that went on in the Slave Quarters. Elated at the prospect of serving her loved one, at the same time she felt dismayed to learn she would have to leave the Slave Quarters; that would deprive her not only of a comradeship hard to replace and nightly orgies, but also of providing normal slave service to the nobility. Having no choice in the matter, yet flattered, she bided her time. In any case, her welts having yet to subside and heal before being put to the whip again, she lingered in abeyance.

The only consolations that came her way were with Odile, particularly after the dark-haired senior returned, spent and bleeding, from a spell with the Countess Castriada and her husband in Precinct Six. Without giving her a chance to wash, Silvana enticed the excitingly scarred beauty into her bed. Eva provided further divertissement by bending over and showing her what a group of her regular floggers - ‘admirers’ she called them - had ordered Sefket to insert through the flesh-whorl of her sphincter: a small silver ring, similar to that every female had through the root of the clitoris, adorned the muscle. “They add to your pleasure and theirs when they sodomize you. The little rings roll in and out, see?” Eva explained. “I must say they do help, as least as far as I’m concerned.” Silvana could not believe her eyes or ears. “Oh, really?” she murmured, hoping Thanon would not adjudge her in need of the same… She felt Damiana’s dildos had enlarged her sufficiently, at least to content Thanon.

 

When she was once again fit enough to be used, with Thanon’s grudging permission , Silvana graced several gatherings of the high and mighty in various precincts and bedchambers; until very suddenly one evening, as thunder clouds gathered beyond the lancets, the jays and swallows hastening to their nests, Saletha came for her, giving her welts a brief look.

“The Slave Master wishes to see you. Comb your hair, animal, and frot those teats so they’re thick and erect. You are a mess, and don’t look as if you’re going to be sent down to Sefket. Apparently, your admirer wants to talk to you. He’s in the feasting hall and alone. In there, be sure to kneel, forehead to the floor. And speak only when you’re told to, understand?” Clipping the chain to the clit ring, Saletha tapped the arse. “By the holy Bracon, you’re so erotic when your butt sways like that. But let those breasts swing too.” As if to help them, she lifted each by the teat ring, swabbed off the sweat below and set the bulges bouncing like ripe papayas. “You know, we overseers are going to miss trouncing those bubs of yours, my beauty. And my scourge will also. It’s rarely tasted meat as responsive as that…” Saletha continued to talk as if chatting with her colleagues in the Overseers’ Quarters.

The ascent to the Great Hall proved arduous for Silvana, the ankle chains limiting her gait. The rolls of evening thunder, sounding far off beyond the mountains, added to her anxiety, the sudden gusts of wind causing the canopies to thud, reminding her of a particularly vicious beating a young noble had given her some nights before. Finally, in the vast emptiness of the banqueting hall, Saletha released the chain and retired, the nude feeling that she had been abandoned; but only for a moment. For she saw Thanon seated at the table’s end, cloaked in shimmering, jewelled silk. Bowing to the marble tiles, the stone’s cool kiss on her brow and on her clammy palms, she felt it strange for her hands to be free and sensed that very shortly they would be needed.

As grains of sand seep through an hourglass, the moments went by in silence, Silvana feeling she had been forgotten by Time, the jailer of slaves and indeed of all humans. The hush was broken only by the distant rumble of the storm beyond the darkening casements.

“You may rise,” the figure finally informed her. “Rest on your haunches and listen.”

The slave gazed at her god just as she used to contemplate the constellation of Orion shining in the sky far above the window at home. Thanon’s voice seemed deeper than usual.

“I have decided to take possession of you as my private property. You will serve me and me alone, and no longer be available to our palace predators, worthy though they are.”

Hearing the rumours confirmed, Silvana bowed. “I am honoured, master, being only a humble slave. I shall serve you in whatever way you decide to make use of my body.” Odile had made her rehearse a wealth of responses.

“Indeed you will serve. And I warn you, my requirements are many. You will live in my quarters and there obey my orders without scruple. Since your arrival here at the moon’s plenitude until now, its waning, I’ve watched you perform and notice you accept pain willingly. It seems to please you. Would it enchant you also to be chosen for sacrifice?”

“Oh, yes, dear master.” The eyes sparkled. “To be whipped there on the square…”

The bearded face smiled fleetingly. The reply was forthright. “But there is no question of that. Others have been designated, I forget who. You will be my mistress and sex slave.”

Silvana could not be sure of what he had said. Then, a second later, the message burned into her brain. Tongue-tied, she became rigid where she knelt, her heart pounding.

“However, before you take up residence permanently in my apartments, I have agreed to lend you to the gracious Lord Menthif for a session in Precinct Nine. Thereafter…”

The blonde turned pale. “And to his…women?” Rouxel’s warning came back to her.

“Oh, noble master, I don’t think I could take that… from them.”

“Of course you can. And shall. It will be only for one session - true, long and hard but

His Lordship is, after all, the palace equerry with privileges and has to be placated. However, in view of the compromise and agreement I have reached with him, I know you will do your best to satisfy his lust and that of his whores. Thereafter,” he reiterated, “you will serve only me as the sole owner of your flesh, which I find to my liking.”

Silvana discovered herself trembling but resisted the urge to protest further. After all, a slave existed solely to satisfy the nobility. At that point, Thanon took hold of a silken bell cord near the lancet. Like those solemn drums on that distant night of initiation, a tolling resounded somewhere beyond the hall. In the ensuing silence, Silvana dared to glance at the great timber Y of beams on which the divinely proportioned Zelda had hung - so long ago, it seemed - impaled, awaiting further flagellation and penetrations. The recollection reminded her that she had seen no more of the female, which seemed just as well, Odile having warned the newcomers not to become involved with her. For one could well end up in Sefket’s torture cloister where Zelda was kept for use by courtiers requiring exceptionally staunch subjects.

Silvana’s attention returned to what the bell rope had summoned. The appearance of the turbaned eunuch was insignificant enough - such turbaned castrated subordinates abounded throughout the palace, as did the half-naked Numidians who disciplined unruly domestics. But when Thanon nodded and said: “Yes, Haroun, bring her in”, Silvana paled in dumbfounded shock at what entered. She was quite unprepared for such an apparition.

Damiana was stark-naked, bereft of boots, gloves and even the customary visor of lace and the emerald in the navel; never having seen her overseer totally unclothed, Silvana was disconcerted and yet aroused. Thighs well parted, the woman knelt before Thanon.

“This resplendent female, of course, you know, Silvana,” Thanon smiled. “A former chattel slave, a senior overseer, and recently replacing my Gerda as my whipping slave, she is now, as you may have heard, being promoted to more important duties. It is you who will take her place as my personal sex slave. I intend now to legitimize both advancements.”

Settling in his chair, he drew back the hems of the cloak to free the penis. “To start with, you, Damiana, will fellate, conserving my sperm in your maw until I tell you to donate it to my new flesh slave. You will ensure her cunt receives the entire load without spillage.” Damiana nodded, as Thanon turned to Silvana. “And you, lying spread beneath the crotch of this dutiful woman who was your overseer and temporarily your predecessor, will then lick her to orgasm, as she will you. You’ll discharge together. Your climaxes will endorse the transfer of duties and legitimize your new assignments - you, Damiana, to assist Sefket and you, Silvana, to live with me and surrender your body to my wishes and the whip.”

The instructions were given dispassionately, Silvana finding the little ceremony quaint and moving, a touching way in which to celebrate the advancements.

Haroun shifted his master’s chair to allow the slave mistress clear access to the huge phallus pulsing between the borders of the cloak. Damiana bent the shaft towards her mouth, at the same time gazing up at the bearded face in lascivious adoration. She would show this precocious youngster just how a cock should be sucked to produce the maximum of pleasure and spunk. Silvana watched the cheeks hollow as the truncheon slid in and the work began; she studied - from below, where she had been positioned - the flawless expertise of the fingers, rather than merely the circle of lips, sliding up and down the penis. She saw again how Damiana used her grip to slick the foreskin over the helm before stripping it back for the bulb to enjoy the lips, tongue and suction, the other hand grasping the neck of the scrotum and jerking on the sack. A moment later, after licking and lapping hard, she took as much of the bag as she could into her mouth to roll the balls round, tugging and even biting gently. Still sucking and massaging the rod, the woman then slid a hand under the perineum to caress the vital area and tube within; Silvana saw the fingers burrowing under the man’s weight to probe the anus. It was not only the roving fingers that fascinated the blonde but Damiana’s tongue - that organ, like the clitoris, teats and cock, bereft of bone, as Odile used to say. It flicked and curled everywhere, even probing the meatus until she had the man groaning. Despite the incalculable number of times Silvana had drained cock - in precincts, bedchambers, dark cells or merely on her knees in passageways - to watch her senior was an education. She felt she had much to learn if she hoped to advance as a fellatrice worthy of the palace.

Lying prostrate and grasping Damiana’s buttocks, she wedged her face between the thighs and did what was expected of her - tonguing, licking, lapping and reaming the older woman’s slit. She used every knack the palace had thrashed into her. Masturbating at the same time, as ordered, she fretted over her capacity to manage like her overseer. Did she have the qualities required? Could she fellate as skilfully as she performed cunnilingus? True she would become used to some of the appurtenances worn by male courtiers - and Thanon - such as the gold ring encircling the groove below the cock-helm and, below, the whipcord they slipknotted round the cock root and ball sack to enhance the pleasure of orgasm, but there were other problems, such as being thrashed while fellating; yet, thanks to the repugnant Mila, she was coming to terms with that. Further, she had become proficient at holding sperm in her mouth until receiving permission to swallow. Above all, she realized that punishment and pain gave her as much pleasure as sex; the whip improved her work, despite always bringing her dangerously near to ill-timed climaxes - such self-indulgence during service usually earning a slave a night in the oubliette and a severe crotch whipping, both being devoid of any erotic return. But she was learning and Damiana’s present forbearance while fellating and being licked served as a further lesson. Silvana continued to observe the woman’s technique.

Ultimately, Thanon tensioned and, with an unexpected groan from the usually taciturn deity, spent into Damiana’s throat. The jolts seemed to go on forever until a peaceful period of licking and siphoning followed. Thanon then gave a further order.

The directive consoled and thrilled the yearning blonde below. The two women were told to lie supine, head to tail, and, as palace parlance expressed it, ‘to drain each other’s creek’. Immediately, Silvana opened her thighs as her overseer swung round and went for the drenched slot like a bird of prey, clawing the labia apart by the rings to denude the cunt and rigid clit. Simultaneously, the slave’s tongue speared the all-too-familiar cleft that had leeched on to her mouth.

Thanon watched the sumptuous bodies become the proverbial two-backed animal of carnal lechery - a sight that never failed to delight him, while Silvana had his gluten tongue-shovelled into her mouth. She would have preferred a more direct delivery of her demigod’s discharge but, in gratitude, her vagina funnelled in the gift, mingled with Damiana’s saliva, as if it were ambrosia. Then the twofold squelchings began in earnest.

From where she sweated under her overseer’s delicious weight, the gorgeous blonde could just see Thanon over the curved rump crouched above her; his elegant right hand was engaged in resurrecting his phallus. As her orgasm took shape, her sole regret lay in the fact that the man’s whip failed to appear. Glancing aside while gasping for air, her eyes fell upon the monstrous construction where Zelda had been given the lash; she would have given much to climax on that, rather than on the floor. But that would just have to wait…

It did, however, drive her to cross her leather-bondaged ankles over Damiana’s back, giving the slurping mouth the entire reach of her sex flesh from pubis to anus. And the woman licked it eagerly, the promoted one sucking the veteran’s overused clit. It resembled Vreni’s.

With a strange thrill of compensation for what the slave mistress had recently done to her in the various precincts of pain, she bit indulgently into the prong, recalling how it always emerged so arrogantly as the woman flogged or tortured her when spread and chained over a trestle. Damiana seemed to respond immediately to the nips and did the same to Silvana.

The two heads continued to work assiduously, the sounds of suctioning and muffled moans filling the vast hall, the blonde occasionally jerking as her senior bit a trifle harder on the base of the little spearhead. She began to have trouble when the woman drew the clit ring, and even the metal piercing the labia, into her mouth and tugged. The seasoned dominant seemed to swallow the slack flaps of sex flesh, the metal clicking against her teeth. Her climax threatening, Silvana realized she could not hold on much longer. The mere thought that she was writhing naked before him who had slit her hymen and brought her to her first real climax - together with the fact that she was being tongued crazy - drove her onwards.

The man’s hoarse remark seemed to come from a distant planet. It was curt.

“Delay your pleasure until I say. Orgasm together.”

But the invading tongue gave Silvana no respite. Arching her loins into a sinewed vault of sweating flesh and tensed muscle, she uttered a weird shriek and spent. She felt her body soar into oblivion beyond the undulating curtains, beyond the terrace, out into space.

“Normally that would have earned you two score and one lashes, girl,” her master assured her, his hand caressing a new erection. “So now, Damiana, you may come.”

On the brink herself, the slave mistress cried out once, went rigid and sank on to the pulsating body beneath her. Thanon smiled, speeded his hand and discharged a chaplet of opalescent gobs over the two nudes, most of the sperm spreading over Damiana’s back. Then he folded his gorgeous cloak over his lap. To him, who had seen so much in his time, the sight of a couple of females gasping in sexual release amounted to little more than downright lechery; yet, when the climaxes came, they gave him pleasure - it was as if the couple had never orgasmed before. Indeed, they had honoured the trite ceremony admirably and he felt they had to be among the most attractive female bisexuals the palace possessed. Although he had planned to wrist-hang them, belly to belly, and macerate the rumps, he refrained for once. It was enough that he had appointed each to a prestigious position - one to assuage his lust, the other to work under Sefket, both roles implying strict disciplining from those they served.

Once Damiana had suctioned herself off her companion’s body and bowed to him, she had the acumen, sensing the man’s attraction to Silvana, to admit the girl’s prowess.

“This woman, with the body and gifts she has, could go far in our midst, Master.”

Thanon nodded. “Of that I am convinced, Damiana, despite her lack of control.” He stroked his beard down to the point and added: “That is if she weathers her coming session with the Lord Menthif and his two savage whores. It’ll be harsh beyond words, as you know.”

“Indeed, Master, for I too have suffered that. How, if I may ask, did you agree to it?”

“Palace politics are not your affair, woman. Keep to your own domain.” The exchange startled Silvana but she remained silent as he rose from his throne. “You may both retire to savour your advancement and your orgasms which pleased me. And Damiana dear, see to it that our Silvana, after what awaits her five days hence, chills out under your care. Help her to recuperate before she assumes her duties with me. I shall miss you and your magnificent body. You have helped me over a difficult period. Let’s hope this one will equal you and Greta under the lash and in bed. Give Sefket my warm greetings. May he treat you kindly.”

Taking the bewildered girl with her, she bowed and the two left by the curtained arch through which she had entered for her farewell moment with the Bithynian Master of Slaves.

*

Although discipline in the entrails of the palace was far more stringent for slaves than that governing the movements of staff, Damiana was checked by a sentinel as she and Silvana approached the portal leading to the Overseers’ Quarters. The guard had rarely set eyes on a distinguished slave mistress totally naked, but did notice the golden hip chain she had hurriedly replaced over her saturated loins. As to the ringed slut, he allowed her to pass; such trash was frequently brought to the privileged room for various reasons.

Thrusting Silvana before her, she shrugged the man off and the pair entered the luxurious retreat where senior staff relaxed when not engaged in meeting the courtiers’ requirements. Damiana’s colleagues greeted her without rising from their divans, though some came forward to congratulate her on her promotion. Smiling, she recuperated her belongings, slid into her long boots, rearranged her hair before a long mirror and had Silvana swab Thanon’s sperm off her lower back and buttocks. Then she introduced the tousled, sweating girl who felt alien, not because she was naked, ringed and wearing bondage straps but on account of her leaking crotch that also needed swabbing, for her discharges had been lavish. But Damiana put her at ease with a smile, muttering that a wet vulva was quite normal.

“This delicious thing is to take the place of Greta and me, as our noble Master’s mistress.” A hush fell upon the room at the announcement, all eyes staring at the dishevelled object, including those of Mila and Yannis and several others Silvana had never encountered, although they were similarly attired, slave scourges dangling from their belts. Not a word was said until a leather-strapped youth, fondling what Silvana considered an attractive, circumcised cock scabbarded in studded leather, poured out a beverage into crystal flutes. To her astonishment and wondering if it was poisoned, a glass was offered to her by Mila, of all people. The minx was unmasked for once which allowed her enemy to notice the disconcerting strabismus in the debauched eyes, a trait that rendered the viperous bitch even more menacing than Silvana had ever seen her. True, as Damiana had claimed when first introducing the slag, prior to the piercing and ringing session, she was attractive in a way but had proved an abhorrence any slave would gladly forgo without regret. And the manner which she had adopted during the flogging of Britta and Kitana festered in Silvana’s memory.

A toast to Damiana was proposed, Silvana taking merely a sip to slake her throat after what she had ingurgitated in the great hall. Again feeling ill-at-ease, she wished she had been able to avoid following her slave mistress so naively to a place far beyond her standing, even if now she was the property of the Master of Slaves. Awed and cunt-naked, she stood aside.

But she saw she was the subject of a discussion between Mila and a young stud in leather, whose cock had begun to stiffen menacingly. Abruptly, the fellow took her by the arm, swung her round to heft a buttock. “Clearly, by Locrana, these hunks of slave meat have been neglected,” he remarked. “The welts are as dim as old Sefket’s cellar.” He turned her again so that she confronted the company. “These huge breasts have not been quirted, it would seem, since the last full moon. Even if she appears to be under our Damiana’s wing and destined for privileges, she’s still a slave, no?”

The slave mistress cursed herself for bringing the girl in. “Leave her alone, Simon. She’s bespoke, I tell you. To the Master.”

“Bespoke! To the Master! If she were, she’d be up there in his tower, eating quail and persimmons. No, here we have a naked slave, promoted or not, who clearly needs the whip,” came the brash retort. “What do you think, colleagues? We haven’t had a body like this to thrash for days. Just look at those languishing breasts! Hardly a trace of the quirt on them. They need leather and that’ll give me the cock stand our Mila’s waiting for. Right, Mila?”

Ignoring the banter, Damiana tried again weakly, for the youth was of her own rank and enjoyed private privileges, some said with entry to the mighty Elders - just as they had access to his shapely butt. “I tell you, Simon, she’s Thanon’s slave-whore. It’s just been announced. And what’s more, she’s due for a session with the Equerry Menthif and…”

“Menthif, that half-balled bonehead!” the youth retorted, “Let that dead fish use his two Aphrodites - or gorgons. No, Damiana, the fat slug needs a taste of the camelhide crop.”

“Simon’s right, Damiana,” Mila chimed in. “Let’s have some fun with her. Everyone agree?” The others around, even those dozing or sucking did not seem to differ.

Silvana stared desperately at her slave mistress for help, only to receive a shrug. Having just been elevated to a rank she had sought for years, Damiana was not prepared to imperil her advancement on account of a mere novice, even if she was Thanon’s property.

It was Mila who led the pathetic goose-fleshed victim to the far end of the ornate room where she was made to kneel on a table that Simon cleared of the remains of a meal with a sweep of a hand. There Silvana had her wrist straps clipped to a couple of widely spaced chains descending from the rafters - why they were there in a lounge of leisure defeated her - after which the table was removed. Those engaged in sex left off; they could always resume later after the pleasure of watching an unexpected flogging, for the day had been uneventful.

With an unusual pang of conscience, Damiana watched the prodigiously erotic body swing free, well clear of the carpets - gifts, she remembered, recently offered by dealers from Bukhara in exchange for a couple of pale-fleshed females the palace Elders had decided to discard, exhaustion being what it was after residing a lunar month in Sefket’s torture precinct.

The slave’s tresses of sun-bright hair trailed behind the throat strap and down the back, the ringed nipples tilting upwards as the breasts tightened above the rib cage. The dangling length of nude flesh, exhibiting those fabulous buttocks, exceeded anything the overseer had ever had entrusted to her. Relegated to the role of a spectator and realizing her entreaties were of no avail, she kept well away, sinking into a vacant divan, to allow herself and her rapidly reviving clit prong a further sweet moment of lascivious enjoyment. Justified or not, a naked thrashing never failed to stimulate her entrails. Indeed, she reminded herself, that such was one of the very reasons why she had attained the position of power she now commanded.

Silvana was whipped as rarely before. The brute Simon, with evident pleasure, thrashed the rich buttocks with the promised crop, Mila laying into the belly and thighs with her personal service whip. The breasts then flattened under a couple of dozen lashes delivered with the broad-flanged quirt that Mila only too readily handed to the youth; the blows seemed to give the writhing slave both pain and pleasure, effects Damiana knew from direct experience with Silvana, the quirt never failed to produce in that exquisite body. Although the moaning victim seemed to orgasm, for once her former overseer could not be certain. But, slumped on the divan and involved with the state of her own clitoris, she was too far gone to care, leave alone intervene. Then, quite suddenly, the breathtakingly erotic nude did climax.

Her frantic shriek drowned the whip’s hiss and the groans from the divans.

The flogging over, the gorgeous body was left to sway while the group slurped, sipped other liquids and started to chat, as before. Recovering her senses, Damiana it was who finally

lowered the welted flesh to the kilims, some onlookers of both sexes approaching to examine the result of the flaying, amazed at the carnal beauty Damiana had taken into her arms.

The overseer seemed overjoyed by the blonde’s stamina, much of which she herself had built up in the initial slave-training sessions; she was proud of the girl and of herself. In fact, she wondered if her own hardened body could have weathered a thrashing as sudden, spiteful and uncalled-for as that, particularly Mila’s part, just administered; she was sure she would have yelled her head off. True, she screeched when Thanon beat her but then that was because both she and Thanon were partial to noise, whether from leather or from the lungs…

As the two odious imbeciles fell upon the couch she had just left, to fuck frantically, she smoothed Silvana’s golden tresses and wondered, now that each was to go her separate way, what the future held in store for the enchantress. In any event, the staunch beauty was truly worthy to take her - and Greta’s - place in Thanon’s heart. If he still had one.




6. The Flagellation
Damiana attempted once again, a couple of days later on the battlements, to reason with the Master of Slaves regarding the compromise he had come to with Menthif. She was more than disturbed and mystified by Thanon catering to the inordinate lust, not of a high-ranking noble so much but to that of his two venomous Eumenides, mere strumpets who had the whip hand over their owner, at least when given a victim for themselves to flog or torture.

She reminded Thanon of the state in which the trio had left the freckled Rouxel several moons back, necessitating several days of care to permit the woman to recover for further use. Of course, Damiana realized that probably there were political reasons for ceding Silvana to the influential Menthif, yet she was determined to make her point all the same.

“You’ll recall, Master, what they did to Rouxel and earlier to Ortalana. Why not give them one of my young sluts - such as that useless ginger-haired Kitana, since the bitch’s making no progress and, in my opinion, can be dispensed with…”

“No, my dear. I have agreed, albeit I assure you with some reluctance, and it is only for one night. Leave these matters to me. In any event, the one you mention - Kita or Kitana - would never survive the session, and anyway I’ve decided to sell that one to the next caravanserai that comes by from the north. As far as I’m concerned, they can do what they like with her in Samarkand, Smyrna or wherever. Apparently she even passed out when given the jagging-wheel over the breasts the other night. No, I’ve delegated the blonde and that stands. Anyway, to judge from what I’ve seen of her during her period of tutelage with you over the past weeks, she’ll probably enjoy it. She’s a hardy specimen and orgasms smoothly.”

“But, dear Master,” the woman reminded him, “those were only training sessions. Yet, I must admit her stamina was admirable enough when Simon and my Mila thrashed her the other night in the staff quarters and…”

Thanon stared at his former mistress, whose clean-limbed, svelte body had served him so well. “Thrashed her? Simon and Mila? I know nothing of this. When did this happen?”

The declining beams of the sun disclosed the anger smouldering in the man’s eyes, as he halted halfway along the terrace stretching from his quarters. Damiana realized, aghast, that he was unaware of the event. She froze numb, cursing herself for her crass stupidity.

“Oh, it was just a pleasantry, Master, a sort of revelry over my and her promotions.”

“But since you seem to have been present, who gave them and particularly that trollop Mila the right when off duty to beat a slave? And my female at that! Surely, you with your rank, you should have…”

“I tried, Master.” Sweat trickled down her spine, her mouth dry. “I really did, but, you see, Simon was there. It was he who suggested it.” She sensed she was in deep water.

“I see.” To Damiana’s relief, the promenade recommenced. “I can understand your problem and I shall discuss the matter of Simon with the Elders.” She saw that the arrogant youth’s relationships were no mystery to him and would form the subject of consultation with the sacred authorities! That, she guessed, would be interesting indeed, and wondered how an interview of such delicacy would unfold and close; it would be a joust between formidable potentates. Even she, with all her experience of palace intrigue, could not predict the outcome.

“As to your Mila,” the man went on, “I’ll have to decide how best to punish her. This violation of rules is sheer disobedience which cannot be tolerated. Since you are, or at least were, responsible for her conduct, and about to take up your position down there below, I shall let Sefket and you know what I want done with her.” Damiana nodded, with mixed feelings, for Mila had been trustworthy, if overly eager, in dealing with chained slave flesh.

She felt she knew what Thanon was about to add. And she was right.

“It would, in fact, be appropriate that her correction be assigned to Silvana, under your supervision. Then, the slut - Mila, I mean - will naturally be reduced again to slave level.”

The sun had sunk behind the western hills, the first shrouds of darkness trailing over the deserted plain and the fetid roofs of Lower Saronis. Peering down at the distant cluster of hovels, Thanon wondered when next he would need to ride out again to seek out fresh bodies, none of which would possibly compare with this blonde enchantress now under his wing. At the same time, Damiana wondered who was to take her own place over Cohort One and who would replace Mila. As was his habit, the man read her thoughts. “Saroya will serve as overseer to the first cohort, and Marysa will take over Mila’s duties and later the blonde will take charge of the Zahra outpost and brothel.”

In the gathering dusk, Damiana glanced at the man’s profile outlined against the clouds but said nothing. The Marysa in question, she recalled, was a taciturn, dark-skinned woman of thirty, entrusted with preparing the precincts and punishment cells for use; her attention to cleanliness and the meticulous condition of the appliances and instruments of flagellation and sexual torture had, for many moons, met with general approval. Damiana knew Zahra on the coast. Reserved exclusively for the Bithynian nobility, it housed less than a dozen inmates under the fat slave mistress, Rasetha, and in no way matched the facilities at the palace. As to the blonde being assigned there, Damiana, though surprised, could only approve. In any case, she was not asked for her opinion on the subject.

Again as Thanon’s confidante, she felt she knew what was coming; she could have wagered her silver-hafted scourge on it. Thanon laid a hand on her bare shoulder.

“I count on you to educate her, particularly in dealing with breasts and sex organs. Feel free to make use of those two starry-eyed sleepwalkers who are chained somewhere below. Sefket can make nothing of them. And you can use that timid male - I forget his name…”

“Nisos, you mean? How,” she dared asking, “did you come to choose him, Master?”

“Indeed! For once, the choice was limited. Anyway, employ them to give our Silvana some practice. Use Sefket’s place, since that’s where you’re assigned. There you have every appurtenance you could possibly need. And, above all, Damiana, teach the girl to distinguish which whip and instrument does what. I want her fully proficient. Meanwhile, she will serve me, as you have done, in my chambers. Stark-nude, of course, in chains.”

“Of course, Master.” She almost regretted her own advancement. She adored chains.

A long pause ensued as the two watched the sun’s last sliver sink over the horizon. His cock rising, the man suddenly asked: “Where is that dream of a blonde now?”

“She’s probably spread-eagled in Sefket’s place, Master.” Taunting him pleased her. “But she has two days and night to go before being formally summoned to Precinct Nine. They’ve a lot to do, you see. Diminish her whip welts,” - there Thanon frowned, reviling Mila again - “check her pubis and armpits for growth, scour out her entries, burnish her rings, choose an appropriate head hood for her, and oil her… After all, Master,” she smiled, “you set up the procedures.”

Thanon turned slowly to face the woman. Again, instinctively, she knew what she was about to hear. It came as expected. “Well, it’s been a useful evening, dear Damiana. Now, go to my chambers, strip and lay out my six-thong on the bed for your flogging. I intend to use all three of your entries, and to exhaustion. You wish that, for the last time, no?”

“Oh, yes, great Master. Nothing would delight me more. Whip and fuck me hard.”

*

Silvana was surprised not be allowed to take her place again in the Slave Quarters, finding herself instead on her knees and chained by the neck strap to the wall of a spacious alcove to await her cleansing. The next two days dragged by slowly, broken only domestics bringing her scanty meals and applying lotions to her welts which subsided remarkably fast. Finally, three servants she had not previously encountered and wearing only sandals arrived; they appeared to be maids charged with massaging courtiers in the palace hammams and clearly served in other ways as well. They were certainly efficient, Silvana found, in the way they went about preparing her body. After being washed down superficially and having her leather bondage straps greased, the slave was detached and led to a steaming pool nearby. It provided her with her first encounter with a hamman and she luxuriated in the bubbling water until she was ready to be scoured. For that she was ordered out of the bath, her wrist rings being secured to hooks in the mosaic-tiled ceiling. The heat resembled that of a kiln.

As her sweating skin reddened under the abrasive metal scrapers, she realized the women working on her had no tongues, no doubt cut out to preclude gossip. Conversation being futile, she concentrated on her grooming. Staring up at the darkening sky beyond the walls of the hamman, Silvana as if in a dream let herself be primed. Efficiently, the flesh was laved, her vagina and rectum purged, the armpits and crotch checked for regrowth of fleece. There being none, the maids reburnished the flesh rings that had tarnished with incessant perspiration and outpour, and finally added kohl to darken the rims of the eyes and mauve over the glossy areolae and teats, already in full erection. As if to render the superb column of nudity an ultimate favour, the senior of the three mutes lubricated the sphincter and rectum - a gesture Silvana had learned to appreciate from earlier experiences when chained bent over a retention bar for her rear end to be entered. Use of that orifice gave her particular exhilaration.

It was not Damiana but Saletha who finally came for her and, after a fastidious perusal of the result, led her in silence down a flight of steps into the dismal subterraneous abysses. Silvana’s heart began to pound faster as she crossed the threshold of Sefket’s dungeon of discipline for the first time. It certainly did differ from the Chamber of Gratification above and from the other precincts where, shackled, she had had to entertain countless courtiers.

Lit by several wavering candelabra, the desolate, vaulted oval seemed to extend into obscurity beyond the granite torture slabs aligned before the entry. An abundance of rusting chains, some terminating in hooks, others in metal fetters, dangled over a central area of grim flagstones, while on either side lay iron grids, canted against the stonework, all crusted with harsh prongs. A row of whipping stakes, equally rife with nails, encircled a massive wooden, cross-barred frame that Silvana had no difficulty in recognizing as yet another of the infamous breast-benches she had already experienced. But the model before her seemed more complex than that in the upper Chamber; indeed, for in addition to the board of tines destined to engage and stretch the throttled breasts, a stud-forested rod, hinged to the platform, lay awaiting to be raised and wedged into a slave’s sex. The mere sight of the shaft set her vagina awash.

Her blue eyes, to which she presumed the kohl gave added beauty, became slowly accustomed to the gloom and suddenly she saw, at the far end of the chamber, what was suspended from a taut length of chain. Barely recognizable in the gloom, Kitana and Britta hung, face to face and immobile, the two pairs of ankles locked together by an iron gyve, thongs strangling the puny breasts, the teat rings weighted. Both were bestially gagged with a leather stopple thrust into the gullet. As if to remind the miserable creatures of their failings, they shared a hefty double-dildo that had been rammed up into each sex. Silvana noticed that not only had the shorn lambs been prodigiously flagellated but also rasped from shoulders to thighs with what she deduced must have been some sort of splayed flesh-rake - an item she had often discerned on various instrument panels, but which she had never experienced.

Handing the nude over to the lame Sefket, Saletha noticed her astonishment. “Ah, two of your former teammates,” the overseer said. “There’s nothing we can do to get them to work as they should, the laggards. So, before being disposed of for good, they’re going to be relegated to the black hole to keep our prisoners quiet - those captured on the last sortie over the border. It’s a shame,” she admitted, “for both have quite attractive bodies in a way.” It was the first compliment Silvana had heard since making the long march along with the miserable sluts. It served them right, was her verdict. Yet, she shuddered, recalling Odile’s description of what befell discarded slaves in the prisons…

Silvana hastened to obey Sefket as he motioned her to a length of links hanging from the vault, at the same time summoning, as she might have expected, Damiana in her new function. “My new assistant will deal with you as I’m engaged in other work, for I have our Zelda present. Her breasts need attention prior to further crucifixions. They’ve become flaccid. The slack needs taking up. The pectorals have to recover their tension.”

Saletha bowed, glancing at the golden chains Damiana had laid out on a nearby slab. “Of course, Master. We can handle this.” With that assurance, Sefket hobbled off as Silvana was wrist-hung from the chain-and-hook, her toes just grazing the rugged flagstones.

Together, the slave mistress and Damiana in her new role, went to work on the nude. A length of short ankle links attached, the nipple rings were secured to chains that hauled the ponderous breasts upwards, crossed twice behind the nape of the strapped neck and led down the back to split the anal divide. There the links, after being joined with cord, encircled the thighs, again twice. Thence they passed through Silvana’s labia rings, the women wrenching the gleaming flesh fronds apart to ensure the oval was splayed wide like spread wings of some crimson, spread-eagled bird. The spare links were then tied off.

“That’s how the Lord Menthif always likes his victims,” Damiana informed the length of readied flesh. “It’s the sort of bondage that probably appeals to you too, no?”

Entirely new to such attentions, Silvana found the courage to nod. In fact, the bondage thrilled her to a degree she had never known; her sole regret was that the twist of chain passing between her abundant rump cheeks covered her sphincter which meant that, as she was, she could be arse-whipped but not sodomized. As for the yawning sex and the milk-white underside of her uphauled mammaries, she feared the worst.

“It’s his two concubines who will slash you,” Damiana informed her, “not His Lordship. He’ll just watch. So, do your best, sweet slag.” Then Saletha added a word of her own which encouraged the one weighed down in chain. “She looks simply divine, doesn’t she, Damiana? I wish I had a body like that.”

The body in question was lowered, the wrists being linked to the crossed chains behind the neck. Slowly, to allow her to gauge the restriction imposed by the ankle links, the nude was led out of the cavern into the passageway. Despite the awkward progress, neither woman whipped her, for which Silvana was grateful, having enough to contend with as it was, each distressing step torturing her labia. Yet she was not displeased with the array.

The Ninth Precinct, which she entered for the first time, benumbed her. Not only was the round chamber lit with candles and burning cressets suspended above a wide arena of sand, but they revealed a line of thrones set beyond the periphery of the circle; the seats were already occupied by half-dressed courtiers engaged in desultory conversation. From the apex of the vault hung a heavy, hooked chain, descending to a point just above Silvana’s head. To her surprise, there were no apparatuses of torture visible and no flogging posts - only the vast sand-strewn ring and nothing else, bar the iron links. Astonished, she realized she was to be flagellated wrist-bound to the chain above her. It struck her as a strange arrangement but one that would permit her to twist and shift her stance, at least as far as the overhead shackling allowed, thus probably escaping the more vicious lashes - a poignant delusion neither of the two experienced overseers would have cared to dispel.

A silence fell upon the chamber as the two women led the victim to the centre of the ring, freed her arms and attached the manacles to the hook dangling above her face. She tried to relax her superb body but a strange tension had seized her, despite the erotic thrill building up in her loins. Though the sand beneath her feet frightened her - sand and sawdust in a precinct, more often than not, presaged the shedding of blood - and yet she was determined to show them, slouching in their chairs over there, what a simple slave girl from Lower Saronis was capable of in terms of courage. Fully aware of her dazzling beauty, it was almost intoxicating to be watched by so many lascivious eyes, and her exposed vagina, beyond the shining clit ring, began to liquefy and throb in expectation. She just hoped the whipping - if that was all they had in mind - would be more voluptuous than that botch inflicted on her by that repulsive animal, Mila. Tight-lipped, Silvana vowed she would one day, if Lady Luck would lend an ear, get her own back on that rat and reduce her to a puddle of piss.

The silence in the precinct began to perturb her. She could no longer locate either Damiana or Saletha. The prolonged abeyance became trying. She began to sweat with a new kind of fear. Why did they not proceed? Was she not in her most tempting state - kohled, oiled, naked and wrenched open? What did they want? For her to masturbate and shriek? Had her hands been free, she would have done so. But why did they let her dawdle there with her sex dripping precious nectar into the sand? Nervousness, Odile always said, could ruin a slave…

The answer came very suddenly. From a white-curtained doorway three figures appeared: the exalted Equerry and two females, no doubt his profligate drabs. Their apparel startled her. In the precincts she had never seen a male other than bollock-naked, phallus erect, but this ass Menthif was turbaned and enveloped in silks, the folds billowing after him like a Turkish man-of-war. His concubines strode forward, clad from head to foot in tight black shimmering leather, their crotches, buttocks and breasts bared like offal on a butcher’s stall. But what startled the lingering victim was not so much their second hide but the enormous, upraised dildo protruding from each crotch, the other half apparently embedded in the vagina, recalling the two miseries suspended in Sefket’s cellar.

Then Silvana saw what each strumpet held in her hand. The long lengths of flogging leather, knotted and spliced at the extremity, Silvana knew from experience were of plaited horsehide - weapons to be avoided if one valued one’s skin. The whips slithered in the sand behind the she-devils like adders as the pair strode into the arena, licking their lips as if fangs had replaced their tongues. Slavering to begin, they walked slowly round the victim, uttering obscene comments on the nude’s body.

While the scrutiny proceeded, Saletha reappeared, placing a throne on the rim of the arena and bowing Menthif into it. The mass of lard and silk sprawled indolently upon the seat, parting its legs. When at last the noble voice came, it sounded more like a woman’s than that of a male. Weird, was Silvana’s comment to herself, wishing she could tell him how long she had been made to wait for this already wearying session. If only they would begin…

“So this, my cherubs, is the thing I’ve had to haggle over for you. What d’you think of my intuition? I knew it. Whenever our cunning Thanon coverts something, one can be sure there’s a fine length of whipping flesh involved. Now, she’s all yours, my dears. And take your time. Although we have her for only this once, there’s no hurry. I intend to enjoy it. So, give me some real pleasure for once. I’m truly tired of watching you beating each other.”

Silvana had hardly time to ready herself. As one scourge sliced across her coccyx and, curling, bit the belly, the other slashed into the midriff, almost cutting her in half. The lashes came in turn and then in unison, the slave striving to hold back her cries. But not for long. Each whip hissed through the dense air of the precinct, landed and raised purple welts, the blonde writhing, out of control, with unbelievable pain, making her rise to her toes. One shackled leg jerked up as far as the chain allowed, then the other. She was hopping round the arena in panic, the golden hair sweeping over her face and then backwards between the arms like swathes of rye in a windswept field. Having striated and darkened the back, thighs and belly, each snake-scaled pythoness doubled her whip into a murderous compactness, one flogging the slave’s cheeks of buttock meat, the other, hissing with fury, lashing the blanched underside of the breasts - exposed on Menthif’s express order. Silvana convulsed and, for the first time so early in a thrashing, yelled.

Rarely honoured with a spectacle of such ferocity, Menthif’s carefully selected guests gasped with delight. There in the remote vastness of the ninth precinct, they had never seen a chained nude caper so, nor shriek with such outlandish force, for none had been thrashed as brutally as now. It was a real repast of pure pain. The equerry’s private establishment, it was known, housed females talented with the long horsehide and bullwhip but what the onlookers were witnessing surpassed belief. Indeed, rumours had it that maids or valets chosen to serve the Menthifs and naturally kept naked, did not last long when these vipers lashed out at them. But this was the first time, to the court’s recollection, His Lordship had rewarded a common slave girl from the cohorts with his attention. And, by Phranis, was the blonde getting it!

Silvana’s yells had commenced somewhere after the first thirty lashes - which surprised both slave mistresses but then the girl during and after her training had only received a single whip. What equally tormented Silvana, as she writhed under the twin lengths of rawhide, was the fearful tugging on her drawn-out labia of the chains wrenching her open; the lashes across the hoisted breasts also made her howl, for not only were the undersides still unprepared for such direct flogging but so far, under the rules, only the quirt had been used for dug-beating. Damiana sympathized but could not help. However much her former trainee tried to avoid receiving the plaited thong across the milky surface, at least one of the two truculent flagellatrices managed to mark it. For once, Silvana wondered in her dazed brain how much more she could take, as she heard herself crying for help from Damiana, from the gods and then calling on Thanon - none of whom seemed prepared to risk raising a finger to assist her. He who might have prevailed on the trio to conclude, the new, self-appointed owner of the beautiful, suffering body, was nowhere to be seen; Thanon in fact had told Damiana he had no wish to witness the product of what he admitted to be a scurrilous compromise. Saletha, however, had even less sympathy, for what was a naked slave for, if not to be beaten? In fact, she rather admired the vixens’ handling of such long whips, but for nothing in Bithynia would she take them on as assistants. They lacked the finesse of her faithful Saroya. The two concubines were lethal, pitiless, but good to watch.

Meanwhile, the leather-sheathed strumpets drove their victim inexorably and repeatedly round the arena until she stumbled and fell, stretched from the chain, only to be scourged where she hung. That alone, the spectators considered, was worth the invitation, as was the way the well-fleshed slut, decked in golden chains, staggered back to her feet and recommenced her gyrations and suffering until, after another half-hourglass of time, she was again outstretched, half-conscious, the head bowed. If the two flagellatrices felt the breasts merited more of the whips’ tail-end, Damiana, on the other hand - and to a lesser degree, Saletha - believed the session had gone on long enough; they had no desire to have her damaged beyond repair. Both felt it just as well Thanon had resolved not to attend the session. The slave girl, gifted as she was and well-endowed - that is, in terms of flesh, was evidently weakening; to Menthif’s delight, she had started to bleed from the upper slope of the rump and a further trickle seeped from the left nipple. Both slave mistresses believed a further hourglass’s period of such punishment would maim her and that no one could risk or afford. But the flagellation continued amidst the familiar breathless cries and slushings from the circle of spectators. At least someone, apart from Menthif and his whores, was enjoying it…

Finally Silvana gave up, slumped to the full length of the chain, her scourged body glittering with sweat, dribbles of blood and purple welts. She, even she, had reached her limit.

Spry again, Saletha had the delicacy and good sense to congratulate her colleague. “I must say, Damiana dear, you trained her well. I only regret I won’t have her now in my cohort nor, alas, in my bed. Let’s hope where she’s headed, she’ll be able to fill Greta’s role…”

“I’m sure she will. She might even,” Damiana smiled, “fill yours one of these days.”

Wiping off their scourges, Menthif’s she-wolves bathed in their master’s adulation, while refreshments were served by a couple of naked handmaids from the Equerry’s household, Damiana noticing they carried the Equerry’s coat of arms branded squarely over the navel. Offhand, she wondered what would become of such pathetic youngsters were His Lordship to fall from power one day. The same question applied to his concubines. Most probably such females would be served up as offerings at some future Moon Festival or sold.

But one thing was clear. The young beauty Damiana had tutored so diligently and with erotic pleasure, would now be bound - and in more ways than one - to serve Thanon exclusively and thus elude the High Priests and sacrifice. What would become of her and her splendid body in the Slave Master’s rooms was another matter. But the slave was ascending the rungs of the Bithynian ladder. That was for sure.

The pause over and thirsts quenched, except for Silvana’s, Damiana wondered what was to follow, for the palace gong in the great halls above had sounded midnight, when Menthif always retired, apparently to have his whores tortured in private. Disturbed by the clang of bronze, the mastiffs howled a moment on the battlements before returning to rest.

Soaked in sweat, the concubines strode back to the exhausted slave hanging by the wrists, knees grazing the sand, and revived her with stinging slaps across the face and several jabs of the whip hafts into the thrashed breasts. Silvana groaned as she staggered to her feet to ready herself for further lashes, most probably, she expected, up into the distended labia. That was a sequel she would not argue with, for the state of the clitoris in her yawning sex cleft had become unbearable. The punishment had brought her to a point where it hovered on the brink, craving for relief - from the whip, the lunge of a dildo, leave alone a stiff cock…

Unexpectedly, she was released. After the ankle links had been removed, the torso chain, contorting the breasts, neck, anal cleft and especially the wrenched sex fronds, fell away. As the labia splattered back into place over the flooded hole, she gave a hoarse cry of pain, yet astonished how the cunt-flesh had resisted the tug on the rings for so long without tearing - as had happened to poor Elfra, who had to be pierced anew at a point higher up on the sex fold. Stranger still was the fact that, so far, Silvana had not yet been crotch-whipped, the delay being probably a significant part of the prolonged slave-torture.

Swaying unsteadily, she found her chain being ratcheted up by a Nubidian slave, a handsome creature with a fine mauve cock, who formed part of Sefket’s entourage. The elevation was trivial but hard on the wrists. Then she understood the reason, for the ankles were drawn apart and strapped to a spreader bar, a contrivance that had figured abundantly during the already distant days of tutelage under Damiana. Only now, the extended toes could not reach the flagstones, thus increasing the tension on the wrists - again deliberate.

Suddenly, she saw the Equerry nod to his two slavering whores. Hardly bothering to lubricate their ribbed dildos, the two bitches drove into her, back and front. Inured so far only to single insertions, Silvana felt the shafts bludgeoning each other on either side of the frail membrane within her entrails, and found it far from displeasing as an experience. What riled her was the way in which the slut facing her, bit into the breasts but that was compensated by the one behind encircling the thighs to twist the clit ring; the wrench at least helped Silvana’s vagina to complete what had been long since threatening to explode.

Nevertheless, neither bitch took any account of the welts throbbing down the length of their scourged victim. Spitting oaths, they simply bored in to her, their hot breath seething around her throat and neck. Silvana began to thrash her head about, as if still being whipped. A frantic lust built up in the welted body, gathering like one of those thunderous gales descending from the Bithynian heights, charioting fire and hectic lightning.

The first orgasm soared only too readily, the slave’s ravings filling the precinct. If Damiana had long since become accustomed to those unbridled outbursts, the gracious noble, his jewelled fingers buried in his silks, seemed taken aback, as were his guests - even those males deeply engaged in an orifice of some marchioness, countess or naked mistress.

Silvana’s following three spasms erupted powerfully in mounting succession and despoiled what remained of the well-whipped nude. Like a famished kestrel, she hovered a moment and then swooped into her fourth climax, that seemed to carry her away with her shrieks into the night, far beyond Zahra and its moonlit coastline. Beyond all recall.

The violence of the orgasms astonished even the two sluts ramming into her, and all present knew how they spilled their juice. The horned dildos rasping their clits brought them both off in turn with hoarse screams. Nothing sent them faster and more surely over into the abyss than reaming the orifices of a helpless, extenuated, nude slave they whipped raw.

Only vaguely did the quivering blonde feel the dildos withdrawing from her lower cavities, dredging out with them the engorged whorls of crimson sex meat. Yet, she was just conscious enough to see one of the tousled heads - that of the slag who had split her left nipple - kneel before Menthif to fumble with the man’s cock. Still throbbing in extension, Silvana stared at the object through her tears — a midget of a penis, like the stub of a spent candle. Although it barely reached beyond the repulsive concubine’s teeth, she somehow managed to fellate what there was of it. At least, she tugged hard on the shrivelled ball-sack.

No one, apart from the whores and Silvana, paid much attention to the grotesque performance and when finally the Equerry groaned and jerked, it was clear the evening’s entertainment had drawn to its close.

The Flagellation, as the séance was called, was over.

Fully content, His Lordship rose, bid the company goodnight and strolled out of the chamber, an arm of diaphanous silk round each of his sweating pythons who, Damiana knew from gossip, could look forward to the bullwhip and flesh tongs in the competent hands of Menthif’s three devoted eunuchs. After all, they deserved a reward for their labours.

Saletha also departed, sexually exhausted, to do what she could for the remainder of the night with Rainer, leaving her colleague, Damiana, to free the haggard victim and see to it the maids cleaned up the precinct, raked the sand and doused the candelabra.

 

Still adrift in another world, Silvana somehow managed to follow her former overseer to a sage-green bedchamber with, in its centre, the exquisite four-poster that Sefket had allotted to her, together with a velvet-sheathed flogging stake, equipped with golden fetters.

Contrary to what she had expected, she was allowed to sleep, a restoration she sorely needed. Stroking the blonde hair, Damiana let her rest, gazing at the length of whipped flesh.

An hourglass or two later, Silvana awoke to find her companion lapping off the sweat and congealed blood from her buttocks before turning her around to suck the slit breast teat clean. The caresses enlivened the blonde enough to watch through the open casement the magnificent dawn breaking over the eastern hills and hear the first birds chirping gaily - they at least, safe in their nests, had passed a more reposeful evening than she.

“Now, treasure, you’re free for Thanon,” said the sleek one beside her. “May the holy Locrana, the mighty Phranis and whatever gods you still believe in, after what you’ve just been through, guide your steps. You own a very sensual and gifted body, and not only when it’s writhing in ecstasy under the lash. You will go far, Silvana.” She stretched out her long legs over the sheets and smiled, smoothing the girl’s fair tresses back behind the delicate ears.

“Now, my gorgeous profligate, since they didn’t use your tongue, do as I say and lick me off. Then, I’ll attend to your lash marks…”

Listlessly, the girl rose from the divine silks, knowing she was on her way towards a new future in the roiling cauldron of Bithynia the Magnificent. Whatever the untrustworthy deities - and her Thanon - had in store for her, she was determined to seize her chance and grasp it tight, just as now she grasped and parted the woman’s muscular thighs squelching open before her. She leaned forward over the neatly-groomed crotch, her tongue quivering nervously, and, as the first rays of the sun rose, went to work with what energy she had left.

It was well past midday when the turbaned Haroun bowed himself into Damiana’s retreat to announce to the senior of the two enlaced bodies that the girl was awaited in Thanon’s chambers. “But first, I am ordered to remove the ring from the slave’s clitoris.”




7. The Promotion
The reference to her bearded master, together with the incredible idea of being relieved of that pernicious ring of metal that kept her almost permanently on heat, made Silvana almost leap from Damiana’s silken sheets.

“Off with you, sweet one,” the well-contented one smiled. “Come and see me sometime down below. Anyway, if my hunch is right, you’ll be with me again very soon for more training. But this time of a very different and exciting sort from what you’ve had.”

Silvana returned the smouldering smile and followed the eunuch out on to the sunlit terrace. Astonished her wrist straps were for once not linked to the neck band, she was led down into the depths of the palace, following Haroun who, even more surprisingly, did not clip a lead to her clit ring. Although the breasts had long since been released, to slap down into their normal position, she felt more heavily busted than ever before. Despite Damiana’s attentions with soothing spikenard, each step she took caused the thrashed, throbbing undersides to scuff against the ribs. But her elation helped her to ignore the pain, as she did her best to keep up with the man.

At one point, descending a dimly-lit ramp that seemed all too familiar, she thought she saw Carmela and Prevez hanging suspended from iron hooks in adjacent alcoves hewn out of the masonry. But the heads being hooded, she could not be sure, although the massive hips and breasts in the first recess and the superb erect cock in the second seemed to be attributes she had frequently fondled. In any event, Haroun gave her no chance of a closer look; nor did she wish, being unchained, to annoy him by dawdling. Moreover, in the billowing folds of the eunuch’s pajamas the scourge hung close at hand, and Silvana felt she had enough leather - at least for the moment. The slope finally led into a sombre hallway and that was even more familiar. The Preparation Cellar brought back mixed memories of the piercing and ringing so long ago, and of Kitana and Britta hissing like wild cats. Again, her flesh crawled at the sight of the granite slabs and shackles.

But Haroun’s order when it came was almost mild. “Kindly stretch out on this, the nearest block, thighs over the sides, arms beyond your head. I believe you know the posture.”

Not a chain or clamp was disturbed, even when the nude body was extended but the following directive did more than disturb the slave. “Now bring down one hand and frig your clit into erection, then back again with the arm.” The middle finger went to work at once.

Trembling, Silvana watched the turbaned head descend and saw the pair of cutting shears approach her sex and, as he parted her long-lipped vulva and drew out the clitoris, she recalled the man’s remark in Damiana’s room. With a click, the clit ring was severed, rotated and slowly extracted. Concentrating on stifling an orgasm that had begun to threaten, she could hardly believe what had just taken place, or what was to follow.

Haroun cut through the wrist and ankle straps and, after daubing the desiccated skin again with spikenard, took from among his swirling garments four bracelets of red leather, each no more than half the breadth of those he had discarded. Silvana watched the exchange in amazement. Instead of the bondage being clamped, narrow straps were fed through buckles and left to flap.

Transported with joy, she risked a cry. “Oh, blessed be Phranis! How can I thank you, dearest Haroun?” She trusted her trite felicity would not bring the whip into play but the turban only nodded. “The other rings must stay, slave. At least, for the time being. The rest depends on your Master. Now, we’ll mount to his chamber and I’ll show you your quarters.”

The blonde seemed to float in ecstasy and wondered if her Master would be there to greet her or even flog her, although, given the state of her body, she felt that was hardly likely.

 

The dwelling astonished her with its wafting silks, the rich kilims, the marble and above all the vast, canopied bed of rose-coloured embroidery. Haroun let her gasp. Then he led her into the adjoining room. Again she stared, abashed. A lancet gave out over the wide reach of countryside and the mauve mountains beyond. To the rear of the narrow chamber, the bed was of silk but richer than that which decked the bunks in the Slave Quarters, while on the wall above the headboard hung the usual slave chain - that was to be expected. Further to the rear lay a small cubicle of flowered tiles, the bath equally lined with marble mosaics. Somehow, the presence of Greta, the former favourite, haunted the rooms. But then, Silvana reminded herself, Greta had gone the way of all flesh. And Damiana too, but to other duties…

She walked back into the sunlit chamber, its silken curtains billowing in the breeze.

“Our Master will be here at nightfall,” Haroun informed her, “and you should be upon the bed, outstretched and ready. However, you will have only one night with him, for on the morrow he and Hephaistos” - at the name Silvana realized she had not laid eyes on that one and his handsome cock for many days - “will leave to seek out more slaves. For, not only have two of your former colleagues who accompanied you here proved worthless, but one of our senior inmates - Rouxel, if I recall the name - has been sold off to some whipping den in the northern province. But our gracious Master will be back, hopefully with more enticing flesh, so ready yourself, for I believe he may have things in mind for you. Thereafter, he has to travel to Zahra to inspect the vacation locality there. If you need me, the bell rope is there.”

The honoured one, marvelling at the eunuch’s mastery of courtly language, felt disconsolate over her Master’s absence but put on a brave face. Haroun had clipped a generous measure of chain to her collar, attaching the links to a further length secured to the head of the great bed, and had left, after pointing to the sherbet and sweetmeats available on the table. Silvana realized the restraints, the longest she had ever been allowed as a slave, permitted her to move across the room, make use of the Turkish convenience and even lean out over the lancet’s sill to watch the clouds drift by. She felt she was in what Vreni used to call the gardens of paradise - a houri dedicated to the whip, exquisite torture and endless sex.

 

It was early evening when Thanon returned to his quarters, following a long meeting, apparently with the Elders. After showering - from the bed Silvana could see Haroun sponging the muscular figure - he ordered his new acquisition to parade slowly up and down the room while he took her place on the bed. Joining his hands behind his head, he stretched out, naked and refreshed, to enjoy the sight. The girl used all her erotic gifts to display her beauty, her hands - still unaccustomed to being free - caressing now the flanks, now the breasts, while the buttocks swayed provocatively with each step. Her proprietor gazed at the sumptuous nudity still striped and scarred, as it displayed itself before him, dragging its detention chain across the carpets. Although Greta had been well-breasted, if somewhat slimmer, what was now flaunting its elegance amid the spirals of incense certainly rivalled hers and there seemed little difference between the two as far as physical resilience went.

He let her walk for a long moment before deciding to rise - his phallus having already risen but without any action on her part. She dropped to her knees, moistening her lips in readiness. Her idol merely smiled and told her to stand. He needed her far more prepared than she was, although he guessed her nether lips were also humid. The naked slut was rarely dry.

“I see your welts have subsided,” he remarked, his fingers grazing the dark, yellowing bruises traversing the buttocks from thigh to thigh. “Therefore, I shall revive some of them, at the same time regretting I had to lend you to someone else. Now, raise your arms to the chain and prepare that dormant but deserving hind end to be put to the whip.”

Silvana gasped, almost aloud. The whip again, and so soon after what she thought would suffice for a week! She moved to the centre of the chamber. So habituated to seeing restraints, trammels and shackles, she had not really noticed the hooked chain hanging from the carved beams above; the links sent a tremor of exhilaration through her entrails as she reached upwards. Aware she was to be suspended taut for the flagellation, she wondered how much latitude would be allowed for her to writhe, Damiana having taught her the art of twisting and contorting her body in order to bewitch her flogger, the man she adored.

Without being summoned, Haroun entered to secure her. He handed his master an oiled tawse - an arm’s length of slender leather, slit into three strips at the end. The nude glanced at it with anxiety but also a sense of relief; compared with the blaze of agony induced by the camelhide wielded by Menthif’s whores, the thing seemed tolerable. She still ached atrociously from that tremendous flagellation and presumed Thanon was aware of the state in which His Lordship’s girls had left her body - he had only to look at her rump meat, belly and split nipple. Hence the relatively mild tawse? Anyway, for him she was prepared to be flayed raw, to the blood - anything. She looked again at the dark triple flange of the slave-thong and felt she could take it without too much screaming. But she knew that cries pleased Thanon. Her main apprehension was that her butt’s epidermis might open up and stain the kilims with blood, as well as her sex juice. But Haroun was probably used to cleaning up after a session.

Thrilled to be stark-naked, entirely at her master’s disposal at last, she was surprised how competently the eunuch hoisted her up to the hook, her muscles tensing, mercifully her toes grazing the carpet. She followed what Damiana had told her to do, when about to be flogged: she canted her head back behind the arms, her golden locks cascading down the back. The length of wrist chain suited her well and she presumed Greta must have been of the same height. She only hoped she would respond as well as her predecessor was reputed to have done during her daily whippings, penetrations and tortures. In any event, being strung up at full length always excited Silvana, her thoughts returning to one night in the fourth precinct when she had taken fifty lashes, hung in the same manner, from two courtiers and, after passing over the threshold of pain into pleasure, her orgasms had come smoothly and rewardingly.

Thanon took his time, once again fondling the broad expanse of welted buttock meat, Silvana feeling the phallus butting against her thigh. She closed her eyes in exhilaration. She was about to be whipped - and she trusted, slave-raped - as on that strange night so long ago, but this time by the man who was now her owner. Her nipples and clit distended at the thought. She was ready and leaking, but a long silence followed, filled only by the evening cries of the swallows swooping beyond the lancet and, although she could not be sure, the shrieks of some female being dealt with on the terrace below.

With sharp hiss and very suddenly, the tawse cut through the sweltering air of the chamber to flatten both masses of buttock flesh, leaving them shuddering as the body staggered forward a step and left to catch its breath. The second lash brought out a long groan as it bit into the base of the bottom. Somewhere between the blows that followed, gritting her teeth, she managed to wonder how many lashes were to fall; it was not so much the tawse itself that was undermining her but its effect of doubling the damage already there. In the condition she was, a couple of dozen lashes would, she feared, open her up. But then she was at the wrong end of the whip to influence things except how to deal with the pain; it surpassed anything she had expected. The tawse itself was one thing, the slash of the triple fangs quite another.

By the twelfth lash, with that mixture of intense pain and flowering pleasure she knew so well, her vagina was awash, as it always became when she twisted on the end of a whipping chain; her wet labia flapped, stuck together, parted, the metal rings chiming. The nipples had become thick and prominent and, despite the memory of blood shed during the flagellation in Precinct Nine, her breasts seemed to be pleading for a taste of the leather. But Thanon concentrated on what he was known to prefer - a pair of shuddering buttocks, the larger the better. The fact that those he was punishing belonged to the superb slave he had chosen exclusively for his own use, only made him flog harder - as if to imprint a mark of ownership on his property. Indeed, like the incomparable Greta, who could take a hundred lashes without passing out, this magnificent blonde of his just had to learn. With a few more weeks of steady beating and visits to the different torture precincts, she would also grasp how to respond to her owner’s demands. She too was uttering, like Greta, those same sharp yells of pleasure after weathering a prelude of pain, and that drove him on to beat, beat and beat until … Oh, yes, he had indeed chosen shrewdly.

Above all, Thanon wanted the wench fully on heat, craving penetration. After some thirty slashes, the striations whitening under the force of each blow before rising into sombre ridges, he had reduced her to what he called ‘a quivering jelly of flogged flesh’. He paused to allow her lungs to gather breath for the remainder of the punishment. The respite afforded him the chance to watch the weals turn purple. Thanon cursed the Equerry for the damage done to what were probably the finest buttocks in the entire palace. Wiping off the splurge of sweat from his tawse, he swung the slave body around to face him. Exceptionally, he was tempted to mark the thighs, belly and breasts, but held back.

“From what I’ve seen of you elsewhere and now, you really enjoy the whip, don’t you, my beauty?” He wrenched the perspiring, tear-stained face forward to study the blue eyes.

“Yes and no, master,” the quivering one spluttered.

“No? What do you mean, no?” Her reply seeming to vex him, his eyes darkened as he tapped the pectoral muscles tensioning the breasts, the customary site for further punishment should a slave dare manifest the slightest remonstrance to being arse-whipped to the blood.

“I mean, master… I think… my front needs to be given the tawse too…”

Half tempted again to lash the rich mammaries quaking before him, he hesitated.

“Another time. This is just a token of welcome. Later, the rest will have its due, believe me, but I always prefer to start on the rump. Surely your Damiana told you the difference between a rear and a frontal beating, quite apart from a crotch whipping, no? The first is routine, while the latter two require careful preparation. The breasts, belly and what you have down there between those sturdy thighs call for other whips. Have you not grasped that?” Silvana nodded but could not recall being invited to make the distinction. The Lord Menthif’s whores, by Phranis, had used doubled-up horsehide on her front and that she would not forget as long as she lived; she considered herself fortunate they had not cunt-whipped her as well.

Then Thanon gave her rump a dozen more lashes, watching her reactions closely as he had done throughout her training and during her beatings and sessions of sex torture at the hand of various overseers and courtiers. From her gathering groans and clenching of the thighs, he saw she was on the verge of orgasm. Spinning her around again, he thrust a hand between the flesh rings and felt the clitoris. The pressure brought a guttural cry from the throat. She was ready to spend and only needed his permission. About to lift her legs and ram into the vagina, he again changed his mind, giving Haroun a nod. The long-suffering eunuch knew his master well; after watching him whip Greta, the denuded Damiana, a tempting slave or even a serving maid, it was customary for sex to take place against or upon the four-poster.

Immediately he unhooked the weeping, butt-scarred beauty and hauled her to the bed, spread-eagling her out over the covers. Barely conscious of where she lay, the cool touch of the sheets seemed to revive her. Apart from the enjoyable moments in the Slave Quarters and more recently in Damiana’s room, she had rarely had sex on a bed. Almost all her orgasms had come when suspended or chained, moaning, over some trestle or slab. Or against the wall.

Straddling her chest, the man wrenched the sweating head forward to penetrate the one loquacious orifice of the three she had, the mouth agape, the tongue already flicking.

The sensation of the heart-shaped glans sliding between her lips, across the hard palate and then into the gullet, made Silvana curb the lust that a rump beating always roused in her innards. Her face smothered in the advancing and receding forest of pubic growth, she could hardly believe what Dame Fortune was allowing her to enjoy, there on her master’s bed! She just hoped what was dripping from her crotch would not stain the exquisite sheets.

But Silvana was to be disappointed. Different from when Hephaistos, Yannis, Pervez and so many courtiers had clogged her throat for her to gulp down their wads of spunk, her owner withdrew, leaving her with only spittle and thin pre-cum. She could have cried.

Suddenly she felt herself being turned over and made to kneel, her whip-ridged hind end aloft, face in the pillows. She felt the powerful hands spreading her buttocks apart. The helm she had just sucked and conveniently coated with saliva, kneaded her sphincter a moment and bored in, Silvana wincing but blessing Damiana for slackening what had previously been a ring of recalcitrant muscle. Grasping her pelvis bones, Thanon ploughed into the very depth of the rectum and sodomized her with long, slow thrusts. Ordered to frig her despairing clitoris but ‘to keep it at bay’, she begged him to allow her to orgasm. But clearly Thanon had decided to make her hold on until the last second.

“You will come when I say so. At the same time as I fill you. Judge by the throb of my cock. Spend before and I’ll have Haroun hang you by the legs for the night from that chain you now know, and cane your dangling breasts. So, thrust against me and frig slowly.”

Silvana did so, again amazed that her arms and hands were free and her sex prong no longer harassed by metal. When the man’s groans filled the room and the cock pulsed, driving into her bowels what she held to be celestial liquor, she let herself go. Her head veering back and shrieking, as if being disembowelled, she climaxed gloriously, voiding her vagina of its viscid slush. Her howls, Haroun guessed, must have reached the palace’s noble pinnacles as well as the stories below - except that there, any courtiers disporting themselves with a naked slave or two were used to such sounds, whether they came from the precincts below or from private chambers. Like the baying of the mastiffs and the crisp flapping of pennants on the towers, they mattered no more than the slash of whips, the howls and other orgiastic shrieks.

 

Leaving his concubine to slump and throb in aftermath, Thanon imparted what he had to say, gently smoothing his new slave’s locks that reminded him of his Greta. Limbs entangled, Silvana floated in clouds of pleasure - with, all the same, a residue of pain remaining from the sodomy - as night beyond the mullioned lancet darkened the chamber.

“We shall continue when my phallus tells us to.” The voice seemed disembodied, as if addressing that wilted object. “Apart from the other night, which was, alas, diplomatically inevitable, what can one think of this palace, Silvana?” He did not wait for an answer. “It is a den of despots and monsters. But I have to serve here. But not for long. My retirement, like that of your filthy guardians,” - Silvana found she could hardly remember them - “is due and I’m anxious to plan my future. Much depends on the Elders.” The slave, nestling with her arms around him, felt unsure of herself, confronted with political overtones. “Now, as to you, I want you to train yourself up to take the place of that slut Mila, who has been demoted. You will help in the precincts, assisting Saletha in her duties, which, incidentally, will include your punishing the one I mention” - the thought of whipping Mila thrilled Silvana - “in addition to being my whipping slave. Saletha and Damiana will help you to learn the ropes.” Silvana thought the phrase very appropriate but began to worry; ruing the day when she had believed herself capable of wielding the whip. How was it her owners guessed her innermost thoughts? The wheel of fortune seemed to be turning full circle. She would be senior to Mila and, above all, a slave handler and Thanon’s companion. Her mind took fright at the prospect ahead.

The bearded one disengaged himself from the hot, glistening body glued to him and went on: “I have to descend again tomorrow to the lower townships to select additional flesh. Two of your former sisters have proved worthless” - in her mind’s eye Silvana saw Kitana and Britta being uselessly tortured, probably in Sefket’s cellar, in an attempt to enliven them - “and one of our females, called Rixel or Rouxel, has been sold off to some caravanserai on the fringes of Anatolia, in need of trained flogging flesh.” That, as well as his imminent departure, she had already learnt from Haroun, but was astounded at the man sharing so much news with her. “While I am away, you’ll be in the care of Haroun and, when she needs you, Saletha. She and Damiana will train you in preparing slaves for our courtiers’ use and how to flog. I do not want you to meddle with erotic sex torture just yet, but that too you will have to learn.” After a pause, he added: “On no account do I want you to use the Ninth Precinct which, of course, you now know.” That was indeed the last place Silvana wished to see again.

She sat up in bed, hardly believing what was being said. At the same time, she felt a weird thrill scud through her entrails as she pictured Mila chained to the iron harrow in the Chamber of Gratification and, white as milk, staring at the one who had taken her place, now privileged to wear high boots, body straps and gauntlets, and carry a slave whip.

Her owner had not finished. “Haroun will show you my study,” the elegant beard motioned towards a passage leading away from the bedchamber, “as well as my own private torture sanctum. The latter he may not use, although, if necessary, he may whip you here.” The second gesture was to the hook-and-chain with which Silvana had only just become acquainted. “Finally, as I said, I want you to become proficient in flagellation, and Saletha or Damiana will see to it you are given bodies that require ruthless disciplining, such as Mila’s.”

Thrilled by that name again, Silvana wished him a safe and profitable journey, imagining the roan steed cantering into Lower Saronis or whatever other village he was to ransack for quality flesh. It reminded her of that night so long ago when she had first laid eyes on him, her divine master.

 

In her owner’s absence, events moved fast. As Mila’s replacement, she was astonished and thrilled when Saletha removed her new ankle straps and applied grease to the chafed skin before helping her into the long boots. The gauntlets, thorax leathers and whip-belt proved even more thrilling, even though Saletha told her they would be worn solely when acting as her assistant. Apart from the six remaining slave rings, all that was left were the wrist and throat straps, the ankles remaining free, to permit her to slide into the boots.

Several days later, even the silver circles still pierced through the labia majora and minora were cut away from the elongated holes of sex flesh, just as the clit had been freed. The superb teats alone remained encumbered. “Your master still wants your nipples ringed,” Saletha remarked delicately, “in the event of feeling like attaching them, instead of your wrists, to the rafter chain in yonder chamber.” Her hand directed her startled eyes upwards to Thanon’s torture closet. “Greta spent many exacting but, I believe, exciting nights in there. I’m sure you will enjoy it, too.” Silvana tried to smile, the prospect bringing her tawny, ringed peaks into full erection. Damiana had shown her how to steady herself on tiptoe when extended by the nipple rings, the wrists clipped to the nape. During the initiation to breast traction, the beating and inevitable tottering had almost ripped the metal loops out of her ‘sugar-tits’, the term Odile used to apply to a pair of slave nipples. In any event, to have only two rings left was a surprise, as was Saletha’s subsequent remark.

“Your great master wants you freed gradually, honey. You’re extremely favoured, you realize. In time, believe me, you’ll regret losing the lot, as I did. They did help me to orgasm.”

About to ask Saletha, with a twinge of irreparable loss, if she could keep the rings as tokens of her slavery, she thought better of it. In any event, where would she keep them? The only souvenirs a slave gathered in the Bithynian palace were not discarded rings but welts and memories of brusque commands, jangling chains and unbelievable pain. And now, promotion.

 

Attired as a junior assistant, Silvana was ordered to report to Damiana in Sefket’s funereal realm of chains and irons that brought back to her dark memories. But her former slave mistress greeted her effusively, a gloved hand roving languorously over the rich buttocks that had begun to heal. It was Mila’s replacement, the sleekly muscular Marysa, who rinsed the blonde hair and braided it into a chignon. She powdered the body and bordered the eyes with kohl, applying cochineal to the nipples and, drying them, to the dangling sex flaps.

“Now, listen to me, gorgeous,” Damiana said, staring at the result. “The Master of Slaves, to whom you now belong, wants you to gain experience in using the whip, rather than merely receiving it. He has ordered that you have practice daily until you’re competent.” Then she added: “That is, of course, apart from your duties under Saletha as a slave handler. You must learn how to chain and beat a naked slave, as you were beaten. Do you follow?”

Dubiously, Silvana nodded. “I’ll try to do my best, mistress.”

“Your best may not be good enough, my dear. Otherwise we shall have to show you all over again, in bondage - like this slothful whore slave who refuses to respond.” Drawing Silvana over into the shadows beyond the torture trestles, she pointed to what was strung aloft by the wrists. The sight of the slender nude caused Silvana to stop, aghast. All four limbs parted wide, Kitana’s body hung outstretched, belly down, low and almost horizontal, from chains descending from the vaulting. The girl’s head of ginger hair, the mouth gaping, was braced back by a thong encircling the brow and attached to the rear ring of the throat strap. The tear-stained face reminded Silvana of the white parchment from which the Elders read out their decisions. Quite clearly, the tensed body was stretched for flagellation and much more.

Damiana walked her pupil round the victim, commenting on the puny breasts and scanty rump. “Yes, this creature is one of your former colleagues, a slut that refuses to learn, alas. Now, Silvana, you’ll notice the height at which my assistants have chained her. You’ve had the same suspension, remember? It presents the whole of the rear for the whip and easy access to all three orifices. Not that the selfish bitch will appreciate her good fortune.”

Silvana nodded, remembering the position and also the slut’s impotence. As she paced round the body, she was again surprised how calm it seemed, the ringed nipples and vulva impassive - compared with her own that had already swollen with lust. Between the taut buttocks, the anus was little more than a bud, despite the gouging it must have received. To judge by the welts, the slave must have endured hard flogging but had not been made to bleed.

“The whore,” Damiana went on, Silvana finding the term far from apt, “is hopeless as a slave.” She slapped Kitana’s arse with a gesture of despair. “But she’ll be useful as a start before we give you a tougher subject to deal with.” She gestured further into the gloom of the cellar beyond a torture frame, for once vacant but dark with stains of blood and sweat.

But the stake in the far distance was far from unoccupied. Hung by the wrists, a second female nude was just discernible. The body seemed more mature and attractive than that slung before Silvana and it struck her as somehow familiar. Narrowing her eyes, she stared in amazement. What was stretched, stark-naked, between the vault hooks and the floor hasps was none other than Mila. She had been fully ringed through both nipples and the sex meat.

A sensation of aversion and vengeance seized Silvana, Damiana watching the reaction.

“That’s what happens here to the insubordinate,” the senior one murmured, “but, of course, having risen from the ranks, like you, this one’s fairly used to the whip. And our Sefket knows how to punish a refractory inmate. So, be warned. No one lies beyond correction.”

Silvana harkened the threat, staring at the body and at Damiana. Then she said: “Oh, mistress, may I try my hand on that, too? Nothing would please me more. Please, may I?”

The overseer sensed the venom in the query. “That would depend on Sefket, my love. But I can ask. You see, it’s he who usually flogs the breasts of a demoted female and we’ve had quite a number in the past. But first, until he arrives, let’s start with this worthless trash of a redhead, before she’s consigned to the prisons, may the divine Phranis and Locrana help her. Go and select your whip - they’re hanging over there on the wall.”

As Silvana sauntered slowly to the rack of instruments, the gaunt cripple entered and immediately Damiana bowed. After the usual greetings, she spoke to him in undertones, Silvana catching only the reply.

“I have no objection but she must beat the mammaries hard. In any case, I have work to do in Precinct Five - the Countess Castriada wishes to have one of her maids flogged for insolence proffered to her noble husband, the Count, and as they want her to be tortured, I have to be present to prepare the wench and throttle her breasts. So, Damiana dear, go ahead.” He glanced at the blonde newcomer who, by reason on her sudden promotion, was eluding his grasp. He would not have declined an hour or two with her on the iron rack, cunt splayed. With that, collecting several lengths of spiked breast thongs, the club-footed torturer hobbled out, leaving his assistant to her training duties.

“So, there you are, delicious,” she smiled, “you have a free hand. Give this indolent bitch her due first and then we’ll see about our little treasure Mila.”

What Silvana saw before her on the whip rack surpassed anything she had imagined. The implements in the Chamber of Gratification and, for that matter, in any of the precincts where she had been whipped and used, fell far short of the array confronting her. From short leather quirts to long, knotted bullwhips - that recalled those wielded by His Lordship’s whores - the selection bewildered her. Finally, she chose a six-thong of medium length, to which Damiana gave her assent, adding: “Now, address the slave and tell her what you’re going to do to her.” With that, the slave mistress perched one of her famous buttocks on a nearby granite block, to watch. “And whip slowly until she’s primed - that is, if you can get her primed. Don’t worry about her climaxes. The slag’s now incapable of rising to that height, so just flog her for your own enjoyment.”

Controlling her nervousness, Silvana took up her position alongside the trim buttocks which she thought could do with the same unbridled sort of beating she herself had had only too often from Mila, waiting for her own punishment. She had her words ready, similar to those the bitch herself used to utter when confronting poor kittens like this naked Kitana.

“Now, Kitana, you slothful slut,” - she had learnt much over the long weeks of custody how to ready a slave for whipping - “I’m going to lash that arse until it’s like the sun setting over Lower Saronis. And you remember home, don’t you, even if you weren’t chained naked then, as now? You’ve let us others down. You need flogging, not frigging, to orgasm.”

“Yes, mistress,” the slung body murmured, addressing the only being who had shown her a spark of sympathy in the past. “Please, don’t make me bleed… I’m afraid of the whip.”

“Oh, are you? Well, I’m going to whip your little crotch till you come. Understand?”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll try.” At that, Damiana smiled. The blonde showed promise, even if the chained slut did not. And suddenly the thongs hissed with a sibilant rush of leather, flattening the clenched cheeks of sparse rump meat and the shrieks began forthwith. Silvana gave her a dozen lashes, well separated in time and place, watching the cheeks rebound and redden. Never before had she experienced so great a pleasure - even when nearing orgasm herself under the scourge - as that she now knew in marking the helpless youngster. The yells drove her to thrash harder. Even when she went round to the front of the slung body to flay the breasts and belly, her talent, to Damiana’s surprise, redoubled with force. About to curtail the punishment, the overseer suddenly saw her favourite ram her crotch into Kitana’s face.

“Tongue me, you selfish bitch,” the blonde cried, “and, by the holy Locrana, I’ll whip you into orgasm.” As the timid tongue did what it was told, Silvana slashed down the back, the thongs burying deep into the ringed slot between the thighs. At the sixth lash, a long cry, smothered in Silvana’s sex labia, sputtered out of Kitana. The mouth jerked away from the wet cunt and yelled. The chained body tensed and Damiana was given the unbelievable sight of the stagnant, torpid slag shuddering in orgasm. It had taken time but it was incredible.

“You see,” Silvana said, wrenching Kitana’s head back, “you can spend when made to, you idiot. Of course, you can when you’re whipped like that and sucking a juicy cunt. Now, come again, not timidly as just now nor as in your bunk in the Slave Quarters.”

The thongs splashed again into the vulva and, sure enough, Kitana released all she had in her, her second spasm reducing her to a palpitating, slung carcass of jerking tendons.

“Well, I must say,” Damiana remarked with a smile, “that was quite a surprise and a treat. You certainly show promise, Silvana, as I suspected.” Then she muttered: “Of course, as your Thanon is away, I expect you in my bed tonight. Come to me wet as you are now.”

Silvana nodded, only to turn back to Kitana, wiping off her scourge in the matted hair, as she had seen her former mistress do. She gave a rat’s tail a sharp tug. “You need to be cunt whipped, Kitana dear, to get all that repressed lust lurking in you fired up. Isn’t that so?”

What she received were a few incoherent groans and then something she had not expected. “Oh, Silvana…that was so good. I came because it was you…Silvana, I adore you!”

Then the chained one passed out, as a candle is extinguished in a gust of wind.

Silvana was about to replace her whip on the instrument panel among the coils of breast-binding cord, when Damiana stopped her. “Your initial session’s not over, beautiful. You said you wanted to practice on this one, too.” The gloved hand waved in the direction of Mila. “So, go ahead while you’ve the chance. The Elders want her punished for lack of discipline and brought to heel as a slave again but with the whip.”

Her gullet tightening at the invitation, the blonde beauty crossed the flagstones to confront the vicious little hyena who had given her so much atrocious pain, depriving her of orgasm. Naked as a nail, Mila stood fully chained, ankles fettered apart to floor bolts, so that the gluttonous little crotch was spread, the wrists drawn up to rings set in the vaulting. Hoping her onslaught would be really painful, Silvana had to concede that Sefket knew how to stretch a female body for punishment.

The slut’s violet eyes glared defiantly at her successor, as Silvana noticed the sexual extremities drooping under the weight of far heavier slave rings than usually employed. Yet, the tips of the breasts were sharp and provocative, as if challenging the blonde novice who had usurped her place as a slave handler. In no hurry to commence, Silvana stared at the taut nudity of the girl’s belly and thighs and, for the first time, studied the folds of overused, umber sex flesh jutting from the newly shaved cunt. What excited the blonde especially was the rim of the thorax bridging the downward sweep of the abdomen and the lines of muscle bordering the navel to meet the pubic mound and the slit below that Silvana only too readily recalled having been forced to lick countless times. However lascivious her looks - even Rainer, with whom Mila regularly slept, objected to her filthy demands - the young bitch was a real specimen of sexual depravity. Silvana’s hatred seethed as she reminded herself how the slag had treated her as offal fat while greasing the flesh tongs. Now, restricted to a mere whip, the liberated one wondered how best to make the odious swine suffer.

Damiana gave her time to study the nude, quite aware of the enmity between the two and watching the superb blonde slap the taut, blue-veined breasts, as if priming them for the whip, and then stride round the figure to decide how to begin. At least, the bitch presented better flogging meat than the forlorn Kitana.

To Damiana’s delight, her protégée hefted a breast with the handle of her scourge and glanced at her. The nod of averment from the slave mistress raised a smile from the avenger who wrenched on each nipple in turn to free the sweating flesh from the ribs. Though half the size of her own, the thick nubs were quite enough to satisfy Silvana, whose own teats had also swollen, in unison. By Phranis, those bulges would requite what her own had suffered.

As to Damiana’s sentiments, they had changed radically. Although Mila had carried out her duties well enough, her wanton savagery did deserve correction; in any case, such were the orders of the Master and Elders, who had no time for fractious insubordinates.

“Now, this one you know all too well, Silvana. She requires punishment for abusing her authority. I’m sorry for her but that’s how things go here. But she’s a tough one, so there’s no need to spare her. Hurt her as much as you wish but be sure to stop before her pain turns into lust. For Sefket would not wish that. Perhaps you would like to stay to watch him torture her breasts with the tongs and bodkins, or whatever he has in mind, after flogging her. So warm her up. He would welcome it, since it will save him the effort.” She turned to the stretched body. “You deserve what’s coming to you, don’t you, Mila? Silvana whips hard.”

The slim nude grimaced, glowering at her former supervisor and watching Silvana’s tongue licking a lip with pleasure. Quite clearly, Silvana thrilled at the unexpected treat, seeming hardly able to believe her good fortune, recalling two particularly arduous sessions Mila had covertly subjected her to in Damiana’s absence from the Gratification Chamber - and another, administered in a punishment alcove on the way back to the Slave Quarters. That had left her welted beyond belief and bleeding from the rump after being hooked to the wall by the nipple rings. The diabolical bitch had used all her force and cruelty in marking the yoghurt-white masses of the arse; each stroke, Silvana remembered, had slammed her against the putrid stonework of the recess, slathering her with slime, and the pounding had almost torn the metal circles out of her teats. That, together with the time the trollop had chained the clit ring to a floor hasp, the wrists to the top of the flogging post in Precinct Four, so that she was curved outwards, had left a mark on her, in more ways than just physically. The drab had raked her flesh, back and front, with a spiked glove until her screams had, once again, brought Damiana to the rescue. It took a couple of days and nights in the Slave Quarters for Odile to treat the lacerations. If and when the blonde were ever to avenge herself on the brat, Damiana knew she would do so without mercy. That time had come.

“May I start on her breasts, mistress?” came the soft enquiry.

“Well, that’s not customary, as you know from experience, Silvana dear. The buttocks should be welted first. But I think Sefket would like those for himself. As to the slag’s limp balcony of mammary meat, which hardly matches yours, my sweet, I’ve no objection if that’s where you feel you need to practice. In that case, you should use the quirt. After all, we don’t intend to wreck her. Some of our more gifted courtiers enjoy flaccid tits like hers.”

A trifle disappointed to be deprived of using the scourge on what tempted her most, the trainee returned to the instrument rack, making sure Mila heard the footsteps and creak of the new boots.

The immense, well-ordered panoply of implements amazed her again. After letting her gaze travel over the leathers, cinching cords and mass of metal objects, she found what she wanted: the black quirt resembled one that the slag Mila had used on her breasts. The broad tongues, as usual, were split at the ends to ensure they induced ample pain when applied to the sides of the bulges and, to her delight, the haft took the form of a thick, ribbed penis. Damiana nodded as Silvana grasped the weapon and felt its weight.

Gazing longingly at the golden-haired novice returning to the chained nude, the slave mistress recalled the night of her entry into the Vestibule of Welcome. Even there, although grimed with filth, the blonde had tempted her and, sure enough, throughout her training and subsequent carnal service, had shown a greater appetite for the whip and instruments, wherever they were applied, than most slaves she had come across in her years of duty as an overseer. Quite apart from Silvana’s placid performances when being passed from one courtier to another for flogging, erotic torture and sex, the girl’s role as a dominant was indeed promising; she seemed not only at ease with a whip in her hand but above all, infinitely attractive. In a way, Damiana would not have objected to being whipped - as in her slave days - by such a beauty, but that was now out of the question for a senior mistress.

The sole drawback lay in Thanon’s constant need of his concubine, together with his sanction to allow Saletha to call upon her whenever she required her as part of her team to prepare slaves for use. At the same time, she knew the arrangement was far from satisfying Saletha but no other solution seemed available for the moment. And, after all, the blonde had made this Kitana slut orgasm under the whip and hence had saved her from being assigned to service in the prisons. And that was more than Mila had achieved.

She watched Silvana take up her position before the demoted victim and was surprised to see her stand facing her victim rather than, as was the palace practice, to the side. But she let her be. The performance was beyond belief - vicious, accurate and delicious to watch.

And with reason. For, when the quirt fell, she realized the novice was striking the breasts, now forehand and then backhand, with astonishing accuracy and verve. The mounds of slack flesh lurched, slapping sideways like tolling bells, the young flogger uttering an oath with each lash. Mila’s cries began far sooner than Damiana expected and, as the trouncing - or rather vengeance - mounted in ferocity, the dugs darkened with purple bruises, the teats swelling like gorged grapes, as if ready to burst and spurt their juice.

Somewhere around the thirtieth lash, the condemned reprobate shrieking madly, Silvana used the quirt on the ribs and was descending to the sex. So intense were the strokes, the yells deafening, that Damiana felt obliged to put a stop to the ordeal, which truly seemed like deliberate revenge. On no account could she allow the girl to reach the cunt or even the buttocks which areas were the preserve of Sefket the Lame.

“That should suffice, Silvana dear. Our Master of Dungeons would not approve if you whipped lower than that. Nor would he be pleased if the teats were too blighted, for he’s sure to want to torture them before having the rings threaded in. Let’s call that a day, shall we?”

Although approaching her orgasm, as when she was whipped in the past as a slave, Mila was given no chance of climaxing. She just hung, writhing. In any event, she was determined not to offer the blonde bitch the pleasure of seeing her come. To be reduced to tears was bad enough. She stood panting and staring at her lashed breasts and then at her sweating flogger, whose inner thighs were already glistening with outpour, like her own.

Silvana replaced the quirt in its place among the other gear, after wiping it off in her victim’s hair - just as the little beast used to do with her own locks - and turned to Damiana.

“I’m afraid I need practice, mistress,” she said, breathless, mopping her brow.

“Perhaps, but not much. That was surprisingly efficient, I must say. Tomorrow, Saletha will give you a turn with a male and an erect cock, maybe one of the new lads your Master and Hephaistos will be bringing up from the villages. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

The blonde dream, attractively flushed from the effort expended on the nude horror, nodded. Then, at the mention of her owner, she realized she was momentarily deprived of him and his phallus. She pictured him breaking into other hovels in Lower Saronis, choosing potential slaves, and then imagined him also chaining her to his bed on his return. She could hardly wait to hear those footsteps of his mounting the stairs of the eastern tower.

Damiana drew her towards the granite slab on which she had perched herself to enjoy the beating and eased Silvana’s arse on to the cool stone. “Now, sweet one, we’ve both earned our compensation, haven’t we? I don’t think I can wait to offer us my bed. So, up with those lovely thighs and lock them behind me, as you did the other night. And ram this into me and the other end into that weeping slot of yours. After what you’ve just enjoyed, I wager you’ll come before me - just look at the state of your clit…it’s like a hot little poker!” Detaching a thick double-dildo from her belt, the woman eased one extremity into her gleaming sex and the other up into Silvana’s. The two crammed quims met along the curved rod and went to work crushing the clits amid succulent slime. The tongues came out to slobber and flick over each other, with Kitana and the sobbing Mila watching the loins slither together along the rod.

When Sefket hobbled in, the slushings were in full spate. For a moment he watched the clenched bodies at work on the slab, the two pairs of breasts colliding with liquid slaps, and then he gave a toothless grin. Then he crossed to Mila, his crapulous penis hardening as he hoisted her ravaged breasts to study the welts.

“At least this whore’s upper deck has got off to a useful start,” he remarked, twisting the swollen teats. “No need for more of the whip there,” he told her, “before you’re ringed, bitch.” Then he glanced at the sagging arse cheeks. “But as to the saddlebags back here, I’ll ensure they’re properly larruped. We’ll see to that once those two over there are finished, since that’s the slab with the tightest chains to stretch a spindle-shanked slave like you.”

Amid her tears, Mila managed a helping remark. “But, most noble master…you can do the flogging,” she knew she was doomed, “and the ringing where I am. I’m already pierced.”

“Are you indeed? How can I remember all you slags?” He wrenched a purple nub as if to wrench it off the areole, peered at it and then let it spring back. “Yes, the hole’s there. And, true, I could fix your teats where you stand. But, no. It’s on to the slab you’re going, all the same, slut. Why should I stoop to ring your slimy cunt? And I notice it hasn’t had the whip to bloat it.” He looked at her again. “You’re Murderous Mila, aren’t you? I thought I recognized those tits. So, back in chains, eh? Well, I’m going to enjoy this.”

Dragging the club-foot, his fist coaxing his overworked phallus to stand firm, he went to the fearful frame to select a crotch cane, Mila watching him through a veil of tears. She hoped he would not alter her position and hang her by the legs. She and her crotch were out of practice. As the ghoul shuffled back, a flesh awl in one hand, the other smacking a bamboo rod against his boot, the two dildo-coupled women on the slab cried out in unison, hugging each other in orgasm. Sliding out of her moaning partner, Damiana swabbed the slab clean of what she and the blonde had spilled, Silvana too exhausted to help. Then she laid out the collection of rings destined for her former assistant and the two departed, entwined, leaving Mila to continue her lamentations and Sefket his sacred duties

***

The descent to Lower Saronis and its teeming environs had proved trying for the Master of Slaves and his associate. The warm dry wind blowing over the lee of the Bithynian hills towards the frontier with Mestria had almost caused them to turn back. But Thanon knew the Elders were sorely in need of a fresh consignment of servile flesh, the courtiers becoming discontented with what was available to flog and fuck. The freckled Rouxel had weakened, been branded and sold off, the shapely blonde slut, Silvana, confiscated by himself, and Odile, worn to the bone, relegated to the prisons below. Those still serving - Ayesha, Eva, Ortalona, Elfra and, of course, Carmela, much thinned down, and the males - were hard pressed to satisfy the nobles’ demands. As to Britta and Kitana, the sole thing known was that they were kept in chains, for the time being, in Sefket’s realm in the hope of improvement.

In Thanon’s view the mission, which had taken far longer than was usual and ranged far into outlying hamlets had proved more fruitful than he had expected. Three males were seized - one a particularly muscular youth with a strong cock and fine buttocks - whipped and chained, ready for transport. And, as luck would have it, six females, all virgin - at least up to the moment of capture - were uprooted from miserable homesteads, flogged to test their resilience, deflowered and linked to the usual coffle. None, to Thanon’s mind, equalled Silvana, an exceptional find. Yet, they all took the whip well enough.

During the march back to the palace in a sweltering heat, Thanon, once again, began to weary of his fortune in life. After all, retirement was close at hand and the young Hephaistos had learnt the rules of the game, commanded, flagellated competently enough and could well be promoted, relieving Thanon for other duties - namely, to take over supervision of the nobles’ villeggiatura at Zahra on the coast. He thought again of the careful planning that would take with the Elders and, if Silvana was to accompany him there, even greater persuasion.

On return to the foot of the palace steps and following the customary protracted presentation of new slaves, Thanon retired to his chambers. There, at last, he found Silvana, now officially designated by the Elders as his ‘personal concubine’ and, by the servants, as his ‘whipping whore’, whose body and presence he found difficult to forgo. After bathing together, Haroun massaging his tired muscles, as well as Silvana’s teats and clitoris - not that they required his attention - the two, reunited, enjoyed a sumptuous supper and a discussion. It was during the exchange that Thanon reiterated the possibility of being outposted to Zahra where, he had proposed to the Elders, he would dismiss the current slave mistress, an indolent creature, in charge of the brothel. “If my proposal succeeds, you would help me to run the place,” he informed Silvana, “since you’re no longer in slavery. But you must learn how to deal with males. We’ve seized some good specimens but they, alas, will not be sent to Zahra.”

A new excitement took hold of Silvana, not at the prospect of being offered a new youth to practice on, but at the thought that she was not going to be separated from Thanon. The supper over, she crossed the carpets to position herself under the chain, while Haroun laid out the flogging leather for his master. But Thanon took her to bed as she was, resplendently naked, and merely fucked her. He was too exhausted to do more.

For Silvana the palace sojourn was becoming stimulating, the term sojourn, of course, implying temporality rather than permanency. And so it was to be. Her owner felt certain the Elders would release her and told her so. Again the girl could not believe her ears.




8. The Apprenticeship
During her master’s absence Silvana had felt lonely and dispirited, almost envying her former colleagues in the Slave Chamber chatting and enjoying sex together. Yet, surprisingly, she had been allowed to walk the palace, at least those areas not reserved for the nobles, and did so uncoupled from her retention chain. She had also, in one of Haroun’s rare absences allowing him to sup, wandered into the far room beyond the internal passage; there, to her surprise and delight, she came face to face with what awaited her when her master felt moved to make exceptional use of her body in private; he preferred intimacy when torturing his slave.

The windowless space displayed, by the light of her candle, an array of what to Silvana consisted of appliances much to her liking, even if some made her flesh crawl with wonder. Although accustomed to the weapons and artefacts in the precincts below, the oak plank festooned with whips and metal instruments startled her; some she had never dreamed could exist. They ranged from strips of horsehide to horrendous, knotted leathers, bull’s pizzles, bamboo canes hung from iron hooks, some seemingly coated with congealed blood and sweat - both no doubt Greta’s - despite Haroun’s attention to his master’s possessions.

Slowly, she walked round the chamber, admiring the two flogging posts, the lone torture frame, similar to that she had endured so often in Precinct Four below - except that Thanon’s boasted a thick, ivory dildo slanted upwards - and, dangling from the vaulted roof, numerous chains, all attached to drums fixed to the far wall. Without difficulty, Silvana imagined her naked body being raised aloft to hang for flagellation. Her senses began to mingle with lust as she caressed the studs on a vaginal rod rearing from a low wooden stump bolted to the paving. Without hesitation, she lowered herself on the shaft, sinking down until it reached her cervix; eyes closed in rapture, she slowly masturbated. For once, she was free to bring herself off without the lash of a whip. Her shriek of orgasm filled the chamber as she made up for her master’s absence. Yet, she was careful to wipe the leather penis clear of her downpour; one could never know with Haroun around. His eyes were everywhere and his whip always available. All the same, the shaft had given her one of the most potent climaxes she had ever experienced. Such was the effect of viewing a torture chamber while in solitary confinement. Had Thanon and Haroun been present, the orgasm would have been even fiercer. She could hardly wait to be taken in there by them, when the time eventually came.

Exhausted and back on the great bed, she lay and waited.

Finally, it was the slim-hipped Saroya who came for her.

“Up with you, gorgeous. You’re to assist me tonight - your master’s orders - to help me with a peachy new male who’s just come in. Wear your boots, gloves and straps and look desirable, which, from the sight of you, shouldn’t be difficult. What have you been up to, I wonder? You look like a fucked whore, just out of bed. Anyway, I’ve been told to show you how to deal with a stiff cock, so pull yourself together. But first, we’re going to shave and ring the other newcomers. So, tighten up your body straps and on with the studded gauntlets, and this time you’ll need a thin bamboo. Yes, that one will do. But, in Locrana’s blessed name, try to look a little more like a fierce dominatrix. Now, sweetie, follow me.”

 

The line of sweating bodies chained to the slabs in the Preparation Cellar gave Silvana a jolt. She wondered if she had looked so vulnerable and erotic when about to be pierced. The six females were quite attractive as peasant stock went, their thigh muscles straining like ropes under tension, the vulvas twitching beneath pubic swathes of differently coloured hair. Even more thrilling were the cocks of the three males shackled at the far end of the line; all three were in full erection, the youngsters having understood what was expected of them. They at least had something solid to display, whereas the girls had to make do with what they had as nipples. Silvana wondered whether their clits were as rigid as hers had been under similar conditions. If not, they had better become so when the tongs grasped the prong for the awl.

Bewildered by the sight of the nudes stretched out on what now to her resembled sacrificial altars, the sumptuous blonde gazed particularly at the pubic humps, recalling something Odile had mentioned in bed one night, following a delicious cunnilingus. Apparently, slaves could for various reasons be branded there with the mark of the Bithynian serpent. However, she had added, searing of the depilated flesh was only applied to slaves leaving the palace limits - whether sold off to slave traders, dispensed with as worthless, overworked material and cast out into the wilds, or relegated for service in the prisons. Whatever the reason, no slave could depart without bearing the mark. Silvana thanked the deities she was now the property of the illustrious Thanon and thus in no danger of being put up for sale, discarded or condemned.

Despite her recent promotion and her enviable role as his ‘personal concubine’, she would have been less self-assured, had she been able to read the future.

Saroya brought her back to duty by handing her a pair of flat-nosed pincers. “Don’t just stand there in dreamland,” she chided her apprentice, “you’re here to work and learn.”

And in the session that followed, she learned a great deal. What gave her particular pleasure was not so much extending one female nipple after another for Saroya to drive through the awl spike, nor threading through the rings into the flesh, but rather being told to grasp the males’ solid, pulsing penises and then lengthen the flaccid testicle sacks for the same spike and Saroya’s clamping tool. Ah, the feel of a pulsating, rigid cock in her hand…!

The groans of distress from the novices regaled Silvana greatly. After all, they had to be prepared for use, just as she had been. They would get accustomed to the attachments soon enough, indeed sooner than they expected.

Fascinated, she watched the overseer insert and anchor the seven rings in each of the female bodies, and then through the nipples, phallus head and ball sack of the males. She found herself enjoying the slaves’ shock and pain, which, she felt like telling them, was nothing to compare with what lay in store for them when their training began, not to speak of the tortures subsequently ordered or applied by the courtiers they were now to serve.

The chore completed, it was Saroya herself who led Silvana, in almost a sisterly manner, to one of the deeper precincts nearby, taking with them the sturdiest of the three youths, whom Saroya referred to as ‘a well-hung buck slave’. The others were left to Rainer.

“You must have practice with the bamboo, blondie,” Saroya announced calmly, thrusting the impassive youth against the dark masonry, his butt meeting a hinged rod that she fed into his anus. In silence, she then shackled the bondage leathers that had just been clamped to all four limbs, to the wall rings with chains which she tightened until the pelvis curved outwards; the thick, ringed phallus jerking with the heartbeat. With cool proficiency, she fed a length of chain through the metal circle dangling from the loose skin of the testicle sack and drew that down tight, clipping the ends to the youth’s ankle straps. Silvana did what she could to control her emotions as the penis descended with the tension to project parallel with the paving.

“I don’t know about you,” the overseer said, running a hand over the youth’s incurved belly, “but I’m particularly partial to strong cocks like this slave’s. Of course, you can bend it down by the helm ring but I prefer to use the sack. It’s more exciting for the phallus, Silvana, and it capers better. Now, he’s all yours. Slick back the foreskin to bare the head. Go on!”

Silvana could hardly believe what she was hearing. “You mean I’m to beat it?”

“Well, of course. That’s why you’re here. Take that thin bamboo and get to work.”

Trembling, the blonde closed her grasp round the hot flesh shaft and, a strange thrill coursing through her, peeled the prepuce off the bulb. As she did so, a stream of clear liquid oozed from the slit and descended. The heart-shaped knob bulged, far larger than Pervez’s.

Gathering her courage, she slashed down with the pliant rod, watching it curve over the erection, and the cock bend under the blow. “Beat the whole length, sweetheart,” her tutor told her. And so she did, astonished at the pleasure building in her entrails, until the youth began to groan and then, after some dozen strokes, the cries came, hoarse at first until he was yelling. The novice had never during her training seen an erection bounce as this one, not even those in her cohort when Mila had Pervez and Nisos to herself. She flogged the rebounding shaft from head to root until the organ became bloated with purple veins, the glans bright crimson. Completely lost as to when to stop, she gave Saroya a worried glance. The response was almost welcome. “That’s the way, poppet. But use the end of the rod… Yes, that will do as an introduction. By the way, we never strike the sperm sack for obvious reasons. And you’ll see why. But first, give him a pause to get his breath back. He’s a fine piece of slave meat and tough. Now, stroke him with the whip… that’s it, up and down his body. He deserves a caress after that, although the anal rod must be deep by now, giving him some joy.”

Sweating as copiously as her victim, the girl ran her gloved fingers over the loins, flat belly and then the ribs. The youth’s head had fallen back against the wall, gasping with lust.

“Now you can give him his reward.” As the overseer spoke, Silvana turned to her with a baffled look, only to hear: “Go on. He deserves it. Frig him off. Let’s see the spunk spurt!”

Silvana understood but, as far as she could recall, Damiana, let alone the slut Mila, had never allowed a male slave under training such a thing. But, tentatively, she closed her hand round the swollen prick and masturbated the length, Saroya prompting her to keep the prepuce clear of the head. “It’s the ridge that counts, honey, and the ring we’ve put in him. Of course, he’s still sore from the piercing, not to speak of what you’ve just done to him, but he’ll throw up just the same. They always do. Churn up his arse at the same time. It helps, you know.”

The apprentice closed up on the stretched body, grabbing the rear rod in one hand and the straining cock in the other and did as she was told. The sweating curve of slave muscle came to life again as the two hands pleasured it. It did not take long. After not even a dozen frictions up and down the hard penis, the youth went rigid very suddenly, Silvana feeling the sex shaft tense still tauter. The thick sperm shot out across the paving in creamy jets, the cudgel still pulsing in her grip well after it had spewed the last wad.

To the blonde’s surprise, Saroya left the groaning youth where he was, as his sex pole dwindled, the scrotum still chained. “He’ll need to rest before being whipped up again into readiness. The Countess Ethereal, as we call her, has her eye on him and that obelisk of his, ever since he was presented on the Great Steps on arrival.”

“But he’s done for now, isn’t he?” Silvana said, ingenuously, rather pleased with her achievement.

“If that’s what you think, my beauty, ask your Thanon or Haroun if you can come down here around midnight. You’ll see how a really hardened woman can enjoy a slave, time after time. She’ll have him stiff as a whip haft before he knows it.”

As they left the precinct, Saroya raised a gloved hand to her new colleague’s nipples that were still in splendid erection. “Just let me say,” she added a little hoarsely, “that you have about the finest pair of breasts we’ve had here for many moons. True, there was one real beauty from your Lower Saronis - Vreni, I think she was called - who had a balcony like yours but, unfortunately, she was sold off to some Venetians. With the proceeds - she wasn’t cheap - the Elders built the present sacrificial sanctuary dedicated to the divine Bracon. I think, personally, that selling her was a mistake. Her tits were worth ten sanctuaries. But your body with those stunning milk churns” - again the simile - “certainly rivals hers.”

Silvana felt a pang of nostalgia, remembering how Vreni’s breasts used to float when she bathed in the river by the village. But she had no time to waste on reminiscences as the two began to mount the stairway.

“Now, what was I saying?” Saroya went on. “Yes, about breasts. You know, of course, that your noble master wants you to become really competent with the breast quirt” - the girl felt she had heard this litany before - “and so I’ve asked Rainer to select a good pair of young breasts from among the newly arrived which included that handsome fellow, whose cock you’ve just worked on. Maybe you know how to receive the quirt, but delivering a breast flogging is not as easy as you may think, like lashing an arse or a cock. The areoles and teats naturally are the main targets but, given breasts like your own,” - at that, Silvana remembered the endless beatings Mila had given her - “the flesh below and above deserves equal attention. If the breasts are throttled tight at the root or stretched out by chain hooked through the nipple ring, there’s no problem” - the sweating beauty sighed as the woman went on - “but if they hang flaccid, the quirt must delve into the crease and then beat the upper slope of flesh. But this you probably know.” Saroya paused as they approached an iron door. “And remember, never use a thonged whip on the breasts or an erect cock. It merely wrecks them and entails tiresome days of balsam and recuperation. It’s the quirt that’s designed to punish the female mammaries,” - Silvana was becoming accustomed to the palace terms - “even if, at times, we do use the thin bamboo rod, which, as you’ve just learnt, is obligatory for a stalwart penis. But, Silvana, you must learn how to punish a pair of erect teats. So, if you want to become a competent slave mistress - quite apart from whatever your noble master wants you to be, by way of bed-flesh and whipping meat - learn, above all, how to deal with a pair of breasts. Cunt and cock come later. Breasts are sought after, not only by the nobles but by us overseers. It’s no great secret, sweetie, that both Damiana and I have our breasts whipped and tortured now and then, to please a guest or foreign dignitary. That’s because we’re magnificently equipped, like you and in much the same way as Greta was. She had bulges of soft meat that could serve as cushions, they were so huge. It’s only natural your great master chose you as his concubine.”

Saroya again paused in her peroration that had surprised the girl by its length and detail. Then quietly she asked: “Has he tortured these two beauties of yours yet?” Her hand glided over the superabundant globes of flesh and smooth areoles, admiring the thrust of the still ringed teats; with a lascivious look, she hefted the volume of meat, her tongue flicking between her lips. “If he has, he’s right, for straight sex is so insipid and so unimaginative. Well, has he? I mean with breast-throttlers, nipple cords, cunt-chains, clit-grips, and all that?”

“Well, not yet, Saroya, but Damiana did, when training me. He whips or quirts me.”

“Really? Is that all? You surprise me. With Greta, he used to nail her nipples through her former ring holes to a stake, arms manacled high. On tiptoe! She’d chafe her pinched clit on the post and come like the simoon. And did he torture her! I only saw it once. It was fantastic what he did to her! Yes, Greta wallowed in everything he thought of. Well, we all learn with time, sweetheart. Why don’t you get him to nail those loose labia to a post one day?”

Disturbed by the references to her talented predecessor, Silvana simply nodded, hoping she would be able to measure up to her. Then suddenly, she found herself facing the precinct door, Saroya unlocking it with her pass key. The area beyond the opening was dark and stifling, redolent of those odours she knew so well - stale perfumes left by female courtiers, the smell of leather and stench of naked bodies. A lone candle flickered on an oaken table amid a clutter of chains and shackles. To the right reared the instrument rack, some items still caked with congealed sweat and blood - for which some maid would have to pay.

Then, with a shock, Silvana saw what was hanging by the wrists. As she had never set eyes on the plump body before, she guessed it belonged to one of the newcomers, brought down from the fresh cohort, along with the youth they had enjoyed.

The slave mistress nodded towards the lavish array of implements of sex torture and flagellation, many of which were only too familiar to Silvana. “Choose a fairly heavy quirt, pet, for this second lesson. It’s the breasts this time, something you’re going to love.”

The one being educated was about to say that she had already had a couple of bodies to practice on in Damiana’s presence but hesitated, unwilling to displease Saroya. In any case, the figure before her, not unlike Carmela’s, certainly tempted her and almost sexually. Although the arms were aloft, the well-nippled breasts remained heavy, protruding invitingly.

“This ripe length of whore-meat,” the equally ripe overseer announced, bringing the candle nearer, “apparently caused endless trouble to Hephaistos on the way up to the palace, and the Elders want her to be given a real lesson. So, pending worse, Silvana, just go ahead.”

Remembering Britta and Kitana, the blonde felt a certain sympathy for the poor slut but as such emotions were clearly not shared by the slave mistress, she chose a fairly normal quirt. Again the three almost overlapping tongues of leather splayed out from a ribbed haft shaped like a phallus, reminding her of the one Mila had used on her own breasts one terrible night in the Chamber of Gratification, when, far from hardened, she believed she was about to loose her teats. The broad blades of what she selected were split at the ends to ensure real pain on the sides of the mounds. Silvana decided to flog back and forth, from the front.

Suddenly, as the candle flared, she noticed the slave had been gagged. That took her aback but she presumed the wretch required it. All to the good, for screams still unnerved her.

As she prepared to whip the unblemished dugs, she noticed Saroya gazing admiringly at her. What, in fact, the overseer was thinking amounted to a compliment; in their years of service as servants of the palace, neither she nor Damiana had come across a female so physically fitted to become a slave mistress and, yet not fully trained, so gifted with a whip. But what, once again, surprised them more was how the girl’s basic passive proclivity as a submissive had changed into eager aggressiveness. Not only had she proved herself a juicy slave ready to be passed from one courtier to another for use but now seemed quite at ease as a dominatrix.

“Yes,” Saroya agreed, “that quirt will do fine to use on a body that happens, for once, to merit rough treatment.” Silvana replied that she would do her best.

“You’d better, my dear,” the older woman smiled. “Otherwise you’ll take her place with me doing the beating - which, believe me, I wouldn’t mind, precious.” She received a smile as Silvana’s quirt slammed into the udders crosswise, sending the creamy loads of flesh to splurge into the armpits that had been shaved only a moment before. To judge by the frenzied writhings and flailing legs, quite clearly the newcomer had never imagined being breast whipped before, Silvana recalling that the slave masters, scouring the villages for suitable material, normally confined themselves to the rump as testing ground. Indeed this one’s purple buttocks appeared to have been well vetted. The welts stood out like fuchsias.

The contortions under the slap of the quirt, together with the welts welling and turning violet, only drove Silvana to thrash harder, aiming now and then at the teats and areoles. The slave began to sag, the stopple stifling the choked howls; the fledgling had much to learn. As Saroya watched, she considered that if the palace sought an exemplary breast flogger, the authorities did not need to look further. The blonde charmer was lethal.

Quite suddenly, the traumatized body gave up the fight, the head falling forward, whereupon Saroya brought the edifying séance to a close. There was little she could offer by way of advice, except that one should ‘beat the nipples and teat-rings well into the areoles’.

“That will do, Silvana dear. We have to leave something for the others to punish. Otherwise, they become tetchy. Wipe off your quirt and help me to lower the slut. The Elders want her to remain here for them to decide on her fate.”

Together, the two women cranked down the over-fleshed body by means of the ratchet at the rear of the precinct - another task the blossoming slave mistress had to master.

In tears, the load of slave meat sprawled on the flagstones, the freed hands hugging the welted, vermilion-striped bulges, with a strange look of anguish mingled with elation.

“I’ve really marked her, haven’t I?” Silvana said. “She’s like a red harvest moon.”

“And, pray, why not? The Elders will probably welcome it, as a start. For they, most likely, have stronger measures in store for her. At least, you didn’t make her teats spurt. That Their Holinesses take exception to. They dislike it. Now that you’ve learned the ropes,” - again Silvana found the reference to ropes rather appropriate - “put your quirt back where it belongs. Tomorrow I’ll show you how to draw a torture hood over a slave’s head and how to gag a mouth. Meanwhile, until your master is back and you have to return to the south tower, I’ll look after you for a while. You’d like a nice soft bed after all that, wouldn’t you?”

Silvana supposed she would and did not dare refuse. And anyway, she was dying for sex, in whatever form and the mention of her owner disturbed and grieved her, increasing the distress she felt at his absence.

*

On the day of his return to the citadel Thanon was summoned into the presence of the Elders, leaving Silvana once again distraught at his absence; yet she would have been even more distraught had she known what had prompted the summons. Even Thanon believed the call involved the usual report on the number and condition of slaves he and Hephaistos had succeeded in mustering in the further descent into the forlorn villages. He was well aware that more flesh was sorely needed to appease the courtiers. Not only had he requisitioned the promising blonde creature but, further, two of the last lot had proved below standard, one of them, quite apart from the harlot, Mila, suspended in chains after having been whipped by his mistress. Moreover, the Elders, without consulting him, had sent the weary Odile, now turned thirty, to the prisons where she would have meagre chance of survival and little chance of return. And she, Thanon knew, was one his Silvana really liked. It was good for her to have friends, even if they were chained up to walls.

Thanon’s interview with the Elders, however, turned out to be of a very different nature from that he had anticipated.

Alone in her master’s residence, Silvana sensed that something strange was afoot and for once she began to pray to the deities who were allowing her such incredible good fortune. And yet, she barely trusted them, love being more potent than faith. She trusted Thanon and was certain he would never let her down, there in the mystic euphoria she was enjoying.

Without him, the tower’s silence hung heavily upon her.




9. The Petition
“Please be seated, noble Thanon,” Vasca, the Chief Elder, began. The wizened priest had known better days and health and the Master of Slaves appreciated being offered a chair facing the six gaunt prelates. “We understand you wish to abdicate your post and assume responsibility for our outpost of pleasure and relaxation down at Zahra.” Thanon nodded, curious as to what would follow. “Your dutiful service here in the palace has been flawless and we have no objection to your early retirement. Hephaistos is quite competent, thanks to your schooling, and handles slaves with authority and a fine whip-hand. He will take your place admirably, although we regret your decision.” He then broached the reason for the meeting. “We further gather that you consider taking with you a certain female, a former slave girl, as your concubine and flogging flesh. This is entirely acceptable, in view of your rank, even if it unfortunately depletes the complement of slave bodies available to our distinguished courtiers and their guests. That probably can be remedied in due course by seeking more incumbents in the outlying villages, where the inhabitants breed like rabbits.”

“Hence,” added another Elder, one dedicated to serving the goddess Locrana, “we agree to her replacing Rathesa as overseer down at Zahra. Indeed, that woman seems to have become shiftless and incompetent. She will return to the palace and be given other duties.”

Thanon called to mind the old bitch, Rathesa. She had run the brothel and the handful of whores and male slaves adequately enough in the past; however, vacationing nobles had begun to complain of conditions down at Zahra. The inmates, naturally of lower standing compared with those available at the palace, had become lethargic and even unresponsive. Kept stark-naked in chains for brothel use, flagellation and sex torture, the bodies had deteriorated gravely. Moreover, the two scullions, middle-aged women responsible for preparing meals and keeping the place clean, had been left to their own devices and required far stricter supervision - if necessary, the whip. All in all, the place needed renovating. Thanon had Silvana in mind for that, as brothel-keeper in residence, in addition to being his mistress. He himself would live in one of the nicer lodgings on the beach, among those reserved for visitors.

“The villeggiatura must be improved, Thanon,” the Elder added, “and you, we are sure, will see to it. Whatever you or your slave whore - pardon me, your paramour - require to embellish the place, will be provided by the palace. You only have to ask.”

The Slave Master bowed in his chair, wondering what was brewing. The evening was sultry, the meeting’s atmosphere strangely oppressive. Then came the shock.

“As this would mean a former slave girl being permitted to leave the palace confines for external duties, the risk of her absconding has to be contended with…”

“But she is my property, gracious ones,” Thanon interjected. “She has been reduced to total obedience. She would not dream of escaping. I would be her guarantor with my servant, Haroun, to keep an eye on her, and, if necessary, punish the slightest sign of disobedience.”

“Nevertheless,” the wrinkled Vasca went on, frowning at the interruption, for even a lofty Slave Master did not speak out of turn, “although we trust you entirely, we cannot wash our hands of our responsibilities. You, above all, know what must be done to palace slaves when banished from service. Either they are condemned to serve as sex flesh in the prisons below,” - the silken arm gestured beyond the polished flagstones - “sold to passing slave dealers or turned out naked and chained into the wilderness, as prey to the wild beasts and, wandering scoundrels that still, alas, haunt our lands. But this you know, of course.”

Thanon tensed under his cloak of golden thread and silk, sensing the drift of the meeting. In fact, it had been he, endorsed by the priesthood, who had ordained that any slave discarded as being of no further use, should be branded with the mark of Saronis.

“You mean, holinesses, she must be endure the branding iron?”

“Precisely, mighty Thanon. Remark, we have no objection to her accompanying you,” another sacerdotal figure repeated blandly. “But the body must first be graven with the sacred serpent that guards us all from woe and sin. It must bear the sign of the Palace.”

Thanon realized his request had a price. In point of fact, he had watched his Greta burned thus before she left; and only the other day, the debilitated Odile had suffered likewise before being sent to the prisons as sex meat. And there had been Fulvia, Massia and others, each marked with the black, fanged snake on their pubic mounds - bodies admired far afield for having laboured diligently in the exquisite Bithynian capital. He attempted a final riposte.

“But, gracious ones, the slaves down at Zahra are not branded…”

Vasca dismissed the plea. “They are merely whores and cock-slaves, unblessed with the privilege of having served within these sacred confines. In fact, since you mention them, possibly they should be marked as peripheral palace property. But we leave that to you. No, your strumpet - forgive me again, your concubine - must be branded. Otherwise, she remains here. After all, it was you who once remarked that such was a token of distinction.” The priests smiled at the bearded one who was cornered. Not only did he risk losing his blonde slut but possibly also his retirement to Zahra lay in jeopardy.

“So be it, your Holinesses. Where and when will it be done?”

The High Priest seemed ready for the query. “As to when, the goddess Locrana will give us the full moon three nights hence. That will be propitious. As to where, do you mean on the body or in what setting?”

Thanon knew it would take place in public in the principal square rather than on the terrace or in the secrecy of a punishment precinct. Therefore, he asked what part of the girl’s anatomy would be seared by the hot iron, for the priests’ decision varied. His Greta, prior to her unavoidable sale to the northern princedom, had been burned on the left buttock, for no better reason than it was that which had suited the purchaser. Thanon was determined not to lose another concubine. Dismayed, he waited, watching the bats flitting by beyond the casements.

“On the pubic mound,” came the reply. “Since your mistress is generously fleshed, we believe she will mark well there. You will, I am sure, have no objection to that, since there are more sensitive areas, are there not?”

The Master of Slaves nodded. Only six moons back, he himself had ordered Sefket to scar an atrociously fractious brunette by branding an incandescent circle round both areoles, prior to her being cast out to the jackals. The lower belly was infinitely preferable to that.

The parley seeming to be over, Thanon rose and bowed. The High Priest, however, leaned towards his neighbour to engage in whispered consultation. “Wait, noble Thanon,” he remarked. “My colleagues remind me you should be rewarded for accepting to take over Zahra. Therefore, your woman will be dealt with on the Great Terrace rather than, as usual, out on the square before the rabid mob. We shall compensate the populace by adding another victim for the Moon Festival, possibly a shrew called Ritta or Britta - I did not catch the priest of Locrana’s proposal. So, your female will have the privilege of being chained - naked, of course - and flagellated by Mistress Damiana over the loins to ready the pubis for the iron, Yannis attending to the brazier for Sefket’s use. I hope this concession will please both you and your companion. That is all, great Thanon. You may depart. Ah, yes, one thing more. As you are to assume responsibility for the villeggiatura, we wish you ride down there and inspect the place. We insist on the brothel being cleaned up to make it fit for our courtiers, their spouses and mistresses. Decide what new fitments are needed, bringing the present inmates to heel and putting one of the older slaves in charge - choose a reliable one, under threat of stringent punishment - pending your full assumption of duties…”

“Along with your…er, concubine,” another silver-maned priest added. “Earlier we had thought of the gentle Damiana for the post but she is now otherwise engaged. You may take your leave, and may the mighty Phranis be with you, for Zahra is not far from the boundary that separates us from our rebellious neighbour, the province of Mestria. Be warned, Thanon.”

 

Walking back to his quarters, Thanon decided to journey down to Zahra on the very day set for Silvana’s ordeal; just as he had shunned the Menthif session, he had no desire to witness the branding. His feelings for his golden-haired partner ran too deep to watch her being tormented - at least by anyone else other than himself.

Later that night, once freed of her boots and straps, and unaware of her coming fate, Silvana was astonished at the mildness of the beating, for, after such a lull, she could have done with a more stimulating flagellation. But her orgasms were as rewarding as ever.

*
When the inauspicious evening came, Thanon had already left on his roan stallion, armed with a scimitar and accompanied by an officer of the guard. Long before nightfall, the hills were behind them, the stars winking slyly as the descent to the moonlit sea began. At least, on the next journey, the golden-haired one, once fit to ride, would be by his side. It would be a voyage into a future which promised rest and contentment. If all went well…

Cantering through the thorn bushes and hevea, he tried to put the girl and her ordeal out of his mind. As to his replacement, he felt he had chosen wisely, pleased that the Elders had agreed to the handsome Hephaistos replacing him as Master of Slaves, a wearying task.

The journey proved as fatiguing as ever, even though the way down to the coast had been trodden into an easy track, despite the rocks and scrub. By late afternoon, the two had reached the rise above the bay of Zahra and its crescent of thatched villas overlooking the sea.

The two men spurred their horses and descended steeply through the dunes to draw up before the largest of the edifices; Thanon knew the building well enough from his many earlier tours of inspection. Its patio, furnished with couches, remained relatively cool, even in the torrid heat of the day, the line of pillars set back from the glare. He himself had ordered chains to be nailed to the summits and upreared, studded phalluses being added at the request of the vacationing nobles; thus the slaves, stretched naked, could be viewed, prior to being selected for use. Whether the bodies were then used there on the patio, within the brothel or in the visitors’ residences was not his concern. The dignitaries were free to choose.

The posts, he noticed, stood unencumbered, not a single slave in sight.

The silence of the late afternoon slumbered over the building, the last torpor of the day heavy with the scent of amaranthus or lovelies-bleeding, the name Thanon preferred. Dismounting, he entered the whorehouse, to find an atmosphere of lethargy reigning in the interior. The heat was stifling, rife with the odour of unwashed flesh. With a silk kerchief to his nostrils, he passed along the corridor of unhinged doors pierced with rusting lattices, fully aware of what went on in those windowless cells. But the thud and slap of leather on sweating bodies and the muffled cries of earlier times seemed to have long since died away. He strode into the main room of the place, his anger mounting. Conditions had even deteriorated since his previous visit several moons back. The bamboo slave pens lay in decay, the gates adrift, the central table decrepit and littered with whips, dildos and mildewed instruments. Birds flew in and out of the room. The whipping cross he himself had had installed slanted askew, its studded sex-shaft loose and caked with grime. The flyblown place stank of filth and sex.

Then he saw the slaves. Several dishevelled females and a couple of males sprawled, dormant, on the boards; beyond, he caught sight of Rasetha, the hefty bawd who kept the palace stew, snoring on her bunk in the overseer’s cubicle. A kick from the guard’s boot brought the obese object struggling to her feet to start bowing in deference and fright.

“But, noble master, this is indeed a surprise, and a delightful one. Had you sent a rider ahead, I’d have had one of these indolent sluts made ready for your Lordship. I know how you like a naked lass stretched from the hook…” She paused, puzzled by the man’s frown and by the lack of response from under the flap of leather covering her superior’s crotch. “Perhaps Your Grace would prefer to rest while some supper’s prepared, and then I’ll have a bed made up and wash down a couple of my whores for you and your companion…”

Thanon controlled his temper. “The Elders and I are far from content with the state of things here, you squalid slag, We realize you have to make do with coarse, common flesh but complaints have been multiplying from visiting nobles. The conditions here are unacceptable, woman. There I have to agree with the Elders. Disease could well be rife in such a shambles. ” He called to mind the sweet, fragrant halls of Saronis, and the equally immaculate Silvana.

The mass of bawd-meat began to tremble. “But, master, my shackled subordinates are all healthy, well-fed and obedient under the lash. And none of the bitches is pregnant. I’ve had no grumbles from the courtiers so far.” The vast, swaggering load of grease gestured broadly.

“Perhaps but grievances are circulating up at the palace. Fewer of the nobles are tempted to come and relax here. No, your slaves are in a piteous state - just look at them! They are undernourished and kept indoors. My orders were that you should use the outside posts to display your inmates, let them bathe and have a taste of sunlight and run them along the beach to exercise, if necessary under the whip to keep them alert.”

“But, mighty master, sun ruins their flesh and, after shedding blood, salt water drives them crazy. So I have to gag and hood them up and…”

“No, this will not do, slag.” The words turned the rolls of suet into quivering jelly, as the decision came. “Therefore, you will be replaced.”

The hulk fell to its knees in horror. “Replaced! Sent back to the palace and…Oh, no!”

“Such is my decision, Rasetha, you putrid wineskin, and Sefket will see to it those gross mounds of lard are reduced to proper proportions.” Mention of Sefket numbed the bawd. The man let a moment pass for the threat to sink in. “So, you will accompany me and my guard up to the palace, and on foot. That will be a start to slimming you off. Prepare for departure tomorrow, when the sun is at its zenith, so you can sweat.” Then Thanon asked: “Which of these miserable ones is the senior?”

A trembling hand pointed to a starveling of a brunette. Terrified, the nude lurched to her feet and bowed, displaying what she had to offer. “She’s called Ilka,” Rasetha muttered.

Thanon looked at the over-whipped breasts and tortured teats; though quaking with fear, they stood out well. The resolute look in the eyes, despite the dark pouches of suffering underlying them, satisfied him. “That slag will do,” he agreed, wondering how she would take to Silvana as Rasetha’s successor. “She will run the place until your replacement arrives to take over. Release her and equip her with a riding crop as her badge of office.”

Astounded, the bawd did as she was told, the promoted one staring in disbelief at her sudden advancement. Rasetha chanced a murmur. “Yes, master, that hot harlot has guts. But I give her no lenience. Takes the nipple-screws well when gagged and chained. But, if I may ask, my Lordship, who’s to replace me and run this place?”

She received no reply as the guard hustled her out of her realm where she had been so content. Then, as the man tied her wrists to the long rope behind his mount, she realized she was to pass the night with the horses in the hyssop grass until the departure. Terror and grief invading her, she admitted the march would certainly slim her off - as long as she survived it.




10. The Branding
Up at the palace and now sensing what awaited her, Silvana found herself invited to Damiana’s florid quarters; she had never seen such luxury nor imagined passing such a night as that her former overseer reserved for her. The session proved even more thrilling than that with Saroya. By the light of a solitary cresset, the blonde tried to satisfy the slave mistress as best she could, recalling the impassioned flagellations and tortures she had received from those inventive hands. Unfurling the woman’s throbbing, half-shaved crotch, she licked and sucked her through one orgasm after another, Damiana’s nails clawing at the sweating flesh smothering her face, as she responded likewise, she liked the girl’s dangling labia. Rarely, even with Odile, had Silvana been given such pleasure. Both lost count of the climaxes until the pale dawn brought sleep, the two bodies glued together, surfeited.

The sun had risen when Damiana decided to impart what she had gleaned concerning Thanon’s meeting with the priesthood. The information had come to her during a previous night spent with one of the younger prelates who regularly honoured her couch and anus when she was not otherwise occupied. Not only did she extract sperm in plenty from the man but valuable information and gossip.

“It seems, precious,” she murmured in Silvana’s ear, “that the Elders have agreed to your accompanying your master to Zahra. And, by Bracon, aren’t you fortunate! The only condition is that you have to be branded. But, as you’re determined to follow him, you’ll take that in your stride. You see, no slave can leave the palace unmarked with the holy serpent….”

Roused from lethargy, the spent beauty disentangled herself to stare at the woman in disbelief and consternation, the bruised, mauled nipples puckering with fear.

“Now, calm down, delicious,” Damiana went on. “That’s the rule here. Even discarded slaves, sent to the prisons, or sold off, have to be branded. Don’t look so alarmed, my sweet. They all live through it perfectly well. And anyway you’ve had the cunt tongs and nipple pincers, haven’t you? Well, the brand isn’t much more than that. Except that the mark’s there forever. In a way, it can be considered as an emblem of recognition.”

The blonde had paled, the forget-me-not eyes widening, as the older woman kissed her. “The Elders require it and it only lasts a bat of an eyelid.” Damiana’s hand descended to the wet mons to console her. “It’s here the iron burns you but you’ll come through sweet as honey, knowing you. And, by the way, your mons is flogged first to prepare this hump of gorgeous flesh.” The hand squeezed the bulge, still moist with saliva and outpour.

“But why, mistress? Why?” The voice had become a whisper.

“Well, just in case you try to escape, treasure.”

“But I’m my master’s sex slave. Why, in the name of the gods, would I think of leaving him? My body belongs to him…”

“Maybe, but such is the rule. He’s taking you to Zahra - beyond these great walls - and you constitute a risk for the palace. It’s as simple as that.”

“Does my master know of this?” came the despairing murmur. “He would never consent to such a thing.” Looking into the violet eyes, she realized Damiana was sincere and not lying in order to excite her further. The real lie, Silvana knew, was not what one tells others but what one tells oneself. The woman was not one who indulged in self-deception; self-indulgence, yes, at the expense of a mere slave girl but certainly did not descend to guile.

“So, I’m to be branded. Is that it?” Damiana nodded and both fell silent, the girl staring at the rays of sunlight slanting across Zahra and over the neighbouring province of Mestria to the east - that troublesome realm always in revolt against the Bithynian attempts to annex it. Damiana had already lost a lover in the guards participating in the local battles aimed at curtailing the sudden attacks on outlying strongposts and villages. The Mestrians took the men they could lay hands on to serve as labourers, the women as brothel fodder. An uneasy peace, fortunately, prevailed for the time being but for how long, only the gods could tell. Moreover, the two provinces owed allegiance to different deities, which complicated matters.

*
Only Haroun was there to meet her when she returned to the south tower. In silence he stripped her of her straps and boots and chained her wrists high to the bedposts, as if to ready her for her master. But the day went by in solitude and vigil, Silvana falling into a sombre trance. Damiana had exhausted her, sexually and emotionally. A scalding iron was something the blonde treasure could well do without. Inwardly, she prayed to Locrana and to as many gods she could recall but when the evening meal arrived, she asked Haroun as to the whereabouts of her master, only to receive a shrug from the eunuch. Time had lost its meaning; it drifted by like the clouds beyond the transoms.

 

When the Numidian came for her, he was even of less help, being bereft of a tongue. He merely sponged down her body, attached golden fetters to her wrists and ankles, and bound her arms behind, elbow to elbow; almost tenderly, he then fastened a choke-chain tightly round her neck - the thing reminding Silvana of a similar one that had nearly throttled her one night in Precinct Five during a vicious flagellation from two young male courtiers who had then filled her to the brim with august jets of spunk.

Whatever now was to follow, circumstances boded ill and if she believed she was ready, she was mistaken.

Clipping a lead of glittering links to the throat-throttler, the Numidian led her down the stairs to the great hall. In spite of her other fears, she rendered thanks to the deities, whom she presumed still guarded her, that it was not her freed clitoris that was being wrenched as on past occasions when she was hauled down for those interminable sessions of breast caning.

To her relief, she passed by the huge crucifix, unoccupied for once, and was halted before an alcove set in the wall of the passage leading to the terrace. There the man handed her over to two masked females, creatures she had never set eyes upon before; they were neither slave handlers nor precinct domestics, but they dealt with her efficiently enough. The arms were chained to an overhead hook, her legs drawn apart to the base of the recess and locked, whereupon her body was prepared. It was done in total silence.

As if for a religious festival, her naked flesh was oiled from head to foot, the eyes rimmed with kohl, the lips painted scarlet and, once the females had chafed them into full erection, the areoles and teats given a coating of purple pigment, the friction bringing her clitoris out of its sheath. The same dark dye was smeared over the drooping sex labia, up to the apex of the cunt, which only exacerbated her sensation of sexual deprivation. Then, with extreme care, the remaining pair of sex rings was burnished and, as Silvana half-expected, the pubic mound was given a liberal greasing, evidently to ready it for the branding iron. Finally, a dark ribbon gathered the blonde locks back behind the nape. The entire performance was executed with punctilious precision, under the eye of the faithful Haroun, whose presence lent her a crumb of comfort. If only Thanon were there to add a word of encouragement…

“The body is ready for the flagellation and… the rest,” the tensed eunuch informed the Numidian. “Once the courtiers and duty slaves are settled in, you can hand it over to the slave master on duty and accompany him out on to the terrace for the chaining and readying.”

Silvana had, in fact, anticipated being dragged to Sefket’s dungeon, where the braziers were always glowing. But the sudden realization that the ordeal was to take place on the terrace, apparently before a host of nobles, dismayed her even more. Normally accustomed to the precincts for whipping, sex torture, penetration and yelling herself hoarse in the presence of an overseer and one or two courtiers, the prospect of a public staging scared her.

Stumbling towards the passageway alongside the terrace, she wondered what was meant by ‘readying’ and feared the worst. As to the preparatory flagellation, that she felt she could take without too much concern or screaming; yet she wondered who would deliver it. If, quite apart from the branding, it were Sefket himself, she could only pray to the gods she would survive.

With the sound of distant gongs and dulcimers, she reached the end of the causeway leading on to the moonlit space beyond, flickering under the flambeaux. She was met by a masked, leather-clad youth, and recognized Simon, as handsome as ever, by the size of his erection jutting out from the tight breeches. The slit in the glans eyed her lecherously, reminding her of that same phallus and atrocious, unwarranted beating she had suffered in the Overseers’ Quarters. Evidently, the bastard had eluded reprimand and, to her horror, appeared to be in charge of her body for the session. Nothing could have perturbed her more. The prospect of being flagellated by him, prior to the hot iron, petrified her, and obviously there was no point in trying to curry favour - as Odile had taught her to do - by tempting his cock into what was a ready throat. Silvana hardly knew whom she loathed more, that presumptuous dunghill with the big penis or the dreadful Mila - whose only joy was to see a female, more attractive than herself, writhing under her whip. Silvana felt relieved that the unspeakable hellcat was confined to Sefket’s dungeons. Simon was quite enough.

What she did not yet know was that the one designated to flog her into readiness for the brand was not he but someone far more senior and ruthless - someone who was out to prove herself in her new capacity as the mighty Sefket’s assistant.

The scene unfolding before her startled Silvana even more. The moonlit terrace was crammed with spectators lounging in chairs and being serviced by her former colleagues, all naked, some crouching over open crotches, others straddling thighs, already at work.

“Is this the slag to be flogged and branded?” the youth with the rigid cock asked casually, Silvana wondering, under the circumstances, who else it could possible be but she. Haroun confirmed the fact, making her kneel, as the man added: “The slut will wait there until we are ready. Move the bitch forward to the threshold for her formal entry.”

The girl caught the eunuch’s conciliatory remark. “Go easy on her, master. She has important connections…. She’s no longer a mere flogging slave.” The leather-clad one dismissed the plea with contempt.

In the pause that followed, Silvana received a further shock. In a broad space to the side of the passage, a stark-naked female hung by the wrists. The paltry body twisted slowly from its chain in the aftermath of what must have been repeated whippings. The youngster was comatose, the weals ripening like sombre, mauve blossoms stifling under the skin.

Silvana was allowed to gaze a moment at the emaciated figure that was none other than Britta’s. The chit seemed to have become old before being given a chance to live out her teens. Poor, wretched Britta, unable to rise to the occasion, was in a state that frightened Silvana; clearly, the breasts had been tortured, no doubt in an attempt to enlarge them, but still lay flat, despite the traction exerted by the puny muscles straining from the shoulders; but at least the thrust of the nipples did appear more substantial than before. The artery in the neck, congested behind the strap, throbbed mauve, the belly bulged far too much, considering that slaves were expected at all times to hollow the midriff below the ribs. The slave’s hands had blanched from prolonged suspension in the leather manacles, the face as pallid as the sperm congealed around the mouth. In a sisterly way, Silvana felt for the slut and hoped some trader would strike a bargain for the useless wretch and thus save her from being consigned to the palace’s subterranean vaults where she would not last long in the state she was.

“That strumpet’s done for,” Simon barked, confirming Silvana’s fears. “She’s for the dark hole of hell below unless a buyer comes along. Now, on your feet, my blue-eyed beauty.” His whip shrilled through the empty air but unaccountably spared the blonde - her flesh, she realized, was wanted pristine for the ceremony or at least until it was under way. “Let’s have those tits well to the fore. And suck in that belly, so the mons bulges instead. It’s going to suffer beyond belief. And we all want to watch how a sturdy, broad-bottomed nude writhes. That’s all you sluts are worth - thick, greased rawhide.” Then he added: “Now I remember you, yes, in our Quarters - and, by Locrana, didn’t you yell your guts out as I lashed you. What’s your name, gorgeous?” Goose-flesh snaring her, she told him.

“Well, our brawny Silvana, your butt’s in for something other than what Sefket’s going to do to your belly. Let’s hope you’re tougher than yon skinny one.” He gestured towards the body hanging nearby. Then he told the Numidian: “Right, take this baron of beef in to be broiled, Bulto. You like the smell of grilled meat, eh? This’ll give you an appetite.”

The black grinned and, fondling her rump, did as he was told, Silvana choking as the collar tightened, a whip-haft gouging her anus. Once on the terrace, she stared at the dreaded array: the semicircle of lofty stone columns, loaded with chains; a table strewn with ominous items; in the shadows, the brazier smouldering, a branding iron slanting upwards, awaiting a gloved hand and her greased mount of Venus; and beyond, the sweating sex slaves, slurping among the courtiers. Never had she felt so vulnerably naked in all her palace life - apart from that night with the Countess of the Marches, a bitch if ever there was one; the ogress, she recalled with a shudder, had had her impaled on a slave-stump, her body veered back, the limbs parted and chained to four paving bolts. The whip, together with the stake up her sex and distending the belly, had deprived her of intercourse and sleep for days. Silvana was not one to give in easily but she feared what awaited her would certainly delight the Countess, who was already lounging expectantly, her gloved hands frigging Alexis’s cock while tugging on the balls in the ringed scrotum. The lad’s face showed his fear of spending too soon.

What courage Silvana could still summon up began to dwindle when, positioned between the central pair of pillars, she was told to raise her arms and part the legs. Feeling her ankles being locked to the granite plinths, she began to quiver with fear, her erotic emotions frittering away as Simon, helped by the huge Numidian, completed the bondage, tautening her naked body to the limit of the articulations. Then he commented on the volume of the rump.

“Ever seen such massive globes of flogging flesh as these, Bulto? Bet you wouldn’t mind ramming your rod into that, instead of into that ebony kitchen-whore of yours. But this workshed alley cat’s been stretched enough to take a stallion’s dong, leave alone yours, Bulto,” the swine called Simon declaimed. Silvana lurched, gritting her teeth as the man’s fingers burrowed beyond the sphincter. Normally, she would have begged a male - or, for that matter, a dildoed female - to ram into her there, but her lust had ebbed beyond recall, her body laced with apprehension. She wished Odile were there beside her to help.

Turning to the crotch, he probed the freed vulva, flicking the clit and grinning as the glove came away glittering with sex sludge. Then he slapped the ponderous mammaries, watching them swing. “And what about these bubs, eh, Bulto? Just think of them squeezing your prick and your black spunk dousing her face! You know, when she sees the tits of this slave of hers throbbing with needles, Saletha going to be green with envy. By Bracon, doesn’t she love piercing in deep! And she too liked the same in her own nipples in the past.”

The threat set Silvana’s heart beating faster. The prospect of her mammaries being again tortured with the usual silver, jewelled bodkins excited her. She had had her breasts riddled on countless occasions and had thrived on it, even if the same through her labia and clitoris pleased her less. If both erotic zones were to be pierced, she would need all her perserverance. In any event, needling paled compared with branding.

Glancing at the letching Bulto, she knew that a palace slave, such as she, lay far beyond his aspirations. She felt sorry for him and for herself, for he had a truly fine cock.

It was Simon she had to contend with - for the moment.

His references to her as a ‘slave’ gave her the audacity to speak. “I’m not a slave. I’m a palace mistress. I belong to…” A vicious slap across a breast silenced her. Had it been across the face, she might well have lost a tooth.

“Keep that damn maw shut, bitch,” she was told, “unless it’s to suck or shriek. Out here on the terrace flesh is just flesh, as you’ll see, you conceited strumpet. And stick those bubs further out. Where do you think you are? Sucking clit with Alicia in yon Turkish bath?”

The girl regretted her recklessness and bit her lip. Yet, as the men moved away, she felt a strange feeling spreading through her entrails. Strumpet or not, the countless eyes staring at her across the terrace made her proud of herself. Looking down at her huge breasts, she found them beautiful beyond words - no wonder the palace relished torturing them. Then, although she could not see her outer labia, she pictured them, no longer ringed as were her nipples, and thought of her clit, now unbelievably freed. She remembered how Damiana one night in Precinct Three had hung chunks of iron on all five rings to content a couple of rabid courtiers, dripping hot candle grease into her groin to help her to orgasm - as if she needed help! Then again her eyes returned to her dugs and their exquisitely lissom, umber areoles and hefty teats, so responsive when sucked, bitten or, better still, drawn out and twisted with metal tongs. She wondered what was about to be done to them, prior to or following the horrendous branding. After the initial decline of erotic excitement, she sensed her lust building up again.

But her desire froze when she saw the strangely attired female enter. The face was concealed behind a crimson mask, precluding recognition at first; yet, behind the visor, the eyes were sharp and hard as diamonds - and familiar, as was the raven-dark hair, drawn back into an indigo bow of silk. It was the fine breasts, cradled in skin-tight doe skin, and the pinnacles - with Silvana’s bite marks still there - surging through the orifices, that confirmed it was Damiana. Evidently her recent promotion had brought with it fresh apparel. By Locrana, Bracon and all the gods and goddesses of Bithynia, the woman was more stunning than ever Silvana had seen her! But the array of minute spikes surrounding the nipples and the bared sex, with its neat tuft of hair, frightened her. It was just as well, she thought, the slave mistress had stripped naked the other night to make love; otherwise Silvana would now be in no state to face the coming ordeal. Whatever happened, she knew she adored the slender beauty - at least to the extent Thanon would tolerate.

Then she saw what the woman held in her gloved hands. From the left trailed a short, stiff flogger that Silvana had never seen before; it was thick - a single stem. In the other, there glinted a couple of slender spikes. The sight of them made Silvana turn pale. She had endured similar things before, from both Damiana and the fiendish Mila, but never of such length.

The woman came close to the chained victim and passed her scourge over the drooping labial fronds, the leather coming away glistening with curd. The blonde seemed ready enough, at least sexually, for the preparatory beating. As Damiana swabbed off the whip on her glove, a further silence fell over the terrace. And with reason.

Sefket had appeared, limping awkwardly into the torchlit arena. From his hunched shoulders hung a long, sombre robe, covering his aged form, the head cowled, rendering him more threatening than usual, if such were possible. The only part visible was the wizened phallus, dangling listless between the folds of the garment.

Greeting Damiana, he halted before the outstretched display of sweating flesh, as if to take stock of the oiled loins. He seemed pleased, for the body appeared relatively tranquil - at least outwardly - and was chained exactly as he had ordered; the youth Simon, despite his turbulence, could be relied upon to present a female correctly - in the total tension required. The lame torturer objected to obstreperous whores, who had to be hung by the legs and gagged, prior to the flagellation and searing. They tried his patience and wasted his time.

“I think we may start, Damiana,” the robed one announced. “Render her conscious of the distinction we are about to bestow on her. And I pray you, scourge her with force - for she seems to be a staunch piece, and bear in mind there is no question of her being allowed to spend. And you,” he ordered the cocksure Simon who was frigging contentedly nearby, “keep that meat shaft in control for later. You’ve been told what the courtiers expect of you.” The cowl turned to Damiana again. “You may proceed with the needles, woman. Then whip the catiff until I tell you to desist. I require that sex pouch down there fully prepared. Scourge as you did at the Moon Festival recently on the city square. Remember you are under me now. “

His masked assistant watched the nude brace her sinews, draw in the belly and clutch the upper chains, the knuckles whitening. Damiana closed in on the stark-naked body.

“Let this be a reminder of the palace and of me,” she told the quailing victim.

With that, the gloved fingers gripped the left breast and, with a sharp thrust, pierced a long, slender needle into the nipple vent. Avoiding the metal ring embedded in the teat, she skewered the silver point deep into the tissue until only the needle’s jewelled head protruded. Satisfied with the smooth entry, she did the same with the other nipple; there too, the slender bodkin penetrated the duct cleanly. Only a gasp came from the victim’s gaping mouth.

Both breasts stabbed to the root, Silvana stared down at the throbbing globes, recalling once again Odile’s remark in bed, that such, aside from the labia and ear lobes, were the only parts of her body that had no muscle. Again she was amazed the nipples did not shed even a drop of blood. Well-disciplined, she induced her mammaries to hang becalmed and slack, remembering Damiana’s training sessions and her warnings: if a slave pitched and writhed, the needles could play havoc with the lymph nodes within.

Silvana peered down at her treasured breasts. The nipples seemed to have become double, the sepia knurls now topped by the beads of brilliant sapphire. In her time at the palace, she had had many bodkins jabbed into her breasts and genital flesh by courtiers, overseers and once, unhappily, by the slattern, Mila, when Damiana was absent. If those sessions of what constituted ‘slave torture’ had always excited her, the present ordeal had something cruel and heartless about it, and somehow the two lone insertions were different; they pierced her spirit as well as her teats.

Silvana watched the woman take a pace back and raise the whip. The moment of ‘preparation’ had come.

The horsehide hissed and sliced into the loins but with a force so staggering that it cut the girl’s breath. The blow made her recoil as far as the bondage allowed, a guttural groan greeting the stroke. Teetering on tiptoe, she waited for the next slash. Aghast at the power behind each attack, the blonde felt the welts swelling on her hips and lower belly; after a further dozen grouped lashes on the triangle where once the neat swathe of golden curls had flourished, it seemed as if what lay between her pelvis points was being slit open from side to side. One terrible stroke over the pubis brought her head forward, despite the grip of the neck strap. Between the jewel-punctured breasts, she glimpsed her lower belly - it seemed to be traversed by a crimson cummerbund. Never had she been pounded with such implacable force and precision. Yet, a vague surge of sexual pleasure began to spread in her innards.

The masked one then concentrated on the centre of the mons itself, using the tip of the whip. Groaning hoarsely, her head tossing madly, Silvana became insensible to the clasp of the ghastly throat bond, her suffering seeming to raise strange cries from the onlookers. They were enjoying the spectacle as much as she was loathing it. Worse still, the nipple needles were beginning to jolt in the depths of what, again, sweet Odile used to call ‘our milk churns’. Frantically, she felt she could not endure much more of Damiana’s ferocity. The leather-swathed woman seemed to have taken leave of her senses. Yet, there was Sefket calmly admonishing her to ‘put more muscle’ into the lashes. “As my deputy, Damiana, you must flog harder. That bulge cries out for more. In the name of our sacred Locrana, woman, put some beef behind those strokes. I need the mount of Venus fully gorged for the iron.”

And beef she applied, until the flayed triangle was on fire. Silvana had long since given up any hope of sexual relief, the fierce orgasms that usually came under flagellation growing more remote. Sinking fast, she was surrendering what was left of her stamina. About to collapse, her flesh told her the whipping had ceased, only to hear the branding rod striking the brazier rim. The man was freeing it of cinder. The instant that followed Silvana knew she would recall as a nightmare of sheer horror for the rest of time. Incandescent, the brand in Sefket’s grasp remained on the pubis for what seemed an eternity. The scorched flesh hissed, a plume of acrid smoke spiralling upwards. With a howl, Silvana passed out, hanging inert.

Vaguely, she felt the thug Simon thrashing her rump and later, his thumbs splaying the buttocks apart. She hardly sensed the phallus spearing her sphincter nor the lunge into her. For once she could not respond, too far gone to clench the muscle or even react as the youth’s hands encircled her thighs to wrench apart the labia under the burn; she merely rode the rear thrusts until the seething discharge filled her. Then she slid into that unfathomable pit where beaten, branded and sodomized girls go when marked with the Bithynian emblem of the fanged serpent. The odour of sacrifice wafted towards Zahra. Who knows if Thanon sensed it?

Her chains released, she sank to the paving and entered history as the first slave to be qualified by the brand to run a brothel.

*
Hours later, the sun high in the cloudless sky beyond the lancets of her master’s chamber, she awoke on a bed of cool silken covers. To the side, Saletha sat, smiling.

“So, you’ve finally come to, beautiful, and about time too. Your master will be back anon and there’s much to be done before you leave.” After smearing balm on the brand mark, the slave mistress soothed the nipples, Silvana noticing the sapphire-tipped spikes had disappeared, together with the neck throttler. “Now, up with you and down to the Preparation Cellar. Remember that? Just follow me - no need for a lead now.”

Despite that assurance, further fears seized the girl as she rose from the bed with difficulty to shuffle behind Saletha down to that familiar place. There Haroun, smiling, told her to stretch out over a slab that recalled other and less auspicious times. Making a virtue of necessity, she obeyed the orders without hesitation but still perturbed.

“For once, we don’t have to chain you for this,” Saletha murmured. “Help me, Haroun. The shears are there on the table.” The mention of shears sounded ominous but without delay, the eunuch severed the remaining flesh rings, bent the ends apart and gently eased them out of the nipples. The twisted objects that had almost become part of her lay in Haroun’s palm and she was on the point of asking if she might keep them as mementos but thought better of it. In any event, where would she keep them? The only souvenirs a promoted mortal gathered in the Bithynian palace were not discarded rings but memories - memories of bondage, whips, torture and occasionally a bed of love

“Your proprietor will be home soon,” Saletha repeated, “and then, once rested, you’ll be off. Try to look your best, poppet, and don’t worry about that black mark down there.” The freed one nodded, wondering what Thanon, so meticulous as to how she looked, would think of that appalling burn on what had been a flawless mound of Venus. “Now,” the slave mistress added, “into your high boots - I’ve had them glossed for you - and buckle that whip-belt round those erotic hips - but mind it doesn’t scrape the burn.”

Astonished by the woman’s attentions, Silvana found her strength reviving. A brief cloak of embroidered silk draped over her shoulders, she could hardly believe what was happening to her. A moment later, thrilled and delighted, she was back in the south tower, resting again and waiting for him who counted more to her than her own self.

*

“Well, Silvana, recovering?” Dozing, she only slowly recognized the voice from the doorway. Thanon seemed to be floating among the billowing bed curtains. She held out her arms to welcome him, offering what was left of her. But the man preferred to recount his journey and discuss her future duties at Zahra. Dismissing her ordeal, he was almost lyrical.

“Down there by the wine-dark sea, you will be content, I assure you. You will take over the amenities, in place of that incompetent slug, Rasetha” - she had never heard of her - “and take charge of the slaves there, replace those who no longer serve competently and we shall request additional bodies, as may be necessary. That place among the palms must become for the courtiers what we call a Happy Valley - and for you. Along with your duties, Silvana, you will continue to serve me. On duty, you will wear what you are wearing now - and I find it suits you well. When serving me, you will be, of course, naked and in chains.”

“Naturally, master. Despite my condition, do you wish to beat or use me now?”

“No. You must recover. We leave two days from now, when the moon is full.”




11. The Outpost
They set out at dawn. After a tearful leave-taking in the Slave Quarters and even an illicit visit to Odile, Britta and Kitana serving in the prisons, Silvana had followed her master and Haroun to the stables where the guard had the horses ready, one loaded with Thanon’s riches, the dappled Arab pony saddled for her. The guard, young and well armed, and Haroun were given mares, Thanon’s stallion reminding Silvana of a certain night so long ago. From the turrets, Vasca, the Chief Elder, watched the posse leave, silently regretting their departure, for Thanon had been outstanding - in more ways than one - and the golden-haired beauty a remarkable sample of spirited sex and had always taken the whip and much else with unquestionable devotion. Both deserved their recompense. But then, the girl’s departure - not to speak of that scum, Mila, recently demoted, and three derelict females consigned to the prisons - had depleted the cohort of slaves available to the nobles. He forthwith decided to despatch Hephaistos and maybe the woman Damiana to the overpopulated hamlets beyond Lower Saronis - or even risk crossing into Mestria?- to round up a fresh batch of serviceable flesh, and the younger the better. The group that had included that wench Sivilla or Silvana, now setting out with Thanon, had all the same contained some duds. And that would not do.

He waved a farewell to Thanon and went in to pray.

*
As the furlongs were covered and the sun rose far away over Mestria and the borderlands, Silvana began to have trouble with the hard pommel of her saddle. Not only did it tend to vex her clitoris and vulva that had lain fallow for an inordinate period of frustrating continence, but it started to fret the pubis, still raw from the whip lashings and the brand mark, only partially healed. But she persevered bravely until it was too much. Seeing her discomfort, Thanon ordered a halt in the lee of some rocks among the tamarind and camphor-trees. There he dismounted and helped her down from the mare.

“Would you not prefer to ride side-saddle?” he asked charitably.

“No, thank you, master. I’ve never ridden before, leave alone side-saddle. If only there was some grease or oil around to butter this damn boss, so it would let me slide a bit.” Then she summoned up one of her more captivating smiles… “Maybe, if you fucked me, master… you know, the juices would help. That is, if you felt like it…”

The plea startled all three of the men but her owner saw her point.

“Very well. Against that palm tree, then.” There the booted legs rose immediately to clasp his hips, Haroun and the guard watching nearby. Seeming heedless of the aching mons veneris in question, she rode the rod until she was glutted, the shrieks of pleasure scaring a pair of humming birds from the nearby rocks, and leaving the guard awestruck. Haroun merely smiled. He was used to such moments - whether the girl was fancy-free or chained…

It was he who helped her back into the saddle and the ride continued, the combined outflows of sperm and her own discharge rendering the pommel and life easier to manage.

Around noon, the seashore of Zahra came into view at last, the sands shimmering under a cloudless sky. Even the thatched buildings of the villeggiatura were visible in the far distance. Only a few more hours and the steep descent would begin.

The banyan-roofed dwellings, sweltering under the palms, became gradually clearer, Silvana’s heart beginning to quicken. By late afternoon, the horses were treading sand. The sweating group drew up in the shade before a large building of planks and wattles. There the two servants unloaded the baggage on the stoop and put out the mounts to graze beyond.

“This is to welcome you to your new home,” Thanon said, drawing an object out of his saddlebag. The thing flashed in the sunlight like the eyes of a hawk. “You will wear this, my dear whenever you come to my villa. It is your insignia as the slave mistress of Zahra but never must you wear it in the brothel.” He smiled, for once, above the pointed beard. “It will be a change from Damiana’s sweaty neck strap with four rings she used to tighten every morning. I hope the sapphires don’t remind you too much of her needles.”

Mounted with stones of the purest blue water, the necklace bore a diamond broach at its centre in the form of a hyacinth. As she put it on round her neck that was still chafed and bruised, Thanon gave her a phial. “With this scent you will perfume your shaved armpits, the crease under your breasts and your labia. And this, you will attach to your belt at all times when on duty.”

“And if I’m not using it,” she added with an exultant smile at the third gift.

The magnificently crafted whip of six strands of camel hide, each knotted from haft to tip, was instantly clipped to the cincture at her waist. Never had she seen, not to say used, such an exquisite weapon of flagellation. She realized she was being given the token and instrument of her newfound authority. Jubilant and proud, she fondled the phallus-shaped grip. As she did so, a thin, saturnine female, stark-naked, emerged from the house, her sunken eyes framed by locks of dishevelled hair.

“Ah, yes,” the Master of Zahra - his new title - said, “this waif is Ilka, a slut dedicated to both ends of the whip. You will take over from her. Show your mistress the chaos you’ve been subjected to, Ilka.”

Silvana realized abruptly that the building with the veranda was the brothel. She followed the girl in, her heart pounding. The spectacle that met the newcomer’s eyes dismayed her beyond expression and left her speechless. Behind the two women, Thanon groaned at the disorder and the condition of the sprawling bodies chained to the wall.

As the naked inmates scrambled to their feet, Thanon gave his orders.

“Now to work, Silvana. You, Haroun and the guard will renovate this place. I want it immaculate and these destitute bodies scoured free of filth. They must be spruce, as you were at the palace.” Silvana thought that a real challenge, if ever there was one. “See to it they are shaved of any stray body hair, oiled and perfumed - and fed well. The guard will bring down all that’s needed by way of provisions - whatever you order.” He took the slut Ilka by the wrist. “This is no way for a sex slave to look. She’s starved. Feed them and make them grease their leathers and burnish the rings in their bondage straps. Later we’ll replace these whores.”

He looked at Silvana and then at Haroun and the guard. “I give you two days to make this brothel worthy of the Bithynian nobility and of my reputation. Whatever new fixtures or implements are needed, they will be ordered from the palace.” After a short pause and to Silvana’s surprise, he added: “Perhaps additional flesh is needed to offer more choice.”

Then, disgusted, he glanced in at the ramshackle room where Rasetha had reigned in squalor. “This is what that gross pig of a harlot let this place become. She lived, fucked and flogged here in filth! Clear out her refuse, so it’s fit for you and Haroun to inhabit. I shall expropriate a suitable residence and beach house for myself.”

“The finest, master,” the eunuch put in, “is that one over there under the palms.”

Thanon nodded. He already had his eye on the place.

“So, to work,” he ordered again. “Get this pigsty cleaned up and put those damn scarecrows to work. If they slack, both of you will use the whip.”

As he left, Silvana raised an eyebrow to Haroun, wondering how they were going to manage, and recalled the well-versed Odile once mentioning the labours of some foreigner in a land beyond the seas called Hercules she had read about, Silvana wishing she could learn to read. Suddenly, again with the thought of the divine Odile, she recalled Thanon’s remark concerning the need of ‘additional flesh’. She wondered if she could not coax him to have her, if not completely drained, brought down to Zahra. And Carmela, too. And perhaps Pervez? For that matter but for quite other reasons, why not the vixen, Mila? Ah, that would be a prize of a different nature, and she, Silvana, would ensure, as long as she was in charge, that the loathsome swine regretted she’d ever been born. To offer Mila to Odile, too, would be a sisterly gesture…

But such matters could be broached later, after consulting with the sagacious Haroun. All in good time, Silvana dear, she said to herself. With that, she unhooked her whip and put the inmates to work. At the same moment, she wondered whether her master would summon her that night. She felt she merited it - as long as he didn’t beat the scar healing on that pubis…

 

The brothel’s renovation advanced apace. Once the rubbish had been cleared out, a further shack of wattles and daub, covered with palm fronds, was constructed by Haroun and the guard, Fahdel. A sturdy youth in his twenties, Fahdel worked hard, in addition to his surveillance duties, and Silvana rewarded him by letting him fuck the two servants - the cook, a fat, middle-aged slab of a whore, and her scullion, a meagre, squint-eyed Mestrian slut who had worked in the town brothels of Upper Saronis prior to being sent down to Zahra. Both wore simple sarongs to distinguish them from the naked inmates. Silvana saw to it that they washed in the sea and served meals on time. They and Fahdel were given a lean-to at the side of the main building where their orgasms were less audible. Haroun, if he was not on duty in his master’s lodging, had a bunk in Rasetha’s former room, separated from Silvana’s part by a curtain. He was only too accustomed to her groans and shrieks and the creaking of her bed.

Fresh palliasses were laid out in the main room, Silvana giving the slaves longer neck chains in place of the hooks that previously had secured them to the wall.

Seated comfortably on the stoop of his requisitioned residence overlooking the golden beach, and smoking his hookah, Thanon gave his concubine a free hand in organizing matters, merely endorsing orders of supplies needed from the palace. Silvana noticed that he seemed to have aged a little, his carefully barbered beard and temples peppered with grey, which she found suited him well. Meanwhile she took over control of matters.

“I insist, Haroun, on regular provisions being sent down from the Saronis market every few days and the staff will gather fruit from around here. Fahdel will wade out and net fish. These famished bodies, as they are, wouldn’t attract a sex-starved Bithynian prisoner! They have to be nourished if Zahra is to content our nobles.” Haroun could only agree.

Then there was the problem of fresh drinking water and, indeed, water for ablutions. She knew what thirst was like after a whipping, or when one wanted to wash off the residues of sex. The matter was intelligently solved by Haroun and Fahdel. Using split bamboo, they constructed a derivation from the stream running down to the main Zahra well reserved for the guests, so that it fed also the second well alongside the brothel. The project delighted the slaves and the domestics, not longer obliged to lug heavy water skins across the beach.

Less appreciated by the prisoners, however, although accepted with resignation, was the delivery by mule of new whips, chains and other accessories from the palace cellars - items Silvana had selected and ordered with Thanon’s approval. The implements, she knew, were among those preferred by most of the nobles. Further, she had the heavy table in the main room of the brothel scraped clean of sweat and other liquids, firmly braced with additional struts and equipped with iron manacles. Finally, the uprights supporting the veranda’s overhang were whitewashed and stronger bondage rings bolted into place, for little pleased courtiers more than to be able to make their choice from a row of distended nudes. And Silvana was determined to display fully what she had inherited.

One final feature was added at the new overseer’s entreaty, one that Thanon readily approved. On arrival, she had noticed a pair of palm trees standing several paces apart, to the right of the brothel. She had the undergrowth hacked away and chains nailed high and low on the trunks. To convince Haroun, she stretched her gorgeous body between the trees. “A naked slave,” she smiled, “will look irresistible, dear Haroun, strung up like this.” Again he agreed.

“Indeed, mistress. The dowager Euphemia will certainly prefer to use the palms instead of the veranda. As your own beautiful body will recall, if you permit the reminiscence, Her Grace enjoys flogging an outstretched woman - and also,” he paused a second, “an… upstanding male. I’m sure you will be complimented for having thought of this.”

Leaving her pose, Silvana said: “Speaking of males, what are our two youths worth in your opinion, Haroun? They seem to be already improving, with food instead of swill.”

“Average bodies, mistress, but with strong cocks. They should do well, given time.”

“I shall try them out properly later. But you’re right. I masturbated both last night and they seem to come with force.”

The man nodded. Who wouldn’t climax with that beauty massaging one’s cock?

“Our master, by the way, mistress,” Haroun knew she liked her new title of rank, “believes that a morning run along the beach, prior to their routine daily whipping, would help to strengthen the inmates and…”

“Daily?” The girl looked surprised.

“Yes, daily, Didn’t your master mention it? He meant to. The custom, so beneficial for slaves living in this soporific atmosphere, fell into neglect under Rasetha.”

“Soporific?” She guessed what the word meant. “I find it bracing. But if that is what the master wants, a morning run they shall have, and under the whip. Fahdel will take them.”

“But the master wants you to go along too. He likes to see you run naked.”

Silvana understood, knowing how her breasts bounced, even if it tended to lower her to the status of a slave. “But,” she warned, “there’s no question of Fahdel whipping me along! I’m in perfect shape.” When Thanon lashed her, it was for quite a different reason and it didn’t take place before a gaggle of slaves. His beatings were erotic not calisthenic.

*

The task of renovation completed, she decided to broach the question of her former colleagues. Haroun had advised her, counselling her to raise the matter at sundown when their master became wistful, enjoying the sea air and the fruit-flavoured tobacco filtering up through the bubbling water of his narghile. And Haroun told her not to ask for Pervez.

After a bathe and a wash at the well, she had the man powder her body, place Thanon’s necklace around her neck, clothe her with a short cloak of silk and fix the chains to one ankle and a wrist. Then, grasping the ends of the links, she strolled across the warm sand to the residence, bathed in the light of the sinking sun, to kneel before her owner, her thighs parted, the rouged nipples begging notice.

“Your slave is ready, master,” she murmured, “to be whipped and fucked.” And, as if it went with it, she made her request. She said she wanted Odile, Carmela and Mila.

Continuing to gaze out over the water rippling up the beach, Thanon considered the second part of the petition. The first went without question, but would come later.

“I’ll consider the matter, Silvana. I have no doubt that I can free Odile from the prisons, particularly as she has been branded. And possibly the other, Cramella…”

“Carmela, gracious master, Carmela.”

“Well, whatever she’s called. But she’ll have to be branded too, you realize”.

“She’ll take that and more, master, knowing her, and better than I did.” Thanon watched the exquisite hand stray fleetingly over the purple mark on the pubis. “She’s tough.”

“Very well, but they’ll have to serve as sex slaves here - that you also realize. I shall use my influence with the Elders to release them. Now, you mentioned a third name.”

“Mila, master. Mila, that vicious fiend… that termagent.”

“By Phranis, your vocabulary increases! Yes, Mila… who once was so promising. To be honest, I would not welcome her here, for she tends to create problems, but I understand your wish. However, if you insist, I shall ask the saintly Vasca himself to intervene and legalize her transfer also. But you are aware of the risk you are taking. She is your sworn enemy and moreover she is from Mestria, over there,” the hand waved towards the east. “There is always a temptation to escape.”

“Escape! From me? Never! I’ll be responsible for her captivity. But I want that speckled adder now I am what I am. Please, master.”

No living being, not even a priest of Locrana, leave alone Thanon, could have resisted that smile, the dimples reminding him of those at the base of her spine. The plea made him feel he was being accused of shielding Mila’s virtues from Silvana’s vices, while the contrary would be truer. Often Thanon was puzzled by his mistress’s character.

“It shall be done,” he finally agreed. Setting the pipe stem on the hookah, the great man summoned Haroun who naturally had followed the exchange from within, impressed by the girl’s pluck. Stylus and parchment to hand, Thanon dictated the missive addressed to the High Priest, Silvana amazed to see the eunuch’s writing, his hand moving from right to left until the screed was presented to its author for the signet ring. Thanon verified his words had been correctly inscribed and the names of the three females clear. Then Fahdel was despatched to the palace, peeved to be even momentarily separated from what had become a sanctuary of comfort and endless sex. Although surprised the resort now remained without a guard, Silvana smiled as her owner told her to rise and enter the residence; she knew she was about to repay the favour by having her buttocks lambasted and probably almost skinned.

The luxury of the residence again dazzled her. In the last light filtering through the curtained slats, the room appeared not very different from that she knew so well up at the palace; even the kilims and bed seemed familiar, as did the hook and chain running over the central beam, except that the links reached down to a sprocket wheel bolted to the far wall.

“Prepare her for me, Haroun, as I prescribed,” the Master of Zahra said quietly, removing his cloak to reveal the genitals, the root and sack, as well as the groove below the helm, already encircled with the stimulant-thongs. The body’s third eye, even if blind, stared at the girl longingly. “Leave the necklace on her,” her master added, “but nothing else. I require her, as usual, nipple-naked for this flagellation - by way of a house-warming party.”

The eunuch helped to strip her bare as a blade and shifted her until she stood, arms bound, elbow to elbow, legs astride, under the chain. Loath to wrest her eyes from her owner’s pulsing cock, she saw him take up her own six-stranded whip, the gift presented to her on that palmy day of her arrival at Zahra. Thanon’s second command made her blench.

“Thread the rod through the nipple piercings, Haroun. Then haul her up by it. I want her taut.” Then he turned to his slave. “I intend to flog those superb buttocks of yours in a new posture, to usher you in as Mistress of Zahra rather than as my sex slave. I want you to remember this as marking your investiture.”

Ignorant as to what he meant by ‘investiture’, she saw soon enough what it implied.

The turbaned servant advanced with a short rod of silver metal. Squelching the left breast, he drilled it into the disused hole that Silvana had almost forgotten traversed the teat. Easing the slender wand through the tit, he bored into the other nub and equalized the ends. The honoured one gaped at the skewer transfixing the nipples that had swollen to the size of rosehips, as when Mila hauled her around by what the bitch referred to as the ‘dug bangles’.

Despite the wave of terror invading her, the girl felt a weird thrill spreading through her entire being as her nipples responded. Then she saw the hook and chain descend before her face and guessed the rest. Though Damiana had suspended her by throttled breasts, never had she been hung by the teats alone. Silently she prayed the Bithynian deities would at least grant her a foothold. Even the whore-bitch Mila had not dared denying her that…

It was so. For when Haroun cranked her aloft, her toes were left with purchase. She sighed with relief, watching Thanon gazing at the tensioned breasts straining upwards into slim cones. Then he hefted her buttocks - the finest, she knew, he had ever whipped.

The six-fold leathers sank into the flesh across the crest of the slack meat just above the anal cleft and then sliced down into the main masses of flesh. The initial yelps were soon filling the room, Silvana desperately trying the keep her stance as each lash drove her forwards, the nipples at their extreme stretch. The stress reminded her of that murderous session when Mila had furtively hooked her by the teats to a wall bracket, and flayed her raw.

But she seemed insensible to the pain since it was her owner beating her and she knew he would fuck her when both reached the summit of lust. And that was never far away.

Thanon seemed oblivious of her yelping, knowing she could take the maximum before being ready for penetration and orgasm. Haroun silently counted the lashes - a habit he had adopted when his master used to flog the divine, willowy Greta - and merely hoped the blonde would not wilt. But Silvana weathered the storm admirably, bridling the threatening climax until her owner was himself ready to send her over the precipice. And that came far sooner than either the eunuch or even the staggering victim expected.

Driving Silvana’s own sweating whip haft into her rectum, as was palace practice, Thanon came round to peruse her tear-stained face. Without a word, he raised her thighs, the ankle chain rasping his knees, clasped the slashed buttocks and plunged into her.

Haroun watched the two bodies slam together in slushing thuds until his master’s loins tensed and he filled his slave, the girl screaming herself hoarse as she orgasmed. Even Greta in her time and despite her fanaticism when whipped, rarely came with such lust.

“Take her down and lay her on the bed,” the eunuch was told, as his master withdrew, retrieved his cloak and returned to the terrace that he had left an hour before.

Brimming over with regard for the beautiful, flagellated body, Haroun extracted the leather haft from the anus and the rod from the swollen, vermilion teats and carried her gently to the great bed. Placing her face down, he smeared balsam over the benumbed, swollen bulges of rump flesh and swabbed off the spunk and liquids oozing down the overlong labia he admired so much. Then he left the requited girl, judging she deserved a moment of repose.

It was well past the setting of the moon when she awoke. Thanon lay dozing beside her, his hand motionless between her thighs. How right he had been to have chosen this cream of the crop rather than the equally gifted Odile, whom had been sent to the prisons.

After being sodomized towards morning, Silvana was returned to her work, obliged to wear a long silk cloak to conceal her behind, welted purple and slick with unguents.

The days and nights passed agreeably enough, an increasing number of courtiers gracing the refurbished brothel. But still there was no sign of those females she awaited. Each time she stripped and put on her chains to cross over the cooling sands in the direction of Thanon’s retreat, she scrutinized the upward path, only to be frustrated. Was it possible her master’s request, he being now retired, no longer carried the same weight with the Elders?

Then, one evening at nightfall, thunder clouds gathering over the Mestrian hills, the cook let out a shrill cry, pointing to the crest. About to present herself to her owner again, Silvana stopped in her tracks and stared. Although still distant, the straggling line of bodies came clearly into view, stumbling behind Fahdel’s stallion, borrowed from his master. Silvana held her breath as she counted the slaves. As far as she could discern there were three figures, stark-naked, their wrists outstretched towards the croup of the guard’s mount.

Almost immediately, she recognized the first two - she would have known Odile and Carmela even had they been shrouded in sacking - and then her heart raced. For, bringing up the rear, was Mila. Silvana would not have mistaken that vixen even in the fires of hell. She rushed to Thanon to announce her triumph. The illustrious one nodded, exempted her from her bout of thrashing and sex, and returned, by the light of the lantern, to penning his reminiscences. He was beginning to regret the comfort and extravagancies of the palace.

His mistress hastened back to the brothel in excitement to harness herself and display her new authority - not so much to the two who had shared her enslavement but to the repulsive slattern who had made her life a misery. She thought ahead.

Already she had ensured the brothel table was equipped with chains and she felt Mila would look almost tempting, stretched out upon it. But that would come later…

When the coffle arrived and Silvana had thanked the guard, she fell into the arms of her two colleagues. Tears of pleasure flowed in plenty before they were swabbed down by Ilka, who had been promoted to the position of a slave handler, and shown their palliasses, leaving them to meet the others. Everyone noticed the newcomers’ brand burns - the price of exodus - and which, Silvana realized, probably explained the time it had taken for the transport to arrive.

No sooner abed than the couple of new arrivals fell asleep. Not so Mila.

She was given no breathing space or a chance to recover from the march, Silvana ordering the sweating, grime-encrusted body towards the two palm trees. “You can rest there, Mila dear, until we’re ready for you.” The voice was soft as steel, the look kind as a knife.

Hauled over to the palms, Mila glared at the beautiful face above the jewelled neck and arms dusted with down. She knew her time had come.

Exhausted, the slag put up no resistance as Haroun chained her four limbs outspread to the iron links. Relishing the naked X of befouled flesh, chained tight, Silvana enjoyed a moment of pure pleasure, sweet subtleties of revenge playing with the bestial creature’s feelings and despair. Noticing with bliss the purple scorching on the lower belly, the slave mistress sauntered round the extended length of nudity, slapping the breasts which, although drawn up by the deltoids, presented ample meat for the quirt - never having had the bitch in the position she was, Silvana had not imagined how tempting they were. She also realized that Mila was the key that would unlock the deepest vaults of vengeance in her; now a dominatrix herself, she would retaliate, stroke by stroke, until she got even with the bitch. If that raised erotic pulsions in Mila, they would remain unrequited. There was to be no joy for the slag.

The summer night’s storm was gathering over Mestria, which she considered most appropriate, Mila being a Mestrian, as well as a monster. The dark clouds were rolling west along the coastal range. So much the better. It would provide a good scenario for a flogging.

“At least, Mila, my love,” - the irony seemed lost on the wretch, “I see you’re not going to start fawning and asking for sympathy…”

“I’m damned if I will, you upstart of a whore…” The reply truly startled the blonde.

“Well, just let me tell you, sweetheart, that a dark messenger from the gods handed me this whip,” she ran the strands over her glove, “and that’s what you’re going to get, quite apart from other things. As you used to do so generously, before you went too far, I’m going to start on those foul dugs you made me suck, time and time again, until you spewed out your slimy juices down here,” she gave the groin a slap. “And you were always one for the breasts, weren’t you, Mila, love? As long as they were somebody else’s and not yours.”

The six-stranded camel leather flashed in the candlelight and fell, flattening both breasts and pectoral muscles at once, the sweat splattering. And yet, apart from the schlacks resounding from the soft flesh, barely a sound came from the chained nude. Recalling Mila’s own habits and despite the palace regulations governing the flaying of udders, Silvana laid on some thirty lashes in unhurried succession until the bulges blazed with livid welts. Astonished by the drab’s resistance, she paused, Haroun admiring the blonde’s dazzling beauty in the fury of the onslaught. Having brought the twin mounds and teats to the point of shedding blood, she descended to the sunken crater of the belly and branded pubis. Concentrating on the crotch, Silvana saw to it that the tip of the leathers buried into the cunt cleft. Suddenly a strangled yell, held back so long, rent the air, echoing along the beach.

Haroun came forward with the throat gag and handed it to his mistress, hoping to spare the ears of his master writing on the stoop of his residence. It was odd, he thought, that he was not present to feast on the sight and monitor the flagellation.

Silvana grabbed Mila’s chin, “Open those coral lips, my little pet, and those pearly teeth. Remember doing this to me?” The eunuch smiled as the stopple was jammed into the throat. At least it reduced the yelling. He wondered how much more punishment the mean whore - he knew Mila well - could take as the scourge began to mark the buttocks that quivered like jelly after each stroke. Silvana worked up from the underhang of meat to the stretch curving from the coccyx and then, after dozens of lashes, slammed down directly into the anal crack. Haroun could not take his eyes off the vivacious flogger’s own rear as it tensed when her arm descended with the full weight of her body behind each stroke. As to the blubbering victim, he noticed most of the sand and dirt had been whipped off, leaving trickles of blood to mingle with the sweat. Little pleased Haroun more than the sight of a pair of slave buttocks squelching under leather - and these belonged to a vicious, conceited, brutal slag.

Perspiring equally freely, the Mistress of Zahra abruptly stayed her hand, a little disconcerted by the trollop’s high pain threshold. Then, grieving and seething, the body slumped with a muffled groan and hung, vanquished.

“She will hang there for the night, Haroun,” Silvana announced, breathless.

“Yes, mistress. But she hasn’t eaten…”

“She will remain and fast where she is. I want to see how she looks in daylight, before feeding. Then I’ll cane her, as she used to cane us before meals were served.”

“As you wish, mistress.”

About to walk away to strip and report to her master, she halted. “Tomorrow, Haroun, after I’ve given her another thrashing, between the thighs this time, take her down and attach her to that stump over there, on a good length of chain.” Recalling her own ordeal at the hand of Menthif’s whores, she motioned with a jerk of her chin towards the firmly-planted post on the other side of the house. “There she can be watered and fed - and whipped. Make sure, trusty Haroun, her neck’s firmly strapped and clamped, her wrists trussed behind her. I want her totally at my mercy from now on. I’m going to whittle her down.”

Surprised at the beauty’s command of terms, the turbaned one bowed. The new overseer of Zahra was something to be reckoned with, having learnt the hard way herself.

Before the long retaliatory punishment had finished, the menacing storm had broken over the hills and the deluge descended. The blessed downpour, sent by Bracon, the deity of waters, bent the palm fronds and soaked the brothel roofing. Wishing she had never been a slave handler, Mila was left to marinate, rain splashing over her welts to join the rivulets of blood. At least, under the rain, the flies no longer plagued her.

Silvana felt deliciously satisfied, feeling her inner thighs wet with warm discharge. Stripping off, she crossed the beach towards her master’s residence. She was absolutely ready for something similar, if less nerve-shattering, to be inflicted on her by Thanon. Only there, the orgasms she had denied Mila would be hers. She could barely wait to surrender herself to her owner’s tawse and cock. She hoped he would blindfold her and spread her really wide.

*

By the time the next moon was born, the courtiers’ frequentation of Zahra had grown and few of the visits were solely for reasons of repose and health; particularly, Silvana noticed, more and more women came to assuage their unrequited lust, and many were highly proficient with the whip. She wished she had more well-membered youths - like Pervez, unfortunately retained by the palace - to meet the demand. However, one of her two male slaves she had inherited, who answered to the name of Bastian, was a lithe, well-knit lad with a splendid penis and hefty balls. A promising object, he erected promptly, fucked competently and never complained at the tightness of his chains. But he required, in Silvana’s opinion, further rigorous training and, when she had a moment, she would attend to him, at the same time giving Ilka some useful hints. As to the depraved Crassos, he responded tolerably well.

At times, almost all the lodgings along the beach were occupied and she found herself hard put, particularly after sundown, to provide ready flesh. Frequently, the entire complement of inmates, now eight in number with the overworked Odile, Carmela and Ilka, had to labour late into the night in the main room, the windowless cells or outside, some being taken to the guest houses for private sessions. Mila alone was reserved for Silvana and declared unavailable for normal service.

As the visitors brought with them their own servants, the two kitchen serfs, when not at the stoves, were more or less available to assist Silvana and Haroun with preparing and chaining the slaves in accordance with guests’ requirements, some of the bondage positions even surprising the mistress herself. Then there was also the visitors’ lust to be contended with but despite the continual coaxings - for some remembered her from her slave days - the blonde mistress of ceremonies remained aloof, although at times sorely tempted by a guest who was young, muscular and equipped with a fine, circumcised cock, a refinement she appreciated. In any event, such enticements were out of the question, Thanon reserving her for himself.

The slaves’ physical condition had improved to a degree that rendered some of them almost attractive, Ilka for one and a well-breasted slut by the name of Lithysia, together with the two males whose shafts, after Silvana’s attentions and massages, stiffened into cudgels and spurted to order. Above all, Odile, with the debauched nights she spent in Silvana’s bunk, had regained her former beauty, the effects of her being chained and continually raped in the prisons and the sudden branding dwindling daily. Moreover, unlike the sluggish Carmela, she was more in love than ever with her gorgeous rescuer, whom she herself had in the past nurtured so assiduously in the Slave Quarters. Fortune’s wheel had turned full circle.

With Carmela, it was different. The tawny-skinned peasant girl remained silent and stoical. She had lost considerable weight under the whip and sex tortures at the palace, yet her body remained agreeably plump but more manageable and sensitive to Silvana’s caresses and tonguing. The breasts and broad hips still matched the volume of the buttocks but, when she walked, the opulences swayed far more enticingly than before. The beatings had clearly invigorated her and, when Silvana brought her off in her bunk, the girl orgasmed irresistibly, her outflow tasting of the village bowers and milking sheds.

Overworked, Silvana found herself torn between, on the one hand, organizing sessions of sex, whipping and erotic torture for the guests, and on the other, her allegiance to the Master of Zahra, which entailed similar moments - except that it was she who was hung by the wrists or ankles, crouched over the Arab saddle or splayed out on the bed, climaxing as if her last moment had come. Without those sessions, she felt she would waste away. Yet, she managed to separate the two ecstasies without too much difficulty. In fact, she could not say which she enjoyed more - exercising her prerogatives in the busy brothel or being used by Thanon. It was the veteran Haroun who told her what she was, as they sat one evening on the beach, the sea breeze lifting and playing among her golden locks.

“I admire you, mistress. Not only are you one of the most beautiful and sexually endowed women” - she thought he was about to mention Gerda as another - “I have ever had the pleasure to serve and I have had dealings with many, but you are both a zealous dominatrice and a perfect submissive. This is rare.”

She put her arm round the man’s bare shoulder, watching the sun merge with the sea.

“I am what I am, Haroun. I cannot do without sex - in whatever form. Do you think I’m right to punish that harlot Mila? My hatred is so great, you see…”

“Why not? You are mistress here and she is a slave. You are right to take revenge on her and your great master has no objection. But she is accustomed to the straight whippings you give her.” He paused as the last rind of the orange globe sank over the horizon. “My humble opinion is that you and your two companions - for they too deserve revenge - should discipline her differently tonight, and tomorrow organize a full session in the house, inviting the resident nobles. There you and your colleagues could use the flesh implements.”

Silvana looked at the man a moment, her eye agleam. “You’re right, dear Haroun. Only, I’ve never used such instruments. I’m not Damiana or Saroya.”

“But, maybe, you should learn. What more could you want than a slave who deserves them and, also, who hates you? It would also offer your two colleagues a chance to get even with her. If I were you, I would seize the chance and I’d be pleased to instruct you and your friends in, say, a preliminary session tonight. It would go a long way to recompensing all three of you.” He paused again. “However, tomorrow you should not stretch her between the palms but chain her to the Table of Penance within.” The turban motioned towards the brothel. “Thus, the courtiers can be seated to watch while making use of the slaves.” With that, he rose, leaving the girl to deal with her swollen clitoris and take her decision. To the rear of the beach the bats flittered in the warm air of the gloaming.

Her mind made up, Silvana summoned her trusted pair of colleagues to tell them they had two evenings of pure pleasure before them, evenings that would serve as reparation.

*

Barely awake, the two emerged into the glow of the lantern, followed by the eunuch carrying the tools. Informed of what was about to take place, both females came to life, Carmela even offering a smile.

It took only an instant to release the dormant Mila from the stake and another to have the sleek body stretched out between the palm trunks. Her struggles proved ineffectual, three pairs of hands subduing her. In silence, the three women stared at their victim until Haroun handed to the two newcomers a rigid double-ended dildo and helped each to strap the device into place. Odile thrilled as the near portion of the phallic artifice slid smoothly up her vagina, the raised knurl kneading the clitoris when the gold-filigreed leather triangle tightened over the sex. The eunuch buckled the thongs, Carmela working her thick fist comically up and down the second length of the shaft embedded in her, as if she had worn one all her life.

Both slaves seemed to relish the chance offered them and were impatient to begin. At a sign from his mistress, the man passed to Carmela a pair of flat-nosed tongs, not unlike those she used when castrating bullocks at the farm. The sturdy one looked at the instrument and then at Mila’s breasts and neat labial folds. In turn, Odile shivered with excitement, a sweet thrill of erotic pleasure gathering in her entrails, as she was provided with a handful of flesh needles, Silvana quite aware the sable-haired beauty, now restored to health, needed no guidance as to their use; Odile had certainly received more jabs from courtiers, overseers and probably from Mila than the number of days of her captivity.

“Would you wish to have the breasts throttled, mistress?” the eunuch asked Silvana, at which Odile nodded eagerly, aware how smoothly a bodkin entered tight, braided flesh. Carmela, however, frowned, wanting the bubs flaccid when her turn came; for when up at the palace she was summoned for punishment, hers had always been limp and malleable for torture and piercing. But sensing she would be given a free hand to do what she wished with the minx’s sex labia, she looked on resigned as Haroun grabbed each bulge in turn and wound the catgut several times round the root. Mila let out a long, miserable moan as he tied it off.

“Shouldn’t she be flogged first, Haroun?” Silvana asked, her beloved six-thong burning in her grasp.

“It’s as you wish, mistress. Indeed it would help to fan the fire in the slut and bring up the blood to just below the surface. But in that case and considering what you have in mind for her tonight - as well as tomorrow, I suggest you gag her first. As this is by way of being a rather private session, we don’t want her yells to disturb the guests and, above all, our gracious master in his dwelling over there.”

There he was wrong, since Thanon for once had left his terrace to watch the scene developing in the pool of lantern light. It amused him to see his beautiful concubine learning from his servant. As to Odile and Carmela, they were left in abeyance, instruments in their sweating hands and wondering how far their mistress would let them go.

Suddenly, Silvana slammed into the thighs and lower belly, the strands covering the brand mark, and, lash after lash, worked her way up across the hollowed solar plexus - Damiana’s phrase - to the arch of the rib cage. The vixen began to slobber around her gag, cursing the blonde unintelligibly, until the thongs struck the corded breasts. That sent the head back, the torso jerking as if there was a hope of escaping the leathers. Bouncing and flattening under each blow, the trussed mounds turned carmine, the veins throbbing like snared worms. Silvana laid into the writhing body with a vehemence Haroun had rarely seen her use on a naked female; it could have been Damiana at work in Sefket’s disciplinary dungeon. He let it continue for a while, at least until the bulges were hyacinth purple, and then muttered a word to the frenzied avenger. A leather scourge across a pair of strangled breasts and swollen areoles, even at Zahra where regulations were lax, did contravene palace ordinances, particularly when the nipples risked splitting.

“Perhaps the quirt would be more advisable, mistress,” he counselled. “You know the palace rules applying to a naked slave’s breasts.”

Silvana nodded and desisted, as if called to order by a senior palace overseer. With no intention of discarding the six-thong, she went round to the girl’s rear. What she gave the juddering buttocks again surpassed anything Haroun had seen for some time. She flogged hard, the mass of welts left by her whip testified to her white-hot fury. And then she ceased.

“Yes, I think that should do,” agreed the castrated one or spado, as Mila used derisively to refer to him. He turned to the two nudes behind him. “Now, it’s your turn. Just a little practice for tomorrow night. To get your hand in. You, first.”

He held up the lantern for Carmela to come forward and give Mila what Mila had given her, chained against the teeth of the iron harrow. Only now, the stifling Chamber of Gratification was replaced by a starry beach. Tongs in hand, Carmela did not spare the slut.

Silvana relished the sight of the metal jaws gripping, stretching and twisting Mila’s teats, the victim screaming mutely, grinding her teeth into the gag. Even more exciting for the Mistress of Zahra was then to see Carmela’s ponderous figure bending down to wrench the whip-scorched labia, just as the vixen had vexed hers.

Then Odile took over. With a look of glowing joy, she speared the needles slowly into Mila’s thrashed and rasped mammaries, saving the longest of the silver slivers for the nipples. Grasping the garrotted tits, she took particular care over those final insertions, stabbing the metal through the vent and deep into the lymph. She halted when only the last skewer’s jewelled boss was quivering like a star above a purple hillock. Mila was left to stare down at her punctured udders and the gems pulsating in her teats. But not for long. She felt the two sweating bodies close in and the dildos drilling into her to collide in her entrails. The avengers took their time, the clit-nub on each dildo finally bringing them to fulfilment, their shrieks of pleasure submerging the wretch’s stifled sobbings. Punishing Mila’s usually overworked but now starved vagina, Odile ensured it was deprived of any chance of orgasm.

The rehearsal over, Silvana kissed her two helpmates, had their glistening sex rods withdrawn and sent them to bed again, but this time together; she felt they had earned that pleasure, although Odile would have preferred being summoned to her new mistress’s arms. Placid as ever, Haroun insisted, to Silvana’s irritation, on releasing Mila’s breasts and withdrawing the crop of needles, which caused further frantic writhings, as the blood seethed back into the breasts. He then applied borax to the globes, leaving the crestfallen sufferer to recover, the gag still in place, no one particularly anxious to listen to her curses and blasphemy.

Silvana joined Haroun on the beach and together they strolled back to the palatial residence where, after a curt greeting from Thanon, she was laid crosswise again over the same disused saddle on the trestle, flogged and fucked. That she preferred to being suspended by a rod through the nipples a second time. Having held her orgasms in check through most of the evening, she came with such aberrant violence that it amazed both men.

Exposed from her brand mark to the dimples at the base of the spine, she fell asleep on the saddle, in a spent houri’s paradise, to dream of the morrow evening.

*




12. The Retribution
Late the following day, storm clouds had gathered, darkening much of the beach, yet touching the waves with sunlight like flashes of silex. Such changes, bringing rain, were refreshing for they replenished the water supply from the hill and lessened the heat, but also unwelcome since the inmates and staff were obliged to work indoors - except for Mila who remained, like the bitch she was, under downpour or broiling sun between the palms or on the end of her chain at the stake where she was fed by the scullion with leftovers from a trough.

The others’ supper over - falafels, quails, wild mushrooms and sherbert - Silvana prepared for the public evening. She had Mila hooded up in a leather mask that left the mouth available for duty behind the gash in the leather. The long table was then cleared to accommodate the slattern who was to be the treat of the evening. The two chains hanging from the central beam were positioned wide apart to stretch the victim’s legs and leave only the shoulders in contact with the table’s surface. Silvana had planned the evening with care.

The entire household was assigned duties, the kitchen helps preparing refreshments as the guests began to arrive after hurrying across the beach in robes wet from the sudden downpour. They were given seats from which they could watch the session, and slaves to service them. It was Silvana who greeted them, caparisoned in the sparse regalia befitting her rank - boots, gauntlets, veil and polished body straps — while behind her stood Odile and Carmela, both naked and powdered, each fitted out again with the delicious double dildo. Sporting a new turban and silken pantaloons, Haroun was to supervise the proceedings, the bondage and the punishment itself. Fahdel was also on duty, charged with manhandling and chaining the evening’s victim. Although she had been sponged off, oiled and freed of her throat plug (the nobles appreciated screams), Mila was in a deplorable state after her previous night’s ordeals; that was how Silvana wanted her to appear - haggard. Moreover, the viper seemed to have abandoned some of her pugnacity - as well she might in view of what she was about to receive. The bitch was outnumbered and knew when she was outmanoeuvred also.

Kneeling in the centre of the lighted brothel, she heard, through the mask that Odile had strapped on tight, Silvana begin. “Now, Mila dear, you always enjoyed playing the overseer in the precincts before a gathering of nobles, didn’t you? Well, tonight it’s the other way round. It’s you who are going to show us all how to take rather than inflict discipline. After all, Mila, you’re a slave now, no longer that conceited, would-be mistress. We’ve waited so, so long for this occasion, you know. Last night was merely a private moment together. So do your best to entertain our noble courtiers-in-residence and us. And yourself - if you can.”

In the candlelight she was led to the table, her eyes widening behind the leather slits to see so many onlookers, some on cushions, others on the back of slaves on all fours. The sight of Odile and the weighty Carmela, both grinning, alarmed her as much as did the array of whips and instruments behind them. To be the victim rather than the victimizer daunted her.

With a heave from Fahdel, the rain-soaked body lurched and fell across the table top. Despite an initial struggle, the two slaves freed the arms for the guard to stretch them wide and manacle the wrists to the bondage hasps bolted on the edge. Beginning to panic, the wretch found her neck forced back over the same verge to have it strapped firmly to the wood, the head bent vertically downwards. Brutally, the man splayed the slender legs and, mounting the table, encircled each ankle with the chains dangling from the crossbeam spanning the brothel’s ceiling. Using force he hauled each limb aloft in turn until only the shoulder blades rested on the table. As the thighs parted to the extreme reach of the pelvis, the slut’s anus stared out, the viscous vulva peeling apart to reveal the oval hole - apertures every cock in the palace had explored countless times. The dark rolls of flesh, Silvana noted, were still blotched from Carmela’s tongs applied the previous night. What the drab had coming to her would make her quickly forget such preliminaries; she was in for far more sophisticated punishment.

Silvana watched the upended carcass tension, the breasts lolling pallidly over the collar bones, seemingly none the worse for Odile’s needling, in fact in a vulgar way, the naked slag was not unattractive.

“I trust you like the position, Mila dear,” the Mistress of Zahra simpered, tapping the inside of the martyr’s thigh. “You look so defenceless like that. Of course, you already know us all by now, don’t you, my chick? Here’s Carmela who doesn’t really hold you in her heart after what you did to her on that night of our arrival. And here’s our sweet Odile whom you helped to send to the prisons…”

“That’s a damn lie,” Mila croaked, held tight by the strap Fahdel had buckled to the last hole, almost strangling the throat, uttering curses.

“In any case, tonight we’re really going to enjoy ourselves at your expense, my little pomegranate. We intend to pay you back for some of the things you did to us.”

“I’ve done nothing wrong, and if I did, I was told to,” the charcoal eyes blazed.

“True, here you haven’t misbehaved. You haven’t had the chance. In fact, you haven’t had much of your usual sport since you were demoted, have you? Well, now it’s our turn. That’s why I had you brought down here. We’re going to give you the thrashing of a lifetime. Sweet vengeance for torments past. Like that we’ll be on the way to getting even, won’t we?”

Silvana trailed her whip over the famished, craving vagina, watching the wet labia quiver. “Of course, Mila, there’s no question of letting you spend, I’m afraid. You’ll just have to hang in abeyance, won’t you? Remember that night when you left me on the verge of orgasm, hooked to the wall by my tit rings in that dark passage way outside Precinct Four?”

“Remember? No, I don’t. Why should I remember, you cheap slag?” The voice was beginning to weaken under the tension of the chains, the throat strap chafing as she shouted.

“You nearly wrenched the rings out of me, that’s why,” Silvana hissed, splaying the arse cheeks with her whip haft. “Hadn’t it been for that toehold I found in the stone wall, I would have ripped my teats. Just as well Damiana found me in time, after you’d lashed me and I began to sag. But here, my lily of the valley, no one’s going to turn up to help you.”

“And remember the wire whip you used on me, Mila?” Odile put in.

“That you deserved and more, you decrepit, worn-out whore!” The victim becoming barely audible, Silvana decided enough had been said. Moreover, the guests were growing restless; they had come to enjoy a good flogging and screams, not idle female recrimination.

The moment had come for punishment, and punishment the whoresome bitch was going to receive. And, the blonde muttered to herself, “In plenty, until she begs for mercy.”

Haroun retired to lean against the wall of wattle reeds and observe the coming ordeal which, to judge by the flush on the slave mistress’s downy cheeks, her flared nostrils and the state of her nipples, promised to be as ferocious as it would be long-drawn-out. Fascinated, he watched how Silvana passed her gloved hand over Mila’s thighs and quivering buttocks, as if caressing them into readiness. Since Mila had never been one to shy away from drawing blood, he assumed the blonde avenger would be equally remorseless. A female bleeding from the whip never failed to please him, in the same way as it pleased his great master.

Bracing her sinews, the upended victim wondered anxiously where what she considered ‘a hateful tow-haired parvenu of a peasant’ was going to start on her. In her former slave days, she had managed to avoid too much attention being afforded to her open crotch and the all-too-sensitive underhang of the breasts. But the position she found herself in at present boded ill. The earlier omissions were clearly about to be remedied.

It was not Silvana, however, who commenced the session. After consulting Haroun, she offered the rump and crotch to Odile to thrash and the mammaries to Carmela, preferring to watch her companions wreak their vengeance first. Licking their lips, the two girls came forward armed with whips they themselves had selected from the rack; they seemed as anxious to begin the flagellation as the guests were eager to see the upraised nude flagellated.

But the mistress of ceremonies let time pass to increase Mila’s apprehension. Facing the trembling hindquarters, half the size of her own, she stared down at the fluttering vulval gash between the thighs and found it nondescript, unappetizing but well worth a flogging.

She turned to the eunuch. “I think, Haroun, we’ll have this cunt splayed, as Damiana used to do with ours. We have the necessary clamps and thigh-chain, don’t we?”

“We do, mistress. But, if I may suggest it, perhaps it would be better to leave the distension until later, once the flesh has been warmed up and the clitoris ready for punishment. And the nipples could be hasped too. But after the interval and sweetmeats, perhaps…”

Silvana nodded, conceding the point although unaware the servant had foreseen a break in the proceedings, the courtiers needing pampering. She motioned to her sisters to start.

As the two whips rose, hissed and, almost simultaneously, fell, she strode round to Mila’s inverted head. Avoiding Odile’s lash burying itself moistly into the crotch and Carmela’s slicing into the breasts, she jammed her flooded sex into the pert face she loathed.

“Out with that toad’s tongue of yours, bitch!” she ordered above the thud of the leathers. “Lick me as you made us lick you, and keep your groans to yourself, inside that slave hood. This time it’s going to be me who spends into your maw. Make sure you swallow every damn drop of my spurt. If not, I’ll… I’ll…” The threat evaporated in slushings and groans.

Despite the lashes descending unhurriedly in regular rhythm, the tongue emerged through the slit in the head hood to lap obsequiously. The chained one knew she had no option and that worse was to follow, her stark-naked torso being positioned to expose a female’s most delicate zones. Indeed she herself had driven countless slaves to adopt the same posture when thrashing them covertly in deserted oubliettes. She realized such joys were no longer hers. On the contrary, unless she could somehow escape Zahra and this blonde bitch, she would remain at the whip’s painful end rather than that which had given her so much pleasure.

Her time as a slave in the past had taught her how best to deal with the vigour of the fiercest of lashes - one should concentrate on sex. Managing to choke back her cries and do just that, Mila delved into the blonde’s vaginal trench, flicking and sucking the clitoris, tugging on the flabby labia with her teeth; the sooner the arrogant upstart climaxed, the more hope there was of a moment’s repose, even of clemency. And finally she would be returned to the stake outside where she could rack her brains as to how to free herself…

Mila could hardly know that she was in for one of the longest spells of pain it was possible to inflict on a female without rendering her moribund - in short, unserviceable.

Silvana took her time again, forcing the whipped slut to labour strenuously on what Haroun called ‘that celebrated candle stub of a clitoris’. Relishing the swish and thud of the whips as much as the trembling whore-tongue lapping the crotch, the Mistress of Zahra showed the prisoner no leniency, giving her orders, such as ‘Lap me from anus to my brand mark’ and ‘siphon the clit…’ and like injunctions, allowing Mila’s mouth to leave her only when the whips forced out the screams. Almost too suddenly for her liking, Silvana sensed the first of her orgasms approaching like a cyclone over the northern desert. Her heartbeat increasing and pounding, breath ragged, the blonde exploded over the leather slave hood.

The spasm burst from way back inside her and seemed to plunder her guts. Yelling out her lust - something the visiting nobles remembered her doing when they tortured her up at the palace - her head fell forward as her colleagues ceased their whipping. As if to moor herself to something solid, Silvana gripped Mila’s flayed breasts Carmela had welted into violet ridges and furrows; she could feel through the gloves the trounced nipples throbbing as if about to burst. She hoped the slug was suffering as deeply as she, Silvana, was rejoicing…

“Keep licking, keep sucking me, bitch,” she gasped hoarsely. “I’m far from finished with that tongue…” And to Odile: “Slam into those poisonous buttocks, sweet, and…oh…oh, by Locrana…” The volcano erupted again, the second climax announcing itself by resounding out on to the beach, probably even to Thanon’s dwelling. Then she rode through a third orgasm, equally powerful. Haroun who had seen much of her sexual prowess both up at the palace and in Thanon’s bedchamber, could hardly believe the potency of the girl’s frenzy as she ground her crotch into the downturned, hooded face until she was sexually slaked.

Tottering to the wall, she ordered the flagellations to continue and the implements of flesh torture to be prepared, at the same time checking that the double dildos were firmly strapped to her two assistants’ groins. Then, surfacing, she took stock of her victim. Much of Mila’s flesh had become livid and her mouth, no longer needed for service, wailed, yelled and at last whimpered for pardon. Finally, after a further dozen lashes from Odile, the welted one slumped, Thanon’s mistress perceiving her enemy had reached the limit of endurance.

Silvana brought the episode to an end for mint cordials, halva and lucuma to be served to the guests, many of whom were entangled with the slaves who strove to do what was required of them without choking. Almost all the brothel’s inmates were already dripping with sweat, sperm and spittle and were beginning to suffer from over exertion and pain.

 

Towards midnight, the slender, scourged body still suspended from the brothel beam, was revived for further use, the beautiful blonde overseer of Zahra having recovered her ardour; so much so that she felt, as agreed earlier, the time had come for Haroun to fetch the labial clips and nipple links. Before its owner collapsed, she wanted that bloated sex distended and given what the three women, leave alone the rapacious, lusting guests, believed the bitch should experience while she was flailed further and reamed. Fresh excitement returned to the wattled room as Silvana repeated her earlier proposal.

“Now, dear Haroun, hand my sisters the metal clamps, the ones with screws. They’re hanging on the panel over there. This bestial sister of ours seems ready for an enlivening bout of flesh torment. Are you not, Mila, my treasure? Surely you remember using the flesh rake and clamps on me one evening in the Courtyard of Fountains while Damiana was busy with Pervez. But we’ll skip the flesh rasp this time, although our illustrious guests would, I’m sure, prefer to see you oozing that black blood of yours before we give you a taste of the clamps.”

Too embroiled in being serviced by the slaves, the onlookers did not react, nor did Haroun, who never raised an eyebrow or an objection to a slave being striated with a rasp. As to Mila, if she was in no condition to contest the use of flesh vices on her, sparing her the rake was unexpected, an indulgence she felt she would have to pay for sooner or later. Up at the palace she and Simon, at the nobles’ request, had used the rasp and vices liberally and without scruple on female breasts and labia, as well as on male genitals, to debilitate slaves prior to the final flagellations. An enfeebled, waning victim was so much more enjoyable to torture.

Deferentially, the eunuch fetched the two pairs of hinged iron claws equipped with short chains from among the accessories Silvana had managed to garner from the palace stores, and handed them to Odile and Carmela. Each woman knew the implements only too well from bleak, if arousing, experiences under the horror, Obisba, when, gagged and hooded in bondage, they hung outstretched from the arched triforium in Precinct Six to be tormented by the dreaded Countess Castriada, who, fiendish as she was, at least let a slave orgasm.

The turbaned servant passed the clanking sex chains to Silvana’s two associates.

Mounting the table, Odile leaned over Mila’s bloated crotch, wrenched on the outer labia and screwed the tine-sharp clasps firmly into the swollen genital fronds. Disregarding her prey’s lurchings and ear-splitting cries, she splayed the cunt until it yawned under the tug of the chains, and then encircled the thigh crease, anchoring the hook to the furthest link. Wrenched wide and disclosing the unrecompensed clitoris pulsating pitifully for attention, the denuded vagina gaped, sodden and scarlet. Mila was thus fully primed to enjoy further pain.

Silvana nodded to Carmela. With what the slave mistress considered remarkable dexterity, the plump, bucolic fingers stretched the sufferer’s nipples aloft, one after the other, and screwed the clamps into the scourged areoles. There too, the sharp spines sank into the lymph meat and were left to throb, the chains awaiting distension. The two naked assistants gazed at what they had already inflicted on the body, scarcely able to believe their good fortune to be offered the chance of punishing the bitch they too loathed beyond measure.

Silvana and Haroun found the performance exemplary; truthfully, neither could have done better. But the blonde had not finished with preparing Mila for further pangs and pain.

Deftly, Silvana herself did the rest. Ramming her crotch into the slut’s hooded face, she jerked the breast links upwards to hook them to those bifurcating the vulva. The victim’s udders elongated, the flabby flesh pulled to its utmost reach to be hitched to the sex clamps.

Not only had she decided, to Haroun’s astonishment when she announced it, to have the exposed cunt whipped but also the viper’s midriff. He had seen much perpetrated on women in his time but so far never across flesh lying below chains spanning the belly; he just hoped the clamps would not tear out of the tender extremities, for there were limits even Thanon, his great master, observed when flogging and torturing a naked slave in chains…

Again he glanced at the welts fanning out over Mila’s sex fork like carmine blossoms where Odile had flayed almost raw the slit, pouch and brand mark on the mons; she had used a whip fashioned from the hide of a sumpter mule, an article expressly designed for the palace nobles to punish a female groin. Silvana had acquired it with Damiana’s help from among the surplus objects in Sefket’s dungeon. Having employed it on Ilka and on one or two of the more sturdy girls she had inherited from Rasetha, she found it marked slave flesh in a particularly gratifying way, bringing up heavy, blood-glutted ridges that took days to subside.

As to Carmela, she had thrashed the bitch’s back, as though beating a recalcitrant dromedary to make it rise - except that, chained as she was, Mila was denied the slightest movement, apart from her lurches of pain. Carmela had put all her weight into the strokes, amazed how much rear hide was available to a flogger between the collar strap and the coccyx; she recalled her own punishments in the torture precincts up at the palace and how the flagellations seemed to last an unending age for the back, from neck to arse, to be fully welted. Though far less hefty than Carmela, Mila, the whore, had a fine area of dorsal muscle that needed, as Silvana said, ‘to be laid out in lavender’ and the farm girl had flogged it hard.

As compensation, Silvana gave her assistants the long-awaited opportunity they felt was their right. After Fahdel had lowered the shuddering body a shade, each girl in turn mounted the table and rammed her dildo into Mila’s rectum. If it did not delight the evening’s victim, the dutiful slaves’ orgasms, stimulated by the clit prong on the artifices, provided a pleasure beyond belief. At least, the slut had been of some use.

Mila’s yells of anguish had enchanted all three sweating avengers, as well as the visitors, until the slave mistress felt the time had come to whip the whore’s midriff and belly, that zone stretching under the chains linking the sex to the teats. Haroun drew a line at that, warning her of the consequences. There were limits, he felt. Even his exalted Master of Slaves and Sefket had not risked punishing a whore-slave thus, even one condemned to the darkest cellars of the palace for insubordination. However, Silvana was not to be deterred but, all the same, harkened and, with a thin cane, gave Mila only a few strokes. Mild as it was, the result proved enough to send the nude to the verge of passing out. At the same time, Silvana had no wish to ruin her victim - at least not yet. Desisting finally, the sweating blonde mopped her brow and addressed the visitors.

“Honoured guests, this whore-slave, whom some of you will probably have recognized, despite the hood covering her despicable features, this whore of a slave,” she repeated, “is now yours to use as you wish. However, only her throat and rump are available and with one proviso,” - Haroun was again amazed at her command of high Bithynian diction, “she must not be allowed to orgasm and so, her vagina is out of bounds. But not so her mouth and anus. For the other orifice, all our female slaves are at your disposal.”

The guests, particularly the men, protested but only briefly. To be curtly denied a flagellated slave’s cunt seemed preposterous. Grudgingly, the nobles concurred, whereupon a sprightly young noblewoman, wearing multiple jewels in her ear lobes, on her nipples and scintillating in her navel, wiped sperm from her labia and pointed to Carmela.

“Very well, mistress. The session was satisfactory, although I would have preferred to see a cock-hard male on that table of yours. But, tell us, are you and your two assistants, especially the well-fleshed piece over there, available for thrashing and unrestricted penetration? That is, if you’d kindly remove that cumbersome dildo clogging her vagina.”

“Ah, Carmela, you mean? She’s not available to be flogged, your Grace, but both girls will be glad to be used. They have worked hard and deserve to be fucked or licked. As for me, I am not, alas, at your disposal.”

The deserving females bowed, Odile’s septum ring glinting over a smile of gratitude and, at a sign from their mistress, both suctioned out their double dildos. Odile, for one, desperately needed further orgasms but, if anyone was to bring her off, she trusted it would be Silvana, her goddess. Carmela too hoped to share Silvana’s bed later, in recognition for services rendered. But their flaxen-haired overseer had a more important tryst to keep; Thanon again awaited her in his residence, the six-thonged whip, her own property, already greased. And, after the hours of pure luxury, she was only too ready for whatever her master demanded of her superb body. By Bracon the sacred, how his fierce flagellations exalted her!

About to leave the steaming brothel to the guests, already disrobing and selecting their whips and victims, Silvana drew the guard aside and pointed towards Mila.

“When they’ve finished, Fahdel, see to it that the trollop is returned to the stake outside. Remove her hood and throttle her by the neck strap to the chain. Douse her with sea brine to revive her and wash off the blood. Salt water will sting nicely.”

Delighted to be left in charge, the man nodded as she departed. She could not last longer in the condition she was; she needed to be attached and thrashed.

 

The session with Thanon began gently as he licked her up and down, moistening the areas where her skin was dusted with golden down. Her shallow gasps became groans of yearning, then of pleading. Suddenly, her owner whipped her until he was ready and then took her savagely to orgasm. Finally unchained and lost to the world, she lay next to him, satiated, on the silken bed, sweat, beads of blood and their discharges sealing them together. The cries from the brothel finally fading, they sensed the nobles returning, unnoticed, to their lodgings, passing by the residence of the pair listening to the surf’s susurrus on the darkened beach.

 

Equally unnoticed - except by the nightingales and watchful owls, the gulls already asleep - was the shadowy figure, hours later, severing the metal throat band that held the scourged Mila to the stake. Nor could the silent flight along the eastern beach, towards the distant towers of Mestria, have woken a single soul. The scullion did her best to keep up with Mila who, despite her condition, ran as if her bruised ankles had sprouted feathered wings.

When the sun rose behind the placid clouds of dawn, the tide had turned, creeping up the sands towards the imprints of two pairs of fleeing feet - those of a slender, welted woman, striding ahead of an ugly scullion who, too, had no wish to remain in Zahra.

*

It was Haroun, awakened by Ilka’s cries, who discovered the escape. Silvana’s favourite slave girl had returned, beaten and famished, after spending what remained of the night with a titled couple in their lodging. Staggering back in the morning light, she had noticed that Mila’s stump stood untenanted and had summoned the eunuch from his bed, where he was dreaming the deities had given him his balls back. Searching the brothel, he found the scullion had also disappeared from among the sperm-clotted nudes sprawled over the floor. Silvana was alerted and Fahdel sent to enquire among the guests’ lodgings - as if a Bithynian noble would stoop to bedding a squalid maid! But it was clear that the two, the maid and Mila, had taken off. Forthwith, Silvana blamed Haroun and Haroun blamed Fahdel.

Then they saw the prints of running feet still visible in the drying sand. The tracks led towards Mestria. It could not be true, Silvana cried, staring out into the distance where the local enemy’s towers shimmered in the dispassionate sun that recognized neither boundaries nor the provincial dramas affronting humble humans. The seagulls parodied her shrill shrieks.

“What will our master say, and I in charge of that slut Mila?” Silvana was distraught. “Oh, Haroun, help me, in the holy name of Bithynia and our gods. Now I come to think of it, I saw that damn scullion talking to Mila one day while feeding her. Could they be in league?”

“Good riddance, mistress,” the eunuch sighed. “Let them go.”

“But an absconding slave, Haroun! You know what happened to that overseer some time back in the palace who let a slave escape, selling her to a band of ruffians. And you recall surely what Sefket did to her in the cellars. Oh, Haroun, help me, before the Master gets to know of it. Wasn’t that fool Fahdel meant to keep an eye on her?”

“Fahdel! At night, all he’s interested in is sex, not supervision. He sees only with the one eye, that at the top of his cock and that’s usually deep in some cunt or other. But what’s troublesome, I admit, is that our Mila’s a Mestrian by birth. She could well have some idea of revenge in her devious brain. That might lead to trouble. The Mestrians are wild ones.”

“Maybe I should have left her chained to the table. Laid down stricter rules, Haroun.”

“Only the weak need rules, my dear,” he replied. “No, you’re not to blame. So don’t fret. Our Master is magnanimous and forgiving, a tolerant and gentle person,” - those were about the last epithets she would have chosen for her owner - “and you are his treasure.”

Silvana suddenly wished she were back in chains at the palace, without responsibility, like Ortalana, Elfra and the others who sought nothing other than the whip and sex. She felt as if her authority was slipping like sand between her fingers. Terrified by what Thanon would say, she relied on this benign castrated spado who seemed to esteem her.

Gradually, she regained enough confidence in herself to control her anguish. It was essential that the escape did not come to Thanon’s ears too soon. So, she returned to running the brothel even more rigorously than before, thrashing the inmates for the slightest error and even without cause; it helped to relieve her of the burden of Mila’s escape. Yet the getaway weighed on her - like those lumps of lead Sefket had once attached to her nipples, prior to torturing her breasts following a countess’s complaint over her lethargy.

Thanon learned of the episode only too promptly. About to summon her for punishment, he felt obliged to report the incident to the palace authorites, aware that its consequences might create difficulties for him as responsible for the outpost. Almost immediately, both he and the slave mistress were summoned to the Presence.

Unwilling to travel alongside his mistress, he set out alone, leaving Silvana to follow with Haroun and Fahdel. The interview took place, as usual, in the august, casement-lined reception chambers reserved for the priesthood that reminded Thanon vividly of an earlier séance in the same surroundings when he had requested the release of his concubine. But this hearing dealt not with the promotion of a blonde girl but the escape of a palace whore-slave.

While Thanon sat enthroned before the Elders, Silvana stood to the side, naked and trembling under the guard of two palace officers. The confrontation lasted only a moment, Thanon, to Silvana’s astonishment, exculpating himself and allowing the blame to fall on her. She was not permitted to speak but clearly heard the verdict pronounced by the High Priest.

“As the Moon Festival approaches, noble Thanon, your woman, being guilty of failure to safeguard her slaves, will take the place of the one we had selected for sacrifice on that occasion. We see no clear reason to consign her to the virtuous Lord Sefket for punishment. Therefore, she will be taken to the platform two nights hence, spread naked and flagellated, as is the custom whereby the holy moon can be born anew.”

Silvana gasped at the sentence, expecting Thanon to protest. He merely bowed.

“However, we see no objection,” the dignitary added, “to her being reinstated as mistress of Zahra, since for the moment we have no one else, and she has apparently improved the place and controls her inmates with admirable severity, of which we approve.”

*

The following two days and nights, chained in an oubliette, the condemned one felt tormented by conflicting feelings: the injustice of the sentence and, at the same time, the challenge it implied. Above all, she was distraught by her master’s cold-blooded relinquishment of her body; she had expected him to defend her, even to plead her innocence. But he had ignored her, to a degree that made her suspect the man of callous selfishness.

When the fatal evening came, she wondered if she could ever make real love with him again. Overcome with bitterness and disdain, she meditated on the duplicity of mankind.

 

Oiled, her armpits and crotch shaved anew, and her beautiful body loaded with chains, she was led out to the platform, along with the male offering - a young stalwart, a recent addition to the palace slaves, whom she had not come across before. Enticingly good-looking, he was particularly well-membered and, to maintain his erection in tumescence, a leather thong had been tightened round the cock root and scrotum; frequently used on male slaves, Silvana recalled, the constriction accentuated agreeably the size of the shaft and the purple veins throbbing along its length. He seemed pleased to be chosen for the moon ceremony and had the sort of physique Silvana would have welcomed as part of her batch down at Zahra.

Amid flaming torches and the baying mob, the two naked offerings mounted the platform towering above the crowds in the city square. There they were stretched and chained face to face between the posts, Silvana thrusting out her crotch and catching her breath as the cock slid up into her sheath, her body already hot and liquid with excitement.

Her murmurs covered by the clamour and the priests’ incantations, she cautioned the lad. “Don’t move. Keep still until the beating starts. And stop biting your lip, for pity’s sake! The ritual’s just fifty lashes and only across the back and arse, so relax.” With her vaginal muscle she gave the phallus an encouraging squeeze. “If those neat buttocks of yours can’t take it and you feel like hollering, kiss and tongue me. But, above all, hold your spunk. I’ll tell you when to come.” The youth gave her a shy smile and a cock-twitch of gratitude.

If the droves of onlookers were meant to be imploring the heavens to grant them a new moon, they seemed far more excited by the sight of the expiatory victims - when suddenly the noise subsided as two masked floggers crossed the planks and took up their positions. The male displayed a truly massive erection, the woman an equally powerful tool in the form of a black dildo strapped to her groin. Each overseer held a bull whip.

The beating proved no worse, if more lengthy, that anything Silvana had received - and given - in the precincts. If the new moon warranted fifty lashes, she felt the youngster inert inside her, would in future, contrary to herself, look upon the orb with misgiving, for he weathered the whip distressfully. It was the combined orgasms, when Silvana gave the word, which finally consoled him. What pleased her most, apart from the whip and cock, was to be on show before the High Priests, the nobles and the rabble. She had proved to them what a real woman could take, even if it was unjust and uncalled for. No one could match her beauty.

*

A week later, she was given, all the same, a mule and, uncomfortably, made her way back to Zahra that, since her departure, had been under Ilka’s supervision with Haroun and Fahdel in the background. Settling in, she realized Thanon was no more around. It was much later she learnt on the grapevine that he had been assigned by the priesthood to take the place apparently of the aging Sefket, with the ever-devoted Damiana at his side. Sic transit gloria.

All went well down at Zahra for a time, until nemesis struck.

 

13. The Débâcle

 

Once within the gates of Mestria, Mila and her weary companion felt they were out of danger, despite the rough welcome they received. Immediately bound, they were brought before the priests and the mukhabarat in charge of both security and the custody of slaves impounded in the town.

The gruelling interrogations appeared to satisfy the Mestrians. Mila was given a short jerkin that helped to cover much of what had been inflicted on her sparse body. That gesture raised her spirits. The waif of a menial who had helped her to break away from Zahra was consigned without further ado to the slave pound for felching and fornication. Mila did not raise a finger to protest, relieved to be rid of her.

The mukharbarat listened to Mila’s tale of woe and, to his credit, believed what he heard. Then her description of the approaches to and lay-out of the Bithynian outpost was noted and discussed with care, the information leading rapidly to the authorities’ resolve to mount an attack on what was a short-staffed, wealthy locality. To be carried out by night, the assault aimed at setting fire to as much property as possible, particularly the brothel, and, at Mila’s mention of the tempting inmates, seizing what slaves happened to come to hand. The prospect of a batch of Bithynian whores especially roused the Mestrians to take up arms, for the local stews were running desperately short of flesh, which worried the authorities.

What interested Mila - and she admitted it - was the seizure of a blonde prostitute by the name of Silvana and the mukharbarat at her request promised to hand over the female in question to Mila in return for the information so cordially provided.

The Mestrians had doubts regarding the vacationing nobles, for, as Mila pointed out, the so-called Master of Slaves, one Thanon, a retired Saronian dignitary of note - who, had she known it, had left - might well organize retaliation later. To take such a one prisoner could result in war or at least a strong riposte by the palace forces, once the sally became known. It was, the mukharbarat confirmed, rather the slaves that interested Mestria; should an odd noble or female courtier fall foul of the attack, the consequences could prove delicate.

After Mila had been feasted on fish, oysters and water melon - a gesture she much appreciated - the somnolent garrison resembled a nest of hornets as preparations were made. An armed posse of reliable warriors was designated for the expedition along the coast two nights later, once the moon had set. Despite the advantage of her accompanying the troop, it was decided not to include Mila. But, by way of appreciation of their long-lost kinswoman and if she so desired, she was offered a male halberbier to fuck. Like the victuals, she readily accepted, being starved not only of nourishment but of sex. She was anxious to retrieve her strength in both ways for, if the hag Silvana were to appear, Mila would need resilience.

The five Mestrian warriors, armed with scimitars and falchions and bearing a single pitch-pine torch, set out under the moon’s last glimmers to traverse the distance separating them from the Bithynian border. Hours were needed to skirt the cliffs before risking the descent on to the sands where the flambeau would have to be masked.

*

In Zahra, Silvana had drowsed off in her bunk. Though again herself after the Moon Festival, she felt exhausted by Ilka’s sexual energy and the way the girl’s mouth, still glued to the spicy clit, had squandered her through most of the evening. Sprawled out naked, both slept soundly in the heat of the night. Fahdel had already turned in, welcomed by the cook in the absence of the vanished scullion. Haroun dozed peacefully in his quarters, regretting his master’s departure but pleased to be still with the mercurial blonde. The slaves tossed and turned on their palliasses, cursing the retention chains their mistress had reinstalled to prevent further escapes. Only the lapping of the waves disturbed the silence; after the gulls, even the nightjars and bats had long since retired to the cover of darkness. All was still.

It was Odile, though weak after a sharp whipping and several orgasms in a distant residence of one of the few remaining courtiers, who heard the footsteps and mutterings of the Mestrians. Her nipples and vagina froze with alarm. When the first flames climbed up the wattle walls and consumed the brothel, she screamed in terror, waking the others. The first to seize the situation was Bastian. Tearing his chain out of the crumbling wall, he helped the others to free themselves. Rushing in, Silvana received a blow from a Mestrian fist and found herself being dragged out by the hair. The sparks leaping high into the night, the flimsy building collapsed; a moment later a line of petrified, coffled figures - all the slaves having returned from service in the residences - together with the disarmed Fahdel, was being driven eastward, and the march to Mestria began. Too stunned to fight or even yell for help - Thanon’s residence anyway being empty - Silvana reeled forward, linked between Ilka in front and Crassos behind. Only Haroun - Mestria held eunuchs in contempt - remained on the sands, tongue-tied with fright at the glint of the receding scimitars; it had all taken place so swiftly, he had become a rooted mass of blubber, along with the cook. None of the slumbering resident guests had been in any way disturbed. The attack had been well prepared.

Stumbling along the beach, Silvana guessed that Mila might well be behind the timing.

The trudge through the hot night, although hastened by the raiders’ whips, lasted until dawn. Once up, the sun struck the distant walls of Mestria; the place looked inhospitable and drab compared with the pennant-sumptuous towers of Saronis. The journey reminded Silvana of that other debilitating march of so long ago, from her village. But here no Thanon would be waiting for her with a smile at the head of a flight of marmoreal steps.

 

Indeed, the coffle’s reception, after the long march, was very different. Passing through a dilapidated gatehouse, the prisoners were halted, Fahdel being released and marched off down a dusty lane, not to be seen again. The others were led across a market place, already thronged with townsfolk anxious to catch a glimpse of the booty. The twang of the local dialect instantly reminded the three from the palace of Mila - Mila the Mestrian…

Halted again before what appeared to be an ancient threshing floor, the captives heard a shout rise from the crowd. The robed authorities had entered, to stand on the raised area. Silvana’s heart faltered suddenly at what she saw: there, some way behind the dignitaries, robed prelates and the security service’s mukhabarat himself, stood Mila. Partly hidden by the leaves of a jacaranda and a nearby fig tree, the swine looked none the worse for her flight. Clad in a brief, belted jerkin and sandals, she wore that same callous grin the three older prisoners knew only too well; if the jacket hid some of the contusions, nothing concealed her look of hatred. Yes, there she was, the hyena - or rather the wasp that had extricated its striped body from the web Silvana had so scrupulously spun. The blonde’s downy cheeks blanched, her uterus contracting with a lurch of foreboding. Adversity loomed ahead.

The Mestrians consulted together in whispers; even if they had heard what was said, the kneeling captives would not have understood the terms. But what Silvana grasped only too readily was Mila’s gesture in her direction; it was predatory and unambiguous and the man’s remark that followed goose-fleshed her.

“So, sister, this is the drab who had the gall to profane you, and you a Mestrian.” The tone was cold, curt, sedulous, the official curing his teeth with a miswak root. Mila nodded and the man descended from the loggia, ordering the flaxen-haired woman to stand. “A fine, sturdily-made body indeed,” he went on, “for a Bithynian strumpet.” The coarse hands roamed over the breasts and muscular belly to elongate the outer drapes of the vulva. “Rather curiously fashioned labia,” he added, Silvana wishing for once she had one of the nearby vineleaves to cover her crotch, “and the harlot’s been branded too.” He scrutinized more closely the sex folds and then the nipples: “And riddled with piercings. What depraved neighbours we have out there to the west!” The sarcasm seemed to delight his colleagues who laughed tactfully, knowing full well what the holes were for.

The prisoner caught the fragrance of balsam and cinnamon as the official cupped his hand over her rump, with the remark: “Enough flesh here to wear out a scourge or two.” He then addressed the nude directly: “I’m informed you derive pleasure from being flogged - and are not averse to being tortured in certain ways.” The hand had returned to maul the superb breasts. “Is this so, slave?”

Silvana’s initial qualms lessened a shade; the language was of the sort she was used to and liked, direct and blunt. Since Mila had an amused smile on her lips, there was no point in her presence in denying the fact. She decided to be frank. “Yes, great master, it is so. My body needs pain if it is to cross the threshold into pleasure…” she liked that phrase of Damiana’s. Then abruptly, eyeing Mila, she added: “It depends on who deals with me. Some dominants are gifted and pleasing. Others,” Mila received a derisive glance, “are just tyrants, imbeciles with no sense of the erotic, of sex, of…” She thought that would do, Mila menacingly close.

The mukhabarat’s eyes widened above the hooked beak at the avowal and then he moved on down the line, studying and manipulating each body with interest, particularly Ilka’s, still rife with purple lash marks. As the functionary gazed lecherously at the girl’s arse, Silvana became worried lest he ask the slut as to the provenance of the welts that clearly predated those received on the ghastly trek down under the whips. Apparently satisfied, he returned to the loggia, noticing again the brand marks on the two older girls and even on Mila.

He addressed the scorpion. “Now, dear sister or ours, if I recall your wish of yesternight, it is the tow-headed one, the blonde with big breasts and a hefty rear, I believe you wish to expropriate for your own use.” Mila bowed, at which the man added, “To that, having heard your account, we have no objection. Do as you wish with her, short of maiming her. She has the sort of body we’ll be needing later in the lunapar and torture cellar.” After a pause, he added: “You seem to know her. And the two others there. Am I correct?”

A flinty smile again from Mila’s half-lidded eyes fixed all three, who were only too used to that squint alighting on them when she donned her gauntlets and unclipped her whip.

“Oh, yes, noble Mukhabarat,” she replied. “I know them well. We’re colleagues of sorts but it’s that pale-skinned one over there I really want. And the other two, if possible, for all three owe me a debt.”

“Indeed? All three! I understood last night it was the heavily-fleshed slag you sought. You can have that one as agreed and retain her until you’ve done with her. As to the others, kindly point them out,” which Mila did with a gloved index. “Well, you may have them for a night but thereafter they must be returned for general use. We are, alas, short of slave flesh these days and…” A hefty, bangled female muttered something to him. “Ah, yes,” he added, “the prisoners will be made available tonight to recompense our valiant stalkers for bringing in a good bag of game - without casualties.”

Mila allowed herself a passing frown - a gesture of pique the three older prisoners knew so well from former occasions when the slut was made to wait. It pleased them to see her frustrated, even though the thwarted she-devil would later probably avenge herself doubly when given a free hand and a scourge.

 

At a sign from the master of ceremonies and with an abruptness that took the bunch back, several men descended from the loggia, accompanied by two scantily clothed, lean females - most of the Mestrian women Silvana had glimpsed looked emaciated. Under a hail of lashes, the weary slaves were dragged to the far side of the square to be sluiced down with water from a well - a boon that not only cleansed them of caked dust and sweat but allowed them to drink. Later, after receiving a bowl of gruel each, the captives was led down a crowded lane among raucous cries from a jostling populace - an ordeal reminding Silvana, first of her village on account of the refuse, and then of her arrival many moons back at the foot of that marble stairway at the palace. Only then, at the summit, had stood the priests, nobles, courtiers gleaming with jewels and mother of pearl - and, above all, Thanon in dark velvet. Mestria clearly had no such ones to welcome them - no riches, no cool fountains, no sybaritic courtyards. No sleek Damianas and Salethas in clinging leather. Instead, there was Mila…

The prisoners were conducted into a large, squalid building of brick and thatch, the ground strewn with rank straw and manure, the horses stabled beyond in narrow stalls. The guards hasped the rope to the wall, each slave kneeling between hooks, the wrists bound even tighter to the neck. Bereft of windows, the stable gradually darkened and it was only much later, when the officials filed in, that a candle or two shed some light on the place. Once the dignitaries were seated, using bales for thrones, the members of the triumphant posse entered and also took their seats. The company formed a semicircle round the stable’s centre. It was then that Silvana saw the heavy matron of the loggia laying out the whips on a harness table; so different from the burnished models that were sponged, waxed and restored to their golden hooks after each session in the palace precincts, these rough, overused thongs looked particularly frightening. Silvana hoped the men of the posse would go easy on her more exhausted slaves. As for herself, she was no longer Mistress of Zahra, no longer a distinguished concubine, not even a palace slave - she was Mila’s prisoner once again.

One by one the captives were brought forward by granite-faced guards, hung by the wrists to the roof beam and given over to the brave handful of Mestrian raiders. While her colleagues were put to the whip, Silvana looked round the stable for a weak point that might be exploited later - if the stable was to be their temporary prison and as long as they were not too heavily chained and guarded. Instead of discovering a deficiency, she caught sight among a clutter of items - harnesses, bottles, string, gelding tools - of a pair of sheep shears, and her body went taut; if this riffraff had in mind to relieve her of her precious labia, she would fight to her last breath.

The other object that caught her eye was human, at least claimed to be. It was Mila herself, silhouetted by a lantern in the stable doorway; she was leaning against the jamb, obviously waiting to see the men deal with the blonde. Like the shears, the slattern’s grin was something the prisoner could well do without and she carefully avoided the squinting eyes.

A moment later, Silvana was hanging in all her opulent beauty from the beam, watching the posse leader running the length of oxhide through his hand. Repeating to herself her own mantra: no pain, no gain, she slackened her buttocks and gritted her teeth. She need not have done so. The strokes were clumsy, curling round the buttocks, hardly marking the upper hams, and not even lashing the crotch and belly, and strangely never reaching the breasts. Silvana was almost disappointed. The beating was the work of an amateur whom she felt could do with some practice: she could show him if he or his deities offered her Mila…

But when the man lowered his filthy pantaloons and brought out his erection, the performance on the contrary was far from inept, so much so that she had to clamp her thighs round his, locking her ankles behind, to do battle. When she came with a long whine of relief, she was almost sorry it was over; but at least she had more spunk than expected pumped into her; it was hot, rich and thick. If that was what Mestria termed a reward for a warrior, it was equally quite a treat for the prisoner. The lashes and climaxes had been worth waiting for. As she scrambled back to her place by the wall, she noticed Mila leaving; good riddance but probably she would be back soon enough to wreak her vengeance.

The company having withdrawn, the captives were left to marinate where they were, with a single guard on duty. Oddly they were allowed to talk, the conversation dwelling on local conditions, what was going to follow. Then suddenly, silence fell, the glow of a second lantern revealing Mila again. But now, like an angel of death, she was in a black outfit, so tight that it seemed she had been poured into the tube of liquid pitch. Yet the bodice was spangled with silver studs, like stars in the sky of hell itself - so, these Mestrian peasants, Silvana saw, could produce the same sort of costume one saw in Sefket’s cellar! When women - or, for that matter, men - appeared rigged out like that up at the palace, it usually meant trouble for those who, on the contrary, had nothing on except manacles and chains…

Mila strolled up and down the threshold like a famished puma; eyeing the three older girls. “Now they’ve had their fun with you,” she said, “it’ll be my turn tomorrow. We’ll be the four of us together for a night and then you two will be put out to pasture. That’s what they call chewing the cud. Picturesque, no? As for you, blondie,” - the eyes flashed at Silvana - “you’ll stay with me until I’m done with you. But not here in this manure. No, they’ve offered me one of their cozy punishment cells with a nice slab of black inkstone. Nothing, of course, like Precinct Three at the palace but then we’re not at the palace, are we?” The puma spread her claws. “Yes, and one more thing, my little pomegranate,” - that hurt Silvana - “I’ve found a heap of rings they use for bullocks’ snouts. They ought to fit nicely in all those holes we bored in you - oh, so long ago! You’d like that, wouldn’t you, my chick?” Again Silvana winced at another of her own ‘endearments’.

“So, until tomorrow. Sleep soundly in your straw… if it’s wet, it’s only from horse piss and your sweat.” About to depart, she turned back. “Oh, yes, I nearly forget. The three of you are going to have your heads shaved in the morning. Like that you won’t need to worry how your hair looks when you’re hung by the legs or hooded up…” Then she was gone.

Not only those cited but all the Zahra slaves were relieved to be left together, and weak jokes were made to keep up spirits, for Mila could demoralize a stone.

“We’ve got to stand together,” Odile exhorted, “none of us can stand alone,” at which Carmela retorted facetiously, pretending to have been floored by the incompetent beating and screw she had received a while before: “I can hardly stand up for laughing! That lad needs a lesson from you, Silvana!” It was the first word she had uttered since her arrival. When Carmela made a joke, it meant that life could be a lot worse. But Silvana felt worried, uneasy.

 

Mila manoeuvred to have the trio’s locks sheared and their skulls scraped bald very early the following morning. The chair to which in turn each female was tied reminded Silvana of that at home in Lower Saronis over which she used to be bent for the strap and where the handsome, bearded Thanon had discovered her. The thought of her owner and lover - if such terms still applied - encouraged her to believe her imprisonment could only be temporary, for he still carried weight in high places; moreover, Haroun would have raised hell by this time over the abduction. That would be enough to launch a rescue party or, failing that, a negotiation between the parties regarding ransom.

But there, she was under a delusion.

The Saronis authorities had no intention either of mounting such an operation or of trading their Mestrian prisoners merely to recuperate a few whores. True, the attack on Zahra and hence on palace property had been scurrilous but, under current circumstances, maintaining the uneasy peace was worth more than risking Bithynian blood. It was decided to leave matters where they stood. A handful of slaves - even if one did happen to be the property of Thanon - would not be unduly missed; there were plenty in the villages, weaving sheds and mines, and Hephaistos had only to ride out with his eunuchs, whips and chains.

Confirming the decision, the High Priest Vasca joked that enough blood had been shed already by the Lord Menthif and his whores the other night while amusing themselves again in the Ninth Precinct’s sand pit with a new, full-breasted arrival called Trancilla staggering her last steps on the end of a chain; though well-fleshed, she lacked Silvana’s stamina.

In any event, Vasca realized the brothel down at Zahra had been gutted, the inmates and slave mistress taken prisoner, thus putting an end to its usefulness and services. The residences had begun to deteriorate and there was no point in repairing what was fast becoming a backwater. Zahra was finally closed down and abandoned to the bats and jackals.




14. The Aftermath
Strangely Thanon made no effort to recuperate his concubine. Her disappearance, along with Mila’s flight, became episodes of the past, the great man being more intent on refurbishing his reputation than on grieving over an abducted whore. On his recall to the palace, he was nevertheless surprised to find himself cold-shouldered, the loss of Zahra being, perhaps unfairly, laid at his door. Expecting to be reinstated at his previous rank, he was appointed to the subterranean domains where, contrary to his expectations, he was not to succeed the aging Sefket the Lame, about to be retired off, but ordered to work under the orders of none other than Damiana. Outraged, he bullied his way into the priestly sanctum, pleading with Vasca - and a handful of nobles he knew well - only to have the appointment endorsed and left at that. Disconcerted and furious, he found even Silvana beyond his reach.

As to the captives, it was Damiana who finally persuaded the authorities to take up arms and invest Mestria, not simply to free the few slaves but to finish once and for all with that thorn in the Bithynian flank. At small cost to the invaders, the province was duly descended upon with the sword and absorbed into the princedom, like a sprat swallowed by a whale. The onslaught was massive and what was left of the Zahra slaves recuperated and restored to the palace, where the Mestrian victims, particularly the three older women, spoke little of what they had undergone. They were only dismayed that the Bithynian troops failed to capture anyone resembling Mila, astute enough to disguise herself in rags and flee eastwards.

Silvana then retrieved her position as overseer and her authority began to grow. Some of the brash young men she had known were by then senior officials and military officers and she used them and their influence unabashedly, as they used her body, still admiring her superb thighs and the long, muscular legs. The Countess of the Marches, who tortured Silvana’s divine breasts - she had no other word for them - as much as ever, proved a notable help when it came to intrigue and advancement. It was the Countess and the dowager Alicia who finally, after a mercurial promotion, proposed Silvana as Palace Slave Mistress, a pre-eminence of rank that had formally been exclusively accorded to males.

Appointed, she filled the office quite naturally; taking it for granted her iron will was precisely what was needed for the position. She felt she had been destined to wield power.

Immediately she instituted changes, some with major implications - such as a revised list of corrections for idle, malingering slaves; the introduction of new postures and erotic tortures; replacing palace slaves by prisoners for the Moon Festival sacrifices, and other measures she thought would improve the services available to the courtiers and, she hastened to point out, to the overseers. Other modifications dealt with the range of bondage positions allowed, number of lashes, type of flogging weapon, flesh areas and the severity imposed, Silvana believing such would avoid profitless flagellations as those inflicted in the past on incompetent subjects, such as Nisos, Britta, Kitana and several among more recent intakes. Training had to be intensified, she claimed, and, as Damiana used to remark when breaking in fresh arrivals, inculcated step by step. There was no point in whipping a screaming newcomer senseless in her or his first sessions; preparation and tuition were essential if slaves were to learn how to serve and give pleasure, whether trussed tight or crawling like curs on a chain.

Further, she had Saroya draw up a second list, specifying the instruments of excitement that could be used on a slave. The index, which Silvana found to be longer than she had imagined, excluded the spiked flesh-disk Mila was so fond of using where it hurt most. In short, it was easier for the staff to remember those items that were prohibited than those that were not and Silvana saw to it that the chambers, alcoves, precincts and private rooms abided by the inventory. Everyone seemed to agree things were clearer and fairer.

Two additional measures the new Palace Mistress took on her appointment were humane, in different ways; she had to use all her cajolery, blandishments and the volume of her breasts on Vasca to get approval. First, she managed to have Kitana and Britta released from the prisons to join a new cohort about to start training; she felt that would give them a fresh start and standing. The fact that both declared themselves to be pregnant, worried her but she decided to leave that to Damiana. Anyway, advanced pregnancy attracted some nobles.

The other step she took also met with little resistance from the Council of Priests and the Court in agreeing to relocate the ghastly Simon to the Northern Crest lead mines to help with inventories and mule transport. From what her grim foster parents had mentioned one day at the hovel, she felt that would keep the bastard busy and, better still, under surveillance.

 

Silvana found the lofty and prestigious post to which she had been promoted to be far from onerous; the overseers and assistants seemed to do all the work, with only certain decisions being referred to the summit. This gave ample time to ride out with Hephaistos to enjoy the winds and hills and stop in distant villages to vet and bring in flesh from districts that had never been ransacked before. She thoroughly enjoyed using the whip and buckling on the dildo to deflower trembling virgins and sodomize smooth-cheeked youths. It was so vivifying to get away from the formality of the palace and make a few terrified nudes shriek…

Above all, she could now devote her energy to rebuilding her Zahra-by-the-sea, refortifying it and furnishing it with new villas and a luxurious, well-equipped brothel worthy of what she considered Bithynian nobility and guests should enjoy. She entrusted the bordello and the residences to Odile, no longer young as she had been in those earlier Zahra times but well-qualified to run a stew and whipping chamber of a couple of dozen carefully chosen slaves, whom Silvana had had pierced and ringed. The metal did help to keep them docile and so much easier for the slave handlers, servants and Numidians to deal with.

Silvana had Carmela also transferred from her palace duties to Zahra to supervise the local staff, supplies and cooking, in addition to running a farm, goats being brought from Lower Saronis in memory of her Blossom. Recalling Thanon’s selfishness and pusillanimity, she preferred goats to men - except her dear Haroun. He became the lock-keeper of her heart and never left her side.

Despite her stamina and inventive faculties, Silvana found she could not be in two places at once; so, after a long period of power at the palace, where she took over Thanon’s vacant quarters, as well as his role, she finally moved to Zahra. There, enjoying the sea air, she had Haroun read to her, leaving everything to Odile, inviting her now and then to the residence for a moment of pain and pleasure in bed. Never one for riches, preferring slaves to gold, she gave her increasing wealth to Haroun who used it to turn the settlement into a tropical paradise. And it was she who organized the first slave market ever to be held in Bithynia, Saronis becoming the centre of a brisk trade. Districts like Mestria were stripped of promising youngsters of both sexes who, after being trained and used by the palace, were sold back to the colony as brothel meat. In recognition, the High Priests duly ennobled her.

She also discarded two of her own few possessions - the necklace and the whip Thanon had given her. But she kept safely what screeds Haroun penned so lovingly for her; despite her other accomplishments, she had never learned to write, though Odile finally, over time, did teach her to read. The screeds were her most valuable possession.

So, sitting on the terrace, looking out across the sea, she would dictate more of her memoirs. “I do not want to become a victim of my own myth, Haroun, dear brother,” she would say and, with a certain candour and charm, continued with her reminiscences. Scrupulously, the aging eunuch set down every word, from anecdotes of bathing in the stream with other village youngsters, to the meeting with Thanon, and more - details which Haroun himself did not know, some making him occasionally look up and raise an eyebrow.

And thus time passed on the seashore, Silvana rummaging in her memory for details. Over the years, they produced a couple of narratives, the first called Silvana’s Quest, the second, Silvana’s Triumph, this latter recounting the ordeal of Mila’s savage revenge, the deliverance and Silvana’s subsequent rise to power in the perfumed palace of Bithynia.

*

The above account, adapted from the original, is the one she entitled Silvana’s Quest.

***
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