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1

The Love-Chain


Few of  the inhabitants took heed of  the stranger riding through the dirt-dry streets: the eve of  the market saw many travellers. But there were glances of appreciation  for  his  young  concubine,  who  clung  behind  him,  riding  bare-back and astride. 

When  they  reached  the  little  square  the  horse  went  straight  to  the  wooden trough beside the well and the stranger dismounted. The horse drank. The girl  stayed  on  his  back  and  stared  about.  Her  pale  and  delicate  flesh  drew more  onlookers  into  the  bright  sunshine  -  even  some  of   the  masters  taking bare-breasted  girls  to  the  stables  paused  to  stare.  There  were  no  obvious marks  of   sexual  punishment  on  this  new  girl's  skin.  Her  master  appeared young, perhaps inexperienced in knowing how to deal with a slave. Thoughts of  barter seeded the minds of  these watchers. Her breasts were small. All she wore was a shirt. A little ruby-studded touchable gold chain glinted between her  bare  girlish  thighs.  Some  of   the  watchers  stood  on  tiptoes  to  achieve  a sweeter view. 

The  shirt,  a  man's  shirt,  skimpily  buttoned,  parted  just  above  her  deep umbilicus,  a  black,  smooth  well  in  the  whiteness  of   a  naked,  hairless  belly whose lips were full, as if  from coaxing. Perhaps her young master was not after  all  so  lax  in  attending  to  her  flesh.  Her  naked  sex  lips  pouted provocatively and were linked by the little chain. 

By now an interested group had gathered by the well. The stranger singled out the grizzled wise-man, stood before him and said:

"Sir, my name is Josef  Stenner. I pass in peace across your lands." 

The old man signalled to one of  the others, who drew water from the well. 

"Drink, friend." 

The stranger took the overflowing ladle but gave it first to the girl. Then he drank.  He  wiped  the  dripping  liquid  from  his  lips.  Someone  in  the  crowd gasped and pointed. 

"He wears the Talisur!" 

The old man showed no emotion until he took the stranger's hand and with trembling fingers touched the mystic ring. Then he sighed deeply and shook his head. "Our village is well-graced, my lord." He bowed slowly. 

"I  crave  no  special  favour,  and  beg  that  you  treat  me  only  as  an  honest traveller. But you can help me." 

"Only say the means." 

"I  seek  a  man  -  a  Tormunite  lord  named  Malory."  The  onlookers  stared blankly. "His party must have passed this way two or three days ago. He had soldiers  with  him,  and  a  girl."  Still  there  was  no  reaction:  such  sights  were commonplace. "Someone must have seen them passing through?" 

Amid the vacant glances the old man shook his head. "I know of  no Malory, my lord. No soldiers have been here - save the drivers." He stared up. 

"Then there is a market here?" 

"In the next town, it is but a few minutes ride." He nodded down the road then stared up at the semi-naked girl on the horse. "Think not ill of  me for saying this, but she is comely. And there is a spark of  generous hunger in her gaze. At the market - Talisur or no - there will be those who scheme to spirit her from your arms by any means. Therefore keep her on a near-tether and sojourn in that town no longer than you must." 

Josef  watched Leah murmuring and moving in her slumber. He had stripped the warm shirt from her back, up over her head, and had bound it securely round her wrists to leave her body naked and her hands imprisoned so she could  not  touch  herself.  He  had  fastened  a  soft  leather  thong  around  her narrow waist and pressed his middle finger gently, deeply into her umbilicus. 

Her  little  nipples  had  come  erect  in  expectation.  Then  he  had  threaded  a length of  rough sisal rope from behind, up between her legs, under her sexual chain, intimately between her virgin sex lips and close against the mouth of her  bottom.  Slowly  drawing  the  rope  upwards,  deep  between  the  small, round, buttock cheeks and tight between the pink lips, he had finally secured it back and front to the waist-thong. These last few nights he had done this to her  before  putting  her  to  bed.  Tonight  her  anticipation  had  been  stronger. 

When he had turned her face-down and pressed his palm into the small of her  back,  steadily  pushing  her  belly  firmly  into  the  bed  while  drawing  her rope tight, he had felt a shudder ripple through her body from front to back and travel up his arm. Leah had twisted round, her small face thrust between her fastened arms, and hungrily she had kissed him, sucked his lip and tried to reach down to kiss his naked penis. 

Her  body  was  beautiful  and  sexual.  The  evening  light  now  caressed  it  as  it moved against the sheet. What was she dreaming about? 

Josef  thought of  what had happened that afternoon after she had bathed in the warm, slow river - how she had stepped lightly, nakedly, over the dry, flat stones, her fine, gold sexual-chain glistening and tinkling between her smooth, denuded  thighs.  Clothed  only  in  this  chain  she  had  stood  before  him  and stared expectantly up into his eyes, the eyes of  her new master, a master she had chosen. It seemed to make no difference to her that he sought another, and that this was the purpose of  his mission. As far as Leah was concerned, she was his charge, and he was obligated to observe the Tormunite rule - to punish her, to cherish her, and to train her to his preferences. Josef  had not yet  grown  fully  accustomed  to  sexual  ownership  but  with  Leah  he  was learning quickly. 

Day by day on their travels she had grown hungrier for pleasure, wanting him 

to  draw  it  forth  from  her  by  elaborate  and  demanding  means.  She  would recount to him the sexual things that had been done to her in the Abbey. And he would see the fervour in her lovely blue eyes as he held her naked white body close, cupping her sweet, chained, pink sex in his fingers till it yielded honey. These last few days she had repeatedly driven him to intense pleasure. 

But still she wanted to be shared with other men. "It will teach me how better to please my lord," Leah had said. 

Such sharing was the norm amongst the Tormunites, but Josef  had found it too  difficult  to  permit.  Here  in  the  road-house  public  sharing  was commonplace. When they arrived there had been two men on the stairs with a girl wearing only a thin wet top. While Josef  carried Leah past the two men, Leah was staring at their wet erections. When they reached the room she had wanted to know why the girl's breasts and the men's sexes were so wet, and whether it was with the girl's honey, or the men's fluid. "She made them give good measure," she had murmured wistfully. Then, with her brow furrowed deeply, she had caressed Josef's penis and closed her eyes, and he knew she was imagining and desiring those other men. But he would never want to let her come to harm. 

She had slept fitfully, wanting Josef  to hold her, making him cup her roped sex in his fingers from behind. Eventually she had fallen into a deeper sleep. She had made a little moisture which remained on his fingers until it dried in the warm  air.  He  could  hear  noises  in  the  street  and  eventually  he  went  to  the balcony. 

His  room  was  high  on  a  corner  and  overlooked  much  of   the  town.  In  the distance he could see the marketplace. Closer by were several small inns and a larger  building  which  was  the  house  of   pleasure.  A  platform  had  been constructed  in  the  yard  behind  it  and  wooden  spars  and  supporting  frames were being added to it. People were beginning to congregate. There seemed to  be  a  clear  division  in  this  town  between  the  quiet  natives  and  the  brash Tormunite  masters  who  used  it  as  their  base  for  trade.  Diagonally  opposite the road-house a girl with bared breasts was being held with her back to the wall. Her breasts stood very full and proud. Her masters had begun to loop a leather cord around them to bind them. 

Josef  turned and looked again at Leah, whose breasts were very small, and yet, he thought, she was beautiful indeed. Her dried sexual honey was smooth upon  his  fingers.  She  had  turned  on  to  her  back,  her  fastened  arms  still stretched  out  above  her  head,  her  thighs  slightly  open,  arousing  delicious pangs of  wanting in him as he looked at the thin love-chain stretched across the rope lodged between her spread sex lips. The chain, symbolically sealing her lips, was the sign of  her virginity. 

Her eyes, softly blue, half  opened. She tried to reach for him. He unwound the  shirt  from  her  wrists.  "What  is  my  lord  thinking?"  Leah  whispered, 

stretching up, reaching her fingers around the back of  his neck. 

"That, were I the air, how I would cling to your soft, sweet skin." He clasped her gently round her slender ribcage, lifted her completely from the bed and kissed under her arms, tasting sun-salt there despite her ablutions. Her little nipples brushed against him as he lowered her feet to the floor. Her head was level with his chest and her mischievous fingers were against his leg, seeking, wanting to know he was erect for her. She smiled in satisfaction, then gasped as his fingers intruded under her chain, around the rope, under it a little way, opening her very slightly, finger-tasting the salt-sexy glaze there, warmer than mulled wine. He eased her gently back to the bed. There he unfastened the rope,  carefully  lifted  it  away  from  the  adhering  hot  flesh,  and  removed  the rope completely. Then he opened her sex to the waning sunlight, stretching its beautiful bare lips, making of  it a split pink chained fig with a polished bulb of  erection at the tip. As Leah lay across the bed, head back and down, her perfect  belly  trembling  open,  Josef   slowly  masturbated  this  open  fig.  Each time a soft murmur started in her throat he pinched her nipples, which had become fuller over the last week though her breasts were still small. When she felt the Talisur ring touching just inside her body, gently probing her virginity, she began to shudder and tried to press the ring against her clitoris, seeking swift  satiation  with  it.  But  Josef   took  charge  of   her  aroused  flesh.  She  was moaning as he replaced the rope with a thin strip of  cloth between her legs, arranging it so it pouched her tightly, sealing the longing into her puffed-up sex. He secured the cloth pouch to the thin leather thong around her waist. 

Then  he  lifted  her  limp  body  from  the  bed,  clothed  her  with  her  wrinkled shirt and took her downstairs. 

As they came out into the busy street, Josef  could feel the sexual tension in her body. He could feel it in the way she reacted to his hand against the small of  her back, propelling her to a fate just beyond her control. And he almost felt that he was playing out the role of  a true Tormunite lord, who might at any  moment  choose  to  stop  her,  draw  her  to  the  middle  of   the  street  and publicly  whip  her  perfect  buttocks  while  a  stranger's  searching  fingers, clutching her cloth pouch, slowly milked the delicious goodness from her. 

At  the  market-place  many  pairs  of   eyes  were  distracted  by  Leah.  The  low sunlight gave way to torchlight and the glow from the cooking hearths. Droves of  people moved slowly past the stalls while the scent of  herbs, yeasty bread and roasting meat laced the air. 

"Apothecary!" 

"Honey-roast pheasant!" 

"Harness! Tackle!" 

"Trinkets  for  the  damsel's  hair!"  The  beaming  girl  swathed  in  necklaces 

pushed up to Josef, proffering an armful of  brooches. Josef  chose for Leah a pink pearl grip. He slipped it into her hair then ushered her down a side street towards  the  sound  of   drums.  When  the  scene  opened  before  them,  Josef stood behind Leah, holding her gently by the shoulders. She was trembling. 

"Who are they?" she whispered. "Why are they chained so?" 

They  were  nude  girls  fastened  to  a  single  long  copper  chain.  They  had evidently been chosen for the beauty of  their figures and their breasts. The guards were preventing idle onlookers from entering the enclosure. 

Josef   simply  held  up  the  hand  bearing  the  Talisur  ring  and  the  sentinel buckled into subservience. "What mission are you charged with?" Josef  asked him. 

"A consignment for Menirg, my lord." 

The  name  meant  nothing  to  Josef,  but  he  was  unwilling  to  reveal  his ignorance by enquiry. "May we inspect them?" 

"Of   course."  The  sentinel's  gaze  fell  on  Leah,  whose  shirt  was  open  and whose cloth pouch had ridden up, clasping high between her legs. 

From  inside  the  building  came  the  distinctive  sounds  of   spanking.  As  the chained girls outside froze, the sentinel explained that a second team was in the building and was being punished for a clique of  elders of  the town, who preferred  to  keep  their  sexual  predilections  private  from  the  masses.  Leah clung to Josef  as he took her inside. 

Their entry stirred little notice from the elders, though it coincided with a lull in  the  punishment.  There  were  about  a  dozen  chained  slave  girls.  All  had been depilated according to the Tormunite custom, so as to leave the sex bare to the viewer. Some faced forward and others faced the wall, their buttocks reddened,  their  legs  outspread.  The  elders  were  comparing  them  in  vulgar tones  which  heightened  Leah's  trepidation.  A  blonde  girl  wearing  only  a footman's  open  brass-buttoned  bright  blue  jacket  and  boots  had  been administering  the  punishment  with  a  leather  belt,  and  had  presumably dictated which way each girl should face to receive it. One girl at the end of the line was crouched on a stool. 

The blonde girl did not seem to belong with either the soldiers or the elders. 

She now refastened the leather belt around her bright blue jacket at the waist, but  left  her  breasts  still  visible.  Each  girl  had  a  large,  gold,  circular,  hinged clasp inserted through a fresh piercing in one of  her labia, usually the right one.  The  clasp  fastened  her  sex  to  the  copper  chain.  A  tiny  lock  across  the jaws of  the clasp could be opened by a simple key carried by the guards. The blonde girl took the key and moved slowly down the line, passing breasts of  

breathtaking fullness and tight, trembling buttocks striped with weals. 

Josef   moved  Leah  gradually  closer  as  the  sexual  inspection  proceeded.  The elders, seemingly keen for her to watch, made way. Josef  grasped the thong at the back of  her waist and gently drew it tighter, making Leah's chained sex bulge against its cloth as he walked her through the cluster of  men. 

The blonde girl had stopped in front of  one girl. She now inhaled the warmth rising  from  the  naked  slave-body  which  looked  little  younger  than  herself. 

There were red marks inside the frightened white thighs which straddled the copper  chain.  It  passed  high  up  between  the  girl's  legs,  behind  one  buttock and  across  the  front  of   the  other  thigh.  Her  gold  labial  clasp  was  pushed upwards by the locked links of  the chain, forcing her sex slightly open on one side,  creating  a  sweet  distortion  in  the  lip,  as  if   an  invisible  fingertip  were lodged  there  and  the  lip  was  gently  sucking  it.  Josef   wondered  how  much sexual arousal she had undergone. Was her gold clasp hot when the blonde girl touched it? As it was being unlocked it seemed the movement transmitted to  the  partly  open  sex  induced  a  tiny  tremble  in  the  slave  girl's  belly.  The chain fell away and the blonde girl now ordered her to stand in the middle of the floor with her gold clasp dangling open, a glittering bait. Then one of  the soldiers lifted the slave into a sitting position on the table while the blonde girl stared  at  her,  silently  demanding  access,  her  expression  an  eerie  blend  of desire and chill. 

Josef  glanced at Leah, who gazed transfixed as the girl on the table obediently and tearfully opened herself  with her fingers. There was neither murmur nor movement  from  the  elders.  The  chained  slaves  watched  with  half   averted eyes. 

The gold clasp through the girl's labium was of  a thick gauge. At the point of insertion  the  flesh  of   the  lip  had  been  forced  out  all  around  it  to  leave  a stretched, raised rim. The blonde girl had clearly identified this as a focus of sexual  pain  because  her  fingers  went  straight  there  and  squeezed  the stretching.  With  the  first  definite  gasp  she  took  hold  of   the  clasp  itself   and drew the lip widely aside and upwards, to expose the clitoris but not to touch it.  Then  she  again  squeezed  the  focus  of   sexual  pain  in  the  piercing.  She moved  to  one  side  so  all  could  see  precisely  where  her  victim  was  being squeezed. It was as if  she wanted to instruct her audience in how to make the slave  girl  gasp.  The  girl  cast  pleading  looks  about  her.  Amid  the  gasps  the blonde  girl's  eyes  slowly  challenged  the  room.  The  slave  girl  did  not  know what to do with herself. Her breathing became uneven as the blonde twisted the now-yielding sex lip by its clasp and rubbed the exposed clitoris directly but very gently. 

Josef   could  feel  Leah's  trembling.  He  slipped  his  fingers  between  her  legs, holding her pouch, which was moistly hot and tight because her lips were so swollen. He could feel the fine chain links through the cloth. And he could 

feel the proud flesh around her clitoris. 

The blonde again took off  her leather belt and clipped its buckle to the girl's gold clasp. The weight of  the belt hung down between the girl's legs and over the  edge  of   the  table,  drawing  the  tortured  labium  down  and  making  the clitoris  stand  a  little  askew  for  the  blonde  to  play  with.  The  touching  was keener  now,  not  gentle,  and  the  tip  of   the  belt  was  swaying  just  above  the floor.  Its  steadily  strengthening  movements  were  fed  by  the  heightening arousal of  the girl. On instruction from her mistress her knees were now bent and her heels were on the edge of  the table. Her naked sex was thrusting out over  the  edge  to  meet  the  rough  pleasure  of   the  rasping  fingers.  Then  the blonde grasped the leather hanging between the girl's legs and stroked it, as if it were a heavy dangling phallus. The girl reacted as if  the phallus were hers; fluid began seeping down it. 

The blonde called for assistance. With the leather drawn tight, the groaning girl sank slowly back. One of  the elders moved round the table and the girl suckled  him.  Another  reached  across  and  held  the  spare  nipple  pinched tightly between his fingers. 

The  girl  was  inexperienced,  it  seemed  to  Josef.  Her  responses  were  strong because they were probably coming for the first time. Her mouth was open; her head was rolling from side to side. Her slim legs were shivering, her feet standing  up  on  their  toes  on  the  table,  to  permit  this  sweet  violation  as  the tongue  of   the  belt  was  now  being  inserted.  Josef's  fingers  could  feel  Leah's mounting  sexual  excitement  oozing  through  her  cloth,  which  now  clung  to her like a second skin. 

The blonde had furled the end of  the belt to make a tube which she was very slowly inserting not into the sex but into the anus, pushing firmly as the anus progressively opened in small, chaste, shy gulps and one by one the eyelets in the tube of  leather disappeared. 

Leah  kept  pushing  back  against  Josef.  She  must  have  known  even  before touching him that he was in erection. She stood on tiptoes and opened her buttocks: she wanted him to push his fingers or his penis under her cloth and touch her anal skin. 

Just  as  he  stretched  the  cloth  aside,  the  girl  on  the  table  gasped  loudly:  the leather  belt  had  gone  into  her  as  far  it  could  and  her  throbbing  clitoris protruded like a bulb. The blonde in blue now began to draw the instrument of   stimulation  out  just  as  slowly  and  steadily  as  she  had  pushed  it  in.  The eyelets  popped  out  one  by  one.  Each  emergence  seemed  to  cause  a  little echoing  pulse  of   retraction  in  Leah's  anal  skin,  which  Josef   had  been  very gently  caressing  with  two  fingers.  The  girl's  clitoris  bulbed  throughout  the withdrawal. 

The elders, their penises poking, began to crowd closer to her, blocking the view completely. Leah whispered: "Shall she have to drink their yield?" Again Josef  thought about Leah's envy of  the girl with two suitors on the stairs. 

Josef  drew Leah by the thong and led her to a quiet corner. 

"Feed  me,  master,"  Leah  whispered,  touching  the  hardness  of   his  penis through  his  clothes.  And  she  surely  knew  that  he  was  already  leaking.  Her sweet  mouth  was  open  suggestively,  wide  enough  to  take  the  thickest  penis. 

She  started  to  kneel  in  front  of   him  but  he  stopped  her.  He  rolled  up  his sleeves,  that  his  bare  arms  might  embrace  her  nakedness.  He  found something  deeply  satisfying  about  playing  with  her  when  she  was  already aroused almost to the point of  no return. Her lips were warm and searching; her underarms were moist and hot against his bare forearms; her little breasts were trembling. She was at the stage of  receptiveness where he might easily have  put  her  to  one  of   the  prurient  elders  for  pleasure,  and  her  flesh  and mouth might gladly have received it. Josef  gently teased her, scratching her bulging pouch until her honeyed lubricant welled through the cloth and ran under his fingernails. 

The blonde girl had stood back, her blue jacket open, her leather belt now dangling from her hand. The first groans of  pleasure were coming from the elders and Leah's eyes peeped keenly round Josef's elbow. He moved to one side so she could see the semen begin streaming. These men, though old, gave copiously. He knew that Leah loved to watch such scenes. Each splash upon the  girl's  breast  and  neck  made  Leah's  bright  eyes  glitter.  Leah's  lips  spread again as if  in suck upon a penis. Josef  pulled her shirt over her head, up her arms and bound her wrists with it. With one hand he pinned them above her head  and  against  the  wall.  Her  little  breasts  now  looked  fatter;  her  belly bulged  as  her  legs  bowed  open.  He  lifted  her  pouch  to  one  side  and  she murmured as her sex protruded through the gap. Her eyes were fixed upon the  scene  but  her  sex  responded  to  his  fingers,  now  skin  to  skin  with  her. 

"Would you like me to put you to the elders like this?" he whispered teasingly in her ear, "with this little bud out for them, so tight and near to bursting?" 

And a fleeting stab of  pleasure seemed to tremble through her thighs. 

The girl, with a spurting penis in each hand, was drinking the leaping silver broth  of   passion.  Other  girls  were  now  being  penetrated  while  still  chained together  -  a  leg  would  be  lifted  and  a  rampant  penis  would  push  aside  the gold clasp and slide in above the copper chain. 

The wet, chained lips of  Leah's sex slipped hotly through Josef's fingers. Her clitoris reacted to his teasings like the hypersensitive tip of  an exposed bone which kept retreating back into its swollen fleshy hood. He pressed it in and twisted his fingertip gently back and forth against the tip, while on the table the girl's face, neck and breasts were being drenched in semen. A clear, watery fluid  was  trickling  down  the  girl's  arm  from  the  wrist  that  was  doing  the 

masturbating.  Leah  was  moaning;  her  legs  were  shaking.  Josef's  fingertip allowed the sensitive tip of  her clitoris to come out once more, only for him to press it into her again, tormenting it. Her oil ran down his finger and coated the Talisur ring. He whispered to her: "When we return to the road-house I shall hire two young men for you and you shall feed upon their semen." She groaned and tried to kiss him. He nudged the ring up against the hot place where his fingertip had been pressing, making intimate contact, mystic ring to sensitive clitoral tip, and suddenly her eyes rolled upwards and a jerk that felt electric  went  through  her  body.  The  climax  seemed  intensified  because  she was  standing.  She  was  trying  to  keep  on  tiptoes  for  it,  trying  to  keep  her clitoris barely touching, trembling, dancing against the ring. Her mouth was wide open, gulping the air that was impregnated so thickly with the scent of semen. 

When the pleasure waves were finished Leah slumped forward against Josef. 

"Don't stop," said a voice behind him. He turned sharply on the intruder only to  find  it  was  the  uniformed  blonde  girl.  "You  must  not  stop,"  the  girl persisted. "I sense that she is barely started." She was looking at him with an expression of  mild playfulness. "My name is Roanen." She brushed casually against him but stared at Leah. "One could not help but notice her plight." 

Without  seeking  leave  she  now  unwound  the  shirt  from  Leah's  wrists  and, pressing it to her face, breathed in its scent. She ran her fingers down Leah's cheek. "She likes men?" 

"She is a virgin," Josef  warned. 

"I  noticed  her  chain.  But  you  like  attentive  men,  my  sweet?"  Leah's  eyes closed softly in assent and her cheek pressed against Roanen's palm. The first pangs of  possessiveness stabbed at Josef's heart. He tried to fight these feelings. 

The girl was beautiful and sexual and Leah was aroused. She wanted these attentions. 

"Lift  her  for  me,"  Roanen  whispered.  "Let  me  touch  her  love-chain."  Josef cautiously lifted the trembling Leah and held her cloth to one side. He could feel  her  heart  beating  through  her  back.  The  slim  hands  went  straight between her thighs, seeking out the points of  puncture, squeezing each one tightly against its gold insert, rubbing it and drawing Leah fully open against the constriction of  the chain, making her gasp. Her heart was bursting with excitement. "See," said Roanen, "how wide her lips are now parted, despite their  chain,  how  open-mouthed  and  willing  her  cunt  is,  how  pliant  to  the touch." Leah's thighs were shivering. Roanen's slim thumb went in a little way, a little way into Leah's body, but it could not go too far. It came out again with a  heavy  drop  of   liquid  at  the  tip.  Roanen  held  it  up  as  if   it  were  precious essence. She glanced sidelong at Josef  but spoke to Leah. "If  your master will consent  to  leave  you  with  me  then  your  night  is  scarce  begun."  Leah  was looking up at him pleadingly. 

"I must have her back in my room at the road-house by-" 

"Dawn," Roanen interrupted. 

She  raised  her  thumb  to  Leah's  open  mouth.  "Quick  my  sweet,  for  it  is dripping."  Leah's  small  tongue  peeped  and  stroked  off   the  shiny  sexual droplet as tenderly as if  it were the pre-emission at the tip of  a penis. 
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Cally

That  night  Josef   took  a  house-girl.  She  was  tall  and  slim  with  long  blonde hair. Her name was Cally. She appeared in his room barefoot, wearing only skirt and shirt and carrying a small leather bag into which she deposited the gold coin which he had placed upon the table. Her fingers were long, slim and unringed. He had never before paid a girl for sexual favours and it affected him in a way he had not envisioned. A feeling of  intense excitement pervaded his being. 

Cally unbuttoned her shirt from the bottom. He glimpsed perfect white flesh. 

The top two buttons she left fastened. She unbuttoned her cuffs and drew the sleeves up. Then she drew her shirt open, exposing her breasts, draping the leaves  of   the  shirt  over  them.  Her  breasts  were  pure  white,  beautifully proportioned globes, full but not bursting, the areolae dark brown, the nipples proudly erect. 

She  sank  to  her  knees  in  front  of   Josef   Her  breasts  trembled  with  every movement.  They  pointed  slightly  outwards  to  the  sides.  He  was  sitting shirtless  on  the  bed.  Her  skirt  slid  up  her  slim  white  thighs  as  she  edged forward and began to unlace his boots. She kept gazing at his erection, which was bulging through his trousers. His boot came free. His naked toes brushed her nipple then his foot sank into her lap. She lifted her skirt up so his foot was against her naked belly. Her thighs spread. Her fine silky curls sprang against the undersides of  his toes. His trapped erection was becoming painful. Inside him was a dull ache from the deep gland that was overfull with semen. 

Josef  hauled Cally on to the bed, ran his hands under her shirt, to the sides of her breasts, up into her armpits to rub the warm damp curls then round her slim back to trace the lines of  her projecting shoulder-blades. She reached up and  kissed  him,  her  back  hollowing  deeply,  her  nipples  pressing  against  his naked chest. He kicked his other boot off  and unfastened his trousers. Cally watched his imprisoned erection spring out and up. She pulled the trousers off  him, then rubbed her fingers together and stared at him quizzically. Her fingertips  were  wet  from  where  she  had  touched  inside  the  crotch  of   his trousers. "My lord is leaking," she whispered excitedly, licking her fingers then 

pointing  at  his  rigid  penis.  A  thick  stream  of   clear  fluid  issuing  from  the mouth was slowly spiralling down the stem. She knelt up, eagerly grasped it round the base and squeezed. Another pulse of  clear fluid issued. She bobbed down impulsively and kissed his issue then sat up again, snatching away the colourless thread connected to her lips and sitting back on her heels, her small belly pushed out suggestively against the waistline of  her skirt. Josef  reached to  the  side  and  freed  the  fastening  and  the  skirt  fell  away.  She  opened  her thighs. Her pubic hair was blonde and fine, silky to the touch. Her sex was small  yet  the  inner  lips  were  unusually  large  and  well  developed,  projecting from  her  pubis  almost  like  an  empty  ball-sac  pressed  together  and  seamed down the middle. 

"Lie back," he told her. The skin of  these inner lips was wrinkled, softer than velvet,  softer  than  the  finest  chamois.  They  felt  cool,  not  hot,  because  they projected so far from her body. This intimate skin, its beautiful feel, the way it moulded into shape when pressed, caused Josef  much arousal. He pressed the lips together and tipped them over to one side, then over to the other. They obeyed  without  resistance  and  stayed  in  place.  Her  anus  was  a  lovely  little brown crater with the skin swirling into the centre. And this skin felt velvety too: he used the pad of  his middle finger just to taste it. He marvelled at her perfection.  He  spent  many  minutes  playing  with  the  malleable  pouch  of sexual skin, stroking its blonde, silk-covered pubic surround, and touching the brown,  soft  swirl  of   her  anus.  Cally  lay  back  across  the  bed,  her  arms outstretched,  her  shirt  spread  open,  her  beautiful  brown-capped  breasts sinking lusciously to each side, rising and falling alluringly with her breathing. 

Josef   put  three  fingers  of   his  right  hand  vertically  side  by  side  into  the  left outer crease of  her sex lips. He used these as an anvil upon which her pubic lips  would  gently  be  wrought.  The  skin  within  the  crease  was  hairless  and sensitive.  Gently  he  pressed  into  this  naked  crease  and  at  the  same  time  he stroked the velvet sexual lips across this anvil with the fingers of  his left hand. 

The  lips  had  acquired  some  resilience:  when  he  released  them  they  sprang back  a  little.  He  stroked  them  across  again,  then  let  go,  waited  till  they retracted then stroked and released again, then again. The gentle pulling and releasing  was  having  an  effect.  The  lips  were  warming,  thickening,  slowly engorging with blood. He reversed the stroking, using the fingers of  his left hand as the anvil and stroking her lips across the other way. He could feel fine irregular ridges standing out on the outer surface of  the lips, and where they joined at the top he could see her bud just under the skin. 

He used his thumbs to part the lips. The soft, hot, musky scent caressed his nostrils. He deposited a long sucking kiss inside her body while his fingertip gently  rubbed  her  bud.  Her  legs  spread  for  him  and  his  lips  went  deeper, kissing and sucking the deep-pink, hot skin. He felt her hands sliding through his hair, caressing his head. His tongue, pushed far up inside her, was bathing in her oil. His lips withdrew, then spread wide to take in all of  her sex, lips and bud, clamping tightly round it all to suck it. When his tongue began to 

rasp slowly across her bud, now distended by the sucking, she started to come. 

Her  legs  crossed  behind  his  shoulders.  Her  fingers  were  frantic  in  his  hair, clutching his head to her sex as if  wanting him to swallow her. 

Her climax had come quickly. And now she flung herself  upon him, lavishing him with kisses. She kissed his nipples, balls and penis, licking up the fluid that had continued to issue all the while he was playing with her. "Does it flow all the time?" she asked him. "With most men, there is a sudden issue. And it is white, not clear." 

"I have that too," Josef  told her. Her eyes grew wide as he explained how he had been a captive in the Citadel. 

"You were a slave?" she asked. 

Josef  nodded. She touched the Talisur ring on his hand as if  she thought this was the insignia of  a slave. 

"Things were done to some of  the males to increase the flow of  sexual fluid, to keep them in perpetual arousal. It was for the amusement of  certain ladies who dwelt there." 

"And it was done to you?" Cally stared in awe. "Does it hurt?" she whispered, reaching for him to stroke his flesh. 

"Pleasure multiplied too much can equal pain." 

"How so?" 

"If  pleasure never ceases, and comes always at the behest of  another who uses it only to punish." 

Cally frowned, and Josef  was sure she was untutored in the perversions of  the flesh. And for that he was grateful. Her hand was clasped around his penis to impart a selfless pleasure, nothing more, yet Josef  found these innocent fingers so deeply stimulating. 

She asked why he was here in the town and he told her about his search for Sianon. He spoke of  Sianon's breasts and the way the monks had trained and used them. 

"And now she cannot stop her milk?" Cally asked. "And you cannot stop your fluid: look - the stream is stronger. May I kiss it?" 

She closed her lovely mouth around its head and sucked, her fingers slowly pumping the base of  his stem, milking him into her mouth. He could feel the gland  inside  him  swelling  still  more,  throbbing  to  make  the  fluid  she  was 

drinking. He reached his hand down between her legs, which wriggled open so he could have access to her sex. While she sucked the clear fluid welling out of  him, he rubbed her hooded clitoris very slowly and squeezed her swollen sex lips, which gradually softened. 

Suddenly her mouth released the head of  his penis. "I want you inside me." 

Her hand was still around the base. 

"But in this state it is too risky. I have no protection for you." 

She  reached  across  the  bed  for  her  small  leather  bag,  then  took  from  it  a sheath so thin and silvery coloured that it looked like the skin of  a fish. But it was soft and strong. "What substance is it?" Josef  asked. 

She shook her head. "The merchants bring them." She rolled it expertly over his penis. It fitted snugly, clinging, shaped to take the head. It felt like a second skin. "See - I judged your size," she whispered. He could see no seam in the sheath.  Its  surface  glistened  like  the  scales  of   a  fish.  She  lay  back.  "Come inside me," she urged, spreading her sex. 

The feeling as his sheathed penis slid between those full pink lips and into the narrow, hot tube of  her sex was exquisite. The sheath was so perfectly smooth that there was no resistance, save the pressure needed to open her lovely tube. 

Her soft, generous breasts squashed against his chest and her nipples felt like pointed bones. When he started to thrust gently up between her legs, her sex began to open out deep inside. Her sex lips flared about his balls. On every deep,  inward  stroke  the  sheathed  mouth  of   his  penis  pressed  against  the entrance  to  her  womb.  She  wrapped  her  legs  around  his,  trapping  him deliciously. Her fingernails scratched his buttocks. Her tongue thrust into his mouth.  Her  belly  started  writhing  from  side  to  side.  He  felt  her  warm  oil seeping from under her sex lips and soaking into his balls. Then he felt her middle finger searching down the groove of  his buttocks, finding the entrance, then  worming  inside.  It  drove  him  deeper  into  her  body  to  try  in  vain  to escape the intimate digit. The hard tip of  her clitoris was grinding against his pubes.  Suddenly  she  gasped,  her  hand  started  clutching  his  buttock  and  he felt the sweet contractions of  her sex around his penis. His own climax was starting and the probing finger thrust itself  ever deeper up inside him. When its tip touched the deep gland it felt as if  something delicious had burst inside him. She knew what she had done. 

"In  my  mouth,  quickly,"  she  begged,  pulling  up  from  under  him  then wriggling  frantically  down  to  meet  his  already  throbbing  penis.  Her  small teeth nipped the end of  the sheath, slid it expertly from his penis and cast it to the side. The semen immediately spurted in dense white streaks. Her mouth was open; her lips formed a funnel; her fingertips pressed against his balls to steady him; her tongue was coated in white; he heard the spurts resound from the back of  her throat. She massaged his balls to extract every last drop, then 

she  sucked  the  mouth  of   the  glans  to  make  sure.  Finally  she  clasped  his sagging penis in both hands and reached up to kiss him. The strong scent of his  semen  cloaked  her  breath.  Her  tongue  was  slick  and  salty  with  it.  His penis was coming hard again. 

She wanted more. Over the ensuing hours Josef  discovered in her a hunger no  less  ravenous  than  that  of   the  ladies  of   the  Citadel.  But  there  was  this difference:  Cally's  quest  was  bestowing  generous  pleasure,  and  her  own delight  was  secondary.  She  sucked  the  clear  fluid  from  him  slowly.  She massaged inside him with her fingers to keep up his flow. She had him come over  her  breasts,  in  thick  pools  of   warm,  smooth  white  against  the  velvet brown of  her nipple-surrounds. Josef  watched her slowly suck his semen from her nipples and saw that her nipples were aroused by this sucking. He opened her  legs  and  licked  and  touched  her,  slipped  his  fingers  into  her  and  Cally came, her nipple in her mouth, her lips sucking it up to a perfect point. 

A third time she brought him to stiffness with her fingers. Then she said she wanted  him  naked  inside  her.  Josef   protested  that  that  would  leave  her without protection. She kissed him on the lips. Then she took from her leather bag a wad of  yellow waxy substance. She put it her mouth and chewed it until it softened. She shaped it in her fingers to the form of  a shallow cup, then she lay  back  and  inserted  it  far  inside  her  sex.  "All  safe  now,"  Cally  whispered. 

She turned on to her side. Josef  snuggled up behind her. She guided him in with her fingers. 

When his naked penis went inside he could feel her hot inner flesh clinging to him and her sex lips again spreading about his balls. Her sex began its slow contractions,  gently  choking  his  penis,  while  its  head  was  moulded  into  the wax.  She  made  him  gasp;  he  felt  as  if   his  tube  was  being  bruised  with pleasure. When he started to ejaculate, her sex tightened so hard that the tube was almost closed off. The semen was expelled with resistance, prolonging his ejaculation,  and  the  feeling  was  sublime.  She  closed  her  thighs  around  his genitals, trapping him inside her. Languidly he drew her shirt up, kissed her back and reached around to stroke her nipples. In time he dozed into sleep. 

When  he  awoke  she  was  standing  with  one  leg  over  the  washing  bowl, douching with a broad clyster. She had not seen him waken. He stayed quiet and watched her inserting the nozzle from behind, pumping its contents into herself  then opening her sex and expelling. He watched her do it twice. Then she looked up, saw him and smiled. She wiped herself  and came to kiss him. 

"I must go. There is another patron," she explained. 

Josef  begged her to stay, offering her more money, but she refused. "I doubt he will be as sweet as you. But a bargain has been struck. Think of  me." 

When she had left he did think of  her, kind and grateful thoughts. Then his thoughts gravitated towards Leah, who had been banished from his mind this 

last  while.  He  went  over  to  the  window  and  stared  across  at  the  house  of pleasure  where  he  knew  Roanen  had  taken  her.  And  a  deep  foreboding enswathed him as he gazed upon its closely shuttered lights. 
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Exploring Leah

In  Josef's  broken  sleep  he  dreamt  of   Leah.  But  these  were  no  ordinary dreams: the strange, unpredictable power of  the Talisur - the magical ring on his finger - came to life unbidden, displacing his own dreams, inveigling him with its taunting visions. 

The scene was a small cosy drawing-room. Leah was in front of  the fire and was nude astride a black velvet-covered box-like stool. Her thighs were spread so wide that they stood at right angles to her body. Her feet were arched upon the  carpet.  She  was  leaning  back  on  her  hands  and  was  gazing  anxiously down between her thighs. 

In  front  of   her  on  the  carpet  knelt  a  silver-haired,  gaunt  man,  his  features lined though not harsh, his movements calculated. 

The outer lips between Leah's legs had been opened; the inner ones had been developed  and  were  swollen;  her  jewelled  chain  was  taut;  her  clitoris  was engorged. The gaunt man was exploring the deep pink of  her virginity with the tip of  his little finger. On the little stand next to him stood an array of gold and silver instruments and potions. 

In  the  vision,  Josef's  viewpoint  suddenly  shifted:  he  was  seeing  through  the eyes of  a watcher and the watcher had now moved closer to the fireplace. The view  refocused  upon  the  smooth  thighs  trembling  in  the  firelight.  Then  it turned and stared straight into the mirror, and in his sleep Josef  was startled by the suddenness and starkness of  the confrontation. Roanen stared straight back  at  him  from  the  mirror.  Her  teeth  were  gritted;  her  bright  blue  jacket was  open  and  cast  back  from  one  shoulder;  blonde  hairs  glistening  with perspiration peeped from her armpit; her breasts were full and heaving as if she  could  not  fully  control  her  breathing.  She  was  unbuckling  her  thick leather belt. 

The viewpoint swung round giddily. Leah's head hung back and her mouth was fully open; she was reaching forward with one hand, pleadingly touching the gaunt man's upper arm; some instrument in his hand glinted between her legs. Roanen moved swiftly across. Now Josef  was looking down into Leah's gasping face. He watched defencelessly as the leather belt was slipped around her  throat  and  Roanen  held  her  steadily  collared  through  the  wrenching deliverance of  the explorations going on between her legs. 

The  dream-link  was  briefly  broken  and  Josef   was  immersed  in  blackness. 

Then the scene reopened. Leah was kneeling over the stool, her little jellied breasts overhanging. Her split, swollen sex glistened as if  it were now coated with some thick unction or lacquer. An unlubricated finely ribbed gold plug was  being  inserted  into  her  anus  to  keep  the  muscle  open.  Roanen  was making ready to spank her with the belt. 

Again the dream receded. When it returned, Leah was being carried into a gaming salon full of  men. None of  these men were young. There were other nude girls but Leah remained the focus of  attention. Josef  watched helplessly through Roanen's eyes as Leah was passed around from table to table, from group to group. Whenever Leah was crouched on the floor, Roanen was in attendance, stroking her neck and ear lobe, coaxing her lips ever further down each  thick-veined  stem  in  turn,  and  when  ejaculation  came  too  profusely, assisting her to breathe and swallow. Then in the adjacent bedroom Roanen lay with Leah, fastening the leather belt high up over Leah's belly, under her little breasts, before turning her on to her front, then spreading her buttocks and prising free the ribbed gold plug. Roanen slipped her fingers under Leah's belly to toy with her throughout the overtures of  the train of  male enquirers. 

In the throes of  deliverance Leah reached for Roanen, reached with her lips which  soundlessly  mouthed  one  word:  "Mistress!"  And  Josef,  staring  down into  Leah's  impassioned,  innocent  face,  was  wrenched  by  contradictory emotions;  burning  desire  and  heart-stopping  love  and  gnawing  jealousy  of these anonymous older men, whose callous excesses his love-slave seemed to favour over his compassion. Above all, however, he was jealous of  Roanen. 

The cruel taunting visions vanished to blackness and, exhausted, Josef  slept. 

When he finally woke it was still dark. Silence prevailed in the room yet he could  sense  a  presence.  The  lamp  still  burned.  He  tensed.  Noiselessly  he twisted round. 

There,  half   silhouetted  against  the  doorway,  stood  Roanen:  she  had  been watching  him.  His  gaze  descended  to  her  beautiful  naked  breasts  and  the slumped, nude form of  Leah in her arms. 

"No, don't get up," Roanen said. "Remember your place, my lord," she added with  derision.  Then  she  deposited  Leah  without  ceremony  on  his  bed.  As Roanen  brushed  against  him  Josef   could  smell  the  scent  of   her  exertions. 

When  she  stared  at  him  there  was  no  awareness  of   his  dream-visit  in  her gaze; neither was there self-doubt; he could not break her stare; her breasts were beautiful; he glimpsed again the fine, moist, unkempt blonde curls under her  arm;  when  he  looked  up  again  her  eyes  were  glistening,  mocking  him. 

"She  is  unscathed  though  not  unloved."  Roanen  rebuckled  her  belt  but  did not fasten her jacket. "My only regret is that I cannot attend to her further. 

There is a task I must take care of  out of  town." 

Before the door had closed behind Roanen the lamp was turned up and Josef was  anxiously  appraising  Leah's  body,  touching  her  minimally  and superficially but enough to prove that what Roanen had said was close to the truth. Leah was dishevelled and he could smell the keen attentions of  the men upon  her  but  her  body  bore  no  bruises.  Yet  there  had  certainly  been  more than  one  phase  of   spanking:  her  bottom  was  marked  with  fresh  broad  red stripes,  as  broad  as  Roanen's  belt,  and  they  were  warm  to  the  back  of   his hand.  From  the  small  of   her  back  to  the  tops  of   her  legs  the  skin  was traversed  by  these  glowing  swathes,  still  shivery  where  the  backs  of   his fingernails  cooled  them  by  touch.  But  when  he  turned  her  on  to  her  back there was a delicious indolence in her gaze; her eyes were half-closed yet her lips were beckoning and her fingertips continually sought his flesh. 

"Were your suitors not enough?" he whispered jealously. 

"Is my lord not pleased with me?" Leah answered meekly. 

He looked at her and knew he could not blame her for obeying the very dicta of  her training. "Yes, I am pleased with you," he sighed. 

"Because of  what I have done and learnt?" she murmured. 

He could not answer in those terms; he could not upset her. He stroked her cheek  and  neck  gently  as  the  emotion  welled  within  him.  Through  all  the Tormunite  perversities  and  rites  Leah's  unstinting  warmth  still  continued  to shine. Selflessly now she wanted to give him pleasure. It made his heart surge with love for her. 

"You are too tired for any of  this, my generous darling," he whispered to her, gently  kissing  her  fingertips.  Leah  smiled,  then  relaxed.  Her  gaze  wavered. 

Her jaw fell slack. In a few seconds she was silently asleep, leaving Josef  still erect from simply looking at her. He let the light burn so he could continue to look at her, this beautiful, sexual ragamuffin. Quietly he lay beside her, gently stroking her back and shoulders, content to remain erect for her until dawn. 

But after a long while she woke, twisting on to her back, staring frowningly round  the  room  before  she  became  aware  of   his  enduring  erection. 

Obediently she opened her thighs. For the first time he could clearly see the glistening  coating  on  her  open  sex  and  he  guessed  that  it  was  some  sort  of protective sealant. The whitish spatters of  dried semen that bedecked her face and  breasts  were  prodigal  on  her  thighs.  There  was  semi-liquid  semen  still trapped in her umbilicus. As his fingertips explored the coated inner surface of  her sex, his erection was trembling. 

"My lord is jealous of  those men?" she whispered. 

"Yes." 

She reached up and pressed her lips to his then sank back again. She did not take  her  gaze  away  from  his  face,  yet  the  tips  of   her  fingers  and  thumb continued lightly to squeeze the tip of  his penis, like a plum that might be ripe for plucking from the stem. 

"They put something in my pee-hole," she whispered. 

"What was it?" He looked at her, remembering the detailed examination that had happened in the vision when she was open on the stool. 

"I don't know what it was. The man did it. Roanen asked him to. It isn't there now. It felt funny." She shivered. "It made me want to come." 

The naked lips of  her sex were dark pink, almost verging on magenta, from the persistent handling they had suffered. Their edges were thin and delicate, malleable on the outside, stiffer inside because of  the coating, which formed a smoothly sealed funnel spanned by her jewelled chain. There was no sign of any extraneous object but her clitoris was still engorged. Roanen must have rubbed it till it protruded like a blister through the filmy coating. 

Josef   turned  Leah  on  to  her  belly  and  gently  spread  her  punished  buttock cheeks. In the heart of  the cleavage was the ring muscle, swollen and tight, purple, sensitive, still hot to the touch, still moist with issuing semen. He had not seen her so distended since that first time in the Abbey. Gently he pulled the  white  encrustations  of   dried  semen  in  curdled  strips  from  the  crease  of her bottom and the tops of  her thighs, following it round to her front, turning her  over  again,  scooping  what  remained  of   the  trapped,  sealed  liquid  from the well of  her belly and picking the flecks and blotches from her breasts, neck and face. She watched him moisten a cloth and carefully begin to wipe her face  and  breasts  and  the  sexual  places  between  her  thighs  and  very  gently indeed between her buttocks. The moisture in the cloth recharged the scent of  semen over every part of  her body. Her nostrils dilated to drink it in. She watched  his  penis  burgeon  and  soften  as  the  intimacy  of   contact  deepened and  waned,  and  every  so  often  her  nervous  fingertips  lightly  squeezed  its plum.  With  every  compression  of   the  tip  the  deep  sexual  ache  grew  more sweetly  acute  inside  Josef.  Then  she  turned  once  more  on  to  her  belly  to indicate that she wanted his penis in her. 

"But you are tender; it will hurt," he whispered. In answer Leah only spread her cheeks, revealing her anus, inflamed and swollen tight. Josef  continued to plead: "I fear my flesh is too engorged to go inside." But she reached round and  guided  its  head  against  the  swollen,  fiery  place.  Then  she  thrust  back, trying to impale herself  upon it, moaning. The mouth of  her bottom swelled shinily.  A  little  of   the  hot  male  fluid  trapped  inside  her  soaked  the  cap  of  

Josef's penis. Leah gasped then suddenly her bottom opened and gripped the head in its burning fleshy ring. Josef  groaned, lunged deeply through the tight resistance, and the scalding, sticky fluid still inside her surged round his shaft. 

His stem continued to slide until she had taken it to the balls. Leah hunched, reached under and held his sac lovingly while he tried to go deeper still. She murmured about his "heart", saying how full it was and how she loved to hold and squeeze it. 

She tucked her knees up to her breasts in order to expose his balls for more intimate fingering. She squeezed the tender tubes inside them, causing strange pleasure aches while the hot tight ring of  her anus gripped like a tourniquet round  his  shaft.  He  explored  her  chained  sex  with  his  fingers:  under  the prolonged  explorations  the  film  of   sealant  became  detached.  Gently  Josef pulled it away from where it still adhered to the inner surface. Leah moaned as  the  last  point  of   contact  came  free.  She  shuddered  when  his  fingertip pressed skin to skin against the newly sensitised mouth of  her pee-hole. A very warm, clear fluid, her fluid, like thin oil, ran from inside her sex and over his balls. He caught some in his cupped palm, whispering: "I want to taste your virgin dew." Leah twisted round and watched him put it to his lips. He found it to be delicious - sweet, and fleshly aromatic. Josef  licked his fingers. 

Leah  drew  her  body  slowly  off   him.  She  stared  longingly  at  his  throbbing penis, still hot from inside her. There was a sticky white alien strand spiralling down its length. She formed her lips into a fine tube and sucked up the slippy strand just as if  it were manna, then she took the head of  the penis fully into her mouth and began to swallow it slowly and purposefully. 

When  Josef   was  on  the  road  with  Leah  she  had  once  gone  five  full  days without  food.  She  had  lived  offspring  water  and  his  love-fluid.  For  her  the fasting  was  a  lantern  of   her  devotion.  Josef   had  baulked  at  first,  not understanding  why  she  needed  to  prove  herself   in  this  way.  "Then  I  shall starve completely," she had told him bravely. A strange thing had happened: he found himself  behaving more tenderly towards her and their lovemaking grew more fervent. Because his yield was her very food of  life it seemed to come ever more copiously. She would fall asleep with the head of  his spent penis  under  her  tongue  and  eventually  it  would  swell  and  wake  her,  so  she could bring him on and he could flood her mouth again. After five days she was thinner than a feather, but in getting her way she had drawn her master closer. She surely knew that tonight she had done the same. 

Now she settled down on her side, her fingers expertly massaging under his balls, her lovely lips securely sealed around his penis, feeding from it in a noisy nurseling rhythm of  lips and tongue and depth of  sucking which made him leak continuously, while Leah grunted in appreciation as his milky exudations steadily welled. 

A full expulsion never came, just this long, languid, pleasurable leaking, with 

Leah's  lovely  face  between  his  aching  thighs,  feeding  from  his  penis  and Leah's  sweet,  warm,  wet,  chained  sex  every  so  often  yielding  itself   in  little climaxes to the toyings of  his fingers. 

Then, when Josef  was least expecting it, when Leah had finally fallen asleep with his penis still in her mouth, and the night was near to dawn, the Talisur suddenly smote him with an overpoweringly vivid vision of  his long-lost love, Sianon. 

She  was  in  a  grand  bed  of   a  room  whose  magnificent  silk  curtains  were threaded  with  gold.  A  guard  was  lifting  her  into  a  sitting  position  and tethering  her  wrists  with  jewelled  braids  to  the  carved  headboard.  As  the protection  of   the  crisp  sheets  slid  away,  Sianon's  lips  were  pleading,  her breasts looked full to overflowing. 

In  a  few  brief,  taunting  flashes  the  Talisur  revealed  her  with  her  captors, showed Josef  the depraved things that they were doing to her breasts, but left him quite powerless to prevent their cruelty. 

4


A Princess Slighted

No, raise them higher . . ." Malory instructed, adjusting bis robe. While the compliant  valet  resecured  Sianon's  wrists  so  as  to  elevate  her  shoulders,  the better  to  expose  her  enlarged  breasts,  she  watched  her  master's  unwavering expression  -  his  rugged  furrowed  brow,  neck  muscles  taut,  head  shaved smooth as a wrestler's. Since putting her on display in this beautiful bedroom his  keen  gaze  had  never  left  her.  He  picked  up  one  of   the  gilded  chairs, twisted it around backwards, planted it down at the end of  the bed and sat astride it facing her, with his arms folded across the ornate backrest and his square jaw jutting out. When she looked to the side she could still see him, for the room was reflected in its entirety in the huge, scrolled, frost-worked mirror covering one wall. 

With  the  tethering-points  now  so  high  and  wide  apart,  Sianon's  chest  felt tight.  "No.  Breathe  deeply,"  her  master  ordered.  Her  bloated  milk-laden breasts  rose  and  sank  and  the  embroidered  silk  sheet  slid  further  down  her belly. Malory instructed the valet to draw it down to her ankles. Her nipples tensed because her breasts and belly were so exposed. 

"Now slide your legs apart slowly," said Malory. "Further . . . as far as they will go. Take no heed of  my valet. No - don't slow your breathing, keep it steady and  deep,  as  I  have  taught  you."  He  made  her  spread  until  her  feet  were pointing to the corners of  the bed and her sex had opened. This was the kind of  position he had used for her on their journey, when she would be tied to a 

table or bed or tied kneeling in a stable, and strangers would be brought and Sianon would be made to suck and suckle. Then after the strangers were sent away  her  master  would  make  slow  love  to  her,  until  her  pleasure  tumbled from  her  nipples  and  from  the  place  between  her  legs.  Yet  since  he  had brought  her  to  this  courtly  place,  his  desire  for  Sianon  seemed  cloaked  in secrecy and feigned indifference. Someone was trying to wrest him away. In her heart, Sianon knew the continued pretence could not endure, but still she was afraid of  what would happen at this meeting. 

She  could  feel  her  master's  gaze  sweeping  up  her  nakedness  -  her  smooth, shaved thighs, her open cleft, her bulbous breasts jutting just for him, her lips kept open for his tongue or for his penis - until at last his gaze met hers and Sianon  shivered  and  averted  her  eyes.  Then  in  the  full  mirror  she  saw  her reflection in half  profile - a slave whose spurned breasts were now brimming because  her  own  master  had  refused  their  suckle,  their  velvet  surrounds swollen, dark brown; her lips full and needing to be kissed; her eyes wide pools of  wanting. The surge of  emotion almost overwhelmed her. She squeezed her eyes tightly shut; she could not wipe them for her wrists were fastened. When she  reopened  them  she  saw  him  through  a  veil  of   silent  tears.  He  was standing  beside  the  bed.  Her  lips  trembled,  trying  to  form  the  question. 

"M . . . My lord, why does she want to see me?" Sianon pleaded, fighting back the sobs. "Will she have me sent away?" 

"She has asked to meet you. I could not keep your presence here a secret from her, nor would I wish to." 

Then why would he not kiss her? And why would a princess want to meet a slave, unless she deemed her a rival for her suitor's love? No good could come of  such a meeting. 

"I want her to see you at your best, like this, breast-perfect," Malory sighed. 

"Look . . ." He showed her. "New gold adornments, made specially - a little thicker." They were for the piercings through her nipples, and she feared the greater width, for the punctures, left unringed for many days and nights, had narrowed. 

Sianon shivered when his hand slipped expertly under her breast, the nearer one to him, gently weighing it as if  about to milk her. His fingers tested the nipple,  lifting  it.  rubbing  it  lightly,  quickly  finding  the  sensitive  puncture. 

"Look at me." Sianon's head sank back. Her breathing quickened. He wetted the  gold  insert,  located  it  against  the  puncture,  pushed.  It  would  not  go  in. 

She  held  her  breath  against  the  pain.  He  pushed  again  and  her  head  sank forward.  She  glimpsed  his  naked  erection  poking  through  the  gap  of   his gown. The dull stabbing pain grew ever stronger at the base of  her nipple, which fattened under the pressure. His ear was by her chin. Her lips reached for  the  lobe,  clasping  it.  The  pain  came  again,  turned  to  burning.  She moaned into his ear. She heard him sigh, "There . . ." Her teeth sank into his 

ear lobe as the gold passed through her flesh. When she looked, a little droplet of   expressed  dense  milk  dangled  from  her  impaled,  numbed  nipple.  He stroked it off  with his fingers and used it to wet the second insert. And this time, when he had found the hole and was steadily pressing, it seemed she felt the pleasure-pain of  stretching in her throat, which opened as she gasped out loud. Only then did his lips close softly over hers, sealing them off, kissing her at  long,  long  last,  drinking  all  the  nervous  exhalations  from  her  trembling body. And as the gold went through her nipple-flesh, she felt her milk erupting on to his fingers. 

Then he sat on the bed, his erection poking stiffly through the gap in his robe. 

Sianon could not move her wrists to caress it, could not reach to kiss it with her lips, could only look upon it helplessly in its throbbing. Even so, a warmth of  pleasure pervaded her body, for his flesh was throbbing for her and he had kissed her. 

Her  master  did  not  touch  her  breasts  further,  but  watched  them,  watched their  little  shudders  gradually  subside.  Her  milk  continued  to  seep  in  thick droplets, coming ever slower, until her over-stimulated glands had readjusted to  the  tautness  of   impalement.  When  she  looked  up,  a  beautiful  young woman in a white diaphanous gown was scowling at her from the foot of  the bed. 

She had blue eyes but olive skin and pale brown, sunstreaked hair arranged in a  single  long,  straight  plait.  She  raised  a  threatening  finger  to  keep  Sianon silent, but Sianon's startled eyes had already announced her presence. Malory got up hurriedly, fastening his robe. "Lifreya! I had not heard you -" 

"And now that you see me?" she hissed in a supercilious whisper. 

He  kissed  Lifreya's  slender,  unappreciative  hand  but  she  was  looking disapprovingly at the disturbance in his robe. Then abruptly she brushed his attentions aside and came over to Sianon. As she looked Sianon summarily up and down, Lifreya's fierce young blue eyes narrowed, her nostrils flared. 

"What are you to him?" she demanded. Her voice was immature and shaking, her face drawn. But when Malory tried to approach she blocked him with her small outspread hand, crying: "No! No more of  your smooth-tongued words, my  lord!  I  shall  hear  it  from  the  slut  herself."  Then  she  turned  on  Sianon again. 

"I . . . I am my master's slave," Sianon whispered. 

"And concubine?" 

Sianon's  eyes  looked  huntedly  from  her  master  to  her  young  interrogator. 

Before Sianon's lips could sufficiently open in assent the hand descended in a 

stinging  slap  across  her  face.  Though  Sianon  was  defenceless,  her  wrists fastened, still this young woman who did not even know her had chosen to slap her. 

"Say it!" 

"And concub . . ." 

The  slap  came  again,  swifter,  harder,  without  mercy.  The  tears  were streaming  down  Sianon's  face.  Lifreya  grasped  her  by  the  hair  and  began screaming at her until Malory intervened, escorting Lifreya to the far corner of  the room. 

The  valet  came  to  Sianon,  gently  wiped  her  tears  with  a  velvet  cloth,  then whispered: "She must have her way: it's in her blood. And yet she is drawn to my lord because he does not pander to her sycophantic cravings." He looked wistfully at Lifreya. "Our princess has strange traits." He moved quickly aside when the young woman marched back to the bedside. 

Although  not  calm,  she  was  now  more  in  control  of   her  demeanour.  Her scrutiny  of   Sianon's  body  was  more  measured  and  it  kept  returning  to  her breasts. 

"Is  she  then  with  child?"  she  snapped.  "Could  my  lord  not  exercise  the simplest of  precautions?" 

Malory folded his arms and parried her stare. "Lifreya, she is not with child. 

Her condition - her special beauty - is not of  my doing, though I almost wish it were. When I found her she was already kept as breast-slave in the Citadel." 

"And now she is breast-slave to you?" 

"When the time came for my departure, I found I could not leave her there. I could  not  bring  myself   to  do  it."  Sianon  stared  up  at  her  master,  her  eyes misting over with emotion. 

"And my lord does not even need to slap her precious face to tap the tears." 

Lifreya lifted Sianon's chin and Sianon winced under the fierce blue gaze, so harsh in one so young. But Lifreya was again intent on Sianon's breasts. "Your paps are almost black." She sat on the bed and the disturbance made Sianon's breasts  sway.  "Why  did  your  owners  have  them  pierced?"  Lifreya's  fingers were reaching for them until Malory calmly announced:

"I pierced them, the same night I found her." 

The  fingers  stopped  mid-track;  instead  they  moved  upwards  to  where Sianon's wrist was fastened. Then agitatedly, almost obsessively, they explored 

the tethers, finally closing nervously skin to skin round Sianon's wrist and not letting  go.  Lifreya's  hand  felt  cold;  Sianon  shivered;  her  breasts  trembled. 

Lifreya abruptly leant forward and breathed in her ear: "Does he take you like this, penetratively and deep, while you are tied? Tell me quickly, whisper!" 

"Sometimes - yes," Sianon confessed. Lifreya's breathing quickened, her eyes dilated to blackness. Suddenly she jumped up and tugged free the fastening of her gown at the neck, then stood facing the full mirror, looking at herself  with her gown sliding off  one shoulder and snagging on her nipples. She just stood there  breathing  ever  more  deeply  while  the  valet  bit  his  lip  and  worriedly watched her reflection, until Malory came to her and slid his arms around her from behind. Her gown fell completely down at the front and his hands slid sensuously up and down her virginal breasts - Sianon felt that this girl, for all her fire, must surely be a virgin - trapping their protruding nipples repeatedly in  the  gaps  between  his  fingers,  then  pinching  them  tightly  while  her  head sank  back  desirously  against  his  chest.  When  she  turned  to  face  him  bare-breasted,  his  sex  was  already  standing.  Lifreya  grasped  it  in  her  hand, wrapping her slender fingers round it, clutching it while she whispered things to Malory, like a spoilt little mistress cajoling her guardian into giving in to her caprices.  As  she  stared  defiantly  at  Sianon  her  fingers  did  not  behave  like those of  a virgin nor a princess, and within a very short while of  their toyings Malory, for all his pretences to the contrary, no longer seemed master of  the occasion and Sianon was betrayed. 

Lifreya began by steering him by his rigid penis to a gilded chair and making him sit. Without releasing her grip she opened the leaves of  his robe until it had fallen from his shoulders. She knelt, reached up with her lips and took his nipple in her mouth, but kept the pressure of  her fingers still around his penis. 

Malory,  under  the  spell  of   these  clutches  -  her  young  soft  lips  around  his nipple, her finger and thumb nimbly squeezing his glans - looked longingly at Sianon's  breasts  then  finally  collapsed  forward.  His  lips  began  sensuously caressing Lifreya's tight, shiny silken plait where it was rooted at the back of her  head,  while  Lifreya's  lips  now  spread  hungrily  open  just  above  the trembling cap of  his penis, provoking it by bathing it in the warm promise of her breath. His head suddenly sank back and a thick glistening droplet that her  thumb-work  had  expressed  from  him  balanced  at  the  tip  of   his  purple glans. 

Lifreya did not remove it with either her fingers or her tongue. She crouched lower,  keeping  hold  of   his  shaft  with  one  hand  and,  spreading  her  knees, began  to  masturbate  herself,  sighing  and  catching  her  breath.  Her  fingers reappeared coated in her wetness. She wiped them on his neck then slipped them  back  between  her  thighs,  stimulating  herself   to  make  more  lubricant which she applied this time to his breasts. Her hand was still milking his stiffly projecting  penis,  and  the  thick  glistening  droplet  now  began  to  slide  slowly down the underside of  it until it reached her squeezing thumb. The contact made her shiver. Her fingers continued to work herself  until she was almost 

whimpering. Her lips were now pressed against his inner thigh. His fluid was welling  very  slowly  down  his  stem.  Her  saturated  fingers  reappeared  from between  her  legs  to  re-anoint  him.  His  upper  body  was  covered  in  silvery trails. Suddenly he groaned. Without letting go of  his penis Lifreya jumped up  and,  facing  away  from  him,  straddled  him  between  his  open  legs.  She lifted  up  his  sex  and  balls  and  closed  her  slender  thighs  tightly  under  them until  it  looked  as  if   his  sex  belonged  to  her.  Then  she  gazed  in  triumph  at Sianon. Between the girlish thighs fringed with sparse, sunstreaked satin curls a rampant, sunbrowned member was protruding and Lifreya was now slowly masturbating  it  double-handed.  Suddenly  Malory  gasped  out  loud,  and  she immediately took both hands away and smiled at Sianon as his belly writhed like  an  animal  she  was  riding.  She  clasped  her  thighs  together  very  tightly, wincing with the effort, her gaze now fixed intently upon the agitated gulpings of  the strangulated penis poking high above her satin curls. 

"Yes!" she cried in triumph, clenching her fists in the air, for only a little of  his love-fluid was expelled. There was no white, no dense ejaculate; it was fully clear and Lifreya's curls glistened with it as her slim thighs trembled under the continued effort of  the vice-like squeezing. When she seemed confident that full ejaculation had been securely averted she climbed off  him, leaving him still rigidly erect, kissing him on the lips as gently and coyly as a virgin lover, and trailing her fingertips through the beads of  sweat on his shoulders, then tasting his sweat from the tips of  her fingers. 

Malory could have called a halt to Lifreya's games, but Sianon could see that he was in truth a very willing participant. Then Lifreya suddenly announced: 

"My lord, I wish to service your breast-slave myself." 

Sianon's heart jumped to her throat. Queasy feelings tumbled in her belly as she watched the valet bring the instrument for the princess. It was a lifelike replica  of   the  male  parts,  complete  with  bag  and  stem,  and  it  had  a  broad leather harness by which the wearer could attach it. 

"Put it on me, my lord," Lifreya commanded coyly, moving in front of  the full mirror.  Malory  showed  no  hesitation,  his  dexterity  proving  he  was  quite familiar with the operation. As he stood behind her, his strong hands round her  slender  waist,  the  tip  of   his  erection  was  nosing  into  the  groove  of   her spine and her fingers were around the thick, stiff  dildo, toying with it in the suggestive way that she had toyed with his living stem. 

"Make the slave ready," she told the valet, who came to Sianon and wiped her face, neck and armpits with a moist, cool, perfumed cloth. When he began to wipe  her  breasts,  a  little  of   her  milk  spilled.  "Leave  it  on  her  skin,"  Lifreya ordered. She stood at the end of  the bed, both her hands clasped about the dildo standing proud between her legs. "Open her." 

The  deep  sinking  feeling  came  between  Sianon's  legs  as  the  valet  gently 

spread her moist sex lips back and she felt the young woman's censorious gaze probing inside her. "Keep her like that." Lifreya's gaze stayed fixed upon her even when Malory brought a broad syringe with which to fill the ball-sac of the dildo, and Lifreya bent forward to receive it. 

"She  will  want  to  ejaculate  inside  your  body  and  in  your  mouth,"  the  valet whispered  to  Sianon,  whose  sex  contracted  involuntarily  in  his  shepherding fingertips. "The fluid is a weak love-philtre to foster the feelings." 

Lifreya  had  spread  her  legs.  The  leather  strap  bit  deeply  between  her trembling, small buttock cheeks. The swelling balls of  the dildo dangled over the footboard of  the bed: Malory was slowly filling them. Sianon could see from the way Malory worked with Lifreya that they must have done this sort of  thing before. The balls continued to inflate; Lifreya had to move her legs still wider for them. She raised herself  on one arm and cradled the glans of the  instrument  as  if   it  were  her  own.  Then  she  stood  on  tiptoes,  gasping gently as if  she truly felt the pressure of  the fluid swelling inside her own body. 

She murmured suggestively as a little of  the fluid spilled from the mouth of her glans and made a small pool of  whiteness on the silk. When she was quite filled  she  seemed  to  want  to  spend  time  with  Malory  deep-kissing,  tongue-kissing him, holding his balls and holding her own and becoming ever more excited. 

"Tie her ankles up," she suddenly called out to the valet. 

While  Sianon's  bottom  was  lifted  from  the  bed,  and  her  breasts  thrust  out between  her  knees,  and  her  sex  gaped  wider  yet,  Malory  leant  against  the dresser watching. 

Lifreya came to Sianon and stood on the bed. Sianon saw that the harness the princess wore was embossed with gold and studded with tiny gems. The scent of  Lifreya's body mingled with the scent of  leather. Lifreya crouched forward and made Sianon suck the tip of  her dildo, which was firm but covered in a soft flesh-like coating with a narrow hole that delivered up a little of  the fluid, which tasted sweet and musky. 

"See,  my  lord,"  said  Lifreya,  crouching,  touching  Sianon  between  the  legs, fingering her open sex, briefly rubbing her knuckles across her clitoris. 

Malory took up a closer position, watching his princess rampant once more over  his  breast-slave's  mouth,  whose  obedient  lips  were  again  sucking  the glans from which the slender fingers of  his princess squeezed slow issue. 

Sianon's teeth closed round the artificial glans and nipped; a musky emission of   love-philtre  burst  into  her  mouth.  The  feeling  against  her  tongue  was pleasurable.  Lifreya's  fingers  were  toying  with  Sianon's  ear  lobe.  From  the corner  of   her  eye  Sianon  could  see  her  master's  throbbing  penis,  still 

unsucked and slowly leaking. Her wrists were fastened; she could not reach for him  to  relieve  him  with  her  fingers.  The  weighty  balls  of   the  dildo  were against her chin. The warmth of  arousal was seeping into her blood through her  tongue.  Her  breasts  hurt  pleasurably.  Lifreya's  lips  reached  across  and kissed  the  sole  of   Sianon's  upraised  foot,  then  parted  her  toes  and  sucked them  individually.  Malory,  no  longer  able  to  resist  the  spectacle  of   the  two women so sexually conjoined, approached the bed, reached through the gap under  Lifreya's  white  thighs  and  began  to  play  with  Sianon's  breasts,  lifting them, rolling their speared fat nipples gently on his thumbs, then pulling them by their golden handles. Sianon began to moan, his touch making her milk spray  in  fine  white  jets  first  upon  his  wrists  then,  with  more  protracted milkings,  outwards  upon  the  insides  of   Lifreya's  thighs,  which  began  to tremble  as  the  spray  continued  and  as  Sianon's  lips  continued  sucking  the libation from the artificial glans. 

Gently  Malory  lifted  his  excited  princess  off   his  breast-slave  and  laid  her across the bed. He let her suck the slave-milk from his wrists then he put his lips to the insides of  her thighs and tongued the milk from there. Lifreya lifted up the balls of  the dildo that his tongue might advance higher, nearer to her sexual crease. The small nipples on her breasts were standing hard. The fluid was oozing from the mouth of  the dildo on to her naked belly. Malory rubbed it into her skin. Then he loosened her harness, lifted the bag aside and kissed her exposed, hot, open sex, swiftly, deeply, opening it wider with his tongue. 

Lifreya  shuddered,  gasped,  turned  rigid  and  came,  clutching  his  head  with one hand and the shaft of  the spilling dildo with the other. 

For a few minutes his princess lay immobile, breathing deeply, while Malory sat with her, rubbing her virgin sex very slowly and gently. He had taken back control of  her. Every so often she would murmur in anticipation as he eased the leather strap from deep within the cleft of  her buttocks in order to explore her unschooled anus a little deeper with his thumb. Then he refastened the harness tightly, lifted her to her knees and turned her to face his breast-slave. 

He  stretched  out  across  the  bed  and  watched  from  behind  as  Sianon  was being  opened  by  the  full  girth  of   the  dildo.  He  listened  to  the  deep,  slow moans  amid  Lifreya's  agitated  demands  that  the  breast-slave  should  keep open; he watched the breast-slave's toes curl up. He reached across and gently lifted back the heavy balls and watched the encircling labia thinned and shiny from  their  efforts  to  encompass  and  to  swallow  so  fat  a  dildo,  watched  the velvet purple crater being pushed back from the stretching, watched the thigh muscles spasm. When the thrusts began in earnest, hard deep thrusts which Lifreya  could  not  control,  the  bag  was  snatched  from  his  fingers.  Sianon's breasts, slippery with her pearly exudations, were squeezed out to each side, each  breast  trapped  between  her  trussed-up  thigh  and  Lifreya's  thrusting body.  Malory's  lips  tried  to  capture  the  right  nipple  as  it  rolled,  its  piercing glistening wet. His teeth briefly tugged the gold insert, causing a fine, warm mist of  aromatic droplets to spray across his cheek before he could take the nipple properly in his mouth. Lifreya's belly arched against Sianon, then she 

snapped  her  thighs  together,  trapping  the  balls  and  squeezing  them  -  once, twice, three times in quick succession - and Sianon cried out in pleasure-pain as the pressure of  the ejaculate filled her. Her captive nipple sprayed warm milk under Malory's tongue. 

The  princess  unharnessed  the  dildo,  leaving  it  embedded  "as  befits  a  slave', she  said  and  she  clambered  on  to  Malory,  slotting  his  penis  alongside  the slippy groove of  her sex, but not into her body, applying downward pressure with  the  point  of   her  finger  on  to  the  sensitive  underside  of   the  glans.  She continued  twisting  her  finger  back  and  forth,  gradually  increasing  this piercing  pressure  until  he  gasped  in  sexual  anguish  and  the  penile  mouth opened and thick white gluten bubbled freely from his glans, making a dense pool on his belly which Lifreya gently licked and sipped and swallowed until he  was  clean.  While  she  was  drinking  his  semen  and  kissing  the  sensitive mouth from which it had been extruded, putting the fine tip of  her tongue inside  to  chase  out  the  last  jellied  strands,  Malory  was  gently  teasing  the mouth  of   her  bottom,  which  was  becoming  ever  more  receptive  to  his caresses. 

"My lord, leave her with me - please?" she begged him softly, the promise of future  favours  languishing  in  her  gaze.  And  Malory,  his  judgement confounded by his princess's slakeless sexuality, finally acceded. 

A few minutes later he was gazing back into the bedroom through the two-way mirror. An older woman stood behind him in the shadows. She spoke in a subdued but confident tone:

"You did not know about this viewing room?" 

"I did not think my own aunt would resort to such subterfuge as to spy upon her nephew." 

"Aunt . . . Nephew . . . You know how those terms gall me, Malory. And you do it to put distance between us. Surely you know you are my favourite?" 

He  stood  in  silence.  Then  he  whispered  contritely:  "I  owe  you  much."  She waited until he had turned to her, then she searched his face in the half  light. 

"Then say my name." Her eyes glittered. 

Gently  he  took  her  thin  hand.  "Devrida  .  .  .  I  owe  you  all  I  have,"  he admitted.  And  he  kissed  her  fully  on  the  lips,  a  prolonged  and  sensual  kiss. 

When he stood back she was breathing quickly, nervously excited. 

"Then why do you cause me such pain?" she pleaded. 

"How so, when I am never here?" 

She marched to the mirror and stared into the bedroom. "Are there not slaves enough  to  please  you  on  your  missions?  Why  do  you  have  to  bring  them home?" 

"Sianon is special," he said gently. 

"She  is  anathema  to  our  plans.  What  about  the  princess?  Do  you  want  to remain a Deputy Consul all your life?" 

"Lifreya has her own diversions. Now that she has met Sianon I think she will understand." 

"Understand  that  she  must  play  second  fiddle  to  a  slave?"  Devrida  hissed. 

"You must be mad!" 

"What would you have me do?" 

"It is done." 

"Meaning what . . .?" 

"I have arranged for her transfer to a more appropriate place. Look . . ." 

A young woman dressed like a soldier had entered the bedroom. She removed her trousers and unbuttoned her tunic but left it on. Then she took over from the princess and showed her what to do. Malory was drawn to the mirror. 

"Who is she?" 

Devrida shrugged. 

In between the ensuing bouts of  tribadism the young woman took a crop to the insides of  Sianon's thighs. 

"See how your princess's eyes glisten." It was true - Lifreya seemed enthralled, pressing her lips to the places that had just been whipped, alternating these lip caresses with small suckings of  Sianon's lactating breasts. 

"But who is the girl?" Malory asked again. 

"I do not know her name, only that she was recommended." 

Malory watched this new creature kiss Sianon's milk from Lifreya's lips. He watched her whip Sianon again between the legs. Then he watched her take up the dildo, slowly replenish it with fluid from the broad syringe while the princess  shivered  expectantly  on  the  bed.  Then  this  new  girl  strapped  the 

instrument  on  herself.  What  happened  next  stirred  Malory  to  the  core;  he could not take his eyes from the scene. The princess turned on her side and lifted her leg for the new girl. The young, velvet, fleshy ring opened round the fat head of  the dildo, which looked far too large for that untried place. 

"She would not allow you to do that to her," Devrida taunted softly. "Perhaps you ought to have persevered." Devrida drew closer to the mirror and gazed fondly as the full girth of  the instrument was taken and the thrusting started. 

"See how the princess gasps for it, how her flesh cries out for more." At the crisis the new girl pulled out and calmly sprayed the fluid on to Lifreya's face and hair, as Lifreya's lips reached up to try to trap the glans and to drink from it. "See - it seems she craves a little degradation. And look what the reaming has done between those little cheeks: her love ring will not close." 

Lifreya, her belly twitching, lay exhausted on the bed. But the new girl was doing something to Sianon. 

"She is being ringed for her journey," said Devrida. 

"Her journey where?" 

"The mines. Don't look so concerned. By tomorrow your little problem will be  solved.  With  the  slave  out  of   the  way  the  princess  will  be  more  than amenable  to  your  advances.  And  you  know  now  to  be  a  little  harsher  with her; she seems to appreciate it. Use the crop on her wanton velvet ring. Who knows, you may even choose to pay your little chattel a secret visit when she is ensconced in her new abode, though perhaps you may not care to when the miners are done with her." 

He strode forward. "I always knew you had a cruel streak, but I did not think Lifreya's jealousy would extend to this." 

"Fool.  The  princess  knows  nothing  of   what  will  happen.  To  her  it  is  all  a night-game. She spits fire but she is guileless." 

"I cannot let it happen to Sianon. You do not understand how . . ." 

"Listen! Listen to me, Malory. Have I ever put you wrong? You have a simple choice  -  either  turn  your  cheek  and  don  the  garb  of   consort,  with  all  the ensuing privilege, or burst-in in your guise of  gallant paramour of  a slave, and make your cock the limp apology for your undoing." 

Malory  stared  through  the  mirror  at  the  princess  lying  between  Sianon's thighs, inquisitively toying with the thick gold ring punched through the right labium, and he stared at the girl in the tunic, casually refilling the dildo she had just unharnessed. 

Josef  woke from the silent vision induced by the Talisur. For a few seconds he was disorientated. It was daylight. Leah was staring at him anxiously from the foot of  the bed. "I was frightened," she said. "You were crying out. What was it?" 

"I saw Sianon." 

Leah's eyes grew wide. "Where is she?" 

"That I could not tell. I would say not near here, for she was in a palace." 

"A palace?" 

"That's what it looked like. Roanen was with her." 

"How could that be, when Roanen was here?" 

Josef   sat  up  and  stared  at  the  Talisur,  trying  to  work  out  what  the  vision meant. He cursed the fact that the visions were always silent. Yet he did not doubt that what he had seen was real. But when had it happened? Or was it a forewarning? There was no time to waste. He dressed hurriedly. Leah looked at him questioningly. 

"We have to leave now," he told her gently. 

"Where are we going?" she asked meekly. 

"To find Sianon." 

"How?" 

"I need to know where she's gone. Did she say anything to you?" 

"She might have." He turned to the horse and began adjusting its bridle. 

Josef  quietly pressed a silver coin into the man's hand, then another, then a third. The man's mouth fell open. "My lord is generous." 

"I'm told you're reliable." 

"N-none more so, my lord," he stammered. 

"Well then?" 

"She is headed for the Dowager's castle." And when Josef  continued to stare at him he said: "My lord does not know of  the Dowager?" The ostler gave a low  whistle  and  shook  his  head.  "Then  I  would  say  to  you,  stay  clear."  He 

glanced at Leah. 

"Just tell me where to find her." 

"A day's ride to the south-east, in the hills above the Salt Road . . ." Again he shook his head. "She has three step-daughters - very beautiful, so they say." 

He stared again at Leah before he added in a confidential whisper: "But they say my lady has strange powers." 

"Powers?" Josef  asked warily. 

"Not  normal,  so  they  say.  And  strange  eyes  -  not  that  I've  ever  been  that close." 

Josef  began in the stable-yard behind the house of  pleasure. Leah was already on horseback, shivering. The ostler took his eyes off  her, looked Josef  up and down  again,  then  pursed  his  lips  and  slowly  nodded  his  head.  "Roanen? 

There's always some gent asking after her. Is it slaves you're wanting?" 
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Three Daughters

On the Salt Road, with little protection from the beating sun, Leah's pale skin suffered badly. Josef  clothed her in a broad-brimmed hat and a long-sleeved shirt but he was frequently obliged to make breaks in the journey for rest and watering.  He  continued  to  stop  and  ask  for  directions  and  try  to  glean information about both Roanen and the mysterious Dowager in her castle. 

Then  he  found  an  innkeeper  who  knew  Roanen.  "Seen  her,  sir?  Not  lately. 

But  she's  always  on  the  move,  getting  slaves  from  here  and  there.  If   you're selling I'll buy. New blood's always good for shifting ale. Or maybe rent her out a day or two like Roanen does with hers? I'll foot your keep." 

There were conflicting tales of  the Dowager. Even the most casual bystander was  eager  to  offer  his  opinion,  but  it  seemed  no  one  had  actually  met  her. 

Some avowed that she was evil, others that she was compassionate. All agreed that  she  was  old.  Some  said  she  had  a  predilection  for  young  male  slaves, others  that  she  debauched  her  own  daughters  with  the  local  gentry.  And though her castle was a landmark known to all, none of  the rumour-mongers had ever ventured within its walls. 

Towards evening, the two travellers had their first sighting of  it. The dry road had reached the top of  a low ridge and the landscape opened out below them to  the  south.  A  perfectly  circular  blue-green  lake  was  fringed  by  open pinewoods  on  the  far  side.  On  the  nearer  side  a  narrow  causeway  was 

connected  to  a  large  oval-green  island,  about  a  quarter  way  into  the  lake. 

Moulded to the island was the castle. 

"It's beautiful," said Leah, shading her eyes with the brim of  the hat. 

The castle was lit from the side by the low sun, its towers were crowned by crooked  cusps  and  tilted  spires  of   terracotta  and  mellow  stone.  There  were terraces decked with flower-laden trees. All outlines were softened by age. Its ancient  walls  were  weathered,  verdant,  clad  with  climbing  fronds  as  if   the island had steadily reclaimed it until the two were almost one. 

As they descended the slope and approached the causeway Josef  was struck by the stillness and silent majesty of  the place. There was no bustle of  activity, such as might be expected in the vicinity of  an edifice of  this size; neither was there  any  bar  to  entry  at  the  gatehouse  that  protected  the  causeway.  There were sentries clad in neat forest-green uniforms but they were unarmed. As Josef   neared  them  he  saw  that  they  were  female,  young  and  handsome  at that. Their hair hung down from under their caps in neat, shiny plaits. The sentries saluted as he rode past them and on to the causeway. 

Invading the cobbled roadway from each side was a deep carpet of  herbs and moss, which deadened the horse's footfalls and released a sweet bouquet of balmy fragrances. Sturdy fish basked lazily in the shallow blue water beside a half-sunken rowing boat. 

Leah  jumped  down  from  the  horse  and  peered  over  the  edge.  "Can  we swim?" she shouted. "Look - there are some steps down." 

"Perhaps later," Josef  told her, gently lifting her back on to the horse. 

"This place is surely heaven?" she whispered. 

Josef  nodded but kept an arm around her as they rode on. 

"Look!" said Leah, pointing ahead. The gates of  the castle proper were ajar and slightly askew, and beyond the pair of  neat green guards - again female and with shiny plaits - Josef  glimpsed a sylph-like figure, a girl in a white slip, watching  their  approach.  She  was  there  for  a  second  then  she  disappeared. 

Josef  stirred the horse onwards. As they passed through the gates, again the guards saluted. 

The scene within resembled a walled garden more than a castle yard. There were  trees  laden  with  fruit  and  precisely  manicured  herb  and  vegetable patches.  The  walls  were  covered  with  flowering  vines.  A  small  army  of uniformed, aproned gardeners was in attendance, pruning, hoeing, cropping. 

Again they were all young, handsome slim females, their hair in plaits. 

At the stables Josef  dismounted and tethered his horse outside, leaving Leah in the saddle. There was no sign of  a stable-hand so he went inside. The floor was spotless, the scent was of  new-mown hay and fresh bran, the stalls were neat.  None  of   the  half   dozen  horses  in  there  seemed  to  have  been  ridden recently; though he would not in any case have recognised Roanen's mount. 

Coming out again, he stared up at the buildings, their windows glittering in the shallow sunlight, their walls thickly veined with intertwined creepers. The air  was  perfumed  with  the  sweet  sharpness  of   orange  blossom.  Leah,  eyes wide with enthralment, gazed all around her, then her eyes met Josef's. "She's behind you," she whispered. 

Josef   turned  sharply  and  saw  the  beautiful,  young  sylph-like  creature, barefoot, clad in a very thin, straight, cream dress. He caught a glimpse of  a smile  but  now  that  he  was  actually  facing  her  she  seemed  even  less  secure, retreating partly behind the trunk of  an orange tree and watching him shyly through the branches. A small crown of  white blossom was on her head. A plaited green thong was round her naked right ankle. The light was behind her and he could see her graceful form outlined through her dress. When he attempted to walk towards her she stepped back, glancing nervously over her shoulder  at  the  main  buildings,  then  she  blurted  out:  "Mother  is  expecting you," and ran diagonally away through the orchard. 

"She's  like  a  nervous  child,"  Josef   mused,  watching  her  delicate  footfalls  on the  grass  until  she  disappeared  through  an  archway.  At  the  forefront  of   his mind was her statement that he was expected. When he turned to Leah she was already frowning at him. 

Her  mood  did  not  improve  when  the  stable-girl  appeared,  fresh-faced  and freckled,  turning  her  back  on  Leah  while  apologising  profusely  to  Josef   for being tardy. "No matter," said Josef. She wore a sleeveless shirt and he found himself  watching the way her fingers stroked the horse's nose, and the way the horse responded as she spoke to it. Her hair smelt as sweet as hay. He could see under her arm as she was reaching up to stroke the horse's neck. She was not shaved or plucked there. Leah was scowling. 

"Your guards are girls; your gardeners too. Are there no men here?" he asked the stable-girl. 

"Only that my lady brings, sir," she answered. 

"Where shall I find your lady?" Josef  lifted Leah down. 

"Nyra will escort you," the girl said. 

"Nyra?" 

"She is chatelaine to my lady." The girl pointed. "Look - she is coming." 

A  tall,  elegant  young  woman  in  a  high-collared  dark  suit  and  heeled  boots walked  with  a  measured  stride  towards  them  down  the  path  around  the orchard.  She  stopped  a  short  distance  in  front  of   Josef.  Her  dainty  hands, which  had  at  first  been  pressed  politely  together,  suddenly  spread questioningly apart as she failed to recognise him. Josef  immediately realised that  he  was  not  in  fact  expected;  perhaps  from  a  distance  he  had  been mistaken for someone else. The chatelaine's eyebrows lifted in a mixture of dismay  and  consternation.  She  turned  to  blame  the  stable-girl.  The  green-clad guards began to converge. 

"I beg your pardon, mistress," Josef  interjected. "I am looking for the lady of the house." 

A look of  disdain filled the chatelaine's face. "Please see this gentleman out." 

Her voice had seemed too soft to issue so precipitate a command. 

Josef  found the feeling curious, that he was about to be ejected from the castle by  two  beautiful  young  creatures  whom  he  could  easily  have  lifted  up  and carried, one under each arm. 

"The girl can stay if  she wishes." 

Leah turned and clung to Josef. 

"No - wait . . ." the chatelaine whispered, raising a graceful arm to bar the guards.  She  was  staring  at  the  Talisur  ring  on  Josef's  hand  cradling  Leah's head. "Leave us," she told the bemused guards abruptly. "I said 'Leave us!' " 

The stable-girl slunk away. When all had gone the chatelaine bowed her head. 

"My lord, your secret is safe with me." 

"And who are you?" 

"I am Nyra - my duties are to receive the guests on behalf  of  my lady and ensure that they are well served throughout their stay. Please follow me. I shall show you to your quarters." And with hands clasped daintily together she set off  in the direction from which she had come. 

Through the archway at the opposite side of  the orchard was a large, silent courtyard in which a number of  empty carriages were parked. One looked grander than the others and might have been the owner's. There were also several cages on wheels. Josef's unease grew as he noticed shackles attached to the bars of  the cages; some of  the shackles had unusual shapes. He stopped to examine them, trying to decide whether they were for male or female slaves, but  he  could  not.  The  sight  of   the  intricately  shaped  shackles  made  Leah afraid. Nyra waited with hands clasped patiently together until he was ready to follow. He picked Leah up to calm her then, carrying her in his arms, he 

followed Nyra cautiously up the steps and through the open doorway. 

They were standing at the end of  a lofty marble-floored entrance hall with a grand  staircase  at  the  far  end.  There  was  a  pervasive  honeyed  scent emanating from a long row of  large beeswax candles down one side of  the central aisle. Josef, following Nyra, walked along it with the frightened Leah in his arms, clinging to him as if  she were a ritual offering. 

At the foot of  the staircase Josef  halted. When Nyra turned back to see why, he said: "Is a girl called Roanen here?" 

Nyra's  eyes  shifted  almost  imperceptibly.  "I  know  no  one  of   that  name." 

When he continued to stare at her she bit her lip. "My lord, I beg of  you not to try to make me betray my confidences." She gazed almost forlornly at him. 

"I wish to speak to your mistress." 

"Mr Stenner - Josef, you know that we shall do all in our power to assist the bearer of  this ring." 

He had been summoned to the drawing-room. Leah had been made to stay outside.  The  Dowager's  hand  was  soft  and  warm  around  his  as  she  peered down at the ring through half-rimmed glasses. Her needlework had been set aside. Her dark brown eyes suddenly looked up at him. 

"Roanen is a regular visitor. In that there is no secret. She brings slaves. But she is not here. We never know quite when to expect her." 

"Has she ever brought a slave called Sianon?" 

"We do not normally enquire about the names of  slaves." 

"Sianon's breasts give milk." 

The  Dowager  pursed  her  lips  then  shook  her  head.  "Now  that,  I  should certainly  remember."  Her  fingertips  closed  around  the  Talisur;  she  stared searchingly into his eyes as if  seeking truth and motive in his gaze. Josef  stared openly  back;  he  had  nothing  to  hide.  Suddenly  he  could  not  blink:  he  was entrapped and her soft brown gaze was perusing at leisure the pages of  his mind.  The  memories  spilled  -  of   Sianon,  of   the  Citadel,  of   the  Lady Belangaria. Josef  clenched his hand; the Dowager's fingers retreated; the spell was broken. 

Her eyes glittered yet she returned to her task as if  nothing had happened. 

The girl upon whom she had been working stood to attention. She was slim-backed and full-breasted. "Shoulders back, Jina . . ." the Dowager instructed her.  Her  breasts  protruded  white  with  dark  brown  nipples  above  the  short 

green corset into which she was being fitted. The female servant behind her drew  the  cords  tighter  and  tighter.  "Breathe  out,"  the  Dowager  gently commanded. Jina grew paler as the servant drew the cords ever tighter and Jina's  breasts  projected  ever  fuller  and  more  proud.  Then  the  Dowager, working  nimbly  and  efficiently,  securely  sewed-up  the  corset,  saying:  "This way is more sure, since cords may always be loosened." Jina swooned against the servant. "Keep it on her at all times," the Dowager said stroking the girl's pallid  cheek  and  arranging  her  plaits,  which  shone  as  if   oiled.  Then  she turned brazenly to Josef. "Come, feel her. She will not harm you." 

"She  looks  faint."  Josef   poured  water  into  a  delicate  little  cup  and  fed  it  to Jina, who thanked him with her eyes. 

"A man of  honour. See, he will not take advantage of  these sweet, defenceless bubbies." The Dowager lifted them up and sucked them deeply, leaving them shinily wet and very erect. "We may yet break his mould of  seemliness and reveal the deeper person." She tried to put his open hand against the smooth, firm, green-corseted wasp-waist but he resisted. Then his eyes met Jina's and he would have wished to kiss her, so captivating was she. The Dowager turned her round to display the lovely counterpoise of  breasts and naked buttocks, declaring: "You must stay with us, this night at least. And you shall meet my daughters." 

Josef  had not anticipated that his apartment would be such an oasis of  luxury and comfort. Supper was brought on gold trays. Leah, as his slave, was taken away  to  be  bathed  and  prepared.  Nyra,  the  chatelaine,  neglected  no  detail, warning  the  body-servants  not  to  damage  Leah's  chain.  Then  one  of   the inner doors of  the apartment opened and a beautiful dark-eyed girl carrying a towelling  robe  stood  waiting.  "Your  tub  is  ready,"  said  Nyra.  "Ressaran  will bathe you." She whispered to Josef: "Ressaran is my lady's eldest." 

Josef   felt  as  if   he  was  being  prepared  for  some  decadent  rite,  but  so pleasurable  was  the  groundwork  that  he  did  not  care  to  resist.  At  first Ressaran did not speak, he assumed because of  shyness. She nodded, smiled, gesturing expressively and gracefully with her hands. Once he was in the tub she disrobed to the waist, so as not to wet her clothing, then she concentrated on her task. Josef  looked at her; she behaved more as a servant than as the daughter of  the house. She was very beautiful and like all the girls here she was full-breasted. Yet she did not seem to understand what the vision of  these lovely breasts trembling so nakedly, and the exquisite soft touch of  her fingers soaping him so sensually, would do to him. Or if  she did understand then she was well accustomed to the male response. 

She  worked  silently  and  devotedly  with  eyes  downcast  and  lips  half-open, issuing gentle murmurs to herself. 

She was longer-limbed than Leah. Her hair was short and black. Her back 

was  narrow,  her  bare  shoulders  were  appealingly  adorned  with  little  moles. 

He  could  not  help  but  look.  She  glanced  up  at  him.  Her  eyes  were  dark, attractive,  not  shy  at  all,  and  not  shy  while  she  was  drying  him.  She  then made him recline upon a couch while she massaged fragrant oils into his skin. 

"Ressaran, do you treat all the guests thus?" he asked. 

"None of  the guests. Only my slaves." 

"Then why me? Am I to be your slave?" 

It made her smile as she shook her head. "Mama has instructed that I do it. 

But I enjoy it. Or I would not do it with my slaves." 

He studied her face. "Your features are not those of  your Mama." 

"We are not related by blood. Mama chose my natural mother and father; I never  knew  them.  She  supervised  my  conception  and  my  birth;  she  chose me," she said proudly. 

"She chose well. And your sisters?" 

"The  same.  But  we  each  had  different  parents  and  we  differ  in  our  ways. 

Tjarn is flamboyant, Lucie is strange." 

"Then I am glad of  you." 

Ressaran smiled again and stroked the oil gently into his thigh then said: "I see that your flesh was at one time ringed." She touched the piercing which was  through  the  frenum  an  inch  below  the  tip.  His  excitement  surged;  he could not restrain it. She did not react but continued to massage him gently. 

"I sometimes do my slaves that way," she said. "We have instruments that can be  fitted  through  there."  Impassively  she  watched  his  penis  stiffen  as  she dripped oil upon the piercing. Then she said: "Mama told me you were once a slave." 

"Yes . . . But how did she know?" 

"She  sees  things.  She  told  me  that  your  mistress  put  you  with  a  creature,  a girl." 

"The Succubus . . ." he whispered. 

"And the creature did something to you, and now you come profusely, so girls can drink it." She opened the mouth of  his penis. "These are my apartments. 

I have a slave-room. If  my lord permits, it will please me to show him." 

A little while later, Josef, robed in a richly embroidered loose gown, entered Ressaran's special room. It had a terrace overlooking the lake. "It's splendid," 

he  murmured.  Truly  it  was.  From  its  title  of   slave-room  he  had  expected something more akin to a dungeon, but this was a large room, richly carpeted in  sapphire  blue,  with  wall  coverings  in  red  and  gold,  and  furniture  of polished  mahogany  cushioned  in  blue  satin.  Only  gradually  would  an unsuspecting  visitor  have  become  aware  of   its  function.  There  were  many mirrors  and  many  adjuncts  of   ablution,  though  these  were  perhaps  to  be expected in any well-appointed boudoir. The manacles on the walls and set into the floor were scarcely noticeable for they were trimmed with matching velvet. There were couches, chairs and stools of  various heights which looked both  practical  and  innocent  until  one  noticed  their  attachments.  The  most singular of  the items of  furniture was a very large, padded, circular leather couch resembling a carousel. At one end of  the room was a stout but highly polished waist-high bar. Nearby, a shiny black leather harness was suspended from  the  ceiling.  A  large  gold  hook  was  rooted  in  the  centre  of   a  gilded plasterwork panel in the ceiling over the bed. And unobtrusively positioned by the dressing-table was a rack of  whips. 

Josef  walked over to a large, oval, three-quarter length, baroque oak mirror set solidly into the wall. Amongst the ornate swirling carvings that framed it was  an  object  quite  distinct  from  the  rest:  from  the  bottom  of   the  mirror projected a thick, erect, oak phallus, complete with ball sac. The sac was dark but  the  phallus  was  honey-coloured,  worn  smooth  from  usage.  Res-saran, now standing beside him, clasped it securely in her fingers. All vestige of  her early  shyness  was  now  gone  but  her  voice  remained  soft  and  gentle:  "The height  is  right  for  most  of   my  girl  slaves  but  a  little  low  for  the  males."  He could see her naked generous breasts reflected in the glass and her naked arm extending to grip the phallus. She took hold of  his erect penis and brought it up to the mirror until the wooden glans of  the phallus pressed between his balls.  "Look  .  .  ."  she  whispered.  A  small  pearly  droplet  of   his  fluid  stood balanced at the mouth of  his penis. 

"Some wine, my lord?" Ressaran pulled a sash which hung from the wall but she maintained her grip on his penis, squeezing the droplet of  his fluid on to the head of  the wooden phallus and smoothing it in like oil. A few seconds later the far door opened and Josef's heart missed a beat. The servant carrying the black lacquered tray of  wine was Jina, the girl sewn into the green wasp-waisted corset. All she wore was the corset and her plaits. As she walked past him,  her  eyes  averted,  he  saw  her  accentuated  breasts  and  buttocks  in sumptuous profile. She put the tray on the large table, curtsied and turned to depart. 

"Wait," said Ressaran. "Stand over by the bed." Jina obeyed. "Now get on it. 

Lie face down. Spread your legs." Jina's buttocks were now presented in all their naked glory. "Stay like that." 

Ressaran was assessing Josef's reaction to the girl. She poured a little golden liquor into two large, stemmed glasses and topped them up with water from a jug. She gave one to Josef  then conspiratorially linked arms with him as they drank. It tasted thin, though not unpleasant, like spiced weak wine. His gaze kept drifting back to the prostrate beauty on the bed. "Tjarn will see to her," 

said Ressaran. She refilled Josef's glass then opened the door to a short, wide corridor adjoining the boudoir and indicated that he should enter. Along one wall  were  pictures  of   corseted  girls  and  naked  girls  in  harness.  Once  inside Ressaran closed the door behind him, before very quietly opening the one at the  far  end.  She  put  her  finger  to  her  lips.  Silently  Josef   entered  a  second boudoir. 

Nyra, the chatelaine, was standing in front of  a tall bureau whose cupboard doors  were  open.  Leah  had  been  returned  from  her  bathing.  From  the position  in  which  she  had  been  placed  she  could  not  see  her  master.  He entered  quietly  with  Ressaran  close  behind.  Leah  lay  naked  across  the  bed. 

Her hair had been groomed and oiled, her skin was soft, warm pink. Her legs were open, her knees were drawn up and Leah, in this sexually receptive pose of  sex and bottom, was staring at the dainty-fingered Nyra with an expression verging  on  the  pleading.  Nyra  indicated  with  a  tiny  shake  of   her  head  that Josef  was not to intervene. But he moved a little closer. 

Leah  had  the  most  beautiful  nude  sex  that  could  ever  be  imagined.  The tension  between  her  splayed  thighs  was  keeping  it  open.  Its  lips  were  matt pink, matt from the thorough washing which must have removed all traces of skin oil. The inside was almost as deeply red as the rubies in the little jewelled chain stretched tightly between the two punctures in her pubic lips. Through long sessions of  foreplay Josef  used to squeeze these punctures and play with her ensuing erection. He would lift her on to his lap with legs astride him then his fingers would slap and gently pull the lips with Leah's sex open, and he would carefully caress her sensitive clitoris until the lips had lost their mattness and resilience, becoming malleable, thin and pasty, clinging like warm, thin, oiled, silk finger-gloves. But Leah on the bed was not yet at this stage. 

He felt Ressaran stroke his neck from behind. He could see her reflection in the mirror. She was still topless. He watched her lift the robe off  his shoulder. 

He could feel the soft, warm fullness of  her breasts against his back and he could see her watching Leah. Then he could feel her fingers searching for the piercing in his penis, pressing it gently, squeezing. 

Nyra, holding something in her right hand, went to Leah and stared brazenly at Josef  while her hand worked it into Leah. Leah's knees tightened and her toes curled up, and Ressaran's other hand closed around Josef's balls. When Nyra moved away again he saw that a short gold funnel was projecting from Leah's anus, keeping it open. 

"I have to help now," Ressaran whispered, and for the first time Leah realised 

her master was present. She tried to twist her head round. Josef  bent forward and  delivered  a  slow  upside-down  kiss  upon  her  lips,  already  warmed  and softened  by  arousal.  An  unfamiliar  taste  was  on  her  lips,  not  sweet  but aromatic. He laid his hands against her uplifted, outspread thighs and looked at the sexual conjunction of  tubular gold and aroused anal flesh, where the funnel entered her body. "It keeps her in open readiness for us to squirt things up  inside  her,"  said  Nyra.  But  Josef   had  already  guessed  it  was  to  do  with access. He stretched over Leah's body and planted a soft, moist kiss upon her inner thigh. She was like a bowstring of  arousal. Her small belly bulged. Her little  naked  sex  looked  puffy.  Nyra  had  surely  been  playing  with  it.  It  was open, its chain stretched tight, and he could feel its inner heat exuding against his cheek. 

Ressaran was busy at the bureau. Josef, curious to know what she was doing, left Leah with Nyra and joined her. 

"What are they?" he asked naively. 

Unashamedly Ressaran explained, indicating first some large bottles. "These are aromatic oils. The small phials are philtres. And the tiny jars are pastes for application to the erogenous places. Here . . ." She took a book from the shelf and  opened  it  at  the  illustrations.  Each  page  seemed  to  concern  a  specific preparation,  showing  where  it  should  be  applied.  There  was  text  in  cipher and Ressaran translated some of  it for Josef. It explained the dosage and the sexual  effects  that  could  be  produced.  "See  -  this  one  is  good  around  the clitoris - very quick to give erection, and inducing very gratifying feelings for the girl. This next one is for the nipples." She flipped the pages. "And these are for the female anus." She studied the page. "These again bring on sexual completion  but  leave  the  recipient  desiring  more,  whereas  these  next preparations stimulate but prevent completion. There are separate recipes for the male." 

"You are knowledgeable." 

"I am still learning," she said simply. "There are those far better qualified than me." 

He found himself  doubting it as he watched and listened to her. "I test their efficacy on my slaves." 

"Male slaves?" 

"I love to explore the male reaction in depth." She lowered a hinged leaf  of the  bureau  to  reveal  instruments  of   sexual  pleasure.  He  was  interested  in some of  the smaller ones for Leah. 

"Even in a virgin, some of  these can be used inside," said Ressaran. "If  my 

lord would care to watch then we shall show him." She nodded to Nyra, who came  to  the  bureau  and  made  a  selection,  while  Ressaran  removed  Josef's robe completely and led him, waddling with his stiff  erection bobbing before him, to a leather chair directly opposite Leah. "It is better if  she witnesses her master's response," Ressaran said. "She has been given a preparation orally. 

Could you taste it on her lips? It builds the desire gradually. The preparations that go between her legs are that much keener. And I have brought something for my lord." So saying, she knelt between Josef's thighs and, with her breasts swaying voluptuously, she began to tickle the underside of  his penis close to the base with her soft and expert fingertips. The action, though very slow and gentle, kept him powerfully erect. He saw in her other hand something that resembled a leather bootlace. 

"What  is  it?"  he  whispered,  but  she  merely  put  her  finger  to  her  lips  and smiled and turned to watch Nyra carrying a silver platter of  instruments and unctions back to Leah. 

Nyra turned Leah on her side with one leg bent and drawn up to her breast, in  order  to  expose  her  aroused  sex  and  the  gold  funnel  which  had  been inserted into her anus. "There is a lip inside the funnel that prevents expulsion should she tighten," Ressaran whispered, "which she will." Nyra then set to work on Leah. 

The  silver  platter  was  on  the  bed  and  Josef   could  see  some  of   its  contents. 

There was a dish, a narrow glass, a tiny brush, a cloth, two bottles, a pressed broad  leaf   and  a  taper  that  looked  like  a  small  bulrush.  Nyra  began  by pouring  a  little  red  liquid  from  one  of   the  bottles  into  the  dish.  Then  she placed the broad leaf  in the liquid. She stared at Leah while she waited for the  liquid  to  begin  to  soak  into  the  leaf.  The  leaf   darkened  from  green  to purple. Nyra carefully picked it up and turned it over then placed it back into the liquid. She leant across and stroked Leah's nervous brow. Next, she took hold of  Leah's raised foot and pushed, gently bending Leah's knee tighter, up beside her breast, almost into her armpit. Leah's sex lips opened as wide as her  chain  would  allow.  Nyra  held  the  foot  in  that  position  while  her  other hand lifted up the purple leaf  which had now absorbed most of  the liquid. 

She wiped it on the cloth to remove the excess. The leaf  was now malleable, like moist leather. Nyra slipped it under Leah's chain and pressed it up against her open sex. Leah gasped when it touched her. 

"It will cling like a second skin," said Ressaran. Nyra worked slowly, expelling the trapped air, smoothing the leaf  into place with her knuckles and thumb, making the seal perfect. 

"What does it do?" asked Josef. 

"Watch." 

Nyra, satisfied with the fitting, gently lowered Leah's leg and the pliant leaf infolded with her sex. She moved the tray aside and rolled Leah half  over on her  belly.  From  behind  all  that  could  be  seen  of   the  leaf   was  a  narrow protruding  purple  line  at  the  junction  of   her  labia.  Nyra  checked  that  the funnel was still well bedded, then she sat behind Leah and began to rub her lower back, while staring over at Josef's erection. "Are you going to lace the master's penis?" she asked Ressaran. 

Ressaran,  on  her  knees,  showed  Josef   the  instrument:  it  looked  like  an expensive  bootlace,  made  of   soft  absorbent  leather,  with  a  small  gold  ball bonded at one end and a curved blunt gold pin at the other. The pin was to aid insertion. Ressaran bent forward and briefly closed her mouth about the head of  his erect penis, leaving it wet and trembling. She added a gobbet of spittle to the piercing, then she pushed the curved pin tentatively through the piercing and up through the mouth of  his penis. 

"See, it's coming out of  the end," she whispered. "Slowly . . ." 

"Ohh!" he murmured. The pleasure of  this sweet, slow, internal violation of his  penis  by  the  sliding,  thick  gold  pin  was  exquisite.  Ressaran  nipped  the projecting end of  the pin between her teeth and gently pulled it through the tiny  orifice.  Josef   groaned  as  his  penis  began  to  be  threaded  on  the  soft absorbent leather. When about an inch had been drawn through she let the gold pin  dangle over  his  belly,  and  climbed  on to  the  arm  of  his chair  and began to kiss him and to push her nipples into his mouth. She did not touch his erect penis directly but tapped and pulled the dangling lace. The sexual fluid building up inside him began to issue up the shaft of  his penis, soaking the soft leather insert which expanded like a wick and filled the tube inside his glans.  Josef   could  feel  inside  his  mouth  Ressaran's  tantalising  tongue,  her sensual lips, then her wet, swollen nipple while her fingers continued gently tugging  the  lace  until  it  moved  inside  him,  causing  him  to  gasp  into  her hungry mouth. When he was able to look again at the bed, Leah was still on her  side  and  Nyra  was  tweaking  and  sucking  her  nipples.  Leah's  legs  were trembling and Nyra was holding them closed. 

"The unction in the leaf  is working," said Ressaran. 

The latch of  the corridor door lifted and the door swung slowly ajar. For a few seconds nothing more happened. Then a slim, pale hand came round it, then  a  naked  foot,  then  the  arm  of   a  thin,  cream  dress.  Finally  the  face appeared and the beautiful wide eyes darted nervously round the room. 

"Lucie - come here," said Nyra. 

"My sister likes to show off  in front of  our male visitors," Ressaran whispered. 

"She has heard about the Talisur and hopes to win you with her charms." 

Nyra  turned  Lucie  sideways  and  lifted  her  dress  to  her  waist,  exposing  her slim thighs and dimpled back and the most perfectly rounded buttocks that Josef  had ever seen. Lucie then looked over her shoulder at him with those beautiful, wide, innocent eyes while Nyra proceeded to masturbate her. Nyra's dainty  fingers  were  unstinting.  Lucie's  mouth  fell  slack;  her  little  round buttocks trembled; her breathing came shallower and quicker. Her heels lifted from  the  floor,  shaking  the  plaited  green  thong  that  graced  her  ankle.  "See how readily she succumbs?" said Ressaran with no hint of  disapproval in her tone. 

Lucie's eyelids were heavy; she was having difficulty standing unassisted. She clutched her dress with trembling fingers, raising it, exposing her umbilicus. 

She  was  staring  hungrily  at  Josef's  aroused,  laced  penis.  Nyra  continued  to stimulate her by hand. Lucie now rolled the hem of  her dress high above her breasts,  which  were  much  fuller  than  Leah's,  and  were  deliciously  pear-shaped,  bulging  seductively  to  the  teats.  When  Lucie  was  quivering  on  the verge either of  pleasure or collapse, the masturbation suddenly ceased. Only then did Ressaran call her over to meet the master with the magic ring. 

Josef  now had two ravishing young women ministering to him. Lucie's dress was still up above her breasts. As she took his ring finger into her mouth and kissed the Talisur, Josef  could smell her body scent, which was very strong and appealing. She was standing next to his chair. Ressaran directed Josef's other hand  round  the  warm,  pink,  tight  globe  of   Lucie's  buttock.  His  fingertips reached up and stroked the fine, soft, downy hair where her back became her crease. The gap between the cheeks was deep and exciting. Her buttocks were so  small  and  round  that  her  pubic  bulge  seemed  protrusive,  as  if   slung beneath, preventing her from closing her slender thighs completely. Her sex was plumper and more developed than Leah's. She took his ring finger from her  mouth  and  put  it  between  her  legs,  wanting  him  to  continue  the provocation that had been interrupted. He pressed gently upwards. Her sex yielded  warmly,  softly  and  moistly,  and  as  the  finger  slid  smoothly  inside Lucie's squirming body, Ressaran clasped the head of  his laced penis in her hand, simulating the sexual squeeze until the pressure of  seminal fluid inside him became a dull ache behind the root of  his penis. Gently she lifted up his balls to deepen the ache. Then she started to draw the lace very gradually up through his penis until the gold ball was pressed against the piercing and the lace was fully threaded. 

A half-stifled moan came from Leah on the bed. She was on her back, her knees  tucked  up.  Nyra  was  kissing  her  and  rocking  her  gently.  Then  Nyra carefully opened

Leah's  legs  and  wiped  the  protruding  bulb  of   her  clitoris  very,  very  gently before  beginning  to  apply  lacquer  to  it  with  the  tiny  brush.  She  put  three separate coatings on it. "It will retard the climax to the point where the build-up of  feelings will become oppressive," said Ressaran. "She may pass out." 

"We hope so," said Nyra simply. 

Ressaran tied the loose end of  the leather lace round her younger sister's slim wrist, fastening her to Josef's penis. His ring finger was still inside her sex, and every slight movement of  Lucie's hips put her closer to the edge of  pleasure. 

Every slight movement of  her wrist stirred deep arousal at the end of  Josef  s penis.  The  gold  ball  pressed  up  against  the  nerve  centre  of   pleasure  in  the frenum of  his penis like a skewer of  lust. 

Leah began to plead while Nyra planted gentle kisses on various parts of  her body - her armpits, her nipples, licking her between the toes, probing around the  bedded  funnel  in  her  anus  with  her  pointy  tongue,  making  the  muscle contract in little pulses. Then she took up the miniature bulrush and leisurely dipped  it  into  the  long  glass  of   syrup,  whispering:  "You  know  where  this  is going, my dear?" She slid it up the gold funnel, far up, as far as it would go, and  twirled  it  once  the  head  of   the  bulrush  was  deep  inside.  The  shudders kept coming through Leah's body, ever deeper, ever more sexually wrenching, until Leah could shudder no more. Lucie was plucking Josef's nipples with her hand that was tethered to his penis. Josef  was straining to withhold his semen. 

She  tried  to  reach  up  to  put  her  fingertips  into  his  open  mouth,  and  the nervous  pulling  precipitated  a  quick,  dense,  throbbing  spillage  which  felt deliciously  incomplete.  Ressaran,  still  holding  his  balls  high  up  against  his stem, sucked the white fluid as it extruded in bursting bubbles round the lace threaded through his glans. 

When the pulsing eased, Ressaran took his bulging erection delicately in her fingers, licked her lips and whispered enthusiastically: "My lord has elixir still within?" She tried to reach beneath, wanting to put her fingers inside him and directly stimulate the gland. Josef  would not let her. She got up, reluctantly releasing  his  penis,  opened  the  corridor  door  and  tilted  her  head  to  listen. 

"Can you hear?" she said. 

"Hear what?" 

Tjarn is in there. Would you like to meet her?" She held open the door and waited. Josef  stared at Lucie, still tethered to his penis. 

"Untie it from your wrist," he said. Lucie knelt down to do it. Her face was enchantingly  innocent,  her  eyelashes  long  and  pale.  "Now  draw  the  lace through - unthread it with your teeth." 

He  watched  her  beautiful  pale-rose  lips  descending.  He  felt  her  small  teeth close gently round the gold ball and begin to tug it. He reached down and touched  her  dangling  pear-shaped  breasts,  stroked  their  stiff   nipples  and closed  his  eyes  in  pleasure  as  the  wet,  slippery  lace  was  pulled  back  down through  the  mouth  of   his  penis.  When  the  curved,  blunt  pin  was  being 

retracted the pleasure turned exquisite. Lucie had to use her fingers to assist its passage. His penis leaked another heavy pearly drop of  sexual fluid. Her lips sampled it. "Stand up," he said. He took the wet lace from her fingers and carefully bound her wrists with it. "I want to keep you safe." He led her by the wrists  and  followed  Ressaran  back  into  her  slave-room.  The  scene  that greeted him made him halt in the doorway. 

The carousel couch was occupied by several young naked males fastened in a kneeling position and facing outwards. The Dowager attended them, bearing a  crop.  Two  of   the  female  guards  in  green  assisted  her.  A  naked  girl  was suspended  in  the  harness.  The  wasp-waisted  Jina  in  the  green  corset  was straddling the bar. A male was kneeling in the middle of  the floor, his erection powerfully strong because Tjarn was astride his face. 

She wore thigh-length red leather boots and nothing more, except for a red ribbon  tying  up  her  flame-red  hair.  The  movement  of   her  naked  thighs against  the  slave's  mouth  was  the  pump  that  kept  his  penis  inflated  near  to bursting. Tjarn glanced briefly over her shoulder at Josef  before carrying on. 

The Dowager smiled at him, seemingly unconcerned that he had bound her daughter like a slave. Ressaran now went to help the Dowager with the naked males.  Josef,  determined  to  appear  imperturbable,  hung  Lucie's  wrists  to  a tethering hook on the wall and poured himself  some wine. The height of  the hook  forced  Lucie  to  stand  on  tiptoes,  her  beautiful  pear-shaped  breasts weighted  downwards  and  to  the  sides.  Ressaran  and  her  mother  were  busy milking  the  males  and  Tjarn  was  still  occupied  with  the  male  kneeling between her thighs. Josef  went over to the girl suspended in the harness. Her knees were trussed up to either side of  her breasts, which were bridled and looked  as  though  they  had  been  spanked.  Small,  heavy  cylindrical  gold weights had been clipped to her labia and dangled free below her body. Her mouth was soft and invitingly open. Her gaze was submissive and longing. 

Josef  put down his glass, stood in front of  her lightly swaying body and lifted her gold weights, one in each hand, gently parting them, not forcing them, just parting them ever more until her sex was almost inside out and she was breathing  shallowly  with  suppressed  pleasure.  Her  inner  surfaces  glistened. 

Still  holding  her  weights  wide  he  moved  towards  her,  his  gown  open,  his erection burgeoning. As he craned forward to kiss her willing lips he felt the head of  his penis kiss against, then lodge within, the hot, soft sexual funnel. 

Her nipples pressed against his chest. He thrust gently up. Her body swayed under  the  pressure  then  she  sank  fully  on  to  his  penis,  her  spanked  breasts flattened  against  him.  He  allowed  her  weights  to  dangle.  She  moaned.  Her hot, soft sex lips closed around his balls. His arms were now free to gather her trussed-up legs and torso and to hold her intimately close, with her lovesome body suspended by its harness and her feet resting on his shoulders. When he turned she turned with him: he could steer her with his deeply lodged penis. 

When  he  stood  on  his  toes  she  moaned.  He  saw  Lucie,  still  trembling  on tiptoes,  watching  him  from  across  the  room.  Then  his  gaze  fell  upon  the 

wasp-waisted Jina straddling the wooden bar. She had been made to ride it with  her  arms  folded  behind  her  back,  so  her  breasts  projected  strongly. 

Instead of  a saddle there was a small square of  lint on which her open sex was sitting. One of  the green-clad female guards was dripping oil from a large decanter on to the lint. 

The  Dowager  came  to  examine  Jina.  "She  is  a  little  tight.  She  needs  to  be more open for when we put her to the mirror," she explained to Josef, eyeing him keenly up and down. "What are your plans for Lucie?" she added almost casually. 

"My lady, I am as yet undecided on that score." Josef  deliberately kissed the girl in harness. 

"Do not neglect my daughters for the slaves." The Dowager smiled pointedly and Josef  waited until she had turned away before he very gently withdrew. 

He  made  no  attempt  to  hide  his  wet  erection  from  Lucie.  Then  he  knelt before the harnessed girl and kissed her gently between the legs, pushing the weighted labia aside with his lips and tongue while she wriggled and moaned. 

When at last he went over to Lucie he found her shivering with excitement, wanting his mouth, licking his lips, sucking his tongue, hungry for the taste of girl. When he lifted her down she fell to her knees and tried to take all of  his penis into her mouth, still greedy for every trace of  nectar from the girl. He dragged her gently over to the foot of  one of  the armchairs while he sat in the chair.  Then  he  called  one  of   the  guards  over  and  whispered  to  her.  She looked around, pursed her lips, then nodded and went in search of  what he had asked for. Meanwhile Josef  stroked Lucie's hair as she sat at his feet with her wrists still bound together. He lifted her chin and kissed her sweet lips over and over again. He felt elated. 

Tjarn  was  binding  her  slave's  genitals  with  a  silk  band,  wrapping  it  tightly round the root of  his penis and his balls. It seemed she would make him come this way. The veins on his shaft stood out. She made him kneel on the bed and placed an oval gold dish a little way in front of  him on the counterpane. 

"She  will  catch  his  juices  as  they  are  expelled,"  Lucie  said  excitedly.  Her fingers  pressed  tantalisingly  against  Josef's  inner  thigh.  She  could  not  touch him properly with her hands tied, and he found this more arousing. 

"Kneel up," he told her and he took her between his thighs and in his arms. 

His penis nuzzled her warm pendulous breasts, stroking the nipples, which felt like  hot,  flesh-covered  studs.  He  watched  the  Dowager  and  Ressaran stimulating the kneeling males on the carousel couch. Ressaran's mouth was moving ever-lovingly from one penis to the other. The Dowager was using a string of  oiled beads inserted into the male anus and drawn out quickly. Tjarn was fitting a long, soft, red leather glove over her left arm and a guard was pouring oil over it. 

The  other  guard  had  returned  with  the  instruments  that  Josef   had  ordered and that he had seen in Nyra's bureau. She opened the box, displaying four short gold anal plugs arranged by increasing thickness. They were beautifully fashioned, fat, tapering slightly before flaring to a circular concave foot which would  aid  insertion  yet  prevent  the  instrument  being  drawn  completely  up inside the victim. Each plug was inlaid with three protruding coloured bands, in silver, copper and bronze, which would inhibit expulsion. Josef  chose the second-largest  plug.  It  weighed  heavily  in  his  hand.  He  drew  the  shaking Lucie  face-down  across  his  lap.  The  guard  spread  open  Lucie's  buttock cheeks, revealing a tight pink knot of  protrusive flesh with a tiny crater in the centre.  Josef   was  in  no  hurry.  "Keep  her  thus,"  he  said,  knowing  that  the anticipation and the tension across that sensitive place would keep the arousal strong. He turned Lucie's face so she could see what Tjarn was doing. 

As  the  oiled,  gloved  hand  went  inside  the  male,  Josef's  fingers,  reaching underneath, sought Lucie's sex lips, which felt soft yet imbued with a stiffness, as if  there were muscle within their core. He twirled his fingertips slowly and persistently around her bedded clitoris. "Wet her bottom," he told the female guard, whose tongue deposited a diminutive pool of  spittle into the little pink crater. Josef  placed the fat, smooth, cool end of  the gold plug into the pool and twirled it slowly. 

Lucie was unlike Leah: her anal muscle was unused to penetration and would not  relax;  the  intruding,  polished  head  was  repeatedly  expelled.  But  her clitoris  was  growing  larger  and  was  now  unsheathed,  protruding  for  his stroking finger. 

Josef, content for Lucie's muscle to take the distension slowly, lay back in the chair. He watched Ressaran bring a slave off  with her mouth. She pulled back as  soon  as  she  had  triggered  the  spasm  and  held  up  a  thin  gold  cup.  The ejaculate spurted across the cup, across her wrist and to the floor. The next one she captured in her hands, closing them around the head of  the penis at the crisis of  spillage. Gleefully she brought her prize to Lucie. "Drip it into her crease," Josef  said and Lucie murmured as the warm, thick fluid slopped into her little crater. And when Josef  again applied the gold plug, twisting, pushing more  firmly,  while  he  clasped  her  sex  shut  and  the  tip  of   his  middle  finger pushed her clitoris back into its sheath, the desired slippage at last occurred. 

The muscle expanded to its fullest reach and Lucie moaned as the metal rings slid tightly through. At the moment of  greatest stretching her sex expelled a little oily spurt into the palm of  Josef's hand. Then the plug was fully bedded. 

Her  stilted  movements  hinted  that  she  had  never  before  experienced  this pleasure, so he vowed to himself  to keep it in her that night at least. He made her sit astride the arm of  his chair. She wanted to support herself  by leaning forward on her tethered wrists but he forced her to lean back. Her sex opened beautifully and her clitoris protruded like the tip of  a little digit reaching out from inside her. 

The wasp-waisted Jina was being put to the mirror. Two female guards were lifting her on to the phallus. Lucie gasped gently as Jina's sex opened to take it. Josef  gently fondled Lucie's clitoris, tugging it as if  it were a nipple giving milk, and over the next while that Jina's flesh was being masturbated, Lucie made as much fluid as some of  the males, though hers was colourless, pure, thin and musky. And because her sex was so open it ran freely from her body. 

Josef  lifted her to her feet. She could not close her legs properly on account of the  instrument  that  was  so  firmly  lodged  between  her  buttock  cheeks.  He made her stand up straight and walk unaided to where Jina was straddling the phallus  attached  to  the  mirror.  The  girl's  legs  were  open,  but  straight,  their muscles tight because she was on tiptoes. The cheeks of  her bottom bulged out below her narrow corset and her little rose hole was displaced back by the thick  girth  of   the  phallus  intruded  at  the  front.  One  of   the  guards  was rubbing semen into her nipples. The other was masturbating her and opening her thighs so the phallus sank ever deeper: Josef  could see the action through the mirror. And her little rose hole kept going into spasm. Again he put his fingers  into  Lucie.  He  put  his  arm  around  her  and  cupped  her  breast  and gently rubbed the nipple. She wanted to sink to her knees. He first moved her closer  to  the  girl  and  directed  her  fingers  into  the  crease.  Though  Lucie's hands were tied and her fingers were trembling, still they sought out the little, pouting, pushed-back rose - then, with nervous strokes and gentle single-finger penetrations,  they  made  the  climax  come.  Josef   watched  with  mounting arousal  as  Lucie  pressed  her  pendulous  breast  into  the  crease.  Her  stiffly swollen nipple slipped into the little rose hole and the climax came again. 

A  deep  groan  came  from  on  the  bed.  Tjarn  was  twisting  the  silk  band progressively tighter round the captive genitals of  the male slave. Her gloved hand was inside him. The muscle of  his anus was oozing oil around her wrist. 

Again Josef's fingers entered Lucie, this time from behind, easing her sex wide open.  He  made  her  stand  with  his  fingers  still  inside.  She  lifted  herself, straining  to  accommodate  him  as  he  continued  to  delve.  Through  the  thin internal skin separating her sex from her anus he could feel the plug and each individual encircling metal ring. He could see her watching the male through the  mirror,  waiting  for  the  ejaculate  to  be  cast  from  his  body.  Suddenly  it happened,  for  Tjarn  had  gone  one  twist  too  far  and  the  streams  of   white poured on to the bedspread and the oval dish. Lucie shuddered, moaned and twisted round, putting her tethered arms around Josef's neck and kissing him deeply. He had the overpowering urge to take her to bed with the plug still inside her. 

He picked her up and carried her out on to the terrace then down to the lake. 

He  opened  her  sex  to  the  moonlight  and  to  the  warm  lake  water.  She murmured as it lapped inside her. When he turned again, her mother was on the  shore.  "You  may  use  my  own  room.  Be  firm  with  her,"  she  sighed 

collusively,  advancing  into  the  water,  kissing  Josef   on  the  lips,  putting  her tongue into his mouth, her fingers briefly caressing his erection, which came harder. 

Once in the bedroom, he flung Lucie's willing body on to the bed. She lay tight  like  a  bowstring,  breathing  shallowly.  He  knelt  astride  her  breasts  and reached  back  between  her  legs,  slipped  his  middle  finger  into  her  sex  and began to masturbate her slowly. With every third or fourth stroke his fingertip pressed  deeper  and  down  against  the  plug.  Her  mouth  opened  in  sweet supplication.  Her  belly  began  to  writhe  and  swell  until  its  curving  tightness took  the  weight  of   his  balls.  Gently  he  pinched  her  clitoris  and  pushed  the bulging cap of  his penis between her lips. Her tongue sought out his essence, which had again started leaking. Her teeth nipped the tender flesh at the very mouth of  his penis, causing exquisite sensations. He pulled his penis out and dabbed it over her face, then reached down and kissed her. Her lips had that soft,  open,  inviting  hotness  which  comes  from  sucking  a  penis.  Then  he turned round, kneeling over her face while he examined her sex. He opened its lips to their widest reach. He put the tip of  his tongue into her little pee-hole and felt his balls descend into her mouth. The feeling was delicious - so hot, her lips clamped about the root of  his scrotum, his penis bobbing over her pendulous breasts, his balls loose inside their bag, tender, fleshy victims to the urgent probings of  her tongue. Then he pressed the anal plug in deeply and Lucie's tongue went rigid. Her teeth closed round his bag. He could feel the  gasps  of   excitement  coming  through  her  nose.  Though  her  wrists  were fastened, her nervous fingertips crept into the crease of  his buttocks, stroking the knot of  his anus as if  it were the knob of  a penis. He could feel her clitoris twitching  against  his  chin.  A  little  of   his  semen  spilled  over  her  breast.  He could not wait a second longer to go into her hot, excited little body. 

Quickly he climbed off  and lay belly to belly. The head of  his penis lodged in the mouth of  her sex but would not go in, on account of  the plug distending her bottom. He thrust again; she gasped; his penis thrust inside her to the hilt. 

He could feel the pressure of  the plug against him, each ridge pressing into the  sensitive  underside  of   his  shaft.  So  tight  was  she  that  no  sliding  was possible. They were melded together: each time Josef  thrust, her whole belly moved. She cried out then took his ring finger into her mouth. He could feel the plug being rhythmically squeezed against the underside of  his penis. Deep inside  he  felt  that  he  would  burst.  His  ejaculation  started  while  he  was withdrawing. "In my mouth," she moaned round his finger. A stream of  thin, hot fluid sprayed up Lucie's body and across her wrist-tether before she got the cockhead in her mouth alongside his finger. She was still coming and he was still spraying. He could feel the thin fluid spurting forcefully between his finger and her tongue, seeking the back of  her throat. She was shuddering in pleasure. He thought his flow would not stop, and she was drinking all that he could muster. She held his wrist with both hands; she would not release his finger. It was as if  her climax was prolonged while the ring was in her mouth. 

Josef  gently pulled the glans of  his penis from her mouth. He still felt deeply aroused: she had stirred the kinds of  intense feelings he had experienced in the  Citadel  while  being  kept  as  a  semen-slave  for  the  women.  And  now  it seemed  he  would  be  reliving  some  of   those  pleasures,  for  Ressaran  had entered the room. 

She  stood  looking  longingly  at  his  erection,  which  was  still  weeping.  Her breasts  looked  beautiful  and  full.  The  last  time  he  had  seen  her  she  was feeding a string of  beads into the anus of  a straining male. Her hands were now silky with dried semen. Her lips were shiny. Her expression said that she still craved to be fed. 

Josef   rubbed  the  earlier  spillage  into  Lucie's  breasts,  working  it  intimately round  her  stiffened  nipples,  which  felt  soapy  as  the  semen  evaporated  and thickened. Ressaran came to him. She rubbed his feet, sucked his toes, pushed her  slippy  nipples  between  them.  Josef   sat  with  his  erection  poking  up between his legs. 

"It's  like  a  candle,  ever  burning,  ever  dripping  the  wax  of   life,"  Ressaran whispered.  She  reached  across  and  sucked  the  renewed  drippage  from  its head. "I can taste my sister's womb." Then she sucked his drying semen from her sister's breasts. 

Josef  lay back and let the two sisters share his fluid. While one sucked from him the other would dangle into his mouth her nipple or the lips of  her sex. 

Ressaran then untied the leather cord from Lucie's wrists, wetted it and re-laced his penis with it, this time inserting it from the opposite direction, so the ball  was  drawn  down  through  the  mouth  and  a  little  way  inside.  Ressaran squeezed it through the head of  his penis, making it slip. "It feels like a clit," 

she murmured, "a little sheathed clit." The pleasure she brought to bear was intense. She pressed her thumb into his frenum where the cord came out of his  flesh.  Lucie  cupped  his  balls.  His  body  was  producing  a  steady  issue  of semen; he could feel the pressure of  fluid from deep inside him welling up his stem. Every minute or so a saltspoonful of  it would pulse past the gold ball and  usually  Lucie  would  catch  it  in  her  mouth.  There  is  no  pleasure  more profound than feeding beautiful, sexually aroused girls who crave the issue of your  semen.  They  were  teasing  it  from  him  by  nipple,  finger,  tongue  and mouth.  Lucie  had  it  on  her  eyebrows.  Josef   turned  her  on  her  back  and opened her sex for her sister to suck. He held the gold plug, moving it gently against  the  tight  resistance  of   the  muscle  until  Lucie  came.  Then  Ressaran kissed him and tongued him with her sister's juices. 

When he looked up again the third sister, Tjarn, was in the room. Her red leather  boots  reached  almost  to  her  naked  sex.  "Look,"  she  said,  "a  fresh leather glove." She proceeded to stretch the thin red leather tightly over her slim hand, over her wrist and forearm and fasten it securely at her elbow. It was so tight that it looked like a second skin. Then she picked up the flask of  

oil and came to the bed. 

Josef  intercepted her, grasping her by the wrist and forcing her lissom body across the bed. Her breasts were fuller than Ressaran's though her body was slimmer. Her swollen labia pouted redly against the shaven white skin of  her pubic  mound.  He  handed  Ressaran  the  confiscated  flask.  "Oil  her,"  he whispered. 

As Lucie fondled Josef's bulging penis, licking the escaping droplets of  semen from its tip, Josef  watched the oil being splashed over Tjarn's naked sex, into it,  then  squirted  up  her  bottom  until  it  spilled  out  on  to  the  sheets.  Sliding deliciously  deeply  between  those  slim,  slippy  thighs  that  were  coated  to  the sexual hilt in tight red leather, he took lewd, alternate cockstrokes between her thick-lipped,  kissing  sex  and  her  tight-oiled,  sucking  anus.  All  the  while Ressaran was gently reining his penis back by its tether, keeping it in check, keeping the gold ball in place inside the glans. He pulled out at the last second but  even  the  bedded  ball  could  not  prevent  his  spilling:  the  top  of   Tjarn's boot,  the  soft  peep  of   her  thigh,  her  naked  mound,  the  bright  red  lips between her legs were smothered in dense white spillage, which Lucie's lithe tongue chased as if  it were nectar. 

"My lord is still erect," Ressaran murmured, pressing her fingertips under his balls, "and my little sister is yet hungry. And Tjarn desires to explore with her glove." 

It was as if  she knew that he would not resist. 

Josef  knelt over Lucie's open mouth. The penile leash was now wrapped in a wet spiral down his stem. Ressaran was holding his balls. Tjarn was behind him.  He  felt  the  oil  splash  on  the  bed,  splash  on  the  back  of   his  calves  as Tjarn  freely  oiled  her  glove.  Memories  of   how  he  was  used  as  a  slave inveigled  Josef's  mind.  Then  the  gloved  tips  of   four  oily,  slippy,  slim  fingers probed the muscle, seeking purchase, seeking an opening, forcing one against the resistance. "There . . ." He felt her four fingers sliding, then her thumb. 

Josef  gasped, his knees nearly gave way. And suddenly Tjarn's slender hand was inside him to the wrist. He could feel the two projecting wrist-bones, and the  cord  of   her  glove  tickling  as  it  dangled.  Then  her  hand  made  a  fist.  It slowly  began  to  twist  inside  him.  He  groaned.  Ressaran's  hand  closed  ever tighter round the neck of  his balls. Lucie's lovely upside-down mouth opened in eager waiting. He saw her beautiful weighted breasts, her rigid nipples, her soft, moist, gaping sex and the end of  the gold plug that kept her anus open. 

Then her lips reached up and sucked his tip, as Tjarn's fist was twisting inside him  and  Ressaran's  hand  around  the  neck  of   his  balls  was  drawing  them down, milking them. 

The full climax came, thick white columns squirting into Lucie's wide-open mouth, making squirting sounds at the back of  her throat, and the ripe scent 

of   hot  semen  was  rising  from  her  open  mouth.  The  gold  ball  had  been expelled - it hung from the mouth of  his penis on its cord, a glob of  semen dangling  from  it.  Ressaran,  reaching  round,  caught  it  on  her  tongue.  Josef, shuddering, sank down beside Lucie with Tjarn's gloved hand still inside him. 

While her sisters continued to minister to his penis, Tjarn masturbated him from  within.  She  quickly  found  the  seminal  gland  and  played  with  it unflaggingly.  She  would  rub  it  slowly,  make  it  fill,  then  she  would  make  it gush. His semen was passed from mouth to mouth among the three sisters. 

Lucie wanted his ring finger between her legs, in her body, then in her mouth. 

She pleaded for him to put it up her bottom but he wanted her plug kept in place.  Gradually  his  fluid  dwindled  but  the  three  girls  kept  him  in  arousal, kissing  him  with  their  mouths  and  sexes  until  he  fell  into  a  restless  sleep. 

Visions of  their sexuality continued in his dreams. 

When he woke, Lucie alone was beside him. She was studying the Talisur ring on  his  finger.  "Mama  said  it  is  magic,"  Lucie  whispered,  tugging  it  gently, though it would not move. 

"Only the bearer can remove it," Josef  told her. 

"What does it do?" she asked. 

"In me it causes visions of  loved ones that are far away," he said. 

She  stroked  it  lovingly,  then  held  out  her  finger.  "Put  it  on  me?"  she whispered. 

"That  I  cannot,"  he  sighed.  But  he  cradled  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her until he fell asleep again. 

He dreamt of  Leah - that something was amiss, that she was in danger. He dreamt  that  his  hand  was  clamped  in  a  vice  and  someone  was  trying  to wrench  the  ring  from  his  finger.  And  suddenly  he  awoke  in  a  cold  sweat. 

Lucie was cowering at the far corner of  the bed. His hand was splayed across a wooden block and the Dowager was poised above it, holding the glistening blade of  a kitchen knife. 

Josef  knocked it from her hand and it spun across the floor. He expected her to recoil or do something but she just stared at him. Lucie began to cry. Josef retrieved  the  knife  and  looked  huntedly  around  the  room.  The  oasis  of pleasure was now a mire of  treachery. 

"I hoped to keep you for my own," the Dowager whispered distantly. 

"Where's Leah?" he said, trying to stay calm. 

"Leah?" The Dowager frowned. "Was that her name?" 

"Where is she!" 

"We had no real use for her; her breasts were quite inadequate. She has been given to some itinerants. I simply told her you had decreed it as the next stage of  her training, and that you would catch up with her in a day or two." She shrugged.  "Perhaps  now  it  will  come  true.  You  may  catch  them  if   you hasten." 

He tried to control the shaking anger. Then he felt soft fingers gently take his trembling hand. Lucie was looking up at him sorrowfully. 

"I hold you no grudge," he whispered. 

"I . . . I know . . ." she stammered. 

He gave her hand a gentle squeeze. 

"No . . . I mean, the one you seek - the one whose breasts give milk?" 

"Sianon?" 

She looked fearfully at her mother before whispering: "I know where she has been taken." 
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Cherry Pickers

Dawn  was  breaking  as  the  two  ragged  itinerants  hurried  through  the  castle gates, the diminutive nude figure between them held fast by her arms. Leah was frightened by her new masters, by their roughness with her, especially the younger  one,  Crenan,  who  smelt  of   wine.  The  older  one,  Saniskav,  though weatherworn was kinder. 

The lady Dowager had told her they were to be her "surrogate masters" and that Leah was to be broken in, "fully broken in to men, my dear, for Josef  now requires it. And you understand what it means?" And Leah had nodded and felt both afraid and yet deeply excited as the lady had spread Leah's legs and kissed her mouth, while the two masters touched her sex and anus and her jewelled  chain.  "Now  you  must  beg  them  to  do  it,"  said  the  lady.  While Saniskav continued to stroke her clitoris, Leah crouched then fell to her knees. 

The lady was plucking Leah's nipples; Saniskav was continuing to tease her knob. 

"P . . . please break me in," Leah whispered. A delicious shiver of  submission 

went  through  her  belly;  her  clitoris  protruded  like  a  trembling  bone;  her cheeks burned bright with sexual shame. 

And  now  beyond  the  castle  walls  with  her  new  masters,  now  that  it  would really  happen,  her  legs  felt  like  jelly  and  she  kept  stumbling,  but  sometimes Saniskav would catch her before she fell. She had heard Crenan saying that they would take her into the woods. 

"Keep going." Crenan tightened his grip on her arm. On the causeway Leah could not keep abreast of  his strides, so compelling was his need to have her. 

He was already aroused: she could see his sex pressing up inside his trousers and she knew that it was big. He stopped her within sight of  the guards to kiss her breasts. Her nipples came up again. Then he made her kiss his mouth, while he poked his tongue in, making her squirm. She was vulnerable because she  was  naked  and  the  masters  were  clothed  and  the  guards  were  still watching. In the woods, in secret, it would feel less shameful. Crenan laughed at her and made her drink from the wine gourd. He poured too quickly: the wine ran down her neck and under her arms. "You're wasting it." He called her a "bitch - a lovely little bitch" as his tongue laved shivers under her arms. 

Beyond the causeway he sat down. "Here, missy . . ." He tipped her across his knee and spanked her naked bottom hard until her tears came. Saniskav lifted her  off   his  partner's  lap  and  held  her  shuddering  body  gently  to  his  chest. 

While  Leah  sobbed  with  her  arms  clasped  round  his  neck,  his  cool  hands, cupping her naked buttocks, soothed their burning skin. 

"Give her some," urged Crenan. 

"Soon."  Saniskav  stared  down  at  Leah's  tear-wet  face;  he  held  her  in  one hand and stroked her eyebrows. "He's always in a rush." Then he turned on Crenan.  "Come  on  then  -  give  her  yours,  lad,  seeing  you're  so  keen.  Just  a taste." He sat Leah on his lap and squeezed her jaw gently open. "Oh, you'll have to open wider than that, li'l missy: our Crenan is a big lad." 

"Shut up, Skav." 

"And the spanking's made her nice and willing." He held her head back and opened  her  thighs  for  his  mate  to  see.  In  this  position,  so  sexually  exposed, Leah could not control her breathing. She lay waiting for the touch. Crenan finally grabbed her by the arm and dragged her to her feet and on into the woods. 

They emerged at a clearing looking on to the castle across the lake. Leah was cast down on to a cool, mossy hummock. "Lie down. Keep still," said Cren. 

She was belly up, her buttocks raised on the hummock, her legs spread open, her arms flung outwards. Before the penis touched her between the legs, the shudders came, shudders that Leah did not understand and could not control. 

She cried out. As her arms crossed over her eyes and her tears resurged and her  little  virgin's  chain  was  burst  asunder,  she  wanted  only  to  be  held  and loved. That was the need that Leah clung to. Saniskav toyed with her sex and smacked her knob until - "She's wetting . . ." he whispered knowingly. Then her plundered sex stretched wide, and wider yet round Crenan's fully swollen penis, and though her wet had made her slippy still she felt as if  her sex would split.  The  penis  drew  out.  Through  barred  fingers  Leah  glimpsed  the  shaft glistening in the dawn light before Saniskav started to masturbate her again - 

causing  the  feelings,  taunting  her  little  knob  into  aching  sweetly  -  then spreading her open by her broken strands of  chain so he could smack inside her sex - not hard - yet steadfastly enough to make her insides tumble. "More wet coming - look, lad . . ." 

Crenan pushed Skav's hand away and Leah gasped as his urgent penis spread her to a second limit. He neither spoke nor caressed her face but thrust until her fingers clawed the ground and a hot, watery flood of  semen came inside and it felt as if  he had peed against her womb. When he was done he pulled out then took more wine. He did not clean her. She lay with her arm across her brow again and wept, her gaping sex overflowing with his semen. 

"Shh . . . What is it, little missy?" Skav crouched beside her. 

Leah sobbed, shaking her head. He persevered, bending close and repeating his question gently. There was no one else to help her. Finally she whispered her anxieties in his ear. 

"She is afeared of  getting with child," said Skav. Crenan took no heed. "Let me look at you," said Skav. He spread her thighs and spoke softly. "Look . . . 

There's two chains now, not one, two little short ones. More pretty, I'd say." As her tears welled again, he kept her open and gently tested the red swollen lips; to  Leah  they  felt  like  flaps  now.  "No  blood,  though.  And  with  a  cock  like Cren's  that's  no  small  a  wonder.  There  .  .  ."  Leah  murmured  with  the unfamiliar  sensations  as  two  of   his  fingers  went  inside  her  sex.  He  paddled them softly, making liquid sounds. He pressed them up against her bladder. 

Then he probed further and more insistently until he had touched the nose of her womb, causing a deep feeling, not pain, but a queasiness that made her grasp  his  wrist.  "There  -  feel  that?  Nice?"  She  could  see  Skav's  velvet  penis standing rigidly. Cren was watching from a near distance. Skav slid his fingers out. "Kneel up. No, stand. Now spread your legs. That's it, just as if  you're going to pee. Bear down - through your belly. Push it out, swell it, make it fat. 

Now push down hard, keep pushing." She felt a trickling warmth. "Look . . ." 

White droplets came out of  her sex, one, two, three, then a short stream. Skav opened her flaps and made her push again and held her thus with his fingers and  watched  her  expelling  the  last  of   Crenan's  semen,  which  came  out  in thicker drops. Cren was smirking. Leah clung to Skav. Though he was old and his penis was hard with desire, still he was trying to help her. 

It  made  funny  feelings  come,  when  she  was  pushing  like  this  and  he  was keeping her open with his fingers while her belly trickled. Her sex ached, but reaching  through  the  throbbing  aches  were  little  pinpricks  of   arousal.  Her flaps felt hot. Her knob was burning as the repeated fingerings of  her naked sex wrought interrupted feelings, like soft, teasing breaths across the embers of  desire. The moss-crowned hummock between her ankles glistened and the denser drops of  semen balanced on its surface like little pearls. Skav's finger slid up into her sex again and Leah closed her legs around his hand and held the  finger  tight  as  the  tip  of   it  tapped  out  its  strange  sensations  against  the newly attainable entrance to her womb. Her ankles gripped the cool, mossy mound. "We'll see you safe and right," he whispered. 

"We're wasting time," said Cren. "We need to move on if  we're to make the camp before night." 

They took Leah onwards through the woods. Her legs ached. She was naked and barefoot and kept falling behind. Cren became ever more irritable. After a long while they reached a green road through the pine trees. When Leah again stumbled Cren said he would teach her a lesson. He stripped his belt off  and stood her with her belly against a tree. "Open your legs!" With tears in her eyes she did as her master asked. Her broken chain was dangling down from each side. 

Skav helped her. "Put your arms around the tree. Clasp it with your knees. 

Put  your  cheek  thus.  Good."  He  stepped  aside.  The  first  lash  put  her  on tiptoes.  "Chin  up,"  Skav  encouraged  her.  "Keep  looking  at  me  with  those lovely eyes." 

"Oooh!" she cried. The second lash stung her bottom like fire. 

"Hear - the birds have stopped their singing just to listen." 

She could not see Skav's face through her tears. Burning tongues licked her buttocks; her belly throbbed. She clasped the tree, straining on tiptoes. The rough  scales  of   the  tree  bark  pressed  into  her  breasts;  her  nipples  buried themselves in its furrows; her chains tinkled against the trunk. She heard the swish and tried to hold her breath. The leather smacked the breath from her lungs: her nipples popped out of  the furrows. Then the fourth smack came - 

too quickly, too high; she could not breathe. Skav reached round the trunk, caught hold of  the ends of  her chain and opened her flaps against the tree trunk and held her like that. 

"Across the tops of  her legs, now. Hard!" he said. 

"Nooo . . ." The smack buckled her knees and drove her open sex against the trunk. Then Leah collapsed in a heap, her mouth pressed against the bitter bark. 

"Get up!" cried Cren. 

She was on her knees, her hands pressed together, pleading. The lash caught the unprotected front of  her belly. 

"Enough,  lad,"  said  Skav.  He  came  to  her  and  Leah  crumpled  against  him with  burning  tears  streaming  down  her  cheeks.  "Now  you  must  thank  your young master - with your mouth." 

Her  lips  could  scarcely  fit  around  it,  so  large  had  it  become.  Skav  held  her arms behind her back; Cren took her head in his hands. The semen that had dried  upon  his  penis  turned  slippery  in  her  mouth.  The  glans  pushed  back over  her  tongue,  harshly  and  urgently  seeking  her  throat.  Her  lips  clamped tightly round the stem. Her bottom burned. Skav's hand reached round and sought her belly, sought her splayed slit. "Our little minx is getting wet again." 

She tried to take the penis too deeply and gagged. Skav pulled her off  it and laid her down with her arms trapped behind her. He opened her slit until it gaped, then he traced the soft indentations left there by the tree bark. 

"I want to fuck her now," said Cren. 

Then there came a sound from the road. "Look - a wagon." 

It pulled up to them and halted. The driver eyed them suspiciously. 

"Going our way?" Skav shouted. 

"Where's that then?" 

"The burners' camp." 

"Aye, why not?" 

They  put  Leah  in  the  back  of   the  wagon.  Cren  stayed  with  her  to consummate what had been interrupted. When he was finished he climbed into the front. Then Skav came to Leah. 

"Let  me  look."  Again  he  was  gentle  with  her.  "Tut,  tut  .  .  .  He's  made  you more swollen." And again he had come inside her. 

"Kneel up." Skav put a cloth between her legs. As the wagon rumbled on its way, he made her bear down again, repeatedly squeezing, until most of  the semen was expelled into the cloth. He lifted her leg and opened her flap on the side that was lifted and again made her squeeze. Another trickle came. It made two droplets on the edge of  her flap that was hanging down. He flicked them off  with his fingers then applied the dry part of  the cloth. "It's always 

the way, with us men, wanting to get inside here." He told her he would keep her safe. 

And  though  he  had  spurred  the  younger  man  into  breaking  her  chain  and using  her  body  with  cruel  derision,  and  he  had  been  accomplice  to  her spankings, still he had showed some spark of  consideration. In her desolation Leah needed someone to cling to. She whispered again about her dread of coming with child. And again Skav reassured her, explaining that he would attend to that when they reached the camp. 

Leah  put  her  lips  to  his  neck.  The  burning  in  her  bottom  had  turned  to  a tortured  warmth;  her  inner  thighs  were  hot.  Cren  had  stirred  the  feelings there, though not from trying. His penis was so large. The repeated stretching had made her gasp. But now, her eyes closed, Leah sought gentle comfort as she softly sucked Skav's neck. She nudged the cloth away so her bare, aroused sex was in Skav's caressing hand. She wanted him to make her come with his fingers.  He  started  to  examine  her  again  and  she  shuddered  pleasurably, briefly, and needed more. He touched her knob and pee-hole and squeezed her flaps and put a finger deep inside. With the movements of  the wagon the fondling was acutely arousing. The delicious sinking feeling was coming in her belly. The wagon slowed to a halt. She looked anxiously at Skav. 

"I'll have to take the reins. Shh . . ." He put his finger to her frightened lips as the driver lumbered down into the back of  the wagon. 

"Fair  payment  for  your  kindness,  driver  .  .  ."  Shivers  came  between  Leah's legs. Skav stroked her brow. "Is she not beautiful?" 

"That, she is." 

"She only asks that you do not come while inside her." 

The driver promised care. 

"Stay with me," Leah begged Skav. 

The driver, a heavy man, waited patiently with penis at the ready. 

Skav stared at Leah, then shouted: "Cren - take the reins awhile." 

The wagon started moving, rocking gently. The driver wanted Leah to kiss his penis while he knelt above her. Skav supported her head. "Hold his balls up," 

Skav whispered to her, and the big man groaned in pleasure. Leah drew away her  mouth  and  milked  his  penis  gently  with  her  fingers  until  a  colourless droplet  welled  from  the  tip.  She  closed  her  lips  around  the  sticky  droplet. 

When she pulled away again, her bottom lip drew out of  him a heavy thread which sagged down, catching on her nipple. The driver climbed off. 

Skav laid her down and opened her legs. Shivers of  frightened anticipation ascended between them. Her sex was puffy. Inside she felt a throbbing pulse within  her  abraded  virgin  flesh,  a  half-blunted  sexual  ache  where  she  had been opened and reopened. Skav took hold of  the two dangling fragments of her chain and slowly drew her flaps apart. He pursed his lips and spat a little gobbet  of   spittle  into  the  closed,  ruby-red  throat,  making  it  pulse.  He  kept hold of  her chains, drawing them gently more open, as the fat, pink, aroused head of  the driver's penis nudged its way into this tender ruby throat. At the point of  greatest stretching, Skav released her chains and started slowly to rub Leah's protruding clitoris with a fingertip drenched in spittle. He slid his other hand  under  the  small  of   her  back  and  raised  her  bottom:  he  was masturbating  her  and  offering  her  little  body  to  the  thrusts  of   the  driver's penis. When her buttocks left the floor she cried out and came. She felt her newly  rent  sex  go  into  desirous  spasm  round  the  penis,  clasping  its  head repeatedly, milking it. 

The  driver  groaned  and  tried  to  pull  out.  "Quickly  -  open,  and  shed  him." 

Leah tried to make her muscle relax, but her sex was still coming. And this special  new  feeling  at  the  front  felt  uncontrollable  and  deep  and  good. 

Suddenly the cap of  the penis was expelled. It began to ejaculate. Skav lifted her  bodily  and  directed  her  open  mouth  around  the  cap.  From  the  first groaning spurt Leah captured his every salty drop. Her trembling tongue-tip, thirsty for the rush of  fractious semen, slipped inside his pee-hole, constricting it, prolonging his ejaculation, keeping it keen. It was as if  his tortured coming fed  hers  as  the  hot,  sticky  passion  squirted  out  of   him  and  round  her tantalising  tongue  in  luscious  gobbets.  Her  sex  was  still  contracting  in  little stabs of  pleasure when the two men laid her down and rubbed the insides of her  thighs  and  half   covered  her  with  a  blanket.  The  driver  was  gratefully kissing  her  neck  and  her  lust-swollen  nipples  and  Leah  was  reaching  up behind her, squeezing Skav's weeping erection as he sat stroking her hair. She wanted him to come in her hands, to bathe them, to make her fingers slippery with his semen, and she toyed with him and rubbed and squeezed him until the gentle jolts of  the wagon rocked her to sleep. 

7


Narrow Boats

Leah woke to the sound of  lapping water. It was late afternoon. She peeped from the wagon and saw long, narrow boats moored against a wharf  at the meeting point of  two waterways. There were warehouses and a small wooden settlement. The largest house was of  stone and was like a bridge spanning one of  the channels. Skav was bartering with a red-faced, white-haired man for lodgings when two young men approached on horseback. One looked like a noble and was handsome; he kept looking at Leah. The other had a pale girl 

with him. The two men dismounted and began to listen to the conversation. 

Then  the  noble  introduced  himself   to  the  others  as  Merek.  His  friend  was called Patten. No one mentioned the girl, who was led away with the horses on to the wharf  while Merek took Skav aside. Then Leah was taken to the bridge-house to be fed in the kitchen and toileted and washed. 

From the window she could see one of  the waterways curving away into the distance  like  a  silver  ribbon  with  boats  strung  along  it  like  widely  spaced beads. The woman washing her told her nothing of  what would befall, but she  paid  great  attention  to  the  washing  of   Leah's  sex  and  anus.  The  soapy water  going  up  her  newly  opened  sex  stung  the  inner  flesh  and  made  her shiver. Her nipples were still standing when the woman dried her. Then she was taken naked upstairs. 

The  ruddy-faced  man  was  there,  close  to  the  door  by  which  she  had  been ushered in. He seemed to be the owner and host. He eyed her briefly but his attention  was  on  the  girl,  the  pallid  girl.  The  two  young  men,  Merek  and Patten,  were  there  too.  Patten's  flesh  was  soft,  puffy  and  pink,  as  if   his complexion  had  not  been  exposed  to  sunlight;  Merek  appeared  stern  like  a judge or sheriff, too stern for one so young. The girl seemed as young as Leah. 

She was very pale, ashen almost. Her blonde pubic curls now lay in a little heap on the floor by her legs, which were planted apart as Patten, kneeling on a cushion, worked between them with scissors. Her sex was cleaved open to the inner pink. On a stand beside the girl was a pitcher of  water and a glass. 

Merek, wearing just a shirt, was slouched in an armchair. His gaze was riveted on the girl. His hair was black and his skin was tanned. 

Leah  could  hear  raucous  laughter  coming  through  the  open  window.  The ruddy-faced host rubbed his hands upon his buttoned coat and smiled. Leah shrank back but he took hold of  her and led her to the window. "See the blue haze over there in the woods?" he said, pointing. "Charcoal-burners . . . But tonight they're in town. Tonight's their night for drink and wenching on the wharf.  They  must  await  their  turn.  My  young  lords  here  must  have  first pillage."  He  lifted  Leah's  chin  and  whispered.  "They  are  honoured  guests. 

Merek asked for you and your master has obliged." 

"Josef ?" Leah whispered, but the host only continued:

"Show deference and give good service." He brushed her turgid nipples lightly with  his  fingers.  Leah  swallowed  softly.  Looking  across,  she  saw  Merek  had now left his chair and was filling the glass with water from the pitcher. She heard the pale girl's murmurs as she was coerced into drinking. The scissoring was finished and Patten clearly meant to shave her. He was toying with her open sex while Merek was making her drink. 

Without  releasing  his  grip  on  her  chin  the  host  now  directed  Leah's  gaze through  the  window  to  one  of   the  boats  that  was  finer  than  the  rest. 

"Merek's . . ." he said. "See the wooden frames standing at each end of  the deck? They are for working the tunnels." 

"Tunnels . . .?" Leah whispered with unease. 

"The slave lies on the frame with his legs in the air and propels the boat by pushing his feet against the roof." 

Leah tried to picture such a slave, strong enough to propel a heavy boat by such means. "The slaves are here?" she whispered shyly. 

"Oh,  no,"  he  smiled.  "They're  a  special  breed  kept  underground.  On  the surface, we use horses." 

The host then carried Leah to a stool at one end of  the table and sat her there with her back to the table. He tilted her chin slowly back, until she had to lean her elbows on the table behind to steady herself. She was forced to look up at the ceiling. He made her open her mouth. "Tongue down . . . There, it's out of  the way. Keep it like that. We want to see clear passage to your throat. Now spread  your  legs.  Sit  forward."  Her  toes  balanced  on  the  floor.  She  was unsteady  on  the  stool.  He  wanted  her  sex  projecting.  "Spread."  Leah  was tense,  breathing  quickly,  her  breasts  rising  and  falling,  her  thighs  trembling, waiting for the touch. His eager red face, fringed with white locks, appeared above her, whispering conspiratorially: "Have the lads been inside you?" 

"Yeth," she lisped, her tongue pressed dutifully against her bottom teeth. 

"A little too far, I hear? And who has been in most?" 

"Cren," she shivered. 

"That I don't doubt. Push it out . . ." She felt the lips of  her sex being burst gently open by his fingers. Her broken chains tinkled. "There . . ." he sighed. 

The host touched her, inside her sex, testing the moist, swollen folds, tapping them, almost smacking them with the flat of  his fingers, then pressing what felt  like  his  little  finger  up  against  her  pee-hole.  Then  the  thicker  fingers delved beneath. "Oh," he said. "Let's lift you up." He put his arm under her knees and tipped her on to the table, sliding her across it on her back, using her  to  push  the  pots  out  of   the  way.  "That  throat  -  keep  it  open,  nice  and wide,"  he  warned.  It  made  her  breathing  deeper  and  she  felt  light  headed. 

"And here . . ," he slapped her sex with three fingers, twice. "Keep pushing this out. We care to see only the inside, nice and rare, like seared lamb from the griddle. And we wish to see the muscles of  this little belly barrel-tight." 

In the background she could hear the clinking of  the glass and pitcher as the pale girl was again being forced to drink. Leah shivered as the host spread her 

frog-legged on the table. Then he inserted his middle finger very slowly into her anus, so sexually slowly that he made her moan. She knew not why, but she was thinking of  those male slaves, naked on their backs with their legs in the  air.  She  was  picturing  their  full  erections,  their  swollen  love-hearts  that made their semen. 

"A singular response . . ." said the host. "A peculiar sensitivity in the muscle. 

Perhaps,  with  access  for  so  long  denied  by  chaining  at  the  front,  the  rear becomes attuned." 

Then he began a steady masturbation, slow finger-sliding, then quicker, one finger, then two, then as her anus stretched, three broad fingers, rubbing then pressing  up  against  the  back  wall  of   her  newly  opened  sex,  then  again  the slow finger-sliding, then quicker, then pressing down hard, pinning the fleshy rim  of   her  bottom  to  the  table,  causing  strange  feelings  at  the  back  of   her throat. He kept coaxing her to bear down with her sex open and to breathe only  through  her  mouth,  all  the  while  commenting  on  what  he  could  see inside her sex. If  he had touched her sex or slapped its insides any more, Leah would have come to climax writhing between his fingers. He told her he was getting  her  ready  for  the  two  young  masters.  Finally,  he  lifted  her  up  and stood her on the floor with her bottom against the table and one foot on the stool, in order to keep her sex visibly Open. 

Merek, who must have been watching, now came to Leah. The host held her chin up. Merek looked into her mouth. She remembered to keep her tongue down. He looked at her firm-nippled breasts. "Small . . ." he said. He stood back  and  looked  at  her  gaping  sex.  "Beautiful  .  .  ."  Gently  he  pulled  her broken  chains.  "Wharf-master,  she  needs  something  round  the  tops  of   her thighs so we can tie her little cunt open and keep it ready all the while." He put a cool, inquiring finger into her sex. "Keep still." The finger intruded ever deeper until it pressed against her womb. Then, hook-like, it searched around inside her. His face turned to the wharf-master. "No semen. They told me she was fucked without protection." 

"I had her washed. I thought -" 

"A pity . . . But we'll cure that. I like to keep a girl on the very knife-edge of conception." She shivered. His eyes glittered. "Your little cunt grows tighter, my dear - is it something that I said? You see - we are well aware of  Saniskav's entreaties.  But  know  this  -  I  shall  have  you  made  more  open  before squandering  solicitude  on  protection.  Wharf-master  -  have  you  something that will do the trick?" 

"My lord . . ." The wharf-master brought a large case covered in black felt. 

Merek opened it and studied its contents as Leah averted her frightened gaze. 

She glimpsed clysters and tongs, but Merek chose a polished bronze dilator and set about his task. "Stay still." 

"Oh,  please  .  .  .  Ooooh,"  Leah  moaned.  Even  at  its  narrowest  setting  the instrument  was  too  big  for  her  newly  opened  sex.  Merek  persevered.  He made her lift her foot from the stool and balance it higher, on the edge of  the table.  Her  fingertips  poised  tremblingly  on  his  shoulders.  "There  .  .  ."  Her toes arched. Its cold, smooth, metal bullhead made her want to tighten but Merek worked the dilator steadily in. He wanted to use the screw immediately to stretch her wider but the wharf-master advised caution. 

When Merek made her stand up with the instrument inserted Leah could not close her legs. He obliged her to bend over the table while he examined her anus,  observing:  "The  dilator  has  made  her  rosebud  swell."  He  forced  his fingers into the bud, bursting its petals open, making her moan. Then he sat her on the stool with her sex overhanging and the dilator still inside her and he began to masturbate her clitoris slowly. Every few minutes he would turn the screw. 

Patten was drying off  the pale girl between the legs. He had shaved her nude after scissoring off  her blonde pubic curls. Below the white skin of  her belly was a soft pink delta, with little pale valleys either side of  her brighter pink, swollen labia. He had kept her standing throughout the shaving. And he had kept  her  drinking:  the  pitcher  of   water  was  half   empty  and  her  legs  were trembling. Merek explained that the girl was to be used as a wet-slave. 

The wharf-master threw a rope over a beam under the ceiling and fastened the girl's wrists to it and tied it off  so her toes barely reached the floor. Then Patten  started  to  spank  her.  "Watch  for  her  first  spurt,"  Merek  whispered. 

"She will try to hold it in but will fail." He was masturbating Leah - just her clitoris,  unsleeving  and  resleeving  it  slowly  -  and  studying  how  the  dilator shifted. Leah was near - too near - to coming. Merek now sat quietly on the table and casually offered his penis to her open mouth. At the very moment that Leah took it and sucked upon its salty glans, the girl sprayed on to the floor.  Leah  moaned  and  her  sex  contracted  twice  against  the  bull-headed dilator.  Merek  murmured:  "Good  .  .  ."  Leah  pressed  her  pointy  tongue-tip under  the  glans  of   his  penis,  so  swiftly  that  she  made  him  gasp.  "Easy,  my dear." He pulled out. But Leah kept her mouth wide open. "Oh, yes . . . You little  beauty  .  .  ."  he  murmured,  kissing  her  protruding  bottom  lip,  then depositing there a little whitish globule from the tip of  his penis. Leah licked it up. Still she kept her mouth wide open. Arousal always made her crave the taste of  semen. 

The girl was peeing intermittently into Patten's hand and he was smearing it up over the pink of  her belly and on to her quaking breasts. The heat of  her body made the soft scent of  it drift across the room. 

Patten's  erection  was  being  sprinkled  with  pee  directly  from  the  girl's  body. 

The balls of  his love-heart were soaking and a fine dew coated the hairs inside 

his thighs. 

Merek loosened Leah's dilator and took it out of  her. Her sex stayed open and he  was  pleased.  As  he  crouched  to  peer  inside  her  she  felt  his  bag  of   balls, warm  on  her  toes.  She  rubbed  her  big  toe  underneath,  gently  found  the hotness of  his anus and pushed upwards. Her toe went very hot as it slipped inside to the knuckle. Merek gasped and another silvery globule issued from the  mouth  of   his  throbbing  penis.  Leah  crouched  forward,  open-mouthed, her head right down between her knees, and she sucked the globule from his penis. 

He found her pee-hole and said it was a little wider than in most girls of  her size. She thought but did not speak about what had been done by the elders under Roanen's direction, and while she was thinking of  this, and Merek was touching  her  pee-hole,  his  erection  was  bobbing  and  Leah  was  gently fingering the glans. The aromatic aftertaste of  his semen was in her mouth and her touchings tried to coax it into flowing fully. 

The  wharf-master  had  found  some  leather  garters  for  the  tops  of   Leah's thighs.  Merek  made  her  stand  while  they  were  tied  on.  "Tie  her  chains  to them,"  he  directed.  When  it  was  done  the  wharf-master  lifted  her  into  a kneeling-up position on the table, making her face him, and Merek asked her to  spread.  Gently,  anxiously,  Leah  opened  her  knees  and  gasped  with  the pulling. "Oh, is she not beautiful . . .?" Merek murmured as the lips between her legs were drawn wide open. "Push, girl, push your little pinkness out. Oh, God . . ." 

Leah sank back on her elbows as Merek fell to his knees to suck her broken inner folds that had extruded like a flower. Leah looked across at the wet-girl's trembling  breasts  and  she  felt  the  pleasure  coming,  being  drawn  out  from inside  her.  She  cried  out  and  cradled  her  master's  head.  Her  tiny  hole succumbed to the sucking: a little spurt of  pee sprayed out, wetting his lips, wetting his black hair as he pulled back. He kissed the hot insides of  her flaps, spread-eagled them with his tongue, ran the tip of  it all along their sensitive, cool edges, probed around her burning clit. Her fingertips caressed his head. 

She looked down and could see his penis swollen up to bursting for her. 

He stood up and lifted her while she was still on her knees. Her knees gripped his ribcage. Her gaping sex moistly swallowed his glans. He was straining to retain  his  semen  as  her  muscle  thirstily  milked  him.  Suddenly  the  swollen head  inside  her  turned  warm,  wet  and  slippy  and  slid  out,  gulping.  Leah watched  it  in  slow  spasm  between  her  legs.  A  watery  globule  was  running down its stem. Her master was still groaning as he lowered her to her knees on the floor. The deep ejaculation had started. Leah, excited yet determinedly patient, waited under it, chin lifted, mouth wide in readiness, tongue out, eyes half-closed  in  expectant  worship.  And  as  her  master  looked  down  at  Leah's lovely face, his semen poured as if  from an overfilled jug. He did not touch its 

trembling, wet, shiny stem, his issue came like copious buttermilk, now thick, now  runny,  sliding  over  Leah's  tongue  and  running  back  warmly  to  trickle down her open throat. Then she took the glans right at the back of  her throat and sucked so deeply that his balls retracted - she did not imagine it, she felt it with her fingers. 

"The little beauty will not be sated," observed the wharf-master. 

Her master, his slick penis lolling heavily and long, lifted Leah and put her on her  knees  in  front  of   the  suspended  wet-slave.  The  pitcher  of   water  was empty. Patten and the wharf-master stood aside and watched. From her knees to her breasts the girl's skin was smoothly bald and softly aromatic. The floor was wet; her pink, nude sex was dripping. Leah took it into her mouth, took all of  it and tried to lift the girl bodily with her mouth. The girl gasped. Her feet  tiptoed  unsteadily  on  the  floor,  and  Leah  tasted  the  fragrant  thin bitterness  of   girlish  pee,  as  subtle  as  the  girl  was  pale.  Little  droplets  were exuding  as  Leah  gently  sucked  her,  so  intimately  was  the  girl's  arousal  now tethered to the need to pee. Merek crouched beside Leah and slid his fingers between her legs, gently masturbating her while she kept the girl on the verge of  coming. When Leah drew her lips away, her master immediately kissed her deeply,  sucking  her  lips  into  his  mouth,  licking  her  tongue,  seeking  out  the girl's fragrance. His penis was thickening in her hand and turning sticky as the coating of  semen and spittle dried. Leah gently milked it near the root. Her other hand was between the girl's splayed legs, softly kneading her wet flaps, thumbing her protrusive knob. The wharf-master's mouth was round the girl's breast.  Patten  was  behind  her,  spreading  her  cheeks.  Leah  felt  the  girl's  sex contract  deliciously  in  her  hand  as  her  bottom  was  dilated  by  the  head  of Patten's penis. 

"Suck  her,  now,  while  she's  getting  reamed,"  Merek  murmured.  Leah's  lips clamped limpet-like around the girl's sex. Leah's head kept jerking back from the  force  of   Patten's  strokes  transmitted  through  the  girl's  slim  body.  Then Patten groaned. Leah stopped sucking. His rigid penis slid out trembling and pushed under the girl's nude crotch. Its poking head was fat and purple, on the  knife-edge  of   bursting.  The  girl's  pee  was  escaping  in  warm  trickles further down his stem. Leah gently pushed her pouted lips around the glans and  tasted  the  inner  ripeness  of   the  girl.  Then  her  master  hauled  her  back and laid her down. Patten had begun ejaculating. Her master pushed Leah's knees  out  sideways  to  the  floor.  Her  sex  was  drawn  searingly  open  by  her short chains tied to the leather garters. Then the splashes came, thick, white, warm  and  gooey,  splashing  on  her  exposed  clitoris,  splashing  on  her  open flaps, splashing into the dark pink funnel of  her newly dilated sex. 

"She's ready. Help me take her down," Merek told the wharf-master. 

"Now? Like this? You know what they'll do to her?" 

"I  need  to  see  it  happen."  He  told  her  the  charcoal-burners  would  come inside her bottom and high up inside her sex. And he said they'd come by the bucketful in her mouth. 

The  men  lifted  Leah  by  her  wrists,  like  a  limp,  dangling,  open-mouthed, open-sexed doll, and carried her from the room. 

From the deck of  the boat, Merek's gaze took in the moonlit scene upon the wharf   -  of   tables  replete  with  flagons  of   wine  and  jugs  of   beer,  of   brazen-faced,  bare-chested,  bawdy,  jeering,  lust-starved  men  in  grubby  brown waistcoats, and bare-bottomed girls, their shifts thrust so deliriously up above their navels, being opened for inspection on the long trestle-table. 

"Help me lift her over," he told the wharf-master. 

As  they  dangled  Leah  bottom-outwards  over  the  side  amongst  the  grimy, grasping fingers, a thick-set man elbowed through the group and made ready to catch her. 

The wharf-master instructed Leah: "Open your legs: let him catch you on his cock."  The  man  braced  himself,  his  arms  stretched  up  and  his  erection curving stiffly. 

Merek saw a shudder run up Leah's thigh, as if  a cold hand was opening her bottom.  He  felt  a  small  twinge  of   loss  as  he  let  her  slip  free,  and  Leah, gasping, slid through the wisps of  bacon-smoke and into the stubby arms. Her bottom jerked abruptly to a halt, impaled upon the charcoal-burner's penis. 

Her lovely body arched back, gasping for breath, revealing the muscle of  her rosebud well and truly dilated. Her slender hand reached down in vain, her small fingers pleading with the fat, fleshy root as if  to stay its penetration. Her captor, his hands clasped under her thighs, fingers digging deep into her flesh, jerked  her  little  body  up  and  down  upon  his  penis  then  walked  her  like  a trophy round the wharf. Her knees were wide apart, her feet were higher than her navel, and her pushed-out belly was bearing down between her dangling, delicate ankles, proclaiming to the onlookers her reddened, swollen sex in its newly fathomed state, with its lips drawn wide, and its sweet, tender infolds half-protrusive, still glazed with Patten's semen. 

Merek left the boat and went back up the outer stairs of  the bridge-house to share the wet-girl. He went inside her from the front while she was dangling. 

Patten  went  in  from  behind.  Her  hot,  bald  sex  seemed  to  envelop  him, seemed to sucker to him where his shaft met his balls, just as if  it were kissing him. The girl moaned into his mouth and he felt the warm, wet stream of  her urine flowing round the base of  his penis and dripping from his balls. He did not come inside her. He did not dry his balls. In semi-erection he collected the dilator and went back down to the wharf  while Patten took the wet-slave on to the boat. 

He found Leah on her back, her lips sealed round the penis of  a naked man kneeling astride her face. Her neck and breasts were wet with watery semen; her hair dripped with semen spray. Her legs were being held up and open. A penis had just withdrawn, spent and wet and soft. Another stood in readiness. 

Merek  instructed  the  men  to  desist.  He  scooped  Leah  into  his  arms  and carried her on to his narrow boat. At the stern he put her in the great chair-like frame on her back, with her legs up in the air in the attitude of  the slaves that  worked  the  tunnels.  She  looked  tiny  in  the  massive  frame.  Powdered charcoal accentuated the edges of  her spread-back labia with a dark, moist ring, a little strand-line made from girlish seepage washing over grimy fingers. 

He slid the dilator into her rosebud and made her moan. By slight degrees he turned  the  screw.  At  first  her  legs  began  to  tremble.  Then  her  nipples gathered up to stiff  little points. Then her shiny wet erection peeped out from its foreskin. He smacked it with his fingertips, hard, and the climax wrenched her little body as her fully stretched anus tried repeatedly to close. When he took the dilator out, the punished muscle stayed open. Then he carried her down into the hold of  the vessel where stout jars of  olive oil were arrayed in serried ranks. Patten followed with the wet-girl and deposited her on the floor. 

Merek levered the wide, shallow stopper from a heavy jar. The oil adhered to the  stopper  for  the  jar  was  full  to  the  brim.  Merek  made  Leah  spread  and handed her in that state to Patten. She moaned, knowing what was coming. 

"Go on, my friend. Even my penny-pinching father could surely not begrudge her. And his bread may gain some savour." 

Patten sat her with her naked, gaping sex and naked bottom astride the wide mouth of  the jar. She gasped as he thrust her belly down into the cool, dark pool. He urged her knees up till they touched her breasts. Cool, smooth oil flooded into her gaping sex and lapped her belly and spouted up her bottom. 

She  saw  Merek's  rigid  cock  -  she  clasped  it  briefly  in  her  fingers  before  it levered itself  over the lip of  the jar and nosed inside her oil-flooded sex. Her feet  were  over  his  shoulders.  Patten's  hands  were  in  the  jar,  urging  her buttocks open, seeking the dilated rosebud. She slid her fingers down into the oil and clasped Merek's bag of  slippy balls. 

"Go  into  her  bottom,"  groaned  Merek.  Leah  hunched  forward,  her  hand trapped between herself  and Merek. She felt her bottom stretching wide, then wider  as  Patten's  fat  penis  wormed  inside  until  her  fingertips  touched  his floating balls. Oil flooded down the side of  the jar. Her toes trembled in the air; her teeth sank into Merek's neck; she could feel the ejaculate thrumming up each penis and spurting through the oil inside her. 

They  took  Leah  back  on  deck  and  the  pale  girl  held  her  open  and masturbated her until she had expelled the mixture of  oil and semen. Then 

they invited the charcoal-burners on board. 

When all were sated Merek carried Leah down into a small cabin, where he drew the sheet back and gently placed her on the bed. 

A small white-haired man with soft pink hands was in waiting. Merek asked him:

"And are you barber or gallipot-monger?" 

"A little of  both - whichever you choose - provided you pay me," the visitor answered good-naturedly. He placed his bag on the little table by the bed and drew up a chair. "Let me see the patient." Leah lay back with her head in the pillow. She watched his eyes and saw that they were kind. 

"Oh, tut-tut," he shook his head. "Your treasure is well plundered, little one. 

Ah - don't cry, now . . ." But she could not stop herself; her heart was welling up  to  choke  her.  "We'll  make  you  right."  With  a  snap  he  opened  his  bag. 

Merek  seemed  impatient  but  the  kind  man  would  not  be  hurried  and  was very  gentle  even  in  opening  her.  His  fingers  by  their  tender  touch  soon soothed away her tears. 

"You do not use a glove?" Merek asked. 

"Through a glove I could not assess her properly." 

"Nor I through a sheath." 

"There are other ways, my lord." The man sighed, continuing with his work. 

Then Merek left the cabin. Leah knew that he was jealous of  this newcomer's gentleness. 

The man took a lint cloth and softly dabbed the dribbles of  male fluid and oil away from her sex. "You have no protection?" he asked. 

Leah swallowed, shaking her head. 

"How long since your masters have been doing you this way?" 

"These two days," she murmured. 

His eyes brightened. "Then all will be well. It is good your master called me." 

Again  Leah  felt  her  heart  welling  in  her  throat;  she  had  not  thought  that Merek would care. 

"You know there is danger when any man, master or slave, makes his white liquid  inside  you  at  the  front?"  Leah  nodded.  "In  your  bottom  is  fine,"  he 

added. She knew that too. "And you can drink and swallow all you care to." 

Again she nodded. "But if  any should steal in here . . ." - he touched her sex very  briefly  -  "then  this  belly  will  surely  swell."  And  he  cupped  her  naked belly.  She  knew  all  of   this  but  she  was  content  for  him  to  administer  the tenderness. 

Then he took a small wad of  lint, sprinkled on to it a few drops of  essence from a phial, and very cautiously inserted it into her sex, slowly all the way up until  it  pressed  coolly  against  her  womb.  The  sensation  of   being  finger-penetrated so deeply at the front was still unfamiliar to Leah. "Am I hurting?" 

he whispered. She shook her head bravely and spread her thighs wider. His fingers  were  still  inside  her  when  Merek  came  back  into  the  cabin  but  the man had great confidence in his duties; he did not withdraw his fingers but kept  the  lint  pressed  protectively  up  against  Leah's  womb.  "It  will  make  all traces  of   the  male  fluid  still  inside  you  ineffectual."  Leah  beckoned  to  her master  with  her  eyes.  He  came  to  her  and  kissed  her  open  lips  with  a tenderness he had not shown before. The upward pressure against her womb, while she was being kissed, was beautiful. It was as if  she could feel all the weight and threat of  coming with child being lifted from her body; she felt as if  she was floating. She wished at that moment that Merek too was a gallipot-man and the two men could love her with their fingers, tongues and penises in deep, safe, liquid spillage. 

The man carefully drew the wadding from her sex. He filled a short, fat, gold clyster with something that looked like honey. Leah's master rolled her on to her belly and gently spread her thighs once more. Leah felt the clyster nudge between them. She thought it would go into her bottom but it went into her sex. The distension from its fatness made her moan. Automatically her mouth opened to an 'O'. She could feel her little knob swelling to delicious erection against the covers. Merek was stroking her ankles. The man steadily pushed the  plunger  and  the  honey-fluid  issued  under  pressure  into  her  sex,  slowly invading  every  infold.  Because  the  barrel  of   the  clyster  filled  her  tight  little passage,  the  fluid  could  not  escape  from  her  body  and  the  distension heightened until it felt as if  it were a fat, warm finger pushing into her womb. 

"It will trigger your monthly flow, which will be the sign that all is well," said the  man.  He  had  Merek  turn  Leah  over  then  he  made  her  lie  still  -  "Legs straight,  that's  it  .  .  ."  with  her  thighs  closed  about  the  clyster  for  a  few minutes, before he gently withdrew the instrument and plugged the entrance to  her  sex  with  wadding.  Then  he  secured  a  bandage  round  her  waist  and down between her legs to keep the wadding in place. Finally he gave Merek a small, shallow, cup-shaped shield, and a little pot of  ointment, saying, "Hold it this way, smear a little salve on this side, and push it all the way up before any semen goes up into that precious place." Then he snapped his bag shut. As he was getting up to go, Leah reached up, grasped his palm and planted a gentle, open-mouthed kiss in the centre, against the warm, soft skin. 

Within  an  hour,  her  cramps  had  started;  she  had  never  had  it  come  on  so swiftly.  Patten  had  appeared  at  the  doorway.  Merek  lit  a  large  candle,  then soon another, then a third, explaining to her that he and Patten would keep watch upon her while she slept. Leah knew she would not sleep. She lay on her side. Merek massaged her belly with his open hand, making a cushion of warmth against the cramping pains. His other hand slowly rubbed low down against her back, so it felt as if  her womb was trapped between two warm, broad  clamps,  gently,  rhythmically,  squeezing  it.  The  sensation  between  her thighs was pleasurable, despite the ache. 

As  the  night  progressed,  her  breasts  became  swollen.  Merek  sucked  her aroused nipples very gently. The pad between her legs was becoming soaked. 

He told Patten to look after her while he went to find some more lint. 

Patten took over with her belly-massage and the gentle sucking of  her nipples and when Merek returned, Patten was already erect on the bed with the sheet drawn  back.  Leah's  tongue  was  pushing  through  his  lips  and  his  heavy erection was bobbing with the strength of  his pulse. 

Merek sat on the side of  the bed and rubbed her wet nipples. Patten retreated behind her. She could feel his silky erection brushing between her shoulder-blades. 

Merek put two fingers under her nipple and his thumb over it and rolled the nipple with a gentle pulling action. Her nipples were now so sexually sensitive that she felt as if  his toyings would make her come. She reached behind and grasped Patten's hot, fat penis near the root and held it - it felt full enough to spill. Then she reached forward with her lips into Merek's lap and took the knob of  his penis into her mouth. He drew his knees up around her head and made a pillow of  his thigh. Her lips clung to the knob of  his penis and slowly milked it, as if  it were a plump nipple. She wanted to induce a slow emission of   his  semen  while  she  drowsed.  Her  nipples  brushed  his  balls;  they  were heavy with the semen which Leah would slowly swallow. Her arm that was twisted behind her was aching from grasping the root of  Patten's penis but she did  not  want  to  let  it  go.  It  felt  so  hot  and  so  excited.  She  massaged  the undertube gently with her thumb and she heard him groan. A pleasure-pain of  sinking came inside her belly. Between her legs she was warm and sticky. 

"She's wetting the bed," Patten whispered. Her pad had leaked over the back of  her thigh. 

"Let me change you," murmured Merek. 

"Hnn. No. Nooo . . ." Leah grunted round the head of  his penis. Her thumb, behind, was stroking the wet, oily mouth of  Patten's knob, encouraging the slippy seepage. Merek's hand reached down her belly and Leah shivered with sweet anticipation. Her lips made a tight rubbery choker round the knob of  

his  penis.  His  fingers  slipped  beneath  her  bandage  and  found  her  erection, sticky with blood. 

Her climax came that way, with his slow stroking of  her sticky knob, and her mouth  still  enveloping  the  head  of   his  penis.  Her  fingers,  clutched  round Patten's  throbbing  shaft,  were  being  wetted  by  the  continuous  slow,  warm, slippery  trickle  she  was  causing  it  to  yield.  Leah's  mouth  gently  expelled Merek's knob on to the pillow of  his thigh and twisted round to drink the slick trickle from her fingers still clutching Patten's shaft. As she kissed his balls - 

sucked them - she heard his gasp and felt his straining through her clutching fingers: a thimbleful of  white escaped and balanced in a globule on her brow. 

"I'm  stripping  her  off,"  said  Merek.  He  pulled  her  bandage  down  and  the soaked pad came with it. He gasped but continued to open her legs. She felt Patten's shudder through his penis. Her tethered chains were caked in dried blood,  and  there  were  flecks  of   dark  amid  the  fresh  red  issue.  "So  soft,  her cunt feels," Merek whispered. "Who would have thought it?" Her next climax came that way, with his middle finger in her sex and his thumb trapping her clitoris. Her next came from the deep attentions of  the two penises, rampant and swollen after the prolonged foreplay, and so keen to get inside her. Patten wanted to do it anally. Merek wanted her sex; he said there was no danger while she was so deep with issue. 

They entered her together and she thought her flesh would burst. Only her mouth was free - to suck the dripping sweat from their bodies as they went to work. Her blood had seeped over their balls: Merek took his penis out to show her. The head was pink but the shaft was streaked red and it projected from a bag now shaded purple. Patten climaxed first. It happened when Merek was putting his penis back in to Leah's sex. It came like a hot flood up her bottom; she  felt  it  spraying  against  the  tender  inner  walls.  It  made  her  sex  contract about  the  bulb  of   Merek's  penis.  She  watched  Merek  gasp  deliciously.  She tugged his nipples cruelly. His penis was already squirting when he pulled it out.  Leah  trailed  it  back  and  forth  across  her  naked  belly  while  it  was ejaculating, drawing streaks of  white and red and shiny clearness across her skin. Her own climax had this time been incomplete. Merek drew completion from her when he was washing her as she knelt astride the bowl. He put his fingers  up  her  anus  to  empty  it  of   semen.  While  he  was  searching  and  the swirls  of   red  and  dark  circled  in  the  bowl  of   water,  and  his  fingers  gently explored the creases of  her inner lips, teasing out the curds of  dried blood, delving under the hood of  her knob, Leah cried out in pleasure and collapsed against him, her labia dripping water. His exploring fingers continued to delve single-mindedly under her hood. Her knees gave way and he had to support her  with  his  fingers  up  her  bottom  and  his  hand  cupping  her  dripping  sex, squeezing  her  labia  tightly  around  her  knob  to  quell  its  fretful  jerkings.  He said  then  that  he  would  take  her  with  him.  When  Leah  looked  up  she  saw Patten staring at her wistfully. 

Her flow abated within two days, during which Merek kept her to himself. On the evening of  the third day Patten made advances, offering to administer a clyster to each of  the girls. "We can let them lie together - in each other's arms 

- while I put it in them one by one," he said. When Merek saw the glint in Leah's gaze he refused but then partly relented, declaring she might watch the pale girl get it. 

Merek kept Leah on his lap on the adjacent bed. He did not touch her but kept her legs open. Her arousal welled as she watched the pale girl, naked on her  side,  and  she  saw  the  tight  round  buttocks  being  spread  and  the  shiny instrument open her anus and nudge its way inside. Leah would have loved to be lying there with her, sex to sex, feeling the pressure of  the pale girl's love lips against her as the pale girl took the clyster. 

Patten  was  masturbating  the  pale  girl  while  he  filled  her;  her  first  climax happened with the instrument still inside. Merek made Leah watch through successive insertions and re-insertions and slow masturbations, with the pale girl's  belly  swelling  until  her  naked  sex  protruded  ripe,  moist,  and  gaping. 

Then  he  lay  Leah  on  her  side  and  possessed  her  bottom  with  urgent,  deep strokes which brought on a pleasure that left her wanting more, for she could still  hear  the  pale  girl's  sexual  moans  continuing  as  Patten  gently  kissed  her and  fingered  her  in  her  split,  and  tamped  the  clyster  up  her  bottom.  Leah reached across between the beds and, as a sign to Merek, stroked the clyster that was still inside the girl, but her master was not disposed to allow her to have it. It was as if  he was now resentful of  his friend. Merek took Leah to bed  in  the  next  cabin  but  she  could  not  settle  for  thinking  of   the  sexually swollen  belly  and  listening  for  the  moans  and  wondering  how  long  Patten would keep the girl thus. 

At dawn Merek was sleeping beside her when Patten crept into the cabin and put his finger to her lips. He carried her nude on to the deck. The boat was moving: she watched the sturdy horses drawing it silently through the half-lit landscape.  The  air  was  still  and  cool.  The  pale  girl  lay  contentedly  asleep under  a  blanket  on  deck.  Patten  told  Leah  he  had  to  leave  the  boat  that afternoon and could not go without touching her one more time. He held her over the side with her knees up and thighs open, so the thongs attached to her chains drew her sex lips agape and, keeping her thus, he played with her. He told her he wanted to watch her pee. Though his fingers were cool it would not come. Looking down between her thighs she saw the hull slicing through the  dark  swirls  of   water.  Patten  then  put  a  finger  inside  her,  up  against  the front wall of  her sex and slowly rubbed there. And he touched her knob. 

But it was the finger inside her, rubbing upwards with a gentle milking action, that  soon  caused  Leah  to  catch  her  breath.  The  finger  kept  rubbing  there. 

Suddenly  a  keen  and  unfamiliar  pleasure  happened.  It  felt  as  if   it  were between peeing and coming: Leah wanted to lift away, but his fingertip just kept  rubbing  inside  her  sex,  against  the  front  wall.  Suddenly  she  felt  warm 

between her legs and he was saying, "Admirable . . ." and she was grunting and  his  hand  was  cupped  to  catch  the  fluid,  which  was  squirting  out  like come,  not  pee.  There  was  but  a  thimbleful  and  it  was  thin  yet  oily,  and  he drank it appreciatively while Leah was still shaking. He made her come twice more this way before sun-up was complete. The final time he did it to her she was  sitting  on  one  of   the  hatches  with  her  knees  up  in  the  air,  her  belly pushed  out,  her  breasts  thrust  skyward  and  the  pale  girl  was  awake  and watching.  "Each  time  it  comes  a  little  more  thickly,"  Patten  whispered.  He held his cupped palm to Leah's lips and let her drink of  it. It was dense and aromatic  like  honey,  but  not  so  sweet.  "Get  the  clyster,"  Leah  begged, shivering. When she turned her head she saw Merek looking at her. 

It was the afternoon of  that day before Merek completed his explorations of Leah's new condition. He had kept her naked, inducing her ejaculations on to his hand and on to the bed and on to the pale girl. Back on deck he kept her open and allowed the sun to dry her. Her repast was taken naked and Merek fed her small morsels from his fingers and would not permit her to touch the vessel when he made her drink. He kept her away from Patten until the boat was  moored  and  Patten's  departure  was  imminent.  At  this  time  Leah  was trembling naked by the bed, with the pale girl watching inquisitively as Merek opened Leah at the front and began to slide the special protective cap inside her. His penis was standing hard yet he drew away as Leah, shuddering under the deep incursion, gently tried to touch his penis. The cap trespassed deeper, causing her to moan and the pale girl to kneel up, just as Patten entered the cabin to make his farewells and pass control of  the pale girl to Merek. 

Patten then blatantly kissed Leah, whose head hung back and he plucked her nipples shamelessly and rubbed the backs of  his fingers to and fro across her moistly open labia while most of  Merek's hand was still inside her, possessing her, until she collapsed back, gasping, belly-up across Merek's lap, trapping his burning  penis.  She  thought  one  or  both  of   the  men  must  surely  take  their pleasure  with  her  then,  but  Patten  simply  left  and  Merek  let  her  lie  a  little while upon the bed before he dressed himself  and carried her still naked but now protected, off  the boat and into the inn where he laid her on the table for 

"Any and all who care to fill her . . ." The takers came aplenty, twisting and turning her yielding little body on its side, on its front, making her kneel as if in perverse supplication, opening and reopening her until the fluids they had put  inside  her  leaked  and  the  table-top  was  rendered  so  slippery  that  they could not hold her still. Merek looked on - depraved rake, desirous lover. She knew he was watching for any sign of  impending climax, which Leah tried to resist and yet at last it came, very strongly, unstoppably, when he was watching her in the harsh arms of  these men. His fury boiled silently and Leah's tears burst  forth,  for  she  did  not  know  what  else  she  could  do;  her  tears  dripped down the very penis she was sucking. Merek pulled her off  it, crying: "Your whore thanks you all and bids you good-day," and he dragged her through the crowd and back aboard and into his cabin. 

There he laid her face-down on the bed and whipped her bottom cruelly with his belt, finally pushing his fingers from behind into her sex to open it wider while  he  whipped  her  very  anus  with  the  thin  tip  of   the  leather.  Then  he turned her on to her back and finger-teased the itchy swelling. He pushed his finger  harshly  through  the  tightly  swollen  ring,  making  her  moan,  with  her feet  in  the  air,  her  nipples  up,  inducing  sexual  feelings  that  had  remained hidden  and  not  truly  felt  since  her  initiation  at  the  Abbey.  Josef   had  never treated her so sweetly cruelly. Her face and neck flushed hot with excitement; her  sex  and  anus  burned  with  desire.  Merek's  naked  penis  thrust  up  Leah's burning bottom, stretching the tender skin until her mouth opened wide with delicious  craving.  She  wrapped  her  arms  about  his  neck  and  crossed  her ankles  round  his  spine,  and  she  was  suspended,  clinging  to  him  like  a dependent creature as his powerful thrusts repeatedly wrenched her bottom to the vitals - until at last he groaned and tried to lay her down. But Leah was still clinging to him with her legs and pulsing anus and with her lips and now one  arm,  for  her  other  hand  had  found  his  balls,  first  milking  them  then squeezing them hard, then smacking them from underneath until she felt his penis  tighten  like  a  metal  bar  inside  her.  She  let  go  of   them  and  he  was shuddering, yet no ejaculate came, just runnels of  sweat from every pore of his body, bathing her. His dangling balls turned slippery with it, delicious and warm, fleshy, swinging weights slapping against her spine; his nipples tasted salty; her bottom squeezed and squeezed him; her open, flaccid labia pressed against his belly; he gasped and groaned and shuddered long but still the fluid did not come. And while Merek shuddered and Leah continued to taunt and stimulate  him,  she  was  experiencing,  not  a  climax,  yet  a  profoundly  sexual pleasure through the intimate pressure expelling all the hot, illicit semen from her  wet  sex,  and  through  the  stretching  of   her  chafed  dry  bottom  impaled upon his bullish penis. 

Afterwards, when she had at last forced his semen out of  him and on to the pale girl, Leah drifted into slumber with her master still fingering her bottom, touching,  taunting  the  itchy  membranes,  yet  inducing  a  deep,  soothing warmth within her belly. 

Next morning Merek took his two girls on to the deck and masturbated them together while he made them pee: he made them sit on deck with their legs intertwined and their sexes pressed together and he fed them water till their bellies  leaked.  Then  he  stretched  Leah's  buttocks  open  until  her  deeply distended anus touched the rough, scrubbed surface of  the pee-wet planking. 

He held her legs up to her ears while the pale girl played with her until she came;  Leah's  climax  came  intensely  as  her  anus  tightened  against  the planking. 

That day, as Merek explored her bottom with a reckless verve, the pleasurings repeatedly left her breathless. 

She was still in his arms when the boat eventually reached a place overlooking 

a stream where male slaves were being watered. He held her bottom over the side that they might see it in its spanked and swollen state. He whispered to her  of   the  special  slaves  who  could  push  the  boat,  but  Leah  saw  that  these slaves  by  the  stream  were  too  scrawny.  One  in  the  distance  was  chained through his erect penis to a tree, and seeing him in that predicament excited Leah.  A  girl  was  ministering  to  him  on  her  knees.  Merek  was  carefully studying Leah's reactions. Her gaze now moved keenly over the nearer males, who were exclusively naked. Narrow chains around their waists were fastened through the tips of  their penises. Merek gently nipped her knob, causing long pleasure-stabs up Lean's belly. 

Suddenly she saw a girl in blue appear from behind the wagon. Leah gasped: there was no mistaking this girl - it was Roanen. 

Leah shivered and hid her face against her master's neck. He stroked her as though she had come to climax from the pinching, but her pleasure had been frozen by the shock of  seeing Roanen. 

Only when the scene was receding did Leah breathe again and dare to glance back. Only then did she fully see the girl who was doing the ministering to the male chained to the tree: the girl turned, then Leah saw her breasts and face, and it was Sianon. 
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Menirg

Where the dry plains met the great barrier mountains lay Menirg, an ancient place  where  nature  had  buried  her  bounty  so  deeply  and  intricately  that generations  of   slaves  and  freemen  had  burrowed  out  a  nest  of   pits  and subterranean galleries in their struggles to retrieve it. At surface, the ancient city,  long  decayed  and  undermined,  lay  submerged  in  a  sea  of   spoil  at  the edge  of   a  giant,  sprawling,  interconnected  complex  of   water-wheels,  shafts and  inclines,  mills  and  smelters,  stables,  markets,  brothels,  sweatshops  and makeshift  camps.  The  mines  were  so  deep  and  the  excavations  so  vast  that whole  communities  now  lived  underground,  pursuing  the  precious disseminations far into the belly of  the mountain. For between the veins of metal ore and of  pleasure-opal the workings sometimes broached pockets of  a substance far more prized - carnetine, the raw form of  Resin of  Carne, which was  the  most  efficacious  of   the  general  aphrodisiacs  and  was  the  source  of aris, a potent orgasmic sublimate more precious than gold. 

Sianon crouched with her knees together, though the taunts of  the male slaves had lessened now that the wagon had left the plain and begun its slow zigzag climb on a bustling, wide stone way. After many days since her sexual sojourn in the Dowager's castle their destination was suddenly very near. The route 

was bordered by a legion of  unkempt wooden hovels, rough-and-tumble inns and  mangy  stables.  Above  the  noise  of   the  traffic  she  could  hear  a  distant pounding as of  a giant hammer. Ruined stone buildings were now visible both below and above. Ahead she glimpsed tiered water wheels stacked up the side of  the valley and into the mist. How she wished that she could soar into that mist and fly - far from this cage and Roanen's clutches. 

The wagon, climbing ever higher, rumbled on to a side road then over a series of   creaking  bridges  and  below  a  high  wooden  trestle-way  leaking  running water, which pounded on to the roof  and caused the horses to shy. 

The water poured inside and across the floor, making a pool where Sianon was chained. The males were looking at her, though they could not touch her since  their  wrists  were  closely  fastened  to  their  leather  body  belts.  Sianon's hands were free but, like the men, she had been chained through the gold ring in  her  sex  to  a  bolt  in  the  floor.  Each  male's  gold  ring  was  very  thick  and heavy. Roanen called them "bull-rings'. They fitted tightly through the mouth of  the penis, emerging on the underside through the most sensitive part of  the glans:  the  Dowager  had  shown  her  both  the  piercings  and  the  rings  during her stay at the castle. And the memories had flooded back, of  Josef, who bore the  selfsame  piercing  and  whom  Sianon  had  left  behind.  And  now  Malory had abandoned her. 

The  shallow  pool  of   water  tickled  Sianon's  open  sex,  stirring  the  kinds  of feelings  that  had  come  to  her  when  she  was  handling  the  males  and  the Dowager  was  milking  her.  In  her  mind  her  nipping  fingers  had  been punishing Malory but her breasts had been weeping for Josef. 

Continually  being  made  to  exploit  the  male  flesh  by  forcing  expulsion  had kindled a dark passion in Sianon. And being cooped up with so many males over several days had made this passion burn. Their taunts were a shield that prevented  her  from  going  too  far.  But  she  found  herself   watching  the  way their penises changed with mood, or under threat from Roanen, or with the quake  of   Sianon's  swollen  breasts.  The  very  presence  of   the  bull-ring,  its shifting weight at the tip of  the penis, assured arousal; most of  the males were in continuous arousal which, because their wrists were totally restrained, they could not quell unless emission occurred by chance or intervention. 

Roanen would always chain them by their penises when she did the whipping. 

Frequently  the  very  whipping  would  fetch  up  the  semen,  especially  the whipping of  the buttocks or the inner thighs. Sometimes it would exude only after  a  whipping,  through  the  movements  of   the  chain.  And  once  -  in  the wagon, only once - it had come about with Sianon's own connivance, when she had taken pity on the youngest male, whom Roanen had been punishing cruelly. His ankles had been fastened apart with a yoke; his erection had been secured by its ring to the front of  his body belt. In the half-darkness Sianon's naked foot had surreptitiously reached across to stroke him. She could not see 

his face; she could only picture it and hear his sighs. As her toes had gently curled around his warm, fleshy balls and pressed below the base of  his shaft, stimulating him gently, pumping, making him moan, the sweet giddiness had blossomed  in  Sianon's  belly.  Her  ring  hurt  deliriously  as  if   the  lips  between her legs had swelled; her breasts throbbed as if  a lover was drawing her milk with his mouth. Then the young male's watery, sticky warmth had enveloped Sianon's  toes,  and  she  had  continued  pumping  long  beyond  the  time  his murmurs  had  subsided,  simply  for  the  pleasure  of   the  touch.  She  had  not wiped her toes; she had let his stickiness dry through the warmth of  the night. 

In the morning her breasts were still weeping. 

When  Roanen  saw  this,  she  first  removed  the  gold  sleepers  from  Sianon's nipples, watched the droplets swell to the point of  dripping, then she sucked them,  each  nipple  alternately,  deeply,  drawing  down  more  milk.  The  men's erections  burgeoned.  Sianon's  wrists  were  balanced  on  Roanen's  shoulders, her fingers, fearing reprisals, were afraid even to caress the blonde hair of  the girl  pleasuring  her  nipples  so  deeply  and  twisting  her  chain  so  deliciously cruelly between her legs. Sianon's climax had come swiftly, intensely, causing her to cry out in front of  the males, her fingers clutching the air. One of  the male slaves had come to silent climax simply witnessing this. Sianon saw the long strand of  white jelly suspended from the ringed tip of  his penis stretch itself  under its weight then detach, as a more fluid semen began to be issued in half-stifled outwellings: the fact that he could not control his coming had intensified her own pleasure. 

As the only girl slave in the contingent of  males, and by spending such long periods  with  them,  she  had  learnt  much  about  the  male  response.  Under Roanen's  direction  she  had  sometimes  shyly  and  publicly  teased  the  semen from  inside  them  after  their  whippings,  and  she  had  discovered  that  the enjoyment of  doing this was steadily deepening. She had learnt to close the mouth  of   the  penis  tightly  round  the  gold  ring  so  the  pleasure  came  more harshly  on  account  of   the  constriction,  and  the  ejaculate  felt  hotter.  The delicious  queasiness  would  come  in  Sianon's  belly  as  she  held  the  chain  up and watched the links turn greasy with the spray. And Roanen had promised her that in Menirg the perversions would be far more exquisite. 

The wagon had reached a sunlit plateau where there were more buildings and what looked like a barracks. Perched high above it, clinging to a crag was an impressive  villa  of   marble  stone.  A  murmur  rose  from  amongst  the  male slaves as they realised what was happening in the barracks yard: they fell over each  other  in  their  struggle  to  gain  the  best  vantage  point  that  their  chains would allow. As the wagon ambled past the perimeter their eager faces were pressed against the bars. 

Girls were being put through their paces naked under the hot sun, kneeling, standing,  bending.  Their  punishers  were  men.  Sianon  glimpsed  a  girl suspended astride a narrow, sloping pole. She glimpsed others being paddled. 

Another had a harness keeping some instrument of  torture in place inside her while she was being made to run. Sianon looked away, her heart in her throat, as  she  listened  to  the  descriptions  being  relayed  by  the  males.  She  was  the only girl: perhaps the wagon would unload here. She listened - yet part of  her wanted  to  look  and  see  what  was  being  done  to  these  naked  girls.  Her heartbeat did not steady until the wagon had lumbered on and the barracks was left far behind. 

The wagon climbed for many more minutes before finally entering a type of courtyard with low stone buildings on three sides, and on the fourth a huge working water-wheel protruding from a large wooden shed. Roanen jumped down from the wagon and Sianon held her breath, waiting for the contingent of  cruel yard-men to appear. 

But  instead  a  solitary  girl,  a  lithe  girl  wearing  only  sandals  and  a  loincloth, and a whip slung round her shoulders, appeared from a doorway in the far corner and began to speak to Roanen and the driver. She looked more like an athlete  than  a  guard.  Her  skin  was  bronzed;  her  breasts  were  small;  her nipples were full but had no surrounds; her hair was black and was tied up in a coiled, standing ponytail. High up on her right arm was a fresh tattoo of  an erect phallus. 

The  wagon  door  was  opened  by  the  driver.  "Males  out!"  Roanen  ordered, and a surge of  relief  tempered Sianon's panic. Roanen began to unchain the males.  Two  more  of   the  young  female  guards  appeared,  each  bearing  the same tattoo. "Get the Overseer," Roanen told the lithe girl. 

With their wrists still fastened to their body belts the males could not use their hands to help themselves clamber down. Two males fell in the dust. The two guards watched them but did not move until all eight males were standing in a ragged line. Then they went down the line, taking each penis, working-up those  that  were  not  already  erect  and  clipping  each  by  its  gold  ring  to  the front of  the body belt. Between each male's thighs there was now a perfect mirror of  the phallus on the arm of  each female guard. 

Suddenly  there  came  a  shout  from  the  building  housing  the  wheel:  a  tall, purposeful  man,  evidently  the  Overseer,  clad  in  a  sleeveless  leather  tunic, marched  out  carrying  a  riding  crop  tucked  through  his  belt.  His  stride  was long. His hair was cropped close to his scalp. His skin was bronzed and he was taller  than  any  of   the  male  slaves  and  stood  head  and  shoulders  above Roanen, who greeted him then deferred to him. But on the man's right side - 

his  throat,  his  shoulder  and  down  his  arm  -  was  a  mesh  of   crudely  healed scarring,  where  his  bronzed  skin  was  rucked,  white  and  livid  pink,  and  the skin hairs were completely missing. He looked as if  he had been savaged by a wolf  then his tissue had been left to scale and canker. He made no attempt to hide his disfigurement. 

"Inspect them," he calmly instructed the lithe young female guard beside him, who suddenly seemed very self-conscious indeed. 

"L . . . legs open," she tried to growl. The slaves instantly obeyed. She walked with an uncertain pace all the way down the line, stopping in front of  each male  and  studying  his  erection,  but  glancing  back  to  the  Overseer  to  seek reassurance. "Bend over," she ordered in too soft a voice. "Further . . . Far." 

And  Sianon  saw  that  the  Overseer  was  watching  this  lithe  girl  -  her  small breasts and neat buttocks and large eyes, far more than he watched the slaves. 

Roanen looked on sullenly as if  she were jealous of  this young guard's being the  focus  of   his  attention.  The  slaves'  movements  were  stilted  because  their wrists were fastened to their belts. Their bags of  balls hung precariously and accessibly  down  behind  them  as  the  girl  with  small  breasts  now  walked nervously past. 

"Examine  that  one  -  him,"  the  Overseer  ordered.  Her  mouth  fell  open anxiously.  She  had  stopped  behind  the  youngest  male,  the  same  one  that Sianon  had  masturbated  in  the  wagon.  Sianon's  heart  surged  for  him;  she knew the feel of  his flesh; she knew his moan. Under the Overseer's resolute gaze the girl pressed one hand hesitantly into the small of  the young male's back and slid the fingers of  the other uncertainly into his crease. She seemed unsure where the entrance was. Her inept probings made his erection bone. 

His thighs bowed open. Her slim fingers wormed. She looked up, stared at her master, whose eyes met hers decisively and held the gaze. The young male gasped, causing Sianon to shiver - but to try to disguise the shiver because the Overseer had turned to look at her. Only when his attention was back on the girl, could Sianon breathe. 

It was clear that the girl possessed some knowledge, but Sianon suspected that this might be her first public investigation of  a male. She took hold of  his bag with her other hand and slowly began to draw it downwards, from the neck, as if  it were a fat, twin-bulbed teat which she was milking. She closed her eyes in nervousness and only gradually seemed to become aware that her fretful fingers were kindling pleasure. Her nipples came erect just as the young male groaned and his fingers clenched to fists. 

"Stand him up," the Overseer ordered. "Gently, now . . ." Gasping, the young male tried to comply. The girl's slim fingers were deep inside him. Her other hand was clasped round the neck of  his balls. "The rest of  you slaves, stand up,"  said  the  Overseer.  "She  wants  you  all  to  see  and  understand."  He beckoned  to  the  girl  who,  gaining  confidence,  walked  the  young  unsteady male to the front, controlling him from inside as if  he were her glove puppet. 

His penis was arched like a longbow, quivering in tension from tethering ring to root. 

"Bring  out  the  example,"  the  Overseer  shouted,  and  another  ponytailed female guard, with the same phallic emblem on her arm, dragged from the 

building a cowering male slave with a hard erection and testicles almost like a ram's. The guard held him up with his arms wrenched behind his back, while the Overseer addressed the frightened group. 

"Welcome to Menirg, lads. Before you're done with, this is what you'll hang like. My girls shall have free rein. They are now custodians of  your balls and dispensers of  every drop of  spunk you muster." 

The lithe girl's fingers in the young male had gone too far. He began to groan continuously and his penis began to twitch. 

"If   it  comes,  have  him  prick-whipped,"  the  Overseer  told  her.  The  girl's fingers  tried  to  pinch  the  gulping  penis  shut  about  its  thick  gold  ring.  The slave  cried  out  in  anguished  pleasure  as  his  semen  spasmed  repeatedly  in  a fine jet into the air. One of  the other guards grasped him by his yoked penis and, with the lithe girl's fingers still inside him, started whipping his genitals with a crop. 

"Overseer," said Roanen, "I'll see the purser then I'll have to be getting back. 

I've left two chains of  girls with a couple of  mercenaries." 

The Overseer strode over to the wagon where Sianon was still tethered. His head tilted slightly to one side. He had piercing green eyes. 

"She's a milk-slave," Roanen explained. 

The Overseer stared for a little while at Sianon's breasts then seemed to lose interest and his gaze strayed back to his lithe small-breasted guard. "Put her to serve in the bath-house," he said dismissively. Then he turned back. His eyes met Sianon's fully and lingered as if  something in the milk-slave's composure intrigued him. Sianon's gaze was drawn inexorably to the livid scarring - the neck that would have been handsome, and the powerfully sculpted shoulder where  the  perfection  of   smooth,  sunbronzed  skin  turned  within  a  hair's breadth  to  grotesque  mangling.  And  she  could  not  help  but  look  upon  that torso sleeved within its leather vest, and wonder what maulings the vest might conceal. 

"Wait." The Overseer raised his hand to stop the guard. "Sort the males out. 

I'll take her there myself." 

As  Sianon  spread  her  nervous  thighs  for  the  Overseer  to  unfasten  her  sex from the chain, she experienced a sinking sensation in her belly. She looked down at the head of  short black hair so close to her swollen nipples, and she smelt his scent and felt his assured strong fingers brushing against the sensitive surface of  her inner thigh. "Out of  the wagon . . ." Her legs were weak. 

He stared again at Sianon's breasts. "Is she pregnant? The pregnant ones go 

directly to the physician." 

"She is safe," said Roanen. "You may be sure I kept the wolverines at bay." 

"Then I want her in a body belt. Get one please." The Overseer was stroking Sianon's  cheek  and  she  was  shaking.  Her  breasts  were  level  with  the  riding crop in his belt. 

Roanen found a body belt and the Overseer fitted it tightly round Sianon's middle, securing her wrists at the back. "Let me look." He stood her sideways. 

"You have the breasts," he admitted. And her breasts were throbbing because for two days nobody had drawn off  her milk. She was still too shy to do it herself  in front of  the men. The Overseer stood her at arm's length and drew his riding crop. "You're quite sure she isn't pregnant?" 

"Nnnhh!" The crop lashed stingingly down across both nipples, once. Sianon bit her lip, fought down the tears. 

He said: "Open . . ." And while her milk issued in two thin, parallel streams down Sianon's trembling belly, the tip of  the crop explored between her legs, where the unfulfilled arousal of  the last two days had left her labia soft and full and moist and - at the merest instigation - gaping. The crop teased her open by the gold ring through the lip. She thought that it would smack her or would poke inside her. It nudged her clitoris and made her shudder. Then it smeared  slowly  up  her  belly,  through  her  milk  streams,  lifting  her  tender breasts, before letting them slither down past the crop to torture her stinging nipples anew. The lithe girl's gaze was saying: "Whip them!" 

"Walk  on,"  the  Overseer  ordered  Sianon,  indicating  with  the  crop  the building  with  the  giant  wheel.  With  her  arms  drawn  behind  her  by  the restraints  she  could  not  stay  her  weighted  breasts  from  wobbling  with  each pace  she  took;  and  between  her  thighs  her  new  gold  ring,  so  large  and unfamiliar, kept propping her labia open then slipping down, causing pulling feelings. 

The  door  of   the  wheel-house  was  open  and  the  Overseer  lifted  her  by  her elbows. She lurched over the step then stopped dead, aghast when she saw the naked girl. 

The floor rumbled as the huge wheel, creaking and groaning, shedding water, slowly turning, reached up through the roof  and into the sky. A giant upright elbowed arm attaching it to a level spindle near the floor rotated out of  kilter, turning  the  spindle,  which  extended  into  the  distance  down  a  gallery  hewn from stone. Water poured on to the wheel from a chute at the very top. It fell off  in showers on to a cage which had been racked across in front of  the base of  the wheel. A male guard wearing a loin-strap was controlling the racking system. And in the cage was the naked girl. 

"Bring  her  back  in,"  said  the  Overseer.  The  cage  emerged  from  the downpour. The sodden girl was collapsed on the floor of  the metal cage, her legs overhanging. Her long blonde hair was plastered to one breast and down her other shoulder. She began shivering uncontrollably. 

"P  .  .  .  Please?"  she  begged,  her  hands  pressed  together.  The  Overseer reached across and took her limp, wet, cold right hand and kissed the fingers very gently and the girl began to sob. Her teeth were chattering. 

"She needs more." 

"No! Oh, please, master . . . Pleeeease?" 

The  Overseer  turned  calmly  to  Sianon.  He  stroked  her  cheek.  "You're warm." His voice was almost a murmur against the rush of  water. "Coolness befits a girl, I always think. Young Khiri there - she's beautiful, exquisite. Her skin  is  waxen,  pallid,  freezing  cold."  Sianon  waited  for  something  - 

punishment, touch, kiss - she knew not what. The Overseer closed his eyes. 

His  head  sank  back.  His  lips  parted.  There  were  splashes  of   water  on  his leather vest. With eyes still closed he whispered: "When you go inside a girl when she is freezing cold, her nipples are so hard they almost pierce you, and yet deep inside her flesh is burning." The Overseer opened his eyes. 

"Down the gallery - go on." He jerked his thumb. Sianon set off  unsteadily and very frightened: the floor was uneven and her wrists were fastened behind her but she was more fearful of  what his menacing tone might bode. Warily she approached the entrance. "Go on!" 

The tunnel was high and wide yet felt confined after the airy spaciousness of the wheel-house. Down the middle ran the massive, trunk-like, main spindle, growling  ominously  as  it  turned.  Under  it  and  coming  towards  her  ran  a stream of  water. Voices echoed hollowly from the far end where the passage opened  out  and  the  main  spindle  fed  into  a  series  of   toothed  wheels connected to other spindles going upwards and across into adjoining passages. 

As  Sianon  neared  the  junction  she  saw  two  naked  figures  -  girls,  agilely balanced at different levels on adjacent spindles. Each girl carried a pot and a large brush with which she was daubing the moving wheels. 

"They're  grease-girls,"  said  the  Overseer.  "Hey!"  he  shouted.  One  of   them jumped down a level and gave a half  salute. 

"Overseer?" She stood on the rotating spindle, her feet in continuous effortless motion, while her body remained in exactly the same place. From nose to toe she was smeared with grease. 

"The shift is late." 

The girl turned round, now just as nimbly walking backwards, and shouted up  to  her  mate.  The  Overseer  seemed  to  have  surrounded  himself   with nubile,  supple  girls.  His  eyes  were  fixed  on  her  tight,  small,  ever-shifting buttocks. "Ten minutes, sir," came the answer. 

"Then we have a little time." Sianon shrank from his piercing gaze. 

They  stood  at  a  cross-roads.  In  the  middle  of   the  floor  was  a  hole,  a  black chasm from which a continuous rope with canvas buckets drew water up one side and tipped it into the stream below the main spindle. The Overseer took Sianon to the brink of  this chasm. There was no rail. Sianon did not want to go  near  and  he  knew  it.  It  looked  black;  its  walls  dripped  water.  Then  way down in the bottom she glimpsed a tiny light. "Stand on the edge." 

"No!" she gasped, crouching, retreating. 

"What?" He grasped her by her body belt. 

"Oh, please, don't make me do it." 

"Get a rope," he shouted to the grease-girl. The girl bounded down. In a few seconds  the  rope  had  been  slung  from  a  beam  in  the  roof   over  the  chasm. 

Sianon  was  now  half   crouching  near  the  edge,  fighting  back  her  tears,  her wrists still fastened helplessly behind her to the body belt. The Overseer fed one end of  the rope under her arms and across her back and knotted it to make a loop. "Stretch her." The grease-girl sprang across the chasm with the other end of  the rope and started pulling vigorously. 

The rope bit under Sianon's armpits until the tension pulled her to her feet. 

As the grease-girl strained, the other girl joined her. Sianon gasped, teetered on her toes across the floor. "Don't fight it or they'll never hold you," said the Overseer.  Sianon's  toes  lost  contact  with  the  edge.  She  tried  to  scream  but couldn't  breathe.  She  fell  forward  into  nothingness  then  suddenly  she  was dangling  over  the  chasm,  the  rope  creaking,  slipping  then  holding,  her  toes jerking, her chest tight as if  the rope were round her breasts, and the dreadful sensation of  falling forward kept coming in waves. 

Then the whipping started. The Overseer lashed the crop across her buttocks and the backs of  her legs. Her flesh sprang up in weals. 

"Keep still or they will have to let you drop," he warned coldly. 

Sianon shut her eyes, held her breath through the next stroke, and the next. 

The Overseer hesitated. Sianon heard the terrible powerful swish - he was a strong, strong man - and then the breath exploded from her body under the dreadful biting pain. Her belly jerked forward in the air; her nipples leaked. 

The rope dug into her armpits. "Keep still," said the Overseer. And still her whipping  continued,  and  her  body  twisted  and  squirmed  until  her  buttocks were on fire and there were weals on the fronts of  her legs and on her belly. 

She  saw  the  grease-girls'  eager  faces,  their  gritted  teeth.  And  suddenly  the tears flooded, uncontrollable, burning tears streaming down Sianon's cheeks. 

"It will not stop until you learn to do as I instruct: stay still." 

With  those  words  the  memory  was  triggered.  The  soft  spectre  of   the beginnings of  Sianon's journey into submission enfolded her punished body in its dark beatitude. 

"Open your legs." 

He  whipped  pleasure-pain  between  them,  at  the  front,  in  rapid,  stinging strokes like the cruel baptisms of  love she had once known. He whipped until her flesh was burning and her sex had opened of  its own accord and Sianon dared not flinch or even breathe. Then the whipping abruptly stopped. 

Her  body,  limp  and  submissive,  licked  by  afterlashes  of   ice  and  liquid  fire, rotated slowly on the rope. She could hear the Overseer's strained breathing. 

Then  she  could  see  his  face,  twisted  and  distorted  through  the  veil  of   tears that  he  had  caused  for  cruelty.  And  the  spectre  came  again,  the  prickling memory,  dark  and  explicit  and  sweet,  of   Sianon's  first  mistress  and  master and the way they had shared her body in sexual cruelty and love, and how the worst cruelty of  all was when her mistress - whom she loved the most - had given her away. 

"Let  her  down,  now."  When  she  felt  the  Overseer's  arms  around  her, supporting her, then holding her properly, as her mistress used to try to do, something inside Sianon melted. She opened her lips, and this time the kiss came, and it was so sweet and moist and cool and gentle that Sianon wished it would go on forever. "I spared your lovely breasts," the Overseer whispered, and Sianon's tears resurged. "Let me look at your belly. Girls - come and see." 

With Sianon's wrists still fastened behind her, the Overseer spread her thighs. 

The skin stood up in narrow, intersecting red weals high up on the fronts of her legs and low down on her belly, where he had struck repeatedly for her sex. The grease-girls crowded close. The lips had swollen and one weal had bitten more keenly home than the rest, transecting Sianon's labia below her gold ring, causing a throbbing blister in the right lip. The Overseer widened Sianon's  sex  with  two  fingers,  which  formed  a  vee  from  above  it,  drawing back  her  clitoral  hood,  exposing  the  knob  itself,  pressing  the  lips  down, trapping the blister. While he kissed Sianon long and deep, the two hungry girls  took  turns  to  suck  her  open  sex  -  lips,  knob,  gold  ring,  tiny  hole  and throbbing blister - until Sianon was gasping and her sex was glistening and the Overseer made the girls wait. He forced her grease-smeared thighs more 

open yet, saying, "There . . ." And he examined the deep-pink moist insides of  Sianon's sex which was trembling, "like a soft eviscerated creature," he said. 

"And now your clit is bigger than your blister. And we shall keep it that way. 

Get up." Sianon moaned. The Overseer dragged her by the body belt round the chasm and down the side passageway. 

The way opened into a large, circular, vaulted area where several passageways met. On the opposite side was a wide tunnel sloping steeply downward, where rattling  cages  chained  together  at  floor  level  in  a  continuous  loop  emerged and  descended  carrying  slaves,  mainly  males.  Female  guards  supervised  the unloading  and  reloading.  The  slaves  going  in  looked  very  apprehensive. 

Those  coming  out  looked  exhausted  and  dishevelled,  yet  every  one  of   the emerging males was in a state of  hard erection. 

The Overseer dragged Sianon to the wooden loading stage, where the last of a group of  young males were being sent down the tunnel. 

"Deputy," he called to the tall female guard who had just singled out one of the younger males and held him back with the stem of  her crop. "Is he ill?" 

"Sir, Dirnali has asked for another." 

"Then you can help me. I need to see to Khiri. Take this girl with you to the bath-house. And Deputy - remind your young mistress about tonight." The Overseer did not wait for any acknowledgement but turned on his heels and departed swiftly. 

"You bite your lip endearingly, girl. And well you might. But don't stand there. 

Get in the next cage," the Deputy ordered Sianon. Sianon looked askance at the contraption lumbering noisily towards her alongside the staging. When it reached  a  certain  point  the  door  snapped  open.  She  hesitated.  "Quickly  - 

before it shuts," the Deputy ordered, urging her forward by thrusting the male against  her.  Sianon  hesitated  again  at  the  threshold,  turning  back.  The Deputy lashed her belly with the crop and Sianon, crouching, hands secured behind her, fell backwards into the cage. The door snapped shut before the others could join her. 

She was alone there. She felt the terror welling. On her knees she watched the furious female Deputy and the cowering male slave receding. At the very last second the Deputy kicked the male into the next cage and stepped in after him. 

Suddenly  Sianon's  cage  turned  a  corner  at  the  top  of   the  decline,  tilted precariously, groaned and banged and Sianon slid across the floor into a heap at the forward end. Her right leg slid through the bars. She panicked, trying to  retract  it,  but  managed  to  scramble  backwards.  Only  when  her  feet  had gained a purchase on a cross-strut did she feel a little more secure. 

The tunnel was dark but not black: tiny flickering lights were staggered down its length and disappeared into the distance. Warm air billowed up into her face. Some way in front was the cage of  male slaves, but she could make out only  vague  forms  in  the  dim  light.  Empty  cages  were  rattling  back  up  the decline.  Twisting  round  and  looking  back,  she  could  make  out  the  cage behind.  Near  its  floor  were  two  naked  knees  poking  through  the  bars:  the slave was crouching. Near the top of  the cage a single hand gripped a vertical bar; she knew this must be the Deputy's hand. 

A deep continuous rumbling sound lay ahead in the tunnel. It got louder and louder.  The  light  got  brighter  on  the  left  side.  Suddenly  her  cage  emerged above  floor  level  in  a  well-lit  rocky  chamber.  Sianon  glimpsed  a  huge treadmill  worked  by  teams  of   naked  males  whipped  on  by  hard-faced  girls. 

She felt the cage rumble over a toothed wheel that was driving the chain, then the scene was lost as the cage ran onwards down the tunnel. All that was left was  the  memory  of   what  she  had  briefly  seen  -  naked  males  staked  out against the wall for whipping; naked males climbing the mill on hands and knees, sweat glistening on their bodies, their erections bobbing. 

Onwards  and  downwards  went  the  cage,  clattering  over  a  bridge  across  a deserted inky lake, then across a dry chasm. The air came ever warmer. Every time the cage passed a boarding platform, the door snapped open then shut. 

Several ascending cages of  slaves passed. In one place the very walls of  the tunnel glowed as if  lit from within. The cage then passed a treadmill on the opposite side and she could smell the bodies in the heat. 

"Get  out!"  the  Deputy's  voice  thundered  from  behind  Sianon.  She  twisted round.  The  cage  door  snapped  open.  Gathering  her  wits,  she  elbowed  her way out just in time, on to a shaky little wooden platform. As the succeeding cage trundled past, the young male slave was flung out gasping on his knees. 

The Deputy alighted behind him and grasped him by the hair. As his neck went  back,  his  knees  spread  open  and  his  penis  stood  up  stiffly.  It  was unringed  and  there  were  fresh  crop  marks  inside  his  thighs.  His  balls  were collared  in  the  leather  loop  of   the  crop,  which  projected  behind  him  and rested on the platform. He shuddered as the Deputy's foot pressed down upon the handle of  the crop and his balls were drawn to the floor. 

"Quickly  -  suck  his  nipples!"  the  Deputy  cried  and  Sianon  obeyed  and, crouching down, took one of  these little creatures into her mouth and tasted salt.  She  felt  the  tip  of   his  penis  on  the  verge  of   climax,  twitching  stickily against the lobe of  her ear. When the Deputy pushed her away, a thread of syrup was drawn from the penis by her ear lobe. The Deputy made the young male stand and walk, steering him by the tether, with the loop twisted and the crop drawn up between his buttocks. He was so close to coming that he kept stopping and wanting to crouch. The Deputy kept warning him not to: she said his "cream" was being "got up" for this "Dirnali." She made him kneel 

again while Sianon sucked his nipples. Sianon's breasts were bobbing and the Deputy reached round to try to capture them in her cupped palm. Sianon's left  nipple  brushed  the  tip  of   the  young  male's  penis.  He  started  coming. 

"Stop him!" the Deputy cried. 

Sianon did not know how to do it: her wrists were still fastened behind her; her  mouth  would  only  hasten  his  ejaculation.  In  desperation  she  twisted round that she might reach his shuddering penis with her fingers. Her breasts poked out before her as she crouched there. The Deputy was again moved to touch them, to squeeze them as they trembled. Sianon grasped the convulsing head of  the throbbing penis in both hands and squeezed it tightly, so tightly, trying  in  vain  to  stop  the  come.  The  red-hot  semen  squirted  through  her fingers and up her naked back. The head of  the penis turned slippery. She could not hold on to it. Her breasts started leaking. "Oh, and the Overseer never  told  me,"  the  Deputy  murmured.  "I  should  have  guessed."  Sianon's breasts  hung  down,  dripping  milk  into  her  mistress's  pumping  palms.  Her thighs  were  open;  her  blister  throbbed.  The  burning  spurts  of   semen  kept coming against her skin, then sliding down her back and seeping under her body belt. Gradually the penis softened. "Get off  him." 

When she turned round, the mistress was already dripping Sianon's milk into the young male's mouth. "See what it does to his erection?" With each droplet the tortured penis, still slippery and shiny after Sianon's misplaced attentions, was becoming stiffer. When the milky drips were all drunk and the erection was restored, her mistress dragged the male to his feet with the loop of  the crop  still  tethered  round  his  scrotum.  With  Sianon  following,  she  led  him under the cage-way and into the treadmill chamber. 

While  the  Deputy  now  discussed  the  male  with  the  other  female  guards Sianon was left to watch. About twenty naked males were climbing the huge rumbling treadmill, while ponytailed guards drove them on with whips. The young females took pleasure in degrading their captives. If  an erection should falter  the  offending  male  was  taken  off   the  mill  and  made  to  kneel  while something was pushed into his body to make him stiff. The steps of  the mill were wet with dripped sweat and fluid that had spilled. But all the slaves were males. She wondered what happened to the girl-slaves, what would be done with her. The Overseer had spoken of  the bath-house. 

The Deputy took Sianon by the arm and pulled the young male by his tether to a door at the end of  the main chamber. She knocked. A spyhole opened and an eye peered through. Then the door was swiftly opened. The Deputy brushed  past  the  young  ponytailed  guard,  declaring:  "Where  is  she?"  and, hauling the young male onwards, she led Sianon into a large inner chamber where  another  female  guard  was  overseeing  a  beautiful  naked  girl masturbating a kneeling male slave into a slender glass. The girl looked like a slave  but  wore  a  large  ivory  phallus.  She  stared  at  the  Deputy  with  wide, mock-innocent eyes, as if  she were enacting a game. A second male, ringed 

through the nose of  his penis, was tethered like a bull to the wall. His ankles were  fastened  open  with  a  yoke.  Between  the  cheeks  of   his  buttocks,  his distended anus remained open unassisted. 

"If  your uncle could but see you now, Dirnali," the Deputy observed to the precocious  girl,  who  simply  laughed  and  continued  with  the  slow masturbation of  the kneeling male. 

A third male was impaled upon an ebony phallus projecting from the wall. 

His wrists were tied above his head and he was balanced on tiptoes on two stools, his balls pushed upwards by the hard balls of  the phallus. The air was heady  with  the  scent  of   spilled  semen.  The  Deputy  forced  her  young  male captive to his knees, beside the girl Dirnali, and went to the male on the wall. 

"Help me tie his thighs up to these rings," she told the guard. When the first leg was lifted, the slave's body twisted as it sank further on to the phallus and he almost climaxed. The Deputy decided to leave him with one leg tied high, and one foot on the stool. She brought Sianon very close under the leg that was  lifted.  "Kiss  the  balls  of   the  phallus."  She  forced  Sianon's  face  against them. Her lips pushed round the hot aromatic polished wood. "Further, girl!" 

Her nose pushed against the living balls of  the slave and her forehead pressed the  base  of   his  stem.  As  her  ear  brushed  his  inner  thigh  she  heard  his anguished cry, felt his leg muscle trembling - but the Deputy pulled Sianon's mouth away and the climax was averted. "See how it pulses, its little mouth open, gasping like a greedy little snake that cannot swallow its prey. And all because  the  anus  is  being  stretched  by  the  phallus,"  she  said  with  cruel satisfaction. 

The first slave had spilled his fluid into the glass. Dirnali, who had brought on his climax with her fingers, dutifully handed the glass to her female guard and obediently  sat  back  on  her  heels,  her  small  face  full  of   false  modesty.  The guard  sternly  handed  it  back  and  pointed  to  his  dripping  penis  hanging thickly  between  his  legs.  Then  the  guard  slid  her  sandal  off   and  Dirnali slipped the glass back over the end of  his shaft, just as the guard's naked big toe opened the muscle of  his anus. The foot wriggled gently to and fro with the toe locked inside him, expressing a large, dense droplet from the mouth of his  penis.  Again  she  took  the  glass  from  Dirnali,  who  waited  with  fake submission  as  the  guard  rolled  the  glass  back  and  forth,  until  the  separate globules melded. The first guard had returned. She now took up her position behind the kneeling Dirnali and held the girl's head back, slowly stroking her throat  as  if   she  were  a  mare  being  fed  a  potion.  The  glass  was  tilted  high above  her  face  and  the  white  goo  plummeted  between  her  trembling, upraised, eager lips, bypassing her tongue completely and splashing into her gullet  in  hollow-sounding  gobbets.  When  no  more  would  drip,  her  narrow tongue poked out and reamed the glass crystal clear. 

The Deputy watched with approbation. "Behold the Commandant's niece," 

she said to Sianon. When the guard came near, the Deputy whispered to her: 

"Remind our young lady she has a tryst tonight. And beware: her uncle must never get to know of  any of  this." 

The  guard  nodded.  "I  understand,  Deputy."  Then  she  said:  "With  your permission?" In her hand was a small ladle made of  gold. 

"Proceed." 

The slave on the wall gasped as the guard slid the stem of  the instrument into the  tightness  between  the  front  of   his  anus  and  the  wooden  phallus  that impaled him, pushing it up until it displaced his balls to either side and the bowl of  the ladle looked like a candle holder for his erect penis. No sooner had it been pushed hard into place than the semen poured out of  him like hot wax from a tilted candle, filling the little gold ladle, which the guard carefully extracted  before  administering  its  contents  to  Dirnali.  The  Deputy  waited until every drop had been delivered down her soft, young throat and the ladle was  licked  clean.  Then  she  went  to  Dirnali,  took  her  by  the  shoulders  and tilted  her  back  until  her  ivory  phallus  stood  up  straight  and  her  head  lay cradled in the lap of  the young male kneeling behind her. The Deputy took the handle of  the crop which still lay between his heels and slowly began to twist  it,  tightening  the  pressure  of   the  thong  around  his  balls.  The  penis gulped  once,  then  ejaculation  came  so  swiftly  and  forcefully  that  most  of   it overshot Dirnali's mouth. A thick white streak extended from her bottom lip to the tip of  her ivory phallus. The Deputy slowly smeared it over Dirnali's trembling  belly  and  breasts  and  round  her  quivering  phallus.  "What  of   the one tethered by his prick?" the Deputy asked. 

"He's had one milking," the guard said. "Shall we give him his next?" 

"At  your  leisure,  as  and  when  our  young  mistress  craves  a  creaming."  She moved  closer  to  Dirnali's  face.  "You  want  to  go  in  him  with  this?"  Dirnali nodded eagerly and offered her pouted lips pliantly to the Deputy's tongue, while  the  Deputy  rubbed  the  head  of   the  ivory  phallus  just  as  if   it  were  a living penis. 

Taking her leave of  Dirnali the Deputy urged Sianon to the inner end of  the room,  where  there  was  a  second  door.  Before  taking  Sianon  through  she hesitated  and  looked  over  her  shoulder.  "I  cannot  resist  to  watch  her."  She stood behind Sianon idly fondling her breasts. 

Dirnali, her teeth gritted and with the guard supporting her, was balanced on tiptoes behind the tethered slave. She reached round, clasping the ringed head of  his swollen penis. The slave moaned, his scrotum contracting sensually as the polished girth of  Dirnali's semen-coated phallus nudged him wider then slid inside. "Your breasts are leaking," the Deputy murmured to Sianon. 

Still holding Sianon's breasts she propelled her through the doorway and into 

a  short  passageway.  Sianon  could  hear  voices  ahead.  "They're  coming  up," 

the Deputy whispered. "No . . . Stay calm and proud and beautiful for them." 

She urged Sianon forward until they reached a balcony overlooking a large underground  open  space.  Naked  men  were  teeming  up  ladders  within  two adjacent,  oval  holes  in  the  floor  and  streaming  past  under  the  balcony, laughing and chattering eagerly. They nodded to the Deputy and blew kisses to Sianon's breasts. 

"They're free miners, not slaves." The difference was well apparent to Sianon. 

"As such they have leeway - within limits - and provided they understand their place." The Deputy gently kneaded Sianon's breasts. The miners were small, wiry  but  muscular.  Their  heads  and  bodies  were  completely  hairless, glistening with sweat, besprinkled with dust but not grimy. One or two wore sweatbands round their brows; more wore them round their middles, but not as a loincloth: their sexes were free-swinging, completely bald and large and very visible from behind. 

"The substance that they dig out - carnetine - makes them that way. Its dust seeps in. The dose, though minuscule by the day, over time becomes excessive. 

As the hair dissipates, the prowess greatens. They do not complain: they have their privileges." 

The kneading of  Sianon's breasts grew steadily keener and quicker and more focused  to  the  nipples.  "Oh  stop  .  .  .  Oh,  please  .  .  ."  Sianon  begged. 

Helplessly  she  watched  her  milk  ejaculate  in  spurt  after  spurt,  drizzling  her body-warmth upon the uplifted, eager faces congregated below. 

"Now to the bath-house. Your big-balled admirers crave your mouth." 

9


Three Miners

The ancients had discovered hot springs in one of  the cavern systems of  the mountain and had made them the basis of  a subterranean bath-house that had long outlived its architects. Its dripping tiles now lay filmed with stone but its warmth endured. In the hot-room, steaming water bubbled in little springs through  the  stone  walls  and  made  small  mineral  pools  arranged  in  delicate terraces  to  the  floor.  In  the  pools  grew  little  clusters  of   pastel-coloured settlings, resembling small eggs or giant pearls. Warm water seeped through cracks  in  the  roof,  depositing  its  mineral  in  glistening  marbled  curtains  and smooth, dangling phallic shapes made of  stone. 

Sianon lay back on her elbows while Oredash attended to her over-stimulated breasts. She had thought the three miners would want to take her brutally but after the first urgency of  their penetrations - the need to get inside a new girl 

quickly - they were more gentle. Her thighs lay open and her gold ring had been taken out of  her labium, the lips spread fully back to make her erection visible to all while the miners relaxed. The blister from the sexual whipping had subsided in the spray of  water while she was kneeling in the cool-room shower.  And  while  the  miners  were  milking  her  breasts  and  stroking  her aroused body with their naked penises Sianon was soaping their brawny balls. 

After their long hours underground their bodies were fatigued but their desire was  high  because  they  had  been  breathing  the  aphrodisiacal  dust:  it  was already obvious to Sianon that their recuperation was quicker than that of  an ordinary male, quicker than any slave. Sianon wondered what breathing the dust felt like, and whether it would have the same effect on girls. She could not taste it on the miners' skin. Perhaps the bathing had removed it. The two younger miners were watching her as they reclined upon the slatted wooden couches.  Her  sex  still  ached  gently  after  its  spreading  by  their  generous penises. But Oredash had wanted to continue to play. 

The men's bodies were hairless, not shaved, nor depilated as Sianon's sex was, but more hairless than a baby's, as if  hair had never grown on any part. Her fingertips  were  constantly  roaming,  caressing  the  naked,  shiny,  bumpy, powerful  skulls,  the  hairless  eyebrows,  the  muscular  necks  and  the  knobby spines, and underneath, the bags so fat and heavy and smooth-skinned that they clung to her palm. 

"I want to stop your flow of  milk while I oil you," Oredash murmured in his deep  round  voice.  As  he  touched  her  breasts  again,  Sianon  gently  reached between  his  legs  and  nipped  the  skin  flap  under  the  mouth  of   his  swaying weighted  penis,  anchoring  it.  Her  breasts  were  extra  heavy,  as  if   the  oral contact  with  three  sturdy  penises  -  her  sucking  them  after  they  had  been inside her, the continuous movements of  her tongue and throat, and then the rich  drenching  emissions  of   alkaline  semen,  so  copious  that  they  had  made her shiver - had stimulated her milk glands. In the large pool, with her breasts floating with her nipples under water, the men had taken turns to suck her, one  mouth  to  each  nipple.  Then  Jorg,  the  youngest  miner,  had  made  her nipple  spray  under  water  until  the  escapes  of   milk  had  turned  the  water turbid. Sianon, in her turn, had masturbated him until his semen stretched out  from  his  penis  into  her  pale  turbidity,  like  a  sea-frond  or  a  tentacle  of bluish string. 

Oredash said he wanted to conserve her milk, but Sianon knew that now that the  first  flushes  of   semen  had  spilled,  the  practices  would  become  more sexually intricate. 

The bath-attendant, her enormous, sagging breasts almost melded into one, the surrounds of  her nipples like large pink moons, had come in to the hot-room to discover if  there was anything that the men needed for Sianon. They had  requested  more  oil  and  some  small  elasticated  rings.  "Sit  up,  now," 

Oredash said to Sianon. "Put your shoulders back . . . Fold your arms under your  breasts,  now.  Tighter."  Her  swollen  breasts  squeezed  up,  her  aroused nipples,  squeezed  one  above  the  other,  pointed  at  different  places  in  the ceiling. 

Oredash now took one of  the elasticated rings and stretched it over the ends of   the  fingers  of   one  hand,  forced  the  fingers  apart  and  sleeved  them  over Sianon's  right  nipple,  pushing  back  until  the  ring  was  deeply  and  securely seated, then letting it shrink around the flesh behind her nipple, trapping it tightly, causing it to neck, making the nipple bulge, sealing off  the milk ducts. 

Sianon felt the tightness in her belly. Oredash reached between her legs and spread her labia fully back, then gave the top of  her sex a gentle smack. Her nipple stood like a fat grape, which he rubbed with the backs of  his fingers until the small quantity of  milk still trapped within it had oozed free. Behind the  constriction,  her  breast  had  already  begun  to  throb  -  the  milk  was  still being  made  inside  her  even  though  it  could  not  escape.  Her  left  nipple prickled - it was oozing even before his fingers got to it with the rubbery ring. 

As  he  reached  across  her,  Sianon  nipped  his  stout,  curving  penis  near  the base, searching out the narrow tube that fed into the shaft, squeezing the skin tighter  and  tighter  round  this  tube  as  the  ring  closed  cruelly  around  her nipple. The tube slipped like gristle inside his skin; she made him gasp. With short  little  upward  strokes  of   her  cupped  palm,  Sianon  smacked  his  heavy balls. She knew well that it would hurt; she wanted to make the deep ache come  inside  him  just  as  she  ached,  deep  inside  her  womb.  He  pulled  away and sat on his heels, his erection harder than ever. 

Jorg was oiling his body. His torso was like a little barrel, solid yet devoid of any fat. His young semen tasted sweeter than that of  the other two. On an impulse Sianon slid across on her knees to his recliner. The oil was scented with the fragrance of  peach. She gently levered the small ceramic bottle of  oil from his fingers. Automatically he opened his thighs and the thick pink rod of his penis arched above her. Sianon held the rod as vertically as it would go. 

She softly squeezed the glans from front to back: the tiny mouth refused at first, for it was sticky with the dregs of  semen from his last spillage. She gently rubbed it up and down, massaging just the head. When she squeezed again, the tiny mouth opened to a circular tube. When she sat up and peeped she could see down it; it was like a deep-pink wormhole, faintly ridged inside. She wondered  if   stimulating  the  ridging  would  cause  pleasure  if   she  could  find something soft to slip down the tube. 

His  penis  had  come  larger,  and  the  wormhole  had  expanded.  Very  gently Sianon poured a fine stream of  the oil into the mouth of  his penis, very, very gently down its little throat, which quickly filled. Jorg was breathing quickly. 

Sianon  experienced  a  delicious  shiver  between  her  thighs,  for  she  was imagining someone doing this to her - lifting her legs and filling her sensitive pee-hole to the brim with oil. She spread her thighs until her sex was wide open and she made deep slow squeezing movements with it just as if  her sex 

was milking a penis. Then she slowly worked her fingers down the length of Jorg's penis, softly manipulating its fleshy tube, very gently squeezing. The oil sank  down  inside  the  tube.  She  poured  again,  a  very  fine  thread  of   oil, precisely  into  his  open  sexual  wormhole,  and  from  his  murmurs  and  the expansion of  his glans it was plain that he could feel the inner dance of  the thread of  liquid tumbling against the delicate pink ridges. 

She could feel the focused gaze of  the other two miners; she could hear their heavy breathing. The wormhole had now been refilled. Sianon masturbated the shaft ever lower down, ever nearer its base, ever more gently for fear its load  might  spill.  Again  the  inner  level  of   oil  dropped.  Again  she  refilled  it. 

And  now  his  sex  would  take  no  more;  its  worm-tube  was  distended,  full. 

Sianon carefully hooked the glans between two upward curving fingers and sealed the tiny mouth with the pad of  her thumb. She laid the bottle on its side  on  his  belly.  The  oil  began  to  trickle  from  the  narrow  neck,  making  a pool. Between the weight of  the bottle pressing down into his belly and the pressure of  Sianon's thumb transmitting through the oil down the inside of his penis to the base, Jorg began to moan. Sianon pressed the fingers of  her other hand into the pool of  oil upon his belly, turned them over, spread them out and pressed again, oiling them completely. 

The pool of  oil began to overflow in a little stream down the crease of  his thigh, tickling him, making his erect, sealed penis gulp. Gently, swiftly, Sianon slid two well-oiled fingers up his anus. His balls retracted; his penis shuddered. 

She could feel its tiny penile mouth deep-kissing the pad of  her thumb like a little sucker. She could see the oil-filled tube standing out like a whipcord from the underside of  his stem. Her fingertips inside him found the gland that was swollen, fully replenished with his semen. She shivered at the thought that she would make this seminal gland expel. Slowly Sianon masturbated the head of his  penis,  with  her  fingers  clasped  under  the  rim  and  her  thumb  a  cruel, immovable seal across its mouth. The oil-filled whipcord stood out from the stem,  and  every  time  her  thumb  pressed  down,  it  expanded  as  if   it  would burst.  Sianon  reached  forward  with  her  lips  and  sucked  the  whipcord.  She kept her thumb hard down as her fingers pressed upwards from within him, pressing the tortured inner gland until he cried out with the feeling. Then, still keeping up the pressure, she sucked upon his fat balls individually, detaching them inside the thin skin bag as they tried to cling to the base of  the stem. He was  moaning  continuously.  She  pushed  a  third  finger  into  him  and compressed his seminal gland as hard as she could - until her fingertips hurt - 

and  she  felt  the  surge  of   pressurised  oil  against  her  thumb.  But  only  at  the very  last  second  did  she  move  her  thumb  away  to  unplug  his  penis.  She lunged  with  her  mouth:  the  stream  of   hot  oil  jumped  into  the  air,  squirted over her tongue, followed swiftly by his hot, sweet, pungent semen. He twisted on  to  his  side  with  her  lips  still  locked  about  his  penis  and  her  fingers  still inside him. The emission could not pulse; the pressure of  her fingers dictated the swiftness of  shedding and forced it out in one continuous stream. She felt his seminal gland collapsing as her mouth filled to overflowing with delicious, 

oily semen. 

The other two men, watching Sianon's bursting sealed breasts rolling against their comrade's leg, and her strangulated nipple poking his balls and dipping into the runnel of  oil seeping down the crease of  his thigh, felt compelled to intervene.  They  brought  more  oil.  Oredash  oiled  her  breasts,  Brindo  oiled between her thighs - which Sianon opened ever wider. She put her foot on Brindo's shoulder, that he might gain freer access to her sex and anus. Jorg's semen-sticky, fat penis was still in Sianon's mouth. 

"She sucks like a baby. Feed her, Jorg." 

"She's drained me." 

"She keeps sucking, though." 

"I guess she likes raw meat," said Brindo. "But Oredash, will you look at this beautiful cunt?" 

"Can't you see I'm busy with her bubbies?" Oredash's penis was hot between Sianon's shoulder-blades. The oil was pouring over her breasts, his hand was cupping them, holding them up so the nipples were drenched then, chasing the stream, his sturdy fingers rubbed it into the jellied mounds, coating them from nipples to underarms. 

Sianon  gasped:  between  her  thighs,  a  gush  of   warm  oil  flooded  down  her pubes,  split  into  rivulets  round  her  sex,  wetting  her  labial  creases  then converging again to flood the crease of  her bottom. She felt Brindo's fingers hold her labia wide, making of  her sex a cup. She moaned as her cup was filled  with  oil.  As  his  fingers  followed,  the  oil  flooded  out;  her  foot  hooked around the back of  his neck. She felt as if  her knob was bobbing from under his  probing  thumb  and  floating  in  the  oil.  Oredash  was  milking  her constricted  nipples,  which  kept  slipping  through  his  fingers.  Jorg's  flesh  was coming hard again in Sianon's mouth. The tips of  her fingers softly coaxed the gland inside him into renewed swelling. She wanted it to go painful for him, just like the glands inside her breasts. She wanted Oredash to pull the rubbery rings from her nipples and let her milk flow out and have the three men drink from her while she was so aroused - to bring her on by sucking her nipples. She felt her anus being partially opened by the stoppered neck of  the ceramic bottle. Very gently and slowly Brindo lifted her thigh: her foot that had been round his neck was in the air; the neck of  the bottle began to be expelled.  He  grasped  it,  gently  twisted  the  bottle  and  pushed  to  re-seat  it. 

With the other hand he masturbated Sianon's sex. Her belly trembled on the verge of  pleasure, her anal muscle opened fully; the oil around the neck of  the bottle,  twisted  in  a  cool  sexual  spiral  inside  her,  making  her  anus  contract deliciously  about  the  smooth  surface,  making  her  lips  contract  about  Jorg's sex. Brindo held her hips and bottom lifted while the oil was rubbed in. Then 

he lightly twisted the neck of  the bottle and it was expelled by her tightening muscle. 

Oil began dripping on her back: Oredash was oiling his penis. Oil dripped on her thigh as Brindo too oiled his penis. Sianon tried to bear down through her belly and bottom as she was opened front and back, and the two slippy, giant penises entered simultaneously. She felt as if  she were with child, so full were her womb and bottom, and her belly felt so displaced. The smooth nakedness of  these males' thighs and genitals against her flesh excited her. As the hairless penises  thrust,  Sianon's  sex  and  bottom  opened  ever  wider,  the  feeling  of penetration  came  deeper  and  keener  until  the  smooth  scrotums  seemed conjoined  and  her  sex  and  anus  were  clamped  in  a  warm,  naked,  intimate saddle of  probing flesh. Her breasts wobbled as - on her side - she was made to ride her saddle, with her mouth still clamped around Jorg's penis. She tried to take him deep into her throat, that her penetration might be complete. Her head arched back; her lips reached the base of  his penis; Jorg moaned. She sought the gland inside him with her fingers. She pressed her thumb between his  balls  and  gripped  him  exactly  as  her  belly  and  bottom  were  gripped between  the  two  thick,  curving  penises,  which  suddenly  thrust  in  deeper,  as Sianon's leg was lifted higher, until her back arched and her breasts projected. 

Oredash could not hold them properly, for they were so slippery. He tried to reach  round  and  suck  her  nipples,  which  kept  slipping  out  and  trailing  oily wetness over his cheek. 

She could feel the two bloated penises inside her, trapping the delicate wall of skin between her anus and her sex, pushing it, tugging it. She felt the tugging suction  in  her  womb.  Her  own  lubricant  was  running  from  her  sex  and mixing  with  the  oil.  Then  she  started  to  come.  It  was  triggered  by  an enquiring fingertip being slipped into her umbilicus while her umbilicus was full  of   oil:  the  oil  squirted  out,  the  fingertip  pressed  so  sexually  into  her arched-up belly and fitted the well so neatly. Her sex and bottom went into delicious  spasm  about  the  penises;  her  tongue-tip  pushed  up  into  the undertube of  Jorg's shaft; her fingers stabbed into his inner gland. She felt the pressure of  his semen rising up his stem, pushing past her tongue-tip, then, a second  later,  flooding  her  throat  like  hot  redolent  pee.  She  felt  the  penises wrenched  out  from  between  her  legs  then  squirting  hotly  over  her  collared nipples.  Oredash's  fingers  spread  the  semen  over  her  oily  breasts.  He  was about  to  take  the  collars  off   her  nipples  and  release  her  milk  when  a  voice said:

"No. Leave them on her." 

Sianon's  frightened  lips  expelled  the  softened  penis.  Her  guilty  fingers withdrew from inside Jorg. The three miners edged away from Sianon. The Overseer was standing over her with a face like thunder. Black curls glistened on his chest, belly and thighs. His genitals were half  buried in a dense mass of shiny black pubic hair. The livid scarring ripped his flesh all the way down the 

right side of  his body to the top of  his inner thigh. His right ball was enlarged and almost hairless, and there seemed to be a protruding snag of  flesh there. 

Sianon shivered. 

"Sir," said Oredash, "she is a milk-slave." 

"I know well what she is." 

"But  the  collars  were  only  put  on  her  nipples  in  play.  They  need  to  be removed or . . ." 

"Leave them on. The play is not done. I am only starting." He reached under her and lifted her with ease. "Put your arms about my neck, girl. Good." 

"But sir . . ." Oredash pleaded. 

"Get yourselves some grease-girls," the Overseer snapped. "She should have a pubic ring. Then where is it? Put it in her now." He held her legs open for it. 

Oredash's fingers were uncertain. Sianon's sex was wet with oil. He eventually found the puncture in her pubic lip and forced the ring through it. The fit was tight. The arousal in her belly had not gone away. The pleasure had been cut short and now the experience of  being ringed - the heavy, cool gold against her open sex, the fingers working so closely to her clitoris, then the weight of the  ring  pulling  her  pubic  lip  down  and  half-open  -  heightened  the  sexual feelings. Her semen-wet breasts were against the Overseer's hairy chest and his curly hairs were sticking to her distended nipple. 

"Leave us to get reacquainted." 

As the three miners conceded the hot-room, the master carried Sianon over to the terraced pools and immersed her to the belly in the warm spring water. 

He opened her sex and bottom and she gasped as the heated water flooded in. He was looking at her with those penetrating deep green eyes, taking in every tremble and shiver as he made her expel and fill repeatedly. He wanted to  rid  her  body  of   the  others'  semen.  He  washed  it  from  her  breasts.  He worked  one  of   the  coloured,  smooth,  warm  pool-eggs  into  her  sex,  then another, then a third. He made her kneel for a fourth one, saying he would make her his chicken. Then he lifted her up, dripping, and holding her legs open,  he  lowered  her  bottom  on  to  a  short,  smooth,  sturdy  phallic  stone protruding  from  the  floor.  He  made  her  lay  the  polished  eggs  one  by  one while her bottom was dilated by the stone. He did this to degrade her. Her feet were pressed against his shoulders; her hands were on the floor. He would not  hold  her  sex  open:  the  phallic  stone  inside  her  bottom  was  pressing against the eggs through the back wall of  her sex. He was rubbing her breasts with  one  hand,  moving  it  from  one  to  the  other,  drawing  her  milk  ever downwards to the collared teats, his penis projecting ever higher as Sianon's sex expanded and contracted and the warm eggs were progressively delivered 

into  his  waiting  palm.  Then  he  told  her  he  would  keep  her  as  his  personal slave and treat her very cruelly. With her feet still on his chest he rose from his knees and forced his penis into her mouth, and held her head while her lips sank down his shaft and her nose was buried in the dense, hot, black pubic curls. She was almost doubled up, her bottom still impaled upon the phallic stone.  He  thrust  until  her  bottom  lip  touched  the  fleshy  nodule  on  his enlarged naked ball and Sianon felt that she could not breathe. He kept her thus while he whispered to her that he would keep her for sexual punishment and explained to her some of  the things that he would do. 

That  night  in  the  Overseer's  quarters  underground,  Dirnali  was  in  waiting while the Overseer attended to the freezing girl who had just been released again  from  her  cage  in  the  cascade.  Each  time  her  flesh  had  warmed,  the Overseer  had  sent  her  back  for  more.  Sianon  was  kept  strapped  to  the leather-covered  whipping-post.  Her  nipples  were  still  collared  and  a  dilator had been inserted into her anus. Her legs and bottom and sex were burning from the new whipping. The girl's teeth were chattering; the bed was wet; her hair was plastered to her stiff-nippled breasts. Her sex was wide open, its thin labia spread back; the master's thick penis was plunging in. His heavy balls were  slapping  her  puckered  anus.  Her  slim  body  was  yielding  under  the urgent thrusts just as if  it would break. And Dirnali was getting ready to go into her bottom with the ivory phallus. 

Far into the night Sianon awoke still tethered to the post. Her anus throbbed; the dilator was still there. The freezing girl was gone again. Dirnali was gone. 

But  the  Overseer  was  sitting  in  a  chair  watching  her.  Astride  his  lap  was another  girl,  beautiful,  dark.  His  hands  were  down  her  panties.  Sianon  felt warm wetness snaking down her belly - her breasts were leaking milk: he must have removed her nipple-collars while she was asleep. He was just watching her inquiringly. She could see his erect penis poking up through the leg of  the panties  and  into  the  girl.  The  Overseer  continued  to  stare  at  Sianon  as  he touched the girl. Then he suddenly said: "Do you know a person by the name of  Josef  who bears the Talisur ring?" 

10


Dirnali

The Dowager had threatened undefined yet grave penalties when Josef  took Lucie  -  the  Dowager's  youngest,  strangest  daughter  -  but  Lucie  had  come willingly and no one had followed. Yet once she had told him where to find Sianon, there was in truth no need for him to have taken her: he did it to spite her evil mother. 

On the road no one seemed to recognise Lucie but all were captivated by her innocent beauty and fairytale appearance - wide-eyed in her thin pastel dress 

and, at every watering place, plaiting fresh flower stems for her necklet and anklet. Soon jealousy began to haunt Josef. His instinct had been to avoid the busier inns, but on the second night he made a mistake and had to spend the evening fending off  her admirers. Then on the third day as he rode across the plain  with  Lucie  drowsing  peacefully,  his  arm  around  her,  supporting  her sweet relaxed body, Josef  had a vision of  Leah. Like all the other visions, it had come unannounced. 

Suddenly his consciousness was swept away from the sundrenched plain: the light level dropped dramatically and he was staring down at a girl he did not recognise. She was on a bed. Her belly was glistening with dew. He saw before him  a  man's  hands  but  only  slowly  did  it  dawn  upon  Josef   that  the  hands belonged to the viewer: Josef  was the passive observer in another man's body, not  hearing  what  was  being  said,  not  knowing  what  was  being  thought.  At intervals the hands were taking up a cup to help the girl drink, as though she were in fever. The hands gently lifted her under her bottom and thumbed her sex  open  and  held  it  so.  Then  she  was  turned  on  her  side  and  the  man attending her left her bedside and went upstairs. He emerged into night. 

Josef  noticed, to each side of  the viewer, dimly illuminated walls which were moving, and the ceiling too was moving: the viewpoint was drifting through a tunnel. Then he realised the man must be on a boat: lamps on the boat were casting their light up against the bricked roof  and forward into blackness. The man  turned  and  looked  back  to  the  end  of   the  boat  where  another  lamp illuminated  a  wooden  scaffolding  carrying  a  huge,  naked  slave  on  his  back. 

The slave was propelling the boat slowly along the tunnel by pushing against the roof  with his bare feet. The man approached silently - all was silent in this vision - never taking his gaze from the slave and Josef  then saw that the slave held  someone  nestled  in  his  naked  lap  -  a  small  bundled  figure,  nude  and female,  short-jointed,  with  small,  delicate  toes,  which  were  curled  up  very tightly. It was Leah, on her back and clinging to his rocking torso, her tight, small buttocks cradled in his lap and split about his giant penis. 

The  viewer  proceeded  to  inspect  with  fingers:  her  anus  was  so  stretched around the shaft that it made a taut, ridged ring. Then Josef  saw her virgin sex  was  virgin  no  longer  -  its  chain  lay  snapped,  its  lips  lay  plundered  and agape, with tattered flaps of  inner skin where the flesh had been so smooth. 

Anger welled inside Josef  as the man began to finger her flaps. 

The scene darkened then shifted to where the man was now lowering Leah on to the bed where the glistening girl lay. He made Leah play with her until the girl started to shudder and Leah's fingers were drenched in wet; then he entered Leah, taking deep, alternate strokes at front and back. Her anus was still too stretched to close about his penis. 

Josef  woke with his fingertips under Lucie's thin dress, inside Lucie's sex, and her knob was already protruding. He unbuttoned his aching penis swiftly then 

lifted her bodily into the air and turned her around. As he lowered her, her flimsy dress billowed up and her aroused, sex slid on to his erect penis which, braced by the saddle, took her full weight, going in deeply because her legs dangled down. She lost her anklet. She was forced to cling to him - "Lift your dress up, right up to your armpits," he told her - and her jellied pear-shaped breasts, in pressing against him, projected outwards. He could feel her lovely knob against his belly; in the heat her sex became stuck to him skin to skin; no clear climax seemed to come yet each time the horse lunged forward Lucie moaned,  her  breasts  wobbled  and  her  naked  feet  arched  as  if   she  were  on tiptoes  in  the  air.  He  wanted  to  keep  her  like  this,  wanted  to  keep  his  cock inside  her  lovely  body  for  as  long  as  it  would  stand,  wanted  her  sex  to  be reamed wide open, wanted to punish her for the callous fate her mother had decreed for Leah. 

That night Josef  whipped Lucie through her dress and ran the gauntlet of  her beautiful, baleful gaze. Then as he lay stretched in tortured wakefulness upon the  rack  of   remorse,  Lucie  lay  with  her  dress  rucked  up  under  her  perfect pendulous breasts in peaceful beatific sleep. 

The mines of  Menirg first came into view on the morning of  the fourth day of  Josef  s journey with Lucie. By afternoon they had reached the leading edge of  the outermost tip, where it spilled its ochreous rubble on to the floor of  the plain. Yet it took several more hours of  riding before they reached the heart of   the  complex.  Inwardly  Josef   marvelled  at  the  scale  of   the  workings; outwardly he projected the air of  a Tormunite of  consequence, road-weary and demanding. And with the Talisur on his finger and the beautiful Lucie on his  arm  he  had  no  difficulty  in  cutting  through  the  lower  echelons  and securing an audience with the man in charge. 

The tall, wooden cradle crawled up the high cliff  face towards the overhang. 

Lucie clung to the bars and peered down at the receding yard and the horse being led away to the stables. Josef  surveyed the expanding vista of  buildings and dark ravines and beads of  light in the approaching dusk. 

"I'm floating like a bird," Lucie whispered, spreading her arms and stretching up on to her toes. The fresh flower-plait slid down her ankle. She closed her eyes and tottered. And though she was in no real danger, still the harsh edge in Josef  automatically softened. He clasped her round her slender waist. Her nearness, her scent, the delicious warmth of  her skin, the perfect beauty of her breasts, made him shiver. She twisted round and kissed him just as though he had never whipped her. 

The cradle passed up through a tubular hole cut through the rock overhang, and emerged at the level of  a terrace of  white marble, in front of  a torchlit red  and  white  castellated  villa  set  against  the  darkening  mountainside.  A servant in a flowing robe opened the door of  the cage and with a bow and a flourish directed them to one of  the porticos. Once inside they were shown by 

another servant into a small but elegant marble chamber. Almost immediately a handsome young woman clad in silk pantaloons and a silk top which left her midriff   bare,  swept  into  the  chamber,  took  Josef's  hand  and  kissed  his  ring finger, saying:

"My uncle sends greetings and bids my lord join him in repast." The young woman then took Lucie's hand and kissed it in exactly the same way before turning  again  to  Josef   and  smiling  appealingly.  The  casual  warmth  of   her manners seemed at variance with the solemn formality of  her tone. 

"We are most grateful for his generosity," Josef  answered in like fashion, "and for  so  graceful  an  emissary.  Pray  tell  us,  whom  have  we  the  pleasure  of addressing?" 

Again she took his hand, turning it now palm uppermost, opening it out and stroking the tip of  her finger around and across it as if  writing her name there lest  he  forget  it.  "Dirnali  -  that  is  my  name,"  she  announced  slowly.  The delicacy of  the stroking sent shivers up his arm. "My uncle chose it." 

"Your uncle?" 

"You find that strange?" She stared up at him with saucer-eyes. 

"I confess - a little unusual." Then he corrected himself: "No. It is not of  my concern," he said gently. 

"I  shall  make  it  your  concern,  my  lord."  She  stared  attentively.  He  did  not know what rejoinder to make. She said: "Is this your girl?" 

He nodded. 

"She is very pretty. May I kiss her?" 

"I . . ." Wrong-footed by her forwardness, Josef  tried to recover: "You must ask her." But he had not meant to say it this way; he ought not to have said it at all. She saw his frown. 

"But are you not her lord and master?" 

"I am." 

"Then may I kiss her?" 

"Yes." 

But Dirnali did not kiss Lucie in the ordinary way. She took her hand, opened it  out,  palm  upwards,  as  she  had  opened  Josef's,  then  she  steadily  twisted  it 

round,  forcing  the  fingers  back  and  down  until  Lucie's  mouth  opened  in  a silent cry and Lucie sank to her knees. 

Dirnali, still holding the bent-back hand, slowly moved round Lucie's kneeling form until she was behind Lucie, half  straddling her. Then she drew Lucie's head right back and kissed her open mouth. Josef  could hear Lucie's gasps of pain. He could see the sweat forming under her arm, which was still held in torsion above her head. He could see her breasts thrust out by the bowing of her spine and her nipples standing against her dress - as if  the air was freezing but the air was warm. 

Dirnali's saucer-eyes looked up at Josef. "My uncle will be well pleased with your offering. Shall we take her in?" 

The uncle sat at the end of  the long onyx table with Lucie at his right hand, Josef  at his left and Dirnali next to Josef, while a succession of  diminutive but very palatable morsels was brought by immaculately presented servants and was served on thin gold platters. At each setting was a tier of  crystal glasses into which tiny measures of  different liquors were progressively decanted. In the centre of  the table, set on a warming pad, was a row of  identical, gold-capped, clear-glass, spherical bottles, each about the size of  a small apple and containing a similar amount of  a whitish liquor. 

The uncle's name was Leks. Josef  judged him to be about seventy years of age.  His  hair  was  white,  his  skin  pink,  his  voice  thin  and  whining.  It  was difficult  to  believe  that  he  was,  as  he  professed  to  be,  director  of   the  entire mine complex. He knew no facts about the place, knew nothing of  how many slaves there were, or how they were obtained, declaring in his thin, annoying whine:  "I  have  an  Overseer  to  do  the  hiring."  It  transpired  that  he  had scarcely been underground at the mine in recent times. He seemed bent on frail self-indulgence. His eyes were never off  Lucie. On several occasions his hand had strayed across to hers. Josef  half  wished that Lucie would object. 

But her mother had trained her quite differently. He had seen Lucie glancing shyly at Leks. And Dirnali actively encouraged the uncle's behaviour, leaving her place and putting her arms round Leks from behind and kissing him as if in reward for these advances. Josef  wondered at the nature of  the relationship between the young free-spirited Dirnali and the frail old man. 

"Young  sir,"  said  Leks  haughtily,  "that  glass  you  hold  is  cut  from  a  single crystal hewn from the mines." 

Josef  half-heartedly held it to the light. It was exquisitely crafted. The glass sparkled brilliantly, its intricate carvings splitting the light like diamond. The substance of  the glass was very faintly pink and he could discern minute, red, needle-like  inclusions  within  its  stem.  He  looked  at  the  other  glasses,  which varied slightly in hue. Each one was unique. One had a small inclusion in the shape of  a perfect indigo star. 

"I am impressed, my lord. And the gold for your platters, was that too mined here?" 

"From nearby. But there are treasures far greater beneath our feet." 

Dirnali was now behind Lucie, reaching round, dipping the crystal fork into her plate and snaring a segment of  fruit then slipping it into Lucie's willing mouth. The juice spilled below her flower necklet and trickled slowly down towards  the  top  of   her  dress.  Dirnali  unhitched  the  dress  from  Lucie's shoulder. The trickle progressed to the nipple of  her breast. 

"Uncle?"  Dirnali  invited,  then  seeing  Josef's  stony  expression,  went  for  the spillage herself. Her lips closed sensually round the nipple and Lucie closed her eyes. 

"What  treasures?"  asked  Josef,  belatedly  trying  to  keep  up  a  conversation though his heart was churning. 

"Dirnali  will  show  you.  Your  little  friend  shall  stay  and  keep  an  old  man company."  Lucie's  eyes  opened  and  she  smiled  at  him.  Her  smile  was  shy; there was no hint of  condescension. "There are underground lakes I might revisit.  Who  knows?  We  may  even  go  boating:  would  you  like  that,  my darling? If  your master is willing?" His eyes sparkled wickedly. 

The  silence  was  interrupted  by  Dirnali  lifting  one  of   the  spherical  bottles from the warming pad and opening it. As she put it to Lucie's lips she smiled conspiratorially at Josef  who suddenly knew what was in the bottle. Leks was watching Lucie keenly as the warm vapours assailed her tender nostrils. Then her lips opened submissively and Dirnali slowly poured the fluid in. The old man sighed in pleasure as Lucie swallowed without faltering. When the bottle was taken away there was a coating like clear lacquer on Lucie's lips, which Dirnali proceeded to kiss. Lucie's mouth opened to share with her the sexual vapours. The old man, no longer caring to conceal his purpose, rose from his chair and took Dirnali's place behind Lucie, his fingertips searching under her arms. Dirnali took Josef  by the hand to lead him away. 

He ought to have taken Lucie with him, though such an action would have been judged at best ungrateful, perhaps gauche. Besides, Lucie had made no objection  and  had  not  even  looked  at  Josef.  She  saw  nothing  untoward  in what  had  happened  or  what  was  being  proposed.  Even  now  Josef   had  not fully  come  to  terms  with  the  fact  that  in  this  land,  innocence  was  not synonymous with sexual inexperience or unnurtured desire. Lucie's eyes were closed; the uncle's fingers were tickling her armpits. Her left nipple was up, from where Dirnali had sucked it, but it had stayed up because of  the tickling. 

Soon, perhaps, she might be milking the uncle's penis into the spherical glass bottle. 

Dirnali  took  Josef   through  a  series  of   softly  decorated  rooms,  then  led  him down some steps into a kind of  grotto whose floor was cut from living rock while the ceiling was of  vaulted pale blue marble. All around the perimeter, lamps  were  cut  into  the  wall  just  above  floor  level.  It  almost  seemed  like  a hallowed place. There were red velvet hassocks on the floor. In the middle of the  room  was  a  peculiar  free-standing  monolith  of   orange  and  yellow mineral, its surface smooth as if  waterworn, though its shape was irregular, with  rounded  protrusions.  It  somehow  caught  the  light;  in  places  it  was translucent. 

"What is it?" Josef  whispered. 

Dirnali, without releasing his hand, moved up to the pillar and stared up in awe.  "It  is  the  largest  known  specimen  of   Resin  of   Carne."  She  ran  her fingertips lovingly over its surface and shivered. "It was found many years ago at  the  twenty-second  level  of   the  mine,  deep  in  the  heart  of   the  mountain. 

The elders decreed that it be preserved for initiations." 

"Initiations?" 

She  nodded,  leading  him  round  the  pillar  to  where  a  natural  protrusion  at about waist height had the shape of  a distorted phallus. 

"And your uncle is one of  the elders?" 

"He  presided  over  my  initiation.  I  am  the  only  girl  allowed  here unaccompanied." 

"But you are not unaccompanied." 

Dirnali  knelt  down  and  clasped  the  base  of   the  phallus  in  both  hands  and sucked the head, making Josef  shiver. He had seen what the resin could do to girls: in the Abbey he had seen wafers of  it put between the naked labia of  the novices, to be absorbed slowly into the skin. He knew it could induce climax without  manual  or  oral  stimulation.  And  Dirnali  was  now  sucking  it.  He watched  the  way  her  lips  fitted  sensually  round  the  bulbous  head  of   the phallus. He imagined her initiation and the things that she might have done with her uncle and his cronies. He thought about her forwardness and how she had administered seminal fluid to Lucie's mouth. He did not doubt that Dirnali herself  had been responsible for collecting the fluid. 

When  Dirnali  rose  unsteadily  to  her  feet  Josef   instinctively  took  her  in  his arms. His heartbeat quickened when she pressed her luscious lips to his and put  her  tongue  into  his  mouth.  Her  lips  were  hot.  He  felt  a  tingle  in  the sensitive skin inside his mouth and smelt the scent of  musk: was it the resin or was  it  the  balm  from  Dirnali's  sensuous  body?  She  was  trembling  with 

excitement. "Quickly," she murmured. "Let me do it to you before your sex comes  up."  And  half   running,  she  dragged  him  from  the  grotto  into  the adjoined  chamber.  It  looked  like  a  place  where  the  girls  were  prepared  for their ritual. There were stools and low tables, all uniformly padded with red velvet,  and  slim  gold  instruments  and  shiny  bottles.  Dirnali  drew  Josef's trousers off  and made him sit on the edge of  the largest table. "Think of  ice," 

she whispered. 

"Tee?" 

"Just think of  it. It will stop you coming hard." 

"But . . ." 

She  ran  over  to  a  chest  of   narrow  drawers  then  a  minute  later  ran  back, threw  a  thong  on  to  the  table,  drew  up  a  stool  then  sat  between  his  knees. 

"Your cock is nice. It's bigger than my uncle's." She took the head in one hand and squeezed the eye wide open. 

"Wait," Josef  said anxiously. Her other hand held a long curving tubular glass phial of  pale purple syrup. 

"Sit still. It will not harm. I like to do this; all the elders have it. But it must be done  quickly  before  you  come  fully  hard."  And  she  pushed  the  teat  of   the phial slowly down the eye of  his penis. He gasped, knees trembling. 

"Nice?"  she  whispered.  Josef   sank  back  on  his  elbows,  trying  to  distance himself  from the strange, invasive yet powerfully sexual feelings this shameless girl was causing. His penis started to come erect, swallowing the narrow tube even  as  Dirnali  continued  pushing.  The  teat  touched  something  inside  him beyond  the  base  of   his  penis.  Then  she  released  the  syrup.  He  shivered  in pleasure and tried to sit up, wanting to kiss her, wanting to touch her breasts and sex, wanting just to put his fingers up inside her shameless body. His penis was pulsing as if  ejaculating or trying to expel the instrument. Dirnali ignored his gasps and kept gently masturbating his stem to encourage all the syrup to seep inside him. It felt like a warm sexual tingling under the base of  his penis, spreading  to  his  balls  and  to  the  gland  inside  that  made  the  seminal  fluid. 

Then it felt as if  hot water were being flushed into his anus. Dirnali was lifting his sac and kissing and tonguing his balls. The instrument was still inside him. 

His penis was still twitching. Very, very gently she drew the instrument out of the  tube  of   his  shaft.  "It's  still  growing  -  look,"  Dirnali  whispered,  gently masturbating and kissing it. A little of  the purple fluid issued. Dirnali licked it. 

He wanted her to keep licking, coaxing, till her lovely mouth was brimming with his semen, but she wanted otherwise. 

"It will stay erect," she pronounced. She made him stand up while she tied the thong around his waist. It had a large split gold ring at the front which she 

opened and fed through the eye of  his penis then out through the piercing, re-sensitising it. She closed the split ring by screwing its narrow sleeve across the gap to leave the glans of  his erect penis stapled to his belly. Then instead of his  trousers  she  slipped  a  loose  gown  on  him,  kissed  him  on  the  lips  and clasped his ringed erection through the gap in the cloth, saying: "Now that my lord is correctly fitted I shall escort him on his tour." 

Dirnali  led  Josef   downwards  through  a  series  of   sloping  tunnels  in  the mountain, until they emerged briefly into the night at surface below the villa. 

Then  he  was  led  across  a  footbridge  and  into  the  upper  levels  of   a  long brightly lit building. The warmth met him as he soon as he entered. 

They were standing on a catwalk looking down upon a busy scene, of  hearths and boilers, escaping steam, moving belts laden with yellow dust, and many girls  in  attendance,  either  at  machines  of   various  kinds,  or  packing  small artefacts into casks and baskets. His gaze scanned the line for Sianon but she was not there. The girls uniformly wore just very short, tight, bright red vest tops  that  sheathed  their  breasts  but  left  their  bellies  and  buttocks  naked. 

Though these girls were petite their breasts were abnormally large. 

The warm air, laden with the heavy musky scent of  the resin, wafted up to the catwalk, making Josef  feel giddy. Dirnali gently clasped his erection. "Breathe deeply," she whispered. "The faintness will soon pass. Your body is unused to the feelings. Your penis is bone hard. If  you want to come now, I will drink it." 

She  fell  to  her  knees  again.  Josef   leant  against  the  rail,  dizzy  yet  intensely aroused.  Whatever  she  had  put  inside  his  penis  had  caused  a  deep  sexual ache: the seminal vesicles were distended; there was a sweet, hot, dull pressure at the base of  his shaft; the gold ring was stimulating the piercing through his frenum; the very air was making him light-headed; and Dirnali was kissing his exposed  stem.  Josef,  his  arms  trembling,  lifted  Dirnali  to  her  feet.  "But  my lord, I must have first oblation - promise?" She offered her sensuous lips. 

"Let me touch you." The desire for her was raging inside him. 

"Promise, my lord?" 

Josef  promised. He put his hand down Dirnali's pantaloons and opened her liquid sex and tried to draw her bodily up against his ringed penis but now it was her turn to resist. Yet he felt sure she desired it. Then as she moved on, leading him by the hand, he recognised a slight, delicious loss of  confidence in Dirnali,  as  if   she  knew  she  had  gone  too  far  by  letting  him  touch  her  in return. He wondered why, when she was apparently so calmly in control, he had  found  her  so  aroused.  Perhaps  her  excitement  came  from  stimulating others to the brink. 

"Let's go downstairs," Josef  suggested. 

"Why?" she asked guardedly. 

"So we can see the process better." 

"Promise not to touch me in front of  the girls?" 

"Not  in  front  of   the  girls,"  he  said.  Dirnali  eyed  him  distrustfully  and  Josef found himself  warming to her greatly. 

Dirnali was standing in the middle of  the floor, shouting above the machine noise. "There have been many stages before this, the final stage - the shaping and the pressing. But this usually interests our visitors more." 

He felt a twinge of  jealousy at the thought of  other men receiving Dirnali's treatment. 

She showed him the stamps and dies used in shaping the artefacts but Josef walked back up the line. "Does the dust not affect the girls?" he asked. 

"Their breasts swell and have to be contained." 

"And their emotions? I have been here just a few minutes but . . ." 

"Your cock is bursting to come," she smiled coquettishly. "These girls are no different.  They  have  cocks  too,  smaller  -  tiny  -  but  no  less  willing.  Keeping them bare-bottomed helps a little to dissipate the heat. And when all else fails we have this . . ." 

She led him into an adjoining room, which was bare but for a frame, like a tall stool bolted to the centre of  the floor. The seat was too small to sit upon and was a sloping, rounded triangle of  polished leather with little ribs across its heart. "When a girl's emotions well too strongly we make her ride it with her cunt." 

"You make her, or does she ask?" 

"She may plead and may not get it. The deputies decide. Or I do." 

"How?" 

She led him back to the doorway. "There, my lord. Pick the damsel in most distress." 

Josef's  heartbeat  quickened  as  he  looked  along  the  line.  His  gaze  faltered against one girl. 

"The little one with black hair?" said Dirnali. 

"But how did you know?" 

"Her  sleepy  gaze;  the  way  she's  standing;  the  desirous  way  she  fondles  the shapes." Before Josef  could stop Dirnali, she had called the girl over. The girl's breasts were almost bursting through their sheathing vest. Her dark, shy eyes were downcast. 

"The  master  desires  to  see  you  come."  The  girl  would  not  look  up.  Dirnali lifted her chin and caressed her nipples through the vest. "Open your eyes and beg your master." 

The beautiful dark eyes half  opened, full of  languor, desire and shame. Her nipples came hard even as she murmured: "Please master, let me ride until I burst  my  passion."  Josef   could  not  answer;  his  lips  were  sewn  together  by unspeakable desires. 

In the little room, Dirnali bade him stand back and simply watch. "If  you try to  touch  her  it  may  break  the  spell."  But  Dirnali  helped  her  little  body  up against the ribbed leather. The girl's legs were too short to reach the floor; her toes  clung  for  purchase  on  the  polished  struts  of   the  stool.  Oh,  but  it  was beautiful - she was beautiful. No more beautiful a sight exists than that of  a girl wrenching public pleasure from her own delicious body. Her belly rocked in an unwavering rhythm; her fingertips urged her sex ever more open and her  tiny  cock  ever  more  intimately  into  the  ribbed  leather  seat.  Dirnali whispered  to  her:  "Sweet  fricatrice  .  .  ."  The  words,  though  softly  spoken, carried across the empty room. "Your master now desires to cradle your lovely breasts."  The  girl,  her  eyes  tight  shut,  shuddered  and  hunched  forward  but kept rocking. Dirnali beckoned to Josef. Silently he came across. "Unvest her breasts," Dirnali urged. "Quickly . . ." 

He got all his fingertips under the tight sheath at the front and stretched it up over her breasts, feeling her burning, swollen nipples slipping past his fingers as  the  warm,  jellied,  swinging  breast-weights  were  unsheathed.  Her  eyes stayed closed, her gasping mouth reached blindly through the gap in his robe and  her  lips  pressed  up  against  the  upturned,  hot  underside  of   his  aching penis - and with that special oral intimacy, while her tiny cock rubbed against the ribbing, her passion burst in aromatic wetness against the leather. Dirnali pulled the girl's mouth away from Josef. "Remember your promise, my lord, first libation is mine." And she sent the girl back wet, without permitting Josef even to kiss her. He stood at the doorway watching her for many minutes and Dirnali seemed content to let him. 

Eventually  his  gaze  followed  the  rolling  leather  belt  bearing  the  incoming powder,  back  to  where  it  emerged  from  the  rock  face.  "How  far  into  the mountain do the tunnels go?" he asked. 

"Very far. And at least as far down as along." 

"Can you take me underground?" 

Dirnali took him outside, through a tunnel in a spur of  rock, around a terrace and there before him was a shaft-head and a giant water wheel. "The cage is in - come quickly." Dirnali broke into a run and Josef  tried to hurry after her as best as he could with the intimate tether. The cage was little more than a rickety  platform  chained  by  its  corners  to  a  rope.  It  had  already  started moving  down  before  Dirnali  leapt  on.  "Jump!"  she  cried.  Josef   hesitated. 

Dirnali's  head  was  disappearing  below  the  ground.  "Jump!"  Josef   flung himself  out, catching hold of  the chains and he hung above her, clinging on while  the  cage  swung  like  a  pendulum  and  banged  repeatedly  against  the walls of  the shaft, knocking Dirnali to her knees at one end of  the platform. 

He was waiting for the cage to steady before risking another manoeuvre but the cage suddenly plunged into blackness with Josef  still dangling. Looking up he could see a circle of  light but below was utter night. He should have tried to lower himself  but instead he panicked and dropped. The floor was further than  he  had  anticipated:  the  cage  bounced  and  the  rebound  would  have thrown him over the side had Dirnali not managed to grab him. He collapsed in a helpless heap. 

"Shhh . . ." she whispered, pressing fervent kisses against his neck and lips. His heart was pounding against his chest. Her hand slipped inside his gown and plucked his nipples. She slid her forefinger through the ring that held his glans to  the  thong  while  her  other  fingers  coaxed  his  shaft,  making  the  delicious ache come deep inside him, making him hunger to touch her again. She was deeply  aroused;  it  must  have  come  from  dominating  the  girl.  He  thrust  his hand down her pantaloons and she was hot and soft and slippy. And this time she did not resist. He tried to milk her sex but his fingers just kept slipping. He tried to simulate the action of  leather ribbing against her knob to bring her on in the same way as the girl, and suddenly Dirnali's tongue went rigid in his mouth. 

"Kneel up," he urged and when she did he pulled her pantaloons down and held her between his two hands, front and back. He felt her fingers upon his shoulders,  trying  unsteadily  to  ease  herself   upwards,  away  from  these sensations,  but  she  felt  delectable  and  Josef   knew  that  she  had  never  been done  like  this  and  he  was  sure  that  she  would  come.  Perhaps  the  darkness allowed her body to accept the gift of  gratification. Her buttocks felt so cool and  smoothly  tight.  He  smeared  her  lubricant  out  on  to  the  insides  of   her thighs and up on to her belly. Then he put his cupped palm back against her open sex and slid his other hand under from behind and gently cradled her sex and bottom and lifted. Dirnali gasped into his mouth. He slid his thumb very slowly and gently up her anus and she came, like that, in his hands. And now it was Josef's turn to whisper: "Shhh . . ." and gently bite her lips. For a beautiful few seconds her breath and lips were hot against his neck, her heart 

was beating against his chest then light returned in intermittent, swift flashes as the cage sped past level upon level of  galleries. Only after he had deposited a brief  kiss upon her naked belly, which was very warmly scented, did Josef draw Dirnali's pantaloons up again. 

"I have not seen nor tasted your breasts," he said. 

"I have not drunk from your penis," she replied. 

"Why does the cage not stop at each level?" 

"The lift-girl knows where I want to go," she said with simple assurance. Josef looked at Dirnali in the flickering light and wondered how many other men she had taken on this journey. 

It was several more minutes before the cage began to slow. By this time the air was very noticeably warmer. "Are we nearing the bottom?" Josef  asked. 

"No. But this is where we get off. And it won't stop completely, so be ready." 

Suddenly a cavern opened but on the side opposite to where he had expected it.  Dirnali  jumped  down  easily;  Josef   rolled  clumsily  after  her  and  pulled himself  to his feet. He stared uncertainly at her: a low rumbling sound was growing louder, coming closer. 

The  horse  level  .  .  ."  Dirnali  proclaimed.  "Are  your  spurs  at  the  ready,  my lord?" 


11

Pony-Girls


The  curved  roof   of   the  tunnel  magnified  the  sound  into  a  deep-throated thundering.  Josef   backed  against  the  wall.  Then  he  saw  them:  there  were three  and  at  first  he  thought  they  were  handcarts,  for  each  one  had  two wheels and was hauled by a crouching figure, bare-fleshed and pink, breast-naked, harnessed, with traces running up between her legs. 

"Pony-girls. . ." said Dirnali. The cart at the back had a dwarf-like driver clad in a leather vest and perched on a little seat. As the carts rolled past at speed, Dirnali waved to the spirited driver, who raised his whip in acknowledgement. 

In  the  seconds  it  took  for  the  little  convoy  to  pass,  the  images  were  burned into  Josef's  mind  -  headcollars  and  bits;  gold  stirrups;  glistening  naked  legs criss-crossed  by  lash-marks;  dust-drenched  ankles;  graceful  shoulders  bowed down under wooden struts; breasts pendent, fettered, dripping sweat; leather traces  running  back  between  the  naked  thighs.  And  there  he  glimpsed 

something far more rigid than leather connecting girl to cart. 

In awe Josef  watched the pony-girls disappear round the curve of  the tunnel with their animated drivers and little cargoes of  rock and dust. 

"Would  my  lord  care  to  view  the  stables  where  the  girls  are  got  ready?" 

Dirnali asked. 

"You have stables underground?" 

"We  have  working  stables  and  stables  for  pleasure."  She  stood  before  him, staring  up  into  his  eyes.  "Does  my  lord  find  our  girl  slaves  handsome, displayed in that fashion?" 

He tried to hold her taunting gaze but failed. 

"Speak truly, my lord." Dirnali slid her hand inside his gown. "Ah, yes . . . 

Then  perhaps  we  should  begin  with  the  work-stables,"  she  murmured, holding him where the tethering-ring pierced his tumid glans. Then she knelt in the sand and kissed it. Though Dirnali was controlling him he did not want to resist. 

She led him through a maze of  interconnecting tunnels, passing shafts, chutes and heaps of  rock. As they walked slightly downhill against the drift of  warm air, the tunnels got wider but he could discern no other pattern. They passed two more convoys of  pony-carts and girls before the way suddenly expanded into a hub of  passageways and they came to the entrance of  the underground work-stables. 

They  were  more  extensive  than  Josef   had  expected.  Female  guards,  nude apart from whips slung over their shoulders and narrow cloths around their waists,  towered  over  the  diminutive  drivers  and  grooms  who  seemed  to  go about their business paying no heed to anyone but their pony-girls. Dirnali led Josef  past the guards and inside. On the right were a number of  empty pony-carts and she was keen to show him exactly how the girls were hitched. She swung under the shafts of  one cart and stood between them, pointing: "See?" 

What  Josef   saw  explained  what  he  had  previously  glimpsed  -  the  close coupling between girl and cart - for projecting from the front of  the cart, in the  very  centre,  was  a  perfectly  sculpted  wooden  phallus  complete  with bulging scrotum. Dirnali grasped its stem. "See how polished the ponies have made it?" Her teeth were gritted in a brutal smile as she showed him with her fingers.  "We  push  it  up  their  tight  little  pony-bottoms  until  they  are  truly broken in." The greater part of  the stem was shiny smooth and the scrotum had been burnished by the rubbing of  naked thighs. Each cart had a phallus with its own characteristics of  girth, length and shape. 

Suddenly Dirnali dropped to her knees. Her eyes were closed in reverie; her 

nose was pressed against the underside of  the shiny stem; her lower lip was pushed against the burnished balls and she was breathing open-mouthed. A nearby guard was watching her. Josef  saw that the guard had the emblem of  a phallus tattooed on her upper arm. Then glancing around he realised that all the guards had this same tattoo. And they all wore their hair in high ponytails. 

Gently  he  lifted  Dirnali  to  her  feet  and  held  her.  She  was  trembling,  all brashness  gone:  it  was  a  curious  and  galvanising  thought  that  she  found contact with this inert phallus as arousing as a living penis. Perhaps she was impassioned by the scent of  girl, which lingered on her lips. Perhaps the scent, the smoothness and the rigid girth were keen mementoes of  the breakings-in. 

"Shall you show me the stalls?" Josef  whispered, staring into her saucer-eyes. 

Through the archway the air was warmer and he could smell female musk and sweat mixed with the sweet scent of  hay. The stalls were barred by simple wooden  gates.  About  half   were  occupied.  In  one  stall  Josef   glimpsed  a  tall young male bound in harness with his genitals prominently exposed. Dirnali explained that he was being kept for milking. "It fosters arousal in the pony-girls,  witnessing  his  abuse.  They  like  to  breathe  his  drift  and  to  drink  his emissions." 

Josef's gaze swept slowly round the stable. There were five girls, each in her separate stall and each nude of  normal clothing. He swiftly realised that they were truly living their roles as ponies as closely as was practicable for creatures on two legs. One girl lay asleep on a heap of  hay. Another was crouched on all fours and was feeding from a manger. The other three were standing with their  necks  craned  over  the  gates  of   their  stalls,  watching  the  male.  Dirnali decided to introduce these girls to Josef. "They will not speak," she warned. 

"Their  pleasure  is  to  look  and  listen,  to  taste  and  to  submit."  She  took  his palm and held it up for the first girl's lips to nuzzle. The feeling was peculiar. 

Automatically Josef  found himself  stroking the girl's neck. Dirnali led him to the next stall and the next girl, and as the nuzzling greeting was repeated he asked Dirnali about the stables and how long the girls were kept there. 

"It takes some days of  training to break them to the cart. But we keep most of them here much longer. Some do not care to leave." She combed her fingers through  the  girl's  hair.  The  girl  was  moistly  licking  Josef's  palm,  her  tongue pointily arousing. Hanging on the wall of  her stall were brushes, steel combs and whips. He looked along to the third pony-girl. His eyes met hers for one brief  moment and he was ensnared. Her eyes had beautiful wide black pupils, those  of   a  shy  and  frightened  creature;  and  the  corners  of   the  lids  were slanted. Her unusually long blonde hair was tied back and pinned to a strap between her shoulders to resemble a mane. And she retreated a little way into her stall, which only made him keener. Josef  leant over the wooden gate. Her skin was quite pale, her legs very slim. All she wore were gold spurs attached to leather anklets. Her feet were delicate. She stood against the wall with one 

knee  slightly  lifted,  shyly,  so  he  could  not  see  her  sex.  Her  eyes  and  breasts were so beautiful: the nipple surrounds were swollen, so each breast appeared as if  constructed in three bulbous tiers deliciously heaped one upon the next - 

the body of  the breast, the swollen velvety surround, then the teat-like nipple. 

Her  delicate  hand  was  nervously  clutched  around  a  narrow  wooden  pillar. 

This was not a pony-trait and he guessed that she was new. 

"Would my lord like to drive her?" asked Dirnali. 

"Where?" 

"To the pleasure-stables. She is keen to learn and I mean to take the male out for a run." 

Josef   opened  the  gate  and  stepped  quietly  on  to  the  hay  and,  palm outstretched,  walked  slowly  to  the  beautiful  creature,  who  responded  by sinking  to  her  knees  and  accepting  this  peace-gesture,  breathing  the  scent then tasting his palm and inner wrist with her soft, open lips, causing shivers up  his  spine.  Her  breasts  hung  down  enticingly.  Her  dense  mane  of   silky blonde  hair  extended  down  her  back  and  brushed  the  hay.  Her  gold  spurs glinted. Josef  lifted her chin and, staring down, saw between her open thighs little projecting soft stems of  hay which had bent against her freshly shaven labia, each of  which had been punctured emphatically to take a thick ring, though  no  rings  were  currently  fitted.  He  had  the  urge  to  touch  the  ample punctures and the narrow madder slit. "Can you not tell me your name?" he whispered. 

"She is Usralorn," said Dirnali. 

"What a strange name," he declared softly. 

"Her people come from the north. Their girls are much prized here." 

"None more than she, I'll wager." He stared down at her lovely face. "For you are  beautiful  indeed."  As  Usralorn's  tongue  slipped  out  to  lick  his  palm  in reply he saw that her tongue too had a sexual puncture. How he longed to kneel  between  her  white,  slim  thighs  and  press  the  bulging  glans  of   his erection against her punctured love-lips. 

"Would my lord care to dress her?" asked Dirnali. She fetched tackle of  rope-silk and soft leather, with gold attachments housed in a kidskin pouch, then left him and went to attend to the male. 

Usralorn was still kneeling in the same sweet sexual pose. Josef  knelt in front of   her  on  the  hay.  He  sensed  that  he  should  begin  dressing  his  pony-girl between  the  legs,  that  this  was  the  most  appropriate  place.  He  picked  up  a leather trace bearing a gold clip at one end. "Open . . ." he whispered. Her 

knees splayed; her lovely belly pushed; her perfect labia stood out like large pale  pink  ear  lobes,  warm  and  satiny  to  the  touch.  On  an  impulse  Josef picked up a thick, smooth stem of  hay and pushed it through her matching punctures  from  one  side  to  the  other.  Seeing  her  stiffened,  satiny  labia threaded on the single stem made his erection hurt pleasurably. He kissed her slanting  eyelids  and  slipped  a  finger  under  her  hay  stem  and  touched  her moist clitoris, and felt her body shudder and her labia collapse enchantingly, damp and clinging warmly to his toying finger. Gently and slowly he pulled the hay stem all the way through her labia and watched her nipples continue to  shiver.  The  fat  seed  head  lodged  against  the  lip  then  burst,  shedding  its harvest over her sex and leaving seeds adhering to the moistness of  the inner surface. Josef  removed his waist-cord to free his throbbing penis. The swaying of  the heavy gold ring through the tip felt delicious. 

In  the  kidskin  pouch  were  some  small,  decorative,  gold-flanged  bolts  and matching ringed-nuts which could be assembled to make little clamps. When bolted through the skin the projecting gold ring would provide an anchorage for  other  attachments.  All  the  surfaces  of   the  clamps  were  smooth  and  the heads of  the bolts were rounded. He fed one of  the bolts from the inside of one labium, out through its circular puncture - the fit was tight and Usralorn murmured as Josef  worked it through her flesh - then once it was through he gently  mated  the  ringed-nut  to  the  bolt  and  gradually  screwed  it  tight, clamping  the  single  labium  between  the  two  gold  flanges.  Then  he  did  the same to the other labium. He clipped a leather trace to each of  the projecting rings.  Each  sexual  lip  was  now  in  harness  and  the  traces  could  be  used  to control his pony. Her sex would not close properly because the heads of  the bolts  inside  were  touching.  He  slipped  two  fingers  up  into  her  sex  and simultaneously kissed her. She was not a virgin though her sex was tight. The ringed tip of  his glans glided across her umbilicus, leaving a slippy trail. 

He  made  her  lie  face-down  on  the  hay.  He  wanted  to  see  for  himself   the ravages  rent  by  intimate  linkage  to  the  cart.  "Spread  your  haunches,"  he whispered. Without using her hands she opened her thighs as wide as she was able. The leather traces were wrapped around her leg, her gold spurs adorned her ankles and now Josef's heart was in his throat, for he could see where the polished wooden phallus of  the pony-cart was accustomed to being bedded. It must  have  gone  in  deep  and  resided  long,  for  the  annular  muscle  had remained dilated, its walls a deep rose-pink. In Dirnali's turn of  phrase, his pony-girl was 'broken'. He found her beautiful like that. 

He drew aside most of  her dense blonde mane and traced his fingertip down the groove of  her spine, very slowly but without stopping. Her buttocks tensed deliriously as his fingertip transgressed into the crease. When the smooth skin turned through velvety to hot rose-pink skin and the fingertip was tickling just a little way - yet a definite way - inside her body, placing its tiny love-strokes just beyond her tender rim, Usralorn moaned. Her rose-pink circle tightened but did not fully close. Her labia had softened and moistened. Josef  turned 

her on to her back again and drew open her labia by pulling on their traces. 

The  reaction  was  immediate:  her  sex  went  into  luscious  involuntary contractions. Though the lips were open and held fixed by the traces, every so often  the  moist  inner  muscles  would  tremble  and  the  narrow  red  opening would  constrict.  Her  clitoris  was  still  hooded  but  the  skin  of   the  hood  had visibly thinned. Josef  drew her traces out across the hay, far out to either side, so her sex lips would stay open yet his hands would still be free. But first he rescued the little hay seeds. 

There were several smaller compartments within the kidskin pouch. He found a gold clip like a thick hair grip which he began slotting down over the join of her labia gently from the top, very slowly, while pressing it back against her naked pubes until her clitoris extruded and the grip was held in place, hidden behind the lips stretched open by their traces. In another compartment of  the pouch were tiny artefacts, which, he guessed, were for stimulating the female urethra. He chose a gold one shaped like a bead-ended barbell which had two heavy  unequal  pearls  attached  to  the  bar  by  sliding  fine  gold  chains.  Very gently  and  carefully  Josef   introduced  the  moistened  gold  bead  of   the  stem into  Usralorn's  urethra,  which  accepted  it  with  tiny,  trembling  gulps.  He pushed - carefully - until the instrument lodged and the dangling pearls rolled freely against the pinkly moist outfolds of  her open sex. He made her stay like that, open and adorned, while he fitted her with her bridle and bit. 

The bit was of  rope-silk with a small gold rod projecting upwards from the middle. Threaded on to the end of  the rod was a fat gold bead: he saw now why her tongue had been pierced. As he drew the bridle over her head and slid the bit into her mouth she knew to lift her tongue so the bit went under it. 

He secured the jewelled straps behind her neck, under her chin and over her nose. She continued to hold her mouth open for him. When he touched her tongue his erection came on hard again, so hard he wanted to put it, ring and all, into her mouth. She was looking up at him submissively. She could surely see  the  pulsebeat  in  his  throat  as  he  proceeded  to  feed  the  gold  rod  up through  her  tongue  then  to  thread  the  fat  gold  bead  on  to  the  end,  so  her lovely  tongue  was  captive  on  the  rope-silk  bit.  And  with  the  bit  below  the pony-girl's tongue her mouth would still be free to open to a degree about the glans of  a penis. Yet because the tongue was pushed up by the thickness of the bit then the mouth-fit would be tight and the fat gold bead would surely rub against the frenum of  the glans. 

And now she was ready to be put to the cart. 

"Ckh, ckh . . ." He uttered two sharp clicking sounds and Usralorn rolled on to her side and without using her arms scrambled to her feet then shook her long  blonde  mane.  Her  reins  hung  down  her  back  and  her  traces  dangled round her feet. Josef  drew her traces from behind and up between her legs then held both them and her reins lightly in one hand. He opened the door of   her  stall.  "Walk  on,"  he  instructed.  She  walked  with  hands  behind  her 

back, her spurs glinting, her leather traces brushing the insides of  her thighs. 

Josef   knew  the  pearls  would  be  tapping  against  the  inside  of   her  open  sex with  every  step  she  took.  The  female  guards  looked  on.  When  Usralorn reached the place where the male was being hitched to his cart Josef  gently hauled back on her reins. 

He let her watch, but while she watched he gently touched her between the legs,  touched  the  unequally  weighted  pearls,  pulling  them,  not  enough  to dislodge  the  bedded  barbell  but  enough  to  make  her  tremble.  And  as  the male's anus began to stretch around the phallus protruding from the front of his  cart  Usralorn  seemed  to  go  weak  at  the  knees.  Her  lovely  breasts,  that Josef   had  kept  uncinctured,  wobbled  and  he  sucked  them,  taking  in  the delicious swollen surrounds. 

The male had a piercing at the very base of  his penis, where the stem met the sac:  it  was  clearly  visible  because  he  was  now  in  hard  erection  as  a consequence of  the anal stretching. Pushed horizontally through this piercing was a thick gold rod with its ends secured to his traces. Every so often, as the wide phallus progressed inside him, Dirnali would rub this captive rod against the distended undertube of  his penis. 

Josef  led the aroused Usralorn to the vacant carts. He wanted her to choose a phallus and he showed her several, but of  course she would not answer nor even give a sign and in the end he was forced to put her to one. He selected a highly polished one of  middling girth and simple shape which adorned a little cart that was basically a seat on wheels. 

"Kneel  down,"  he  instructed,  "and  kiss  it,  as  you  would  kiss  your  master." 

Then he stood back, holding her reins and traces. 

Usralorn's slant-eyes were closed; her soft lips pushed submissively about the shiny bulbous head; her arms were folded behind her back; her long blonde mane hung down to one side; her lovely breasts were pendulous, the swollen nipples  peeping.  After  a  long  and  gentle  sucking  her  lips  finally  shed  the wooden  glans  and  left  it  wet,  then  her  slant-eyes  opened  and  she  stared sidelong at Josef, waiting for him to do something to her. 

The male was fully bedded on to his cart and Dirnali was strapping a glass sheath tightly on to him. The end of  the sheath narrowed to make a short turned-down tube, resembling some apparatus of  alchemy. Josef  moved closer and watched Dirnali now screw on to the end of  the sheath a spherical glass bottle like the one she had used to feed Lucie. "His fluids will distil and not be wasted," said Dirnali, stroking the distended sac. She saw Josef  staring at the two spare empty bottles strapped to the belt around her waist. "The phallus is a powerful driver when the slaves are running with it embedded, as my lord shall witness. And this helps." She handed him a small golden shaker. "Make her wet the phallus again. Then sprinkle some of  this powder on it before she 

is mounted." 

"What is it?" 

"Just try it. The reward shall be great. See?" She clasped the male's heavy sac as  if   to  steady  him  between  the  shafts,  so  patent  was  his  sexual  unease. 

Already  there  was  a  small  quantity  of   clear  fluid  being  given  over  into  the bottom of  his bottle. 

Josef  returned to Usralorn. "Wet the phallus with your mouth." He held her by her mane. "Wet all the length of  it, down to the balls - wet them too." He drew her head back then sprinkled the yellow dust all over the wetted phallus. 

His penis was protruding as he leant against the shaft of  the cart. Suddenly Usralorn turned her head and took her master's glans, ring and all and held it in her mouth, clasping it with her tongue. It happened swiftly: Josef  felt her gold tongue-stud teasing his glans, which she then left pulsing. 

"Oh, you little darling . . ." he sighed. He leant down and kissed her and her lips  were  hot  and  sweet.  "Let  me  lift  you.  Shh  .  .  ."  He  supported  her  in  a sitting position facing the cart, lifting her legs up and astride the phallus. He doubted that she had experienced penetration this way. "Shh . . . Open . . ." 

Her ankles overhung the seat of  the cart. His hand was under the small of her  back;  his  other  arm  was  under  her  knees.  He  mated  her  open  pony-buttocks  to  the  wet,  dust-coated  phallus.  As  her  pink,  soft  rim  dilated,  she moaned  and  her  head  twisted  round  and  she  nuzzled  aside  his  gown  and sucked upon his nipple. "Take it to the balls," he whispered and her spurs dug into the seat. He kissed her lips and kissed her breasts then doubled her knees up while he sleeved her bottom the last short but indispensable depth on to the phallus. Then he very gently twisted her whole body round, all the way round, turning her like a spindle on the phallus, with her gasping on the brink of   pleasure,  until  she  was  facing  downwards.  She  seemed  afraid  to  put  her feet down but he forced her, then he planted them wide and urged her bottom against  the  cart,  drawing  her  traces  apart,  ensuring  that  her  sex  was  well open,  with  some  of   the  dust  making  its  way  inside  it  and  her  heavy  pearls rolling against the shiny wooden balls. 

He hitched her to the cart using a strong leather yoke around her middle. He positioned it low down against her hips and made it tight. The yoke clipped to the  shafts  with  little  play,  keeping  her  bottom  closely  coupled  to  the  cart  to prevent  expulsion  of   the  phallus.  A  second,  lighter  yoke  went  round  her shoulders, under her arms and above her breasts. When clipped to the shafts it kept her back horizontal and her breasts dangling straight down. He could control her head with the bridle and bit, and her labia with the leather traces, which he drew up and back between her thighs on either side of  the bedded phallus. Finally he tied her wrists to the ends of  the shafts. 

"My lord, is she hitched and ready?" called Dirnali, already seated in her cart. 

Josef  took one last look at Usralorn from the side - she looked beautiful and sexual in her spurs and traces - then he selected a short whip, climbed aboard and shook her reins: "Ckh, ckh . . ." 

From where he was sitting the vision was exquisite. He was above her and her naked  body  was  between  his  tucked-up  feet.  He  saw  her  back  hollow deliciously;  he  heard  her  groan;  he  watched  her  sexually  distended  anus tighten, gripping the unyielding phallus, for she was pulling with that muscle as much as she was pushing against the yokes. The cart began to roll. 

Dirnali  was  driving  her  slave  at  a  brisk  pace  through  the  entrance  of   the stables. Josef  gave a quick snap of  the whip across Usralorn's buttocks and she broke into a nervous canter. The more her feet pushed, the more her lovely anus tightened, the more her buttocks moved up and down. At first he used the labial traces to guide her but she knew the route far better than he, so he used them instead to taunt her sex and keep it open while she was running. 

He used the whip too and he left some marks. 

For  many  minutes  he  drove  his  charge  after  Dirnali's  steadily  receding  cart until  it  had  disappeared  completely.  But  his  pony-girl  seemed  to  know  the direction to follow. Then her canter began to falter - the stimulant must have begun  working  -  so  Josef   drew  her  to  a  halt  and  climbed  down.  She  was breathing rapidly and when he touched her belly she tried to crouch and her legs would not keep still. He made her walk, leading her by her reins until she stopped  and  stood  rooted  to  the  spot  and  closed  her  eyes  and  swooned. 

"Come on . . ." he whispered. Her legs were trembling and when her slant-eyes opened, the look was baleful, pleading. She was on the verge of  climax. 

With  mounting  arousal  Josef   gently  chided  her.  He  wanted  to  make  the experience intense and memorable for her; if  it were to come while she was walking then well and good, but he wanted it to happen unassisted. 

He  did  not  let  his  gaze  lift  from  his  pony-girl  when  Dirnali's  cart  returned, circled and pulled up behind him. 

"Let me unhitch her," Dirnali suggested. 

"No. Not yet." 

"Then let me suck her off," she murmured. Her eyes glinted. 

"But  go  gently."  He  saw  that  one  of   the  bottles  round  Dirnali's  waist  was already full of  semen: in that short time the male must have overflowed. And when he looked at the male he saw that another bottle was already in place on the end of  his glass sheath. 

Josef   stood  back  a  little  way  and  watched  his  young  hostess  eagerly  crouch between Usralorn's restless thighs. Dirnali's mouth administered sexual love in 

measured  doses  -  little  kisses  and  half   sucks  -  but  the  pleasure  was  surely biting,  for  the  pony  legs  bowed  open,  the  spurred  heels  fidgeted  agitatedly. 

Dirnali kept pausing to kiss the insides of  Usralorn's thighs, then to kiss her knees and then her ankles. Some female guards passed, driving cartless girls in harness.  They  stopped  to  examine  manually  the  male's  fettered  penis  but Josef  paid little heed, for these two girls - mistress and pony - thrilled him so deeply.  He  had  left  his  pony-girl  with  her  labial  traces  drawn  back  and  up between her legs and tied to a hitch on the cart: her sex was wide open for Dirnali's  kisses  to  push  inside.  Her  breasts  dangled  and  her  tethered  hands were held up as if  in surrender. 

"Come  here.  Be  swift,  my  lord,"  said  Dirnali  urgently,  her  lips  slick.  Josef approached.  The  sweat  was  glistening  on  his  pony-girl's  lovely  back  and  he could not help but run his fingers down it. It felt like hot oil. His other hand slipped  beneath  to  toy  with  her  warm  gold  labial  fastenings.  With  each indrawn breath Dirnali's nuzzling lips brushed Josef's investigating fingers: she was sucking inside Usralorn's open sex, pulling on her pearls; he could feel the movement. 

"Feel here, my lord," Dirnali whispered and Josef's fingers met Dirnali's at the place where the phallus was inserted. So wide was its girth that the pony-girl's sex  was  pushed  forward.  The  labia  felt  deliciously  rubbery,  slippery,  coated with her sexual oil. Josef  slid his finger through one of  the gold rings then up inside  to  join  Dirnali's  fingers,  which  were  probing  where  the  phallus distended the back wall of  the pony's sex. He slid his finger out and held the traces up around the phallus and against the bottom crease. Dirnali fell again to  sucking.  Josef,  drawing  the  traces  tight  in  one  hand,  lifted  his  pony-girl's chin  and  sucked  her  gasping  lips  as  Dirnali  brought  her  to  climax  with  the phallus still inside her. The girl's legs went rigid but her spurs were shaking. 

Josef   kissed  her  face  and  nuzzled  her  neck  and  slant-eyes  very  softly  as  the climax continued until her body went limp in its traces. Then he mounted her cart and drove her on immediately, with her phallus still embedded, following Dirnali and the male along the torchlit way. 

The  tunnel  opened  out  into  a  large  waterworn  cavern  with  a  long  shallow lake  on  the  left.  In  the  distance  was  a  greater  concentration  of   torchlight beyond  where  Dirnali's  cart  was  now  crossing  a  wooden  bridge  over  the narrowest part of  the lake. Josef  drew Usralorn to a halt at the approach to the  bridge  and  quietly  dismounted.  Directly  across  the  bridge  was  the entrance to a well-lit grotto into which Dirnali had disappeared. To the right the lake widened, branching around an island, and a light was gliding across the  water  on  the  far  side:  the  little  boat  gradually  drifted  nearer  until  Josef could  discern  its  occupants  -  the  ancient  Leks,  dreamily  reclined  in  a  large sedan-like chair, and on his lap Lucie, her breasts thrust forward, her eyes shut tight though she was not asleep. Leks' fingers were working her between the thighs and Lucie was responding keenly. 

Josef   moved  back  from  the  parapet  as  the  unbidden,  irrational  waves  of jealousy  welled  within  him.  He  turned  to  Usralorn,  still  breathing  heavily from her exertions, her breasts pendent, her labia weighted with the gold ring-clamps. And though she was compliant, obedient, he fought back the urge to whip her like a mutinous pony. He stood close to her warm nude body and fingered  her  nipples,  working  the  skin  keenly,  making  it  hot,  deliberately stretching it, distending the whole nipple unnaturally until she moaned and tried to nuzzle his throbbing ringed penis. When he touched between her legs her clitoris was again ready. He walked her across the bridge with his fingers still working her. 

The grotto was a haven of  pony-pleasure. There were sweetmeats and drink and  there  were  girls  in  full  pony  regalia  being  explored  by  older  men.  The walls  were  partly  natural  cavern,  crusted  with  mineral  -  amber,  red  and yellow,  with  glittering  pockets  of   carnetine.  Simply  breathing  the  air  made Josef's  skin  tingle.  Dirnali,  smiling  conspiratorially,  indicated  a  handsome, large,  cave-like  stall  set  back  on  a  higher  level  than  the  rest.  It  had  harness hanging from its walls but there was also an alcove with a kind of  couch that appeared  half   encased  in  smooth,  glossy  stone,  as  if   through  prolonged steepage  in  mineral-charged  waters.  The  surface  of   the  couch  was  dry  and warm to the touch and there were fresh cushions. 

When Josef  returned to Usralorn and tried to detach her from her cart her muscle would not release the deeply wedged phallus. He unfastened her yokes then  held  her  sex  in  one  hand  and  gently  prized  her  haunches  wider.  Her dangling pearls were in his palm. "Walk forward," he said and the cart at first moved with her until he put his foot against the wheel, whereupon Usralorn moaned and came free. Her sex and bottom were beautiful between his hands 

- he could have lifted her up like that - and her muscle had stayed open, as if an  invisible  phallus  were  still  distending  it.  And  she  moved  as  though  the phallus  were  still  embedded.  Dirnali  declared  her  well  broken.  "Walk  on," 

Josef  said gently to Usralorn, but she had difficulty standing fully upright so he  had  to  support  her,  with  her  reins  wrapped  round  her  breasts  and  her traces  trailing  on  the  floor  then  catching  on  her  spurs,  as  he  led  her  to  the stall.  He  took  care  to  hold  her  pearly  sex  in  his  cupped  hand  and  as  she stepped upon the hay he gently pushed each dangling pearl up into her lovely body  and  made  her  kneel.  Amongst  the  instruments  scattered  about  were dildos, some attached to harness. He imagined the female attendants and the elders using them on the pony-girls to keep them fully broken. 

The stall overlooked the main floor of  the grotto, a large roughly circular area with  an  open  sloping  centre  and  several  irregularly  shaped  stalls  round  the perimeter. When Josef  heard a strangled cry he lifted Usralorn bodily and put her feet on the wooden bar across the middle of  the gate, and held her with her knees tucked up while she peered over. Her hair hung down below her bottom; the dangling traces weighed her labia down; her spurs glinted. 

In the centre of  the main floor the male's cart was being tipped backwards while he was still harnessed to it. Two female attendants were forcing its shafts upright. 

The male's sheath had been removed: his penis now pointed to the ceiling as he  sank  under  his  weight  to  the  root  of   the  phallus.  Dirnali  stood  gleefully between his legs, open-mouthed and waiting. A robed elder with long, pale, sandy hair was watching her. 

Josef   slid  his  hand  from  behind,  under  his  pony-girl's  long  dangling  mane, between  her  trembling  thighs  and  retrieved  her  hot  pearls  then  gently fingered them, tugging upon the chains that were attached to the little gold barbell inserted into her urethra. She was making little uneasy murmurs that aroused  him  deeply.  Her  gaze  was  fixed  upon  the  pony-male's  unnaturally large erection. Josef  continued to stimulate her gently, reseating the long clip that  squeezed  the  shoulders  of   her  clitoris.  He  twined  a  silky  strand  of   her hair around his thumb and slid the silk-sleeved thumb into the gape between her buttocks, not touching the sides but touching deep, pressing the silkiness against her soft insides, making her catch her breath. "Do you know the elder with them?" he asked her. 

Usralorn nodded her head. Another pang of  jealousy clutched Josef's heart. 

He  had  the  urge  to  wrap  her  reins  tightly  round  her  breasts.  "Has  he privileges  with  you?  Have  you  tasted  his  emissions?"  He  felt  her  bottom tighten  momentarily  round  the  base  of   his  thumb.  And  when  he  peered round he saw her lovely slant-eyes were large with longing, whether for the long-haired man or the pony-male or both he was not certain. Then suddenly she  gasped  and  he  felt  her  go  weak  between  the  legs:  her  dangling  leather traces shook in waves. His thumb was probing to the hilt. Her pearls tapped together and a little of  her warm moisture gathered on his fingers. The pony-male was spouting: a sturdy jet of  white shot straight in the air, then another, then a third, raining down on Dirnali's hair and shoulders. So swiftly had the three jets come that her lips had little chance to capture any of  the fluid. 

Josef  lifted his pony-girl down and laid her on the hay. He slid out his thumb and the silken lock of  hair remained within her, clasped by the muscle, which had  spasmed  tight  because  he  was  masturbating  the  gold  bedded  urethral barbell with the tip of  his wetted finger. 

He had been playing with her for only a few more minutes before the pony-male was brought into the stall, still half-erect and with his traces still fastened to his genital piercing. Dirnali was with him but the robed man was not. She was  followed  by  two  attendants  who  stood  the  pony-male  between  two vertical  posts  that  were  bedded  into  the  floor  at  waist  height.  Then  they secured his wrists to the cavern ceiling and lifted his feet high off  the floor, splaying open his thighs and wrapping the traces round them in a spiral to his ankles,  which  were  then  trussed  to  the  top  of   each  post.  Exposed  in  that 

position his erection burgeoned swiftly. 

"Let her watch him awhile," Dirnali suggested. 

Josef  gently tugged the lock of  hair from the pony-girl's ring muscle and softly prised it open, restoring the delicious gape. "All the pony-girls have enemas twice daily," Dirnali observed. Josef  sucked Usralorn's nipples as the male was being whipped. The male's sex jerked upwards but his heavy ball sac was left dangling  and  engorged,  with  the  thick  gold  rod  still  thrust  through  the piercing  and  the  reins  drawn  out  tautly  on  each  side.  The  attendants  were whipping  the  place  where  his  sac  joined  his  body.  They  whipped  from  the sides,  from  the  back  and  from  the  front,  below  the  rod.  Josef   opened  the pony-girl's  legs  again  and  spread  her  traces,  then  pressed  his  hand  high  up against the crease of  her thigh and kept it pressed there while he sucked her turgid  nipples.  With  each  lash  of   the  crop  he  could  feel  the  tiny  jerking movements of  her clamped labia against the back of  his hand, as if  she were the one being whipped there. He stroked his thumb gently up and down this crease  beside  her  sex,  in  the  place  where  the  skin  feels  especially  nude  and silky. He crouched and put his tongue into her hot umbilicus. Then he sucked her lower lip, tightly, drawing it into his mouth, and her tongue went stiff  over the bit and she tried to close her thighs about his hand. He made her reopen, because he wanted to see her sex with its pearl adornments dangling so lewdly from  her  pee-hole,  and  he  wanted  to  study  and  touch  her  lovely,  tortured anus. When Dirnali asked him if  he had ever seen a girl ejaculate, Usralorn whimpered softly and her bottom tightened in a soft, sucking sexual kiss about his thumb. The tip of  Josef's middle finger, reaching under, tickled the very base of  her spine. With his thumb still hotly sleeved and his fingers clutching her beautiful bottom, he forced her gently deeper into the hay. 

Now that the male was primed for renewed ejaculation, Dirnali refitted him with his glass sheath and a new bottle and dismissed the female attendants. 

She crouched beside Josef  and stared between Usralorn's thighs. Josef  relaxed his intimate grip and held the girl more open for Dirnali, lifting her leg and caressing  inside  the  sensual  gape,  pressing  his  two  fingers  down  against  the back wall then up against the front. Dirnali said: "Let me whip her. It may make  her  spout."  And  she  slid  her  fingers  around  his  aroused  penis  and slipped her thumb through its gold ring. "Let her hold herself  open for it." 

Again  the  pony-girl  did  not  use  her  hands.  Josef's  sex  was  aching  as  he watched her lie deep in the hay with her thighs drawn so submissively up and open,  showing  off   her  spurs,  her  stiff-nippled  breasts  nestled  between  her knees.  "Her  traces  may  be  in  the  way,"  said  Dirnali.  Josef   gently  undipped them from the pony-girl's labia but he left attached the gold ring-clamps and the pearls and the clip about her clitoris, the bulb of  which was showing even before the whipping. Dirnali knelt just behind the girl's head, on her mane of hair, restraining her. Then she whipped the insides of  her thighs. "Keep your knees out, my little blonde filly. Show your master what you've got." 

Josef's  heart  was  beating  faster  than  the  girl's:  he  could  see  the  pulse  in  her labia, which stood out as she strained to keep her inner thighs exposed. The whip was short and stiff; it moved so swiftly that he could not see its flying tip. 

It  made  little  snapping  sounds;  the  pony-girl  made  little  grunts.  Fine  lines, white,  turning  quickly  red  appeared  as  if   magically  painted  on  her  inner thighs. Her feet arched and cramped; her spurs glistened. He saw the keen pleasure  of   cruelty  on  Dirnali's  face.  He  saw  the  pony-male  spontaneously ejaculating,  half   filling  the  spherical  bottle.  He  saw  the  pony-girl's  nipples turning  shivery-hard,  the  pulsebeat  in  her  swollen  labia  coming  quicker,  so her gold clamps quivered. The pair of  pearls kept lifting on their chain as the small  pre-contractions  came  inside  her  sex.  Deep  inside  him,  up  above  his balls, behind the base of  his stem, Josef  was aching. The pony-girl's sex had pushed more open from the constant outward jerking of  her knees under the rigours  of   Dirnali's  whipping.  Tears  were  streaming  down  her  cheeks. 

Abruptly  the  whipping  stopped,  but  her  knees  continued  to  jerk.  Dirnali clipped  the  reins  back  on  to  the  girl's  labia  then  climbed  off   her  hair.  She made Josef  sit on the smooth stone couch. 

"Now thank your master, on your knees. Thank him with your lips." As Josef leant back on his hands, his erect sex exposed, Usralorn, her traces rustling, crawled to him across the hay. He could feel the heat billowing up from the girl's beautiful naked body. When her inner thigh touched his ankle, her skin felt as if  it were burning. Her dangling pearls rolled across his toes. Her upper lip was trembling and a teardrop had run down and across it to the centre. 

Her  reins  draped  across  his  thigh;  her  mouth  reached  for  him;  the  salt teardrop touched his gold tethering ring and ran down into the mouth of  his penis. Her hot lips kissed the underside of  his shaft and sucked unstintingly upon his ball sac. The bit under her tongue prevented her from taking them more deeply. Yet he nearly ejaculated on to her face. 

"Enough,"  Dirnali  told  the  pony-girl.  The  girl's  cheek  lay  against  his  inner thigh, her slant-eyes gazing longingly up at his ringed penis, the gaze alone keeping the threat of  climax very near. Josef  toed her burning sex, toed her pearls. He slid his big toe very gently up into her open anus, which collared the toe round the base, and she moaned and pressed her face into his balls. 

Dirnali crept away then came back with a tiny box containing shiny little rod-shaped artefacts made of  Resin of  Came. "These are good for girls," she said. 

"Slipped into her pee-hole they melt slowly with her heat." But Usralorn's tiny hole  was  already  sexually  occupied  with  its  gold  barbell  and  its  dangling pearls. "Their action is to feed the urge to rub." Again Dirnali's eyes sparkled cruelly.  "And  the  more  she  rubs,  the  more  she  itches  and  the  harsher  the pleasure comes. But it still comes, however raw she may get." She stared at him innocently then said: "My uncle took some for your girl." Josef's cheeks burned: he could not hide it. "My lord is resentful?" 

"Are  you  not  jealous  that  your  precious  'uncle'  so  readily  lays  his  attentions elsewhere?" 

Dirnali flinched then quickly recovered, carefully extracting one of  the little rods from its case and proffering it. "With my lord's permission I should like to experiment." And forfending any objection she knelt beside him on the couch and kissed him long and slowly, before dipping her breasts into his face and slipping her hand around his rigid erection. 

"Hold her by the traces, my lord," Dirnali said, sliding down from the couch, drawing Usralorn's labia open and handing the traces to Josef. He held them while the pearly insert was tugged free and a tiny bead like oil emerged and Dirnali's tongue-tip savoured it. He watched the lovely toes curl up as the rod of  resin was slipped into the narrow warmth of  the secret tubular inlet. 

Josef   sank  to  the  hay  and  lay  propped  against  the  couch  with  Usralorn's murmuring head against his belly. Her bridle and bit were still in place; her tethered tongue and her lips drew sustenance from his penis. She was holding her trembling leg up and he was holding her traces open, keeping her sex lips wide. Dirnali, across the way, removed the semen-filled spherical bottle from the  pony-male's  penis.  She  returned  and,  crouching,  began  to  pour  the viscous  seminal  fluid  all  over  the  pony-girl's  erection,  over  the  lips,  outside, inside,  smothering  her  tiny  inlet,  sealing  in  the  little  goad  of   resin.  As  the billows  of   pony-arousal  seeped  out  from  the  small  imprisoned  object, Usralorn's lips repeatedly sealed about the naked glans of  Josef's penis. Her head  rolled  gently  as  her  lips  took  ever  deeper  sucks,  then  the  sucking  seal would  break  and  a  gasp  would  issue  from  her  throat  and  she  would  try  to close her legs, but Dirnali would keep them open and Josef  would bend down and try to kiss her where the silk bit went into her mouth. Dirnali kept finger-smacking the pony-girl's wet, open sex, making sexual noises with it, making a fine spray of  seminal droplets which fell in dark, wet pinpoints on her leather traces. Josef  drew that limp, aroused pony-body open-legged up on to his lap and his glans, ring and all, searching between her buttocks found the warm, moist gape. The feeling as it slid inside her was exquisite: the warm muscle clasped  the  base  of   his  shaft  but  the  body  of   his  penis  moved  completely freely  within,  kissing  first  the  hot  front  wall  of   her  bottom,  then  the  back, rocking,  tapping  with  its  gold  ring,  touching  moistly,  sticking  then  pulling away  from  the  inner  skin,  while  Usralorn  was  moaning,  her  pony  pee-hole lewdly sensitised by the little melting resin rod inside her. Dirnali's tongue-tip was tickling the outer edges of  her open sex, every few seconds forcing it into a soft contraction, whereupon the inner skin of  her bottom would close like a clammy  glove  about  Josef's  throbbing  penis,  and  the  feeling  would  come inside  him,  suffocatingly  sexually  sweet,  tipping  him  over  the  brink  of pleasure. Suddenly he groaned in delicious anguish. 

"First libation is mine, my lord - remember your promise?" Dirnali whispered. 

Josef   tried  to  hold  back  the  flood  of   semen.  He  sank  sideways  against  the 

couch. Usralorn's body slid agonisingly slowly up his penis, shedding his glans to the cooler air before Dirnali's greedy lips closed round it and Usralorn fell belly-down into the hay. He heard the hollow, repeated squirting of  his semen at the back of  Dirnali's throat as she struggled to swallow the measure he was yielding  and  the  ache  inside  him  only  deepened.  His  fingertips,  reaching across, gently rubbed raw shudders into the pony-girl's open sex through the wiry strands of  hay. 

The Overseer watched the proceedings from a secluded chamber above the grotto. Sianon, warned not to make a murmur, sat facing him on the ledge, her legs open for him, her knees up, her body available. 

She had only glimpsed Josef, but all the hot emotions that had once burned inside her breast had been rekindled by that vision. The dark passions could never  extinguish  hope.  And  why  else  would  he  have  come  here?  Tears  ran down on to her breasts again. "Don't hurt him, master, please," she whispered and  softly  and  imploringly  touched  the  Overseer's  unflinching  cheek.  Then she  moaned  into  the  hand  that  clamped  her  lips  while  her  bottom  opened ever  more  submissively  to  the  deep  insertions  of   his  bunched-up  fingers, which thrust and rethrust like an urgent penis until the climax was explicit. 

Then the fingers that had been inside her slapped her bursting breasts from side to side, inducing aftersprays of  milk. 
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Deeper Ways

Sianon lay upon the Overseer's bed, naked and uncovered, unable to sleep for thinking of  Josef. The realisation that he had pursued her was so cruel and sweet and heart-rending a burden. She was so afraid her master and Dirnali were planning Josef's entrapment. Two long days had elapsed since she had glimpsed  him  in  the  pleasure-stables.  She  wanted  Josef   here.  Yet  she  knew that if  he were to witness her present plight she would never be able to face him again. 

After her defiant outburst in the secret chamber, the Overseer had told her that her training in obedience would be more acute. She had been made to lie head to toe with her master, leather straps round each ankle and wrist, her only other clothing the gold ring forced through the puncture in the right lip of  her sex, which throbbed as tenderly as her swollen nipples. Her milk had dried  around  them  to  a  shiny  coating.  Her  breasts  were  over-full  and  her master, having played with them, had instructed that she must not wash the dried milk from them nor let his other girls lick them clean, for her milk was his alone. And if  her master did not choose to rake suck then her nipples must be left to leak. 

Sianon knew he considered her breasts beautiful; she could not move across the chamber without his playing with them until the flow was induced. Then he would sit and watch the twin lines of  whitish wetness snaking down her naked  belly  and  wetting  her  sex,  and  Sianon  would  stand,  so  ready  for deliverance, her belly thrust out, her nude lips dangling, engorged, tickled by the  little  rivulets  of   milk,  her  emotions  torn  and  dripping,  while  his  penis stood up hotly erect. But his tongue-tip never teased her milk-wet sex to make her come, and he never permitted her milk-drips to bathe his penis. He would only make her kneel and take his penis in her mouth while the little rivulets were forced to dry to tight lines and sticky pools upon her skin. 

As he slept relaxed, Sianon could feel the warmth of  his breath against her feet.  She  could  see  his  heavy  penis  nestled  in  its  dense  black  curls,  soft  and shiny from the repeated moistenings by her mouth. But on the right side were the  scars  of   his  healed  wound:  his  curls  were  partly  missing,  his  ball  was enlarged and carried a protrusion of  scar tissue like a little tongue. The sexual image was still in Sianon's mind, of  what he had made her do - of  her dark, distended  fleshy  nipple  spraying  pure  whiteness  into  the  silky  black  curls  all around the base of  his stem, spraying that little tongue of  damaged tissue and leaving a pink bare ring of  his flesh where the curls had been slicked back. 

Her sucking of  the little milk-wet tongue had caused him pain yet tripped his pleasure. While he was coming in her mouth she had pressed that little tongue between her fingers, squeezed it hard, and his groans of  exquisite pain had engendered a deeply sexual warmth within her belly. 

Afterwards he had made her keep his penis in her mouth until he had fallen asleep.  Sianon  experienced  a  special  kind  of   pleasure  in  taking  it  that  way: each time his penis subsided she had sucked it gently hard again. In between times  she  had  sucked  and  tugged  the  little  tongue,  just  as  if   it  were  a miniature penis to which she was being cruel. In the end she had caused him to ejaculate in his sleep. So overwhelming was the delicious feeling then inside her  that  her  thighs  had  opened  to  the  point  where  her  master's  lips  had momentarily touched her gold ring and she could feel his hot breath inside her open sex before, in his sleep, he had sighed and turned away. 

As  part  of   her  training  the  Overseer  had  forbidden  her  to  touch  herself between  the  legs  or  to  close  her  thighs  fully,  saying  that  henceforth  her climaxes  would  be  brought  about  in  deeper  ways.  Between  her  thighs  she ached for tongue-caresses. 

She heard a sound from behind her which meant it must be morning. The male guard turned her by the shoulder and put his finger to her lips. "Don't wake him," he whispered. Sianon's heart tumbled out between her legs. She knew what was to happen; she knew that it would hurt, and that the hurting would be sexual. "Master's orders. Shh . . ." the guard whispered, thrusting the leather gag into her mouth, far back under her tongue, until it ached, then gathering her up very carefully, so as not to disturb the Overseer. 

The guard carried her into the adjoining chamber hewn into the rock. In the centre, within sight of  the bed, was the whipping post, about as wide as an upper thigh and clad in leather. There were rings and clips at the top, middle and bottom, and the leather was worn shiny through chafing in several places. 

But Sianon knew that master's orders dictated that first her bottom must be flushed clean. 

The tumbling feeling came again as the guard made her crouch astride the channel  in  the  floor.  Her  bottom  was  resistant  to  the  thick,  cold,  copper nozzle of  the hose. Relax . . ." He held her from the front, held her naked sex, put  his  thumb  into  the  button  of   her  belly,  causing  funny  feelings  there because she was so aroused. "Relax it. There . . ." She felt the smooth, cold metal  sliding  up  inside  until  the  flange  was  accepted  and  her  muscle  could grip. Then he reached up and turned the spigot. 

"Oh!" she gasped through her gag. "Oooh!" 

"Shhh . . . Mustn't wake master." He wrenched the spigot wider. The freezing water gushed up Sianon's bottom, stretching the inner walls. Goose-pimples spread across her naked flesh. Her legs were trembling. Her breasts tightened; droplets of  her milk exuded. The guard wiped them from her nipples with his fingers.  Again  he  touched  her  sex,  close  by  her  clitoris,  where  he  was  not supposed to, and the pleasure almost came while Sianon crouched there, her gold ring standing out, her labia protruding for his fingers. The dull weighted ache of  water was growing in her bowels. She turned her gagged mouth to him, submissive and pleading. "Just a little more," he whispered. "I want to see this lovely belly as swollen as these breasts." Sianon moaned. "Beautiful," he whispered, "beautiful. . ." He held her bloated belly in his palm. And because her bowels were so distended, Sianon was sweating - under her arms, under her breasts - and his hand was slipping over the skin of  her belly. 

"Please . . ." she tried to mouth through the gag, "  Please . . .!" 

Unhurriedly  he  twisted  the  spigot  closed.  Then  crouching  beside  her  he slipped his arm under her knees while keeping his foot on the hose as he stood up with her. The nozzle pulled out and her bowels expelled their contents in powerful  spasms  which  continued  for  a  long  while.  "Good  girl,"  he encouraged her. "And clean girl . . . Just one more fill to make quite sure." 

And  though  Sianon  protested  feebly,  the  second  distension  was  greater  still and  he  left the freezing water in her  that  much longer. He made  her stand with legs apart while he played with her gold ring and prominent labia, gently opening them to see inside. "What the master does not know . . ." he winked. 

He knew where to touch and when to stop short of  completion. He put his fingers  snugly  up  inside  her  sex  while  she  crouched  to  expel.  "Crystal  clear and so warm . . ." he murmured, testing the pulsing flow. Once all was done and  emptied,  Sianon  felt  warm  too,  in  all  of   her  body,  and  the  warmth 

seemed to emanate from deep inside where the water had cleansed her. 

Her guard made her kneel on the table while he dried her bottom with an absorbent  cloth.  Sianon  knew  what  would  come  next,  for  her  master  had decreed  that  her  anus  must  be  held  open  during  her  whipping.  The  guard inserted  the  solid  silver  plug,  which  was  like  a  short  stumpy  penis  but  was much wider and smoother and was constricted near the base so her muscle would grip it without expulsion. It had a ring-handle to aid withdrawal. But still it was difficult for her anus to accept the width. At the point of  greatest stretching,  Sianon  moaned  and  laid  her  cheek  and  breasts  upon  the  table. 

Throughout her bottom's submission to the distension a deeply sexual ache stayed with her, and her clitoris burned with wanting for her master to come and suck it. 

Sianon now lay on her side. Her guard tested the bedding of  the silver plug by  pulling  on  its  ring  and  Sianon's  body  slid,  thighs  open,  across  the  table towards  him.  He  caressed  her  sex,  caressed  her  leaky  breasts  and  Sianon kissed his milky fingers. His finger strayed into her mouth, under her tongue, to caress the wet leather gag. "Master may wake soon," he whispered. "And you have not had your whipping. Come . . ." He lifted her unresisting body. 

He put her to the post so her belly was touching it. Then he clipped her gold ring to a tether on the right side, so her sex was held open on that side. He fastened her wrists above her head to a tethering point at the back of  the post, so her elbows and her breasts projected round it. He did the same with her ankles, so she had to press her belly up against the post and cling on with her thighs  to  stop  herself   falling  backwards.  Finally  he  tied  her  knees  together round the post. Then he began to cane her naked buttocks and the backs of her thighs. Sianon heard the thin, cruel swish, her buttocks tensed, her anus tightened round its silver plug, then the pain burst across her bottom like a furrow gouged by fire. The aftershocks felt like red-hot needles being plunged into  the  cheeks.  The  lashes  came  quickly,  thickly,  clattering  against  the protruding ring, bathing her bottom in overlapping strips of  burning. The gag stifled her pleadings. Her breasts thrust round the post until the distended skin around her nipples shone. Her anus gripped its silver plug so tightly that the muscle hurt. The post became her lover - her breathless mouth beseeching it, her sex lips clinging to it for succour, and her nipples, turned towards it by the pressure, exuding milk like sap on to its glistening leather surface. 

After sixteen strokes the guard slid the cane horizontally through her gold ring at the front. "Keep it there," he said and left her. As the hot-aches cascaded up and  down  her  buttocks  the  cane  trembled  and  tilted.  He  brought  back  a bucket of  cold water and a cloth. Then he took hold of  the end of  the cane. 

Sianon gasped when the wet, cold cloth pressed into the small of  her back; she moaned when he pressed the cane against her sex and forced her clitoris to  protrude.  Cold  trickles  of   water  ran  down  the  groove  of   her  buttocks, 

salving  the  burning  mouth  of   her  bottom  where  it  gripped  its  silver  plug, turning warm as they scurried down the inside of  her right leg. With the ache of  repression in her sex and the unnatural intimacy of  the clitoral teasing by the cane, she felt as if  she were peeing. "So tight, these pretty buttocks, and so red . . ." he crooned, recharging the cloth. The trickles taunted her inside leg. 

Gently  but  intimately  the  wet  cane  pressed  under  her  knob  until  the  deep feeling  started  at  the  freezing  base  of   her  spine.  It  felt  as  if   her  belly  were being  drawn  slowly  through  her  open  sex,  drawn  inside  out.  Little  invisible claws of  pleasure clasped her breasts. She started to moan softly as the guard teased the wet cane up against her ever more gently. 

Suddenly  the  whole  bucket  of   freezing  water  was  dashed  against  her  back. 

Every  last  wisp  of   breath  was  sucked  from  Sianon's  body;  she  felt  as  if   she were dying. The cane clattered to the floor. 

"No genital stimulation . . .!" The Overseer pulled her hair back until she was staring up into his furious face. She was shivering uncontrollably. "What have I told you?" His words were like a knife in her belly. Sianon's cheeks burned with shame. She knew what he had told her and suddenly all the emotion of the  thwarted  climax  spilled  forth  as  salty  tears.  She  sobbed  for  forgiveness from  the  black  curls  on  his  chest.  "Unfasten  her."  She  made  no  move whatever  to  support  herself   and  collapsed  limply  into  her  master's  arms. 

"Open your eyes." She stared beseechingly up at him. He pulled the gag from between  her  lips.  "Now  stand  up."  Sianon  teetered  as  he  moved  back,  his hand stretching out and supporting her chin. "Open your legs." She felt the heavy ring sinking, pulling, then dangling. "Wider . . . Keep looking at me and do not dare move." Then to the guard he said: "Cane her bottom as hard as you can until I tell you to stop." 

Through the burning, cruel chastisement the Overseer searched Sianon's face. 

He  searched  her  streaming  tears  that  fed  into  his  palm;  he  searched  her drum-tight breasts and shivering belly with its heavy dangling ring. When the submission in that face was abject he told the guard: "Leave us." 

He carried Sianon - carried her - back to his bed, where he laid her on her belly. He drew her breasts from under her and out to each side. "I want to see each drop of  milk as it forms." He spread her ankles wide and drew her gold ring as far down between her legs as he could by stretching her punctured lip. 

Then  he  grasped  the  handle  of   the  silver  plug  buried  between  the  flame-licked cheeks and hauled upon it slowly. Sianon's tortured muscle would not relax. "Yield," he whispered. Sianon groaned. Her anus, stretching, hurting, burning,  opened  for  her  master,  shedding  its  silver  burden.  "Don't  close.  I want you open all the time." He laid the instrument, hot from her body, on her  back.  Her  anus  felt  swollen,  sensitised,  fiery.  Though  she  tried  to  bear down she could not prevent its partial closure. The rim of  it nearest her sex throbbed  more  keenly  than  the  rest.  "Your  plug  has  nearly  split  you,"  he declared with no feeling. He prised her anus wide with his thumbs, twisting 

the  sensitive  membranes  inside  out.  "Don't  close!"  he  warned  and  Sianon buried her face in the bed. "So pink and furrowed and so flushed clean . . ." 

The  air  was  cool  against  her  burning,  yet  in  that  one  place  where  she  had nearly split it felt as if  a hot needle had been pushed into the rim. 

Then he put his fingers up her bottom, stimulating it with short, quick bursts of   stabbing  thrusts,  just  as  he  had  done  to  it  while  spying  on  Josef,  causing little  jolts  of   pleasure  behind  Sianon's  sex,  causing  her  to  spread  her  thighs until they hurt, causing her to moan and the silver plug to roll off  her back. 

She could feel his erect penis briefly brush against the back of  her leg as he strove to gain a keener purchase. Her sex ached to come but he would not touch  it.  His  cruel  fingers  rubbed  ever  faster  through  the  tortured  rim.  She moaned;  her  breasts  throbbed;  her  belly  tightened;  deep  inside  her  bottom burned. She twisted her head to the side. And standing there she saw a girl, short-haired  and  naked  but  for  a  leather  collecting  pouch  slung  over  her shoulder and under her little breast, and the girl was watching her intently. 

Suddenly it happened: Sianon gasped and shuddered; her toes cramped; her bottom  spasmed  tight  about  her  master's  fingers  and  because  her  sex remained untouched the climax was prolonged and deep. Tiny beads of  milk pullulated from her pushed-up nipples and coalesced into fat white droplets. 

"Quickly!"  said  the  master,  and  the  young  interloper's  lips  closed  lovingly about each nipple in turn, sapping the droplets as fast as they formed. Sianon felt the soft breast-skin of  the girl brush warmly across her back each time the girl  reached  across  to  draw  from  her  other  nipple.  Then  the  girl  sat  on  the pillow, fondling the silver plug that had been inside Sianon and measuring its girth with her fingers, while the master kissed the girl's lips then examined her between the legs. 

She was unringed. Her sex was small, perhaps incompletely penetrated, but her clitoris seemed disproportionately large, as if  something had been done to it. Gently the master fully teased out the fleshy bulb, which was so sensitive that her fingertips reached up imploringly against his chest. He instructed her that as part of  her training she must keep it out all the time, ready for when he wished to milk it. Then he kissed her once more. Sianon found this young creature's pose erotic: crouched naked on the pillow, her little leather pouch over  her  shoulder,  her  knees  wide  open  with  her  nude,  closed,  perfect  sex between them, and now her clitoris hanging out like a tiny, half-erect, moist, pink penis. 

Her name was Rahni and she was only one of  a contingent of  the newest and least  experienced  girls  whose  training,  like  that  of   Sianon,  fell  to  the Overseer's guardianship. They were put to work in a part of  the mine where the deposit of  resin was richest. Being smaller and more agile than the miners the girls could gain access to the narrowest of  defiles. Their task was simple: directed by the masked male guards they used small metal scoops to extricate the strings and beads of  purest resin from its substrate and fill their leather pouches. In the confined space the concentration of  dust was potent yet the 

novices were unprotected: they moved dreamily and their pupils were dilated. 

The  dust  filled  Sianon's  nostrils  with  a  scent  like  burnt  spice  and  it  quickly made  her  light-headed.  Her  nipples,  lips  and  labia  tingled.  Her  piercing throbbed as if  it were being widened. 

Rahni remained obedient to the Overseer's instructions: she kept her clitoris out by shy self-fingerings which nonetheless drew the attentions of  the guards. 

Two of  the guards eventually took her aside. They removed their masks and fell to kissing her. They sat her open-legged in the potent dust. All the while she  was  obediently  holding  herself   open.  Her  clitoris  was  coated  with  the dust. She seemed to come to climax between the dusting and the deep kissing. 

The guards laid her on her back with her buttocks raised on a rolled-up shirt, her  thighs  squeezed  together  so  her  erection  projected.  One  of   them  took over  the  fingering  while  she  masturbated  the  other  one  with  both  hands. 

Sianon glimpsed her tugging at the heavy penis. There was little time for the guards  to  have  penetrated  Rahni  properly  -  perhaps  penetration  was forbidden - but when she was returned there were wet smudges on her belly and her erection was still protruding. 

Later  the  Overseer  came  and  carried  Rahni  away  under  his  arm.  Sianon could not work for wondering what was being done to her. Then the Overseer came back and said: "The physician wants to examine you." 

Sianon's legs were shaking. She could hear voices sounding hollowly from an underground  chamber  ahead,  starkly  bright  against  the  darkness  of   the tunnels. As she got closer she saw racks of  bottles, then clysters hanging from the walls, then a row of  beds. Deeper within were a man and a woman each clad in a white smock. The man - the physician - was narrow-featured, with black hair tied back in a pony-tail. The bright light and the whitened walls rendered his pale skin paler: he was perhaps twice Sianon's age, but his hands looked  soft.  The  woman,  his  assistant,  was  much  younger  and  of   a  darker complexion. Her breasts were voluptuous. Under the physician's gown Sianon could see the outline of  an unusually large and heavy penis, like those of  the miners.  Draped  round  his  neck  was  a  length  of   narrow  tubing  with  gold inserts at its ends. 

Rahni was sitting up for him in a small neat bed. Her legs, though covered, were open. Her cheeks were flushed and her breathing was uneven and she was  looking  guiltily  at  her  master,  perhaps  because  the  physician's examination  had  caused  her  pleasure.  The  Overseer  went  to  her  and uncovered her. 

The  physician  approached  Sianon,  his  blanched  fingertips  toying  with  the gold  tips  of   the  tubing  round  his  neck.  "Stand  open."  His  gaze,  frank  and penetrating, made her deeply aware of  her nakedness. He lifted her chin and scrutinised her face. Then his gaze moved down. "Put your shoulders back. 

Show  off   your  breasts  -  no,  don't  look  at  your  master:  in  here  I  give  the instructions." He moved behind her. "Widen your stance." She shivered as he touched the insides of  her buttock cheeks, very gently brushing the sensitive skin where the cheeks were facing. "Widen yet again." Then he stroked the very mouth. He made her stand on tiptoes for it and her legs were shaking. 

"Your master has decided that your sexuality shall be evinced internally. This precious portal holds the key. And though it is one of  the stronger muscles in a girl's body, yet still he means to quell the resistance of  the ring." A sinking shiver came in Sianon's belly. The physician's thumb slipped into her body; his  fingers  slid  underneath  and  clasped  her  closed  sex.  The  feeling  was intensely  pleasurable  because  of   the  way  she  was  standing  and  the  way  his hand was clutching her. Her labia swiftly filled with blood, until the fine veins within them felt so swollen that they hurt. The physician manoeuvred Sianon into a fleece-covered chair with a sloping back and stirrups for her ankles. His female assistant examined her breasts, which had bulged to the sides. As soon as the assistant began to palpate her breasts, Sianon's nipples began to leak. 

"Bandage them," said the physician. 

"Sit up," the assistant told Sianon, supporting her with her ankles still in the stirrups.  As  Sianon's  breasts  sank  forward,  droplets  of   warm  milk  splashed upon Sianon's thighs. She could see the Overseer beside Rahni's bed with his hand between Rahni's thighs. She could see the physician filling a long glass cylinder with pale pink fluid. She could feel the strange assurance of  the thin, taut bandage being wound securely under her arms, over her breasts, behind her  neck  then  back  again,  repeatedly  criss-crossing  her  breasts,  separating them and binding them ever tighter. Her weeping nipples moistened the thin bandage.  The  physician  stood  the  cylinder  of   fluid  on  a  little  table  beside Sianon's  chair.  Then  he  showed  her  the  instrument  with  which  he  would administer the fluid to her body. It was a glass tube with a rubber bulb at one end. The tube was more slender than a finger but much longer, and it curved and tapered to a narrow, invasive proboscis with a lip at the end like the cap of  a miniature penis. The physician explained that he would now administer an unction through Sianon's pee-hole. "But first, we draw you off." 

He put a single drop of  oil on the glans-like tip of  the instrument. "Lie back. 

Keep  very  still."  Shivers  ran  up  the  insides  of   her  thighs.  The  tip  of   the instrument touched her with a strange, cold, convergent pressure, making her feel  she  might  soon  pee.  The  pressure  strengthened  and  she  gasped  as  the smooth tip opened her. She shuddered as she felt the instrument sliding up, its smooth glans ever-pressing, its taper gently widening. Her legs wanted to close about the deep pleasure-ache that was focusing inside her. "Now peep your tongue out. Good." The tip of  the instrument probed the very entrance to her bladder. She moaned. A pleasure came, not a climax, but like the portent of  a climax, as the minute muscle yielded and the glass tube began to flood with her  pee,  quickly  at  first,  then  slowing  as  the  physician  exerted  gentle restraining compression on the bulb. He kept her like that, slipping his middle 

finger into her sex to assess the presence of  the tube captive inside her. Then without warning he removed the instrument and dripped its warm contents slowly upon her trembling sex and thighs, smoothing it into her aroused skin. 

He reinserted the wet tip of  the instrument gently up her pee-hole and softly stroked her clitoris and Sianon knew he was gauging through its tremblings how keenly the insertion was inducing pleasure. Her labia had softened. They kept collapsing against the glass stem and clinging to it, and the physician had to  turn  them  back  to  keep  them  open  as  the  instrument  progressed  inside. 

"They  have  minds  of   their  own,"  he  whispered  almost  kindly.  "Tongue out . . ." he reminded her and again Sianon moaned as the glass tip opened her tiny muscle inside. Her fluid flowed out up the tube as he continued to drain her in this intimately sexual way. Her bandages were becoming very wet around her nipples. "The right one yields more," he observed, reaching across and pinching its protruding form, making her wetter still. She could see his heavy penis poking against his gown as he fell again to palpating her clitoris with  the  tube  still  inserted.  "I  want  you  to  hold  the  instrument  for  me  and express every last drop of  your nectar into it while we see to Rahni," he said. 

Sianon's  trembling  fingers  tried  to  hold  the  bulb  steady,  but  the  slightest movement  was  transmitted  up  inside  her  as  she  watched  the  things  being done to Rahni. 

Rahni had been lifted from her bed and was perched astride a white, padded plank. Her sex was open. The female assistant stood behind her holding it so, stretching back the hood, and the physician's fingers were schooling Rahni's clitoris by means of  a tiny gold wire lasso on a silver stem. The Overseer was beside Rahni, whose eyes were shut, her belly tight, trembling. He lifted her arms and sucked beneath them, then sucked her small breasts. Then he made her open her eyes to watch. "Still now," the physician said gently. "Tongue out and pointed . . ." 

Rahni grunted. The hair-needle caught the light for one brief  instant, then descended, spearing her twitching clitoris then sliding swiftly out. A gold split ring attached by a chain to a miniature gold bell was deftly forced through the piercing and its tiny sleeve was screwed tight. All had taken but a few seconds but when Rahni was lifted down she could hardly stand. The Overseer said that he would put her to bed in his quarters. 

"She has duties tomorrow night," he whispered, kissing her under her arms. 

"She shall be fine," the physician answered. 

"And you will attend to the other one? Heighten her responses?" the Overseer asked, indicating Sianon. 

"Of  that you can be sure." 

"I'll collect her later." 

The  Overseer  left,  carrying  Rahni,  his  hand  already  between  her  thighs keeping her sex open, teasing her tinkling charm. The physician returned to Sianon. 

The  sweet,  deep  pleasure-pain  came  again  as  he  drew  the  brimming instrument out of  her pee-hole. Then he dripped and rubbed the warm, pale, slippery liquid in between her toes. He worked the little rivulets into the soles of  her feet, releasing a musky, burnished scent. Now that the instrument was empty he immersed it deep into the cylinder of  pink liquid and allowed it to recharge. "Draw her more open - carefully," said the physician. The female assistant gently folded back Sianon's now paper-thin labia. Sianon's sex was so sweetly near to coming. Deep ripples of  anticipation moved through her belly as the physician stood between her thighs with the instrument at the ready. 

"More - roll the tissues back. And push your little aggravation out, girl!" 

The  assistant's  narrow  fingers  furled  Sianon's  delicate  membranes,  exposing the  tiny,  plundered  crater  and  the  trembling  erection.  Sianon  saw  the glistening glass cap of  the instrument. She shivered as she felt it violate her tender  pee-hole,  while  her  legs  were  still  fastened  open  and  her  labia  were rolled  back  and  her  aching  knob  protruded.  The  physician  angled  the instrument as he slid it in, and her protruding knob slipped up it like a small, pink  slug.  She  moaned;  her  tiny,  tight  inner  muscle  would  not  open  to  the probe.  The  physician  gently  rotated  the  tube  until  the  intense,  peculiar, focused  sensation  came  and  -  "There  .  .  .  Your  chastity  is  unclosed"  -  the physician  crooned  as  he  slowly  squeezed  the  bulb  with  a  repeating  rhythm and  the  muscles  of   Sianon's  thighs  went  rigid.  The  fluid  sprayed  pure, perverse, invasive pleasure within the secret walls of  Sianon's bladder; she felt every  little  droplet  like  a  fine  needle  of   delight;  her  tiny  muscle  went  into delicious  milking  spasm  around  the  tip  of   the  instrument  that  was  still spraying inside her like the glans of  a minute ejaculating penis. The physician could  not  manage  to  withdraw  the  tube  until  her  pleasure  had  finished coming.  The  female  assistant's  face  was  flushed;  her  lips  and  tongue  were urgent  as  she  kissed  Sianon.  "Unbind  her  breasts,"  said  the  physician, unfastening his gown. "I have the unaccountable urge to drink." 

His  penis  was  standing  red  and  bulbous.  Sianon  wanted  to  kiss  its  knob,  to share it with his assistant. The underlayers of  the bandage were milk-sodden and were clinging to her humid breasts; when her skin was exposed the warm scent of  milky sweat floated on the air; her nipples were malleable, damp and black and a film of  her milk had seeped under her arms. The physician's lips made a bee-line for her armpits; his licking there made her nipples swell; her fingers were caressing the red bulb of  his erection and the assistant was slowly masturbating Sianon's right nipple when the Overseer returned. 

He stood between Sianon's legs examining the instrument and where it had gone. He seemed pleased by the perversity of  the way her pleasure had been 

induced. The physician then asked if  she had been receiving regular milking. 

"You seem to be seeing to that, physician." 

"She is bountiful but she needs to be drawn off  at frequent intervals if  her flow is to be maintained and perhaps augmented." 

"Then  let's  see  to  that  now."  Sianon's  master  unfastened  her  ankles  and carried her and her wet bandage to the side of  the chamber where there were meat-hooks in the ceiling. He stood her on the floor while he knotted the ends of   the  bandage  tightly  together  to  make  a  long  loop.  He  put  this  over  her head and round her shoulders, pulled her arms through the loop then drew the end upwards between her breasts. Without warning he hauled her bodily into  the  air  and  hung  the  end  of   the  loop  from  one  of   the  meat-hooks. 

Sianon, her heavy breasts forced apart and outwards, swung helplessly in the sling. The Overseer stared up at her with narrowed eyes, intending cruelty. 

"Open your legs," he ordered. 

He  touched  her  there.  The  touch,  though  minimal,  was  intensely  arousing. 

He held her gently between the legs while he milked her breasts by whipping them with a limber crop. The more Sianon gasped for breath, the more her master lashed them. He stroked her pee-hole very gently while he lashed her breasts until her milk sprayed up his arm. He took off  his shirt and her milk sprayed amongst the shiny black curls of  his chest. He whipped until her belly and neck were wet with milk and his chest was saturated. Then he reached under her sex and opened her anus fully with his fingers. He studied her face while he masturbated her with the same short, swift jabbing motion he had used in the secret chamber, until the resistance of  the muscle was completely overcome and Sianon moaned and her belly trembled and he smiled cruelly because his treatment, however harsh, had moved her to the brink of  coming. 

Then he took her in his arms, with his fingers still inside her, clutching her naked, suspended body so tightly that her breasts were squeezed out sideways, dripping,  and  her  salty  tears  of   submission  spilled  into  his  mouth.  He whispered that he was pleased with her progress, now that the pleasure was starting to manifest in deeper ways. Sianon felt warmth inside her at the front where the unction had been administered. 

He put her once more to the care of  the physician, who fitted fine tubes to her nipples to channel her flow of  milk, then lifted her down and sat her on his knee. He asked his assistant to bring the tubular instrument again. Then he  made  Sianon  sit  forward  and  hold  her  sex  open.  In  keeping  with  the Overseer's  wishes,  he  introduced  three  fingers  into  Sianon's  anus  and concentrated the masturbation in that place. 

When  the  cold  tip  of   the  thin,  slippy  tube  slid  inside  Sianon's  pee-hole  she shuddered, inducing the Overseer to feed the head of  his penis into Sianon's 

mouth.  Her  climax  started  coming  on  when  the  assistant  slowly  began  to squeeze  the  bulb  of   the  instrument.  The  physician  sucked  deeply  upon  the narrow nipple-tubes to start the flow. And Sianon's tongue clasped the head of  her master's penis to the roof  of  her mouth as her milk jetted out of  the trembling  tubes,  wetting  between  her  labia,  wetting  the  glass  instrument, wetting the assistant's ministering fingers. 

That night the Overseer kept both girls in his bed. He allowed Sianon to play with  Rahni,  whose  clitoris  was  lusciously  hypersensitive  from  the  piercing. 

Sianon made gentle love to it with her mouth and nipples; she teased it out by its chain and bell - knowing how their master desired for it to be developed permanently  beyond  the  point  of   retraction.  After  watching  the  gentle lickings, the master instructed that Rahni be turned over. He spread Rahni's buttocks  then  opened  her  body  and  used  Sianon's  breast  as  a  vessel  from which he squirted warm milk as lubricant into Rahni's small, brown, circular opening. But Rahni was too narrow for his penis to enter that place and there was a danger she might split. He did not punish her or stretch her too far but encouraged her to play the role of  young dominatrix to Sianon, permitting her to do what she would. 

Rahni chose the clyster, filling it with pure white, dense, fluid paste. Sianon experienced  deep  pleasure  in  being  done  by  a  girl;  it  reminded  her  of   the sexual practices of  the Abbey. In the midst of  the filling, Rahni leant across and kissed Sianon so gently and slowly that Sianon felt drugged with arousal; she wanted the filling and the kissing to go on and on. She wanted Rahni to close her soft lips round Sianon's sex and hold it in her loving mouth and push the  plunger,  so  while  the  cold  paste  surged  up  Sianon's  bottom,  Rahni's mouth would fill to overflowing with honeyed female come. 

The master decided to penetrate Sianon. Despite all that he had said he went into her sex. Sianon gasped and clasped him like a lover as the rigid cap of  his penis,  that  had  partly  lodged  in  Rahni's  bottom,  now  pressed  deep  against Sianon's  womb.  He  made  her  retain  every  drop  of   fill  that  Rahni  had dispensed.  The  pleasure  came  to  Sianon  this  way,  her  bottom  bursting,  her sex clutched tightly round her master's burning, swollen penis. In the fingers of   one  hand  Sianon  held  the  little  bell  tethered  through  Rahni's  piercing, teasing  out  Rahni's  lovely  little  swollen  clitoris;  in  the  fingers  of   the  other hand she held the fleshy snag protruding from her master's testicle, nipping it hard until he came. She held on to each lover through the withdrawal and the hot  ejaculation  over  her  leaking  nipples  and  Rahni's  sucking  of   the  milky come. 

The Overseer kept Rahni in his bed and put Sianon to the post, and made her  retain  the  paste  inside  her  body  until  the  morning  ablutions  and  the guard's whippings and secretive stimulations of  her knob. Then she was set to work as usual in the mine. But Rahni arrived much later, with her little pouch over her shoulder and her bell tinkling between her nervous legs. No sooner 

was the Overseer gone than the guards led her into one of  the side tunnels for male play. 

When the day-shift was over, Sianon and Rahni were taken to be bathed and perfumed. The Overseer told them they had special duties. He escorted them to the surface and to the master bedroom of  a villa where he introduced them to a man called the Commandant of  the mine. The Commandant was old but keen-eyed. With him was a strange girl who seemed to be his concubine. 

The girl made no sign of  having recognised Sianon but Sianon knew her: she was  Lucie,  from  the  castle  on  the  island  where  Sianon  had  been  taken  by Roanen on the way to the mine. But why was Lucie here? 

"Have they eaten?" asked the Commandant. 

"But little, my lord. Their appetites are mainly of  the flesh." 

"Tut,  tut."  He  approached  Sianon.  "You  must  sup,  my  girl,  or  waste  away, which would be a sorry shame." 

"She is a milk-slave, Commandant." 

"Then all the more necessary, Overseer." He clicked his fingers. "Bring lush fruit and malted whey. And I shall help you sup, my dear. She assuredly has the breasts." 

"Aye, my lord. And young Rahni here has had her love-nipple pierced." 

"Do let me see it. Lift her up." The Overseer and the servant took one leg each  and  drew  Rahni  up  into  a  sitting  position,  then  wider  still  until  she opened to reveal her gold bell swinging freely on its fine gold chain, pulling her fat, bright clitoris gently down. The Commandant took the clitoris in his fingers to toy with it like a bead of  wax. "You remind me of  my niece," he declared, "the same sensual shyness," as Rahni tinkled. 

Sianon  looked  at  Lucie,  who  had  turned  away;  was  Lucie  then  his  niece? 

Then she remembered that Dirnali had an uncle, though Dirnali was in no way shy. 

"The milk-slave's pleasure comes mainly through anal stimulation, my lord." 

"Does it, now?" The Commandant stared keenly at Sianon. 

Sianon's cheeks were burning. 

"This  little  one  enjoys  nice  feelings  there  too."  The  Commandant's  middle finger,  stroking  back  into  Rahni's  buttock  crease,  suddenly  stiffened.  Rahni moaned  as  the  tip  of   the  finger  disappeared  into  her  constricted  bottom 

mouth. She could not close her legs and he was still playing with her little bell. 

"They are both so exquisitely sexual, Overseer - how shall a man resist?" He turned to Sianon: "Do you see that little padded kneeling-stool, my dear. That shall  be  yours  while  we  pay  court  to  these  lovely  breasts.  And,  given  your predilection, I want you knelt astride it." 

As  the  servant  was  positioning  Sianon,  a  young  man  accompanied  by  his body-slave  drifted  into  the  bedroom.  The  Commandant  introduced  him  as his son. The body-slave was Leah. 

13


Emmi

"Emmi  is  my  body-slave,"  Dirnali  explained  gently.  Josef   looked  at  the beautiful dark-haired girl in Dirnali's bed and wondered at the relationship: one  might  have  expected  a  body-slave  to  be  standing  in  waiting  upon  her young  mistress  rather  than  to  be  kept  in  her  bed.  But  after  two  days  with Dirnali, Josef  had begun to expect surprises. Perhaps the greatest surprise was the  way  Dirnali's  mood  would  change:  with  the  pony-males  she  had  been vicious, but now she seemed introspective and gentle. 

Emmi  had  the  delicious,  frightened  look  of   a  submissive.  Josef   guessed Dirnali  kept  her  exclusively  for  female  pleasure.  Dirnali  had  chosen  well. 

Emmi had large, deep brown doe-eyes, dense eyebrows and full lips. Her lips remained open - a sure sign of  a trained submissive. Her teeth were small and perfect. Her hair was short, cut to soft points at her temples and at the nape of   her  neck,  so  she  almost  appeared  to  be  wearing  a  close-fitting  pixie-cap. 

She  was  bronze-skinned  with  comely  full  breasts  exposed  above  the counterpane.  Her  nipples  were  large  and  set  within  invitingly  dark  brown, oval, velvety surrounds. Her underarms were completely nude and as smooth as if  no hair had ever grown there. Her hands were delicate, her fingers long, bare of  any rings. 

"Shall  my  lord  examine  my  slave?"  Dirnali  whispered  and  Emmi's  slender arms immediately drew out of  the way. Her breasts shook deliriously as she sank back against the pillow, sliding outwards, their nipples pointing obliquely upwards. Her mouth remained open. Josef  closed his eyes and imagined that soft,  open  mouth  pressing  moist,  circular  kisses  upon  his  body.  When  he glanced at Dirnali he could see her pupils were dilated with anticipation of his investigating her girl. 

Josef   gently  drew  the  counterpane  down,  exposing  a  naked  belly  and  a beautiful  dark  umbilicus.  Around  her  hips  Emmi  wore  small,  tight  panties which imprisoned her sex. "You keep her like this?" Josef  asked. 

Dirnali spoke softly: "It makes her more receptive." 

Josef   turned  Emmi  over.  Her  buttocks  were  naked,  round,  inviting,  her panties bedded deep into the bronzed crease. He supported one of  her cool, small feet in his hands and lightly stroked the pale sole. He desired her. As he was kneeling on the bed Dirnali slid her hand between his thighs from behind and clasped the head of  his erect naked penis. Her forearm gently lifted his balls.  He  found  this  fondling  deeply  arousing.  Dirnali's  lips  reached  up  and tickled his ear: "Do you want to watch me make love with her?" Josef  twisted round and kissed Dirnali. 

She led him by his penis from the bed. "Then let me show you my collection." 

She began silently opening the drawers in her bedroom chest, revealing tier upon  tier  of   phallic  shapes:  there  were  dildos  of   varying  smoothness  and girth,  and  finely  crafted  prostheses  with  straps  which  fitted  between  the buttocks  and  round  the  waist.  Some  were  of   polished  hardwood,  others  of ivory, silver or gold. One was studded with pearls, another with amber beads of   carnetine.  Several  were  capable  of   ejaculation;  they  had  a  fine  internal tube mimicking the male urethra and connected to a double bulb which could be  filled  with  fluid.  Dirnali  handled  these  instruments  as  lovingly  as  if   they were living flesh. She made shivers run up Josef's spine as she kissed them and tongued the small openings. She put the head of  the pearl-studded one into her mouth and Josef  put his lingers between her legs and stroked her small lips open. He enjoyed playing with his young hostess; she seemed unused to being intimately fondled. Dirnali stood there, trembling, as Josef  continued to stroke her open, and her mouth continued to suck upon the pearly penis as if she too had donned the mantle of  a submissive. He carried her to a wooden chair and made her sit open to the unhurried ministrations of  his fingers. She was still clutching the pearl-studded prosthesis, its straps dangling under her breasts. He asked her why her collection was so specific and extensive. 

Dirnali closed her eyes and fell silent: his question had uncovered an anxiety of  some sort. She bit her lip. Then falteringly she began to explain:

"Before my . . . my uncle . . . Before he took me under his wing I was kept in the company of  men . . . who sought solace with each other." She stared at Josef. "I was never sure why they needed me. I think their leader saw me as a mascot  to  display.  Whenever  a  new  young  man  was  introduced  to  the community, the leader would have first call upon his flesh. I would be kept in the leader's bed while it was being done." 

"And this leader didn't touch you?" Josef  asked. 

"At first I was a virgin," Dirnali answered. "Though I did not know then what it meant. I had no proper knowledge of  sexual union of  any kind." 

Her sex was still small and little used. Josef  looked at it and imagined Dirnali naked  and  partially  open  in  the  leader's  bed.  He  found  it  difficult  to understand how any male or female could resist her. Her sex smelt beautiful, its lips felt so smooth, and inside she felt so warm. 

"Tell me." He was well aware that Emmi on the bed was listening. 

"He used to make me lie face down with a pillow between my legs." 

"While he was with another male?" 

Dirnali nodded. "I would become excited by the noises; sometimes the young man's hand would brush against me; often I would turn my head to watch. At first  I  was  jealous.  For  several  nights  I  was  kept  this  way,  on  the  pillow, excluded  yet  a  witness.  The  first  time  I  saw  a  man  ejaculate  into  another man's  mouth,  an  overwhelming  feeling  came  between  my  legs.  I  did  not understand  it.  Afterwards  my  master  discovered  the  pillow  was  wet.  He seemed  pleased  and  made  me  lie  on  it  with  the  wet  against  my  breast  and with  the  soles  of   my  feet  pressed  together  -  'like  a  frog,'  he  said  -  and  he stroked my anus till the pleasure came. He left me wet and shaking. His sex was as hard as when he had been with the young man, but he would not put it into me. I remember it was still coated with the half-dried semen and it was still erect. And he was still touching my anus when I fell asleep. After that he called me his 'frog'." 

"Did he use you like the males?" 

"No.  I  used  to  do  things  in  secret  to  his  lovers  in  the  night,  once  he  was exhausted. Most of  all I preferred to suck them. I thirsted for the feeling it gave  me  when  I  forced  out  their  come.  That's  why  I  love  the  pony-males  - 

because they make so much and they cannot refuse it." 

Josef   opened  Dirnali  with  two  fingers.  "Why  all  these  toys  -  are  they  to remind you of  the males?" 

"It was like this. One day my master introduced me to his latest conquest, a beautiful  young  male.  He  simply  wanted  me  as  a  focus  of   arousal  for  this male. As with all the new ones, my master had him repeatedly strung up by his wrists and whipped upon the buttocks then put to bed in isolation from the rest.  It  took  four  full  sessions  before  the  whippings  brought  on  his  victim's erection so it would not go away. I remember how beautiful it was, how hot and full." 

"You were allowed to touch it?" 

"The master made me fondle it. I tried to bring the young man on - I had learnt how to do it by then - but the master stopped me. He said he wanted to 

train him to ejaculate solely through the whipping. In between the whippings he had him tied spread-eagled to the bed with no cover, lest its pressure or touch might bring relief. One time the master visited him and took me with him. He took off  my chemise so the young man could see my breasts, then he wrapped the chemise tightly around the young man's face and sat with him, watching his erection bulging. After a while the master called me nearer and sat me on his knee and started to touch my bottom and made me say out loud what  he  was  doing  to  me  and  where  his  fingers  were.  All  the  time  I  spoke these  things  I  could  see  the  young  man's  penis  twitching  as  if   it  wanted  to burst.  And  I  wanted  it  to.  Then  my  master  made  me  kiss  the  young  man through  the  chemise  while  my  bottom  was  being  fingered,  and  the  come came so strongly and hard that I felt it splashing on my shoulder." 

Dirnali  was  clutching  the  pearl-clad  penis  as  she  sat  on  the  chair.  Josef reached up and sucked her stiff, warm nipple. He looked up at her. "And was your master displeased?" 

"He rubbed the fluid - the semen - into my skin. There was a large bluish-white pool of  it on the young man's belly. The master ordered that it should be  left  to  dry  then  he  took  me  away  and  went  to  vent  his  pleasure  on  the others.  But  I  could  not  help  thinking  about  the  poor  young  man  and  the beautiful scent of  his semen. I felt as if  its essence had seeped through my skin and taken possession. So in the night when the chance came I went back to him." Dirnali's eyes glazed over as she whispered. "I crept into the room. He was awake. I have never felt so excited. It was the most wonderful night of  my life. I lay beside him. I never untied him: he was mine, my prisoner. His cock came up and stayed up. I kissed him with my cunt till he could not breathe. 

And it felt luscious. His face was wet. When I reached back to taunt his cock I could feel the semen that had dried on it and I could feel the lovely lake of  it that  had  dried  on  his  belly.  He  had  no  hairs  at  all  there;  the  master  had treated the skin to keep it bare. The dried semen was like parchment but it melted on my tongue and turned sticky. I ate it all." 

Josef  reached up and for the first time kissed Dirnali very lightly and slowly between  her  legs.  She  tasted  subtly  musky.  He  was  imagining  her  delicate fingertips prising and plucking the dried emission and her sweet lips chasing its flimsy wafers across the male slave's skin. 

"As my passion increased I turned bolder. I found a polished wooden phallus. 

It had leather straps that went around my waist and up into my creases. I put it on and made it very tight, so it felt good and moved like part of  me - I had watched my master. I got more and more excited as I strutted round the room with my handsome prisoner watching. I climbed astride his face and put the knob into his mouth and rubbed his cock between my fingers. I could tell he was near to spilling. Then I knelt between his legs and pushed the phallus into him. It was difficult to do because his legs were tied down, but I lifted his balls and pushed very hard and the feeling of  going into his body was so lovely and 

the  insertion  made  his  semen  eject.  I  caught  some  in  my  mouth  and  the pleasure was so strong that I went wet between the legs. I felt as if  the phallus were  my  own  flesh,  and  I  could  feel  his  muscle  tightening  uncontrollably round it and his tightness made my pleasure come. I collapsed on to him and trapped his slippery penis between our bodies and bit his nipples and some more of  his semen spilled against my belly. It felt burning hot. I made him come twice more that night. I oiled the wooden phallus only with his semen. I discovered later that my master had been watching all the time." 

"Did he punish you?" 

"He encouraged me. He had the straps adapted so he could 'frog' my bottom while  I  wore  the  phallus  and  he  would  play  with  the  phallus  and  I  would come.  But  the  come  was  always  deeper  when  he  made  me  use  it  on  the others." 

"Males?" 

"And  some  girls.  He  liked  to  watch  that.  He  said  that  I  put  his  studs  to shame," Dirnali said proudly. 

Dirnali's belly was getting more wet as Josef  licked and fondled it. He gently prised the pearl-studded dildo from her fingers. "Stand up," he told her. As he was  fitting  it  on  her  and  her  excitement  was  mounting  he  dwelt  upon  the image of  the slave being pleasured by this handsome girl. He moved the chair over to the mirror and stood her on the chair that she might admire herself  - 

and that Emmi on the bed might clearly see. 

In his arousal Josef  went to Emmi and offered his penis to her open mouth and she took it hungrily. He sat with her and played with her pixie-hair and earlobes, then he called Dirnali down from the chair. 

She stood by the bed, her pearly phallus bobbing like a real erection. "Lie on your  front,"  he  told  Emmi,  drawing  the  counterpane  down  again,  exposing her  skimpily  clad  lovely  buttocks.  Slowly,  between  frequent  gentle  strokings, Josef  drew Emmi's panties down until they were round her ankles. His penis felt as hard as the phallus that Dirnali would surely put into this lovely girl. He could  see  between  her  thighs  the  petite  pout  of   her  small,  bronzed,  naked labia.  He  wanted  to  look  more  closely,  to  touch  them,  perhaps  to  slip  his fingers right in and let those lovely inner lips clasp him. Gently he lifted her on to her back. Her breasts shook like mounds of  jelly. He kissed one nipple and stroked it with the tip of  his aching penis. Dirnali was now on the bed waiting, with phallus fixedly erect. Emmi began to murmur in anticipation. 

"Keep rubbing her nipple," Dirnali whispered, then said: "Look - between her legs." 

Josef  watched in disbelief  as the pouted lips bulged open and, pushing slowly out  of   them,  uncertainly  at  first  but  growing,  came  the  swollen  head  of   a slightly  small  but  perfectly  formed  penis.  Confounded,  he  watched  the bronzed flesh come up curving as if  a bone were inside it. 

"Keep rubbing . . ." Dirnali's eyes shone, her teeth were gritted. Emmi's petite sex was forced open by the girth of  the penis poking from inside her body. 

Josef  looked again at her comely breasts, stared at her beautiful female face, her warm lips and soft dense eyebrows. Suddenly Emmi gasped: Dirnali was now masturbating Emmi's small penis. 

"Stop," Josef  told her. He turned Emmi on to her side, facing away. Her back, the  delicious  swell  of   her  hips  were  those  of   a  woman.  Her  panties  were round her delicate ankles. Josef's penis was still throbbing hard. Dirnali was staring at him accusingly. He made Dirnali come to him and he sat her on his lap, her buttocks pressing his erect penis against his belly. He held her breasts and  tried  to  slide  his  fingers  under  the  straps  of   her  phallus  to  touch  her clitoris, but the instrument was too tightly against her. In the end he grasped the pearl-studded glans of  the phallus itself  and began twisting it slowly, so the movement was transmitted down its length. He could feel Dirnali's nipples growing  harder  and  her  belly  turning  softer  and  more  submissive.  She reached up, put her arms round his neck and kissed him. 

"Are you going to let me put it in her?" she prompted, grinding her buttocks against him, trapping his penis, keeping it close to bursting. Gently he lifted Dirnali off  his lap and deposited her at the foot of  the bed. Emmi lay on her side. Josef  was curious to know if  her erection was still out. He knelt on the bed and spread her cheeks. 

Her bottom bore the signs of  repeated sexual entry. Below and to the front her sex had almost closed; it looked smaller than a normal girl's. He touched its closed lips gently with his fingers. They felt soft and warm, girlish. She had no  clitoris  that  he  could  discern,  but  when  he  pressed  the  place  where  it should have been Emmi moaned. He slipped his middle finger into her sex and  the  pad  made  contact  with  the  eye  of   her  re-emerging  penis. 

Automatically  he  tried  to  clasp  her  labia  closed,  but  her  swelling  penis  just kept coming out and sliding moistly through his fingers. His touching of  her was bringing it on hard and the very unsheathing was causing her pleasure. 

At  fullness,  the  girth  of   her  penis  at  the  base  stretched  her  small  sex  open almost  to  its  limit.  The  sight  of   the  female  sexual  gape  -  filled  by  a  penis coming out instead of  going in - he found deeply erotic. There was scarcely room in there for his little finger, yet the opening felt as moist and hot as in any normal girl. Dirnali then explained how men had sex with Emmi. 

"They  go  into  her  at  the  front  before  her  cock  gets  hard.  Because  they  are stronger and bigger Emmi's cock must yield. Sometimes the thrusting makes her come." 

"She makes semen?" 

Dirnali nodded enthusiastically. "Men like it when she wets them. Sometimes they like to hold her closed, as you were doing but tighter. One holds her shut while the other goes up her bottom and the rubbing inside makes her come." 

Josef  was wondering which men Dirnali had put to using Emmi in this way - 

whether the elders or the pony-males. "Which way do you prefer to take her?" 

Josef  whispered. 

"Either . . . Both." 

"Show me how you frog her." He turned the passive Emmi on to her front, opened  her  knees  and  pushed  her  bottom  gently  down  so  her  erection  was trapped against the bed and her knees splayed like a frog's. 

Dirnali  was  swiftly  on  top,  aiming  the  studded,  fat  glans  of   the  instrument with  her  expert  fingertips  between  Emmi's  cheeks.  Emmi's  legs  seemed  to want to open more but could not, for they were still bound at the ankles by her panties. With the soles of  her feet now pressed together, the muscles of her thighs stood out like a frog's. Josef  whispered as much to her and Emmi moaned. Even the glistening pearls on the phallus looked like slippy beads of frog-spawn. Josef  held Emmi's lovely face and coaxed his penis through her gasping lips as he watched the pearl-studded length sink slowly ever deeper into  Emmi's  tightening  anus.  Pearl  by  pearl  it  burrowed  and  steadily disappeared. Josef  ran his fingers under Emmi and rolled her erect nipples. 

He had the urge to touch her sex while her anus was being penetrated. With his penis still in Emmi's hungry mouth, he stretched at full length beside the two  girls  and  ran  his  fingertips  down  the  groove  of   Dirnali's  buttocks, following  the  line  of   her  strap,  which  was  tight  against  her  anus,  until  he found the place where the pearly phallus entered Emmi. With each thrust that Dirnali  took,  the  mouth  of   Emmi's  lovely  bottom  went  into  a  little  spasm. 

There was a patch of  darkness - moisture - on the bedsheet emanating from the  buried  tip  of   Emmi's  penis.  As  the  spasms  continued  the  little  patch expanded.  Dirnali's  thrusts  were  forcing  pre-come  from  Emmi's  body.  Josef reached  further  under  with  his  finger,  meaning  to  push  it  up  Emmi's  sex under  her  erect  penis,  but  the  opening  was  too  constricted.  He  persevered until Emmi moaned and her mouth released his penis and Dirnali rolled her on  to  her  side  with  the  pearly  phallus  bedded  deeply.  Without  warning Emmi's little bone-like penis began to spray as if  the duct inside it were half strangled. It seemed to take a long time. Josef  shook it, gave it small smacks to try  to  shake  her  fluid  free.  It  was  thin  and  whitish,  like  watered  milk,  and continued to spray over her belly. And her pleasure seemed intensified by the smacking. 

"She cannot get a girl with child," Dirnali declared proudly. Emmi's spray was 

still coming out. Its scent beset the air; it reminded Josef  of  buttermilk. It was slightly  sticky  to  the  touch,  though  less  so  than  male  semen.  Josef   was smoothing  it  around  Emmi's  attractive  nipples  and  she  was  gasping  in  the throes of  this protracted climax impelled by Dirnali's thrusting. 

Josef   reached  across  and  swiftly  unbuckled  Dirnali's  straps.  So  deeply  were they bedded that they did not spring free of  their own accord and he had to pull  them  gently  from  Dirnali's  creases.  The  detached  phallus  was  still  up Emmi's bottom. Josef  laid Dirnali on her back and lifted her legs. He thrust his middle finger up Dirnali's anus as deeply as he was able, and as her legs balanced in the air he sucked her hot little sex and Dirnali immediately came. 

He could feel the depth of  her climax through the spasms of  her sex in his mouth and the spasms of  her bottom round his finger. His penis was weeping, for  his  gland  inside  was  overflowing  with  the  fluid  these  two  girls  had nurtured.  He  took  his  finger  out  of   Dirnali  and  let  Emmi  suck  it  while  he smacked her mistress's open sex with the glans of  his penis, shaking out some of  this leaking fluid in colourless threads which joined her sex and his. There were  still  pale,  turbid  droplets  on  Emmi's  belly.  Her  penis  was  still  stiff,  on account  of   the  phallus  lodged  fast  inside  her  bottom  by  the  pearls  studded down its length. He hoped this night would never end. 

He lifted Emmi from the bed and carried her, with the straps of  the bedded phallus dangling and her wet penis brushing hotly against his wrist, then he sat  her  astride  the  corner  of   Dirnali's  dressing  table,  so  the  phallus  pushed inside her to the hilt. She tried to press her hands against the table top to curb the  penetration.  The  posture  emphasised  her  lovely  breasts;  the  breast-muscles  feeding  up  into  her  underarms  stood  out  like  the  straps  of   a  sling. 

Josef  grasped and shook these sling-straps and kissed her open lips. Then he shook  her  straps  again  and  watched  her  jellied  breasts  shudder  and  her nipples  come  up  harder.  Lifting  her  hands  up,  he  placed  them  behind  her head and watched her gasping gently, her legs trembling astride the corner, and her shiny penis forced as stiffly upwards as if  it were made of  polished bone. 

Dirnali wanted to suck her off. Josef  retreated to the bed and Dirnali placed a stool between Emmi's thighs at the corner of  the dressing table. Josef  watched Emmi's stiff  little penis brushing Dirnali's ear lobe as Dirnali's lips and tongue first  picked  off   the  remaining  droplets  of   spillage  from  Emmi's  trembling belly, before moving back to tongue the tiny eye of  her penis and close round its little glans. When Dirnali's lips sank slowly down the narrow stem, Emmi buckled forward, her erect nipples touching Dirnali's hair. Josef  was thinking about  the  pearl-studded  shaft  of   the  phallus  still  inside  Emmi,  pressing  her penis  from  the  root  up  into  Dirnali's  mouth.  Dirnali's  legs  were  wrapped round  the  bars  of   the  stool.  Her  buttocks  balanced  unsteadily  on  its  small seat. Her fingers were stretching Emmi's labia fully open as her lips sought the very  base  of   the  stem.  While  Dirnali  was  trying  to  swallow  Emmi's  penis whole,  Emmi's  hands  suddenly  broke  free  and  clutched  Dirnali's  head;  her 

legs tried to close round Dirnali's shoulders. Dirnali wrenched them away and stopped sucking. She grasped Emmi's feet and forced them up until her knees were tight and Emmi was moaning. Then she pushed her tongue-tip under the base of  Emmi's penis and the new ejaculate came hard and high, not as a spray this time but as a very thin column, which collapsed upon Emmi's thigh and  into  Dirnali's  hair.  The  air  was  flooded  with  the  scent  of   sexual buttermilk.  Josef   retrieved  the  trembling  Emmi  from  the  dressing  table  and laid her on the bed. There was no sign that her arousal was subsiding. 

"How many times can she be made to come?" he whispered to Dirnali. 

"I have never been able to milk her dry." 

Gently  Josef   tried  to  remove  the  studded  phallus  from  Emmi's  anus.  Her murmurs made him stop to kiss her. The scent of  her ejaculate was strong. 

Some had spilled upon her cheek. Josef  kissed it off; its rich aroma filled his mouth; Emmi reached up with her tongue to share it. He clasped the small glans of  her penis between his fingers and masturbated it a little, and the last of  her ejaculate came out on to his fingers and it was thicker than the rest. He raised it to his lips and Emmi squeezed the head of  Josef's bulging penis over her  open  mouth,  releasing  a  large  droplet  of   his  clearer  fluid  which  sank down  on  to  her  tongue.  She  began  lazily  to  play  with  him,  keeping  up  his leakage, licking it from him every few seconds. Dirnali smoothed the earlier ejaculate between Emmi's thighs. Josef  tried again to remove the phallus. 

"It's  tight  into  her,"  he  said.  "She  needs  oiling."  He  wanted  to  go  inside Emmi's bottom with his own penis and to experience exactly what it felt like in there when Emmi's climax came. 

As Dirnali painted oil round the swollen, burnished rim, Josef  pushed Emmi's knees up and open till they touched the outsides of  her breasts. Then Emmi moaned. 

"It's coming," said Dirnali, drawing it by the straps. Josef  watched the muscle very slowly begin to yield its hold. 

"No more oil . . ." he whispered. "And stop pulling now." And when Emmi moaned  again  he  kissed  her  once.  The  instrument  was  being  yielded,  its pearl-studded  length  emerging  unassisted.  The  substance  of   Emmi's  breasts had  gathered  into  round  jellied  balls  and  her  nipples  stood  out.  The  slow sliding of  the phallus while the muscle was so stretched was inducing sexual pleasure. Josef  sucked her nipples and left them wet, then he held her labia open  and  squeezed  her  little  erection  near  its  base.  Emmi  gasped  and  the head of  the phallus was at last expelled. Josef  released her penis and watched it  trembling  as  the  punished  walls  of   the  muscle  closed.  A  white  droplet appeared at the head of  her glans. He turned her on her side, facing away from him, and stroked the soft dimples in her lower back and looked down at 

her beautiful form. Her breasts looked especially inviting as she lay like that. 

The white droplet at the end of  her glans was growing. He lightly oiled two fingers  and  slid  them  gently  up  her  bottom.  She  moaned.  His  heart  was beating  quickly.  His  penis  ached  with  pleasure  that  he  so  wanted  to  expel. 

Dirnali was watching its throbbing. Emmi felt so hot and soft and moist inside her bottom. He pressed his fingertips against the front wall, palpating it gently until he encountered resistance, soft yet firm like a small movable peach under the inner skin. And when he pressed there steadily her penis trembled and the white  droplet  overflowed.  Dirnali  caught  it  on  the  tips  of   her  fingers  and smeared it round the aching head of  Josef's penis, declaring: "Let me see you fuck her." 

Dirnali sat back. Josef  put his penis into Emmi's hot, soft bottom as she lay on her side. He lifted her leg and his balls rolled along her thigh as his lubricated shaft slid inside. Though she tried to keep open, the slow, sliding friction made her  anus  keep  tightening  in  small,  soft  spasms.  But  she  took  him  deep.  She took  him  to  the  balls  and  once  he  was  lodged  he  could  feel  the  small,  soft-skinned peach inside press against the underside of  his stem every time her muscle squeezed him. He looked between her legs at her hard, small, curving penis gyrating slowly as he began his thrusts. It had not deflated in all the time she was being played with. At its base, where her stretched labia met again, was the severely narrowed entrance to her sex, too narrow to take his finger. 

Dirnali  used  hers.  Josef   watched  it  worming  into  Emmi,  pressing  up  under the base of  her little penis, making Emmi gasp, making the soft peach inside her seem to bulge against Josef's penis. He kissed her upraised ankle and toes. 

He tried to push deeper. Dirnali's finger was pulling against the soft, tight seal of   Emmi's  sex,  stirring  her  penis  from  underneath.  Suddenly  Josef   felt  the round  peach  inside  Emmi  go  into  delicious  spasm  and  her  penis  started  to ejaculate its lovely buttermilk up into Dirnali's waiting mouth. Some of  the fluid spilled back out and ran down Emmi's penis. The spasm came again; he wanted to come; the peach inside Emmi was pulsing against his captive penis; the fluid ran down Emmi's little shaft and overflowed her labia. It ran over Dirnali's finger, which was still inside her tight little sex, and it wetted Josef's balls.  Dirnali's  finger,  worming  round  inside  Emmi's  sex,  precipitated  Josef's climax. He felt it being drawn from so lusciously deep inside. He tried to hold back to the very last. Dirnali reached down and sucked his balls. He slid out of  Emmi groaning. With her free hand Dirnali grasped the base of  his shaft and  directed  the  now  unstoppable  sexual  flow.  Josef   watched  in  helpless pleasure  as  his  semen  bubbled  thick  and  white  over  Emmi's  stiff,  bronzed penis  which  was  still  coming,  its  thinner  fluid  spraying  up  through  Josef's dense white glue. 

Dirnali  spent  a  long  while  finger-painting  Josef's  semen  mixed  with  Emmi's buttermilk on to Emmi's body, working outwards from her penis, all around her sex and anus, up her belly and down her inner thighs. Josef  was attending to Emmi's lovely breasts and Emmi was sucking the last of  the semen from his penis.  He  wanted  to  put  his  penis  into  Emmi's  sex,  but  Emmi's  own  penis 

would not go down enough to be retracted into her body. Dirnali had noticed that Emmi's arousal was keener when her pleasure-centres came into direct contact with the Talisur ring on Josef's finger. Dirnali rubbed his ring finger over  Emmi's  nipples,  then  she  touched  it  to  the  tip  of   Emmi's  penis  which immediately went into a little, moist spasm. "Try to get this finger up her sex," 

Dirnali said. 

"It  may  not  go,"  said  Josef,  but  he  saw  that  in  Dirnali's  eyes  there  was excitement at the prospect of  what the ring might do inside. 

Even the attempted insertion caused Emmi deep arousal. She tried to open; Josef   oiled  his  finger;  when  the  knuckle  bearing  the  ring  at  last  passed  into her,  Emmi's  whole  body  began  to  tremble.  Dirnali  began  to  tap  the  tip  of Emmi's penis. Josef  pushed again and Emmi's sex sheathed his finger like a tight, living glove. He could feel the sexually swollen peach-like gland inside her, already making new semen. Very gently he began to move his finger in and out, and Emmi's inner flesh moved with it, the ring rubbing against her gland.  The  flow  of   fluid  was  being  stimulated.  Dirnali's  eager  fingertip  was making  wet  tapping  sounds  against  the  mouth  of   Emmi's  penis  and  Emmi was again starting to moan. Her knees jerked open. Her sex went painfully tight about Josef's finger. But the rigidity of  the ring kept Emmi open, and he found he could still move his oily finger by sliding it back and forth through the ring. She started coming strongly. Josef  briefly slipped his finger out, but the ring was still inside her doing its potent work, pressing keenly against her gland  each  time  the  muscle  inside  her  spasmed.  He  found  it  beautiful  to watch  how,  with  the  ring  inside  her  body,  Emmi's  ejaculation  was  stronger and  more  prolonged.  Dirnali  tried  to  close  off   the  mouth  of   Emmi's  penis with the downward pressure of  her thumb. Hot buttermilk sprayed in every direction,  against  Josef's  wrists  and  on  to  his  penis,  then  upwards  under Dirnali's breasts and chin. 

He knew he must go inside Emmi again, up her bottom, while the ring was still lodged inside her sex and with his own penis wet with her emissions. He drew her up on to his lap and impaled her lovely body on his penis, with her legs  wide  open  to  make  the  penetration  deep.  Then  Dirnali  crouched between  her  thighs,  sucking  Emmi's  penis.  And  even  as  his  own  ejaculate sprayed up inside her, through the thin wall of  flesh he could feel the buried ring  persistently  stimulating  Emmi's  gland  to  ever  more  prodigious  yield. 

Exhausted  he  eventually  fell  asleep  still  inside  her  bottom,  with  Dirnali's buttermilk-smeared lips still gloved round Emmi's sticky penis. 

When he woke he thought it was some game the girls had devised. He could not move his limbs, which were fastened to an upright open frame. His penis hurt; it was swollen as if  it would burst. The girls had gone. He was no longer in Dirnali's room, but in a chamber underground. Then he thought it must be a dream, for in the chamber was the girl Roanen, in her blue brass-buttoned jacket, directing two nude, agile girls who had grease smeared on their brows 

and breasts. One girl stood in front of  him and the other stood behind. 

Then the realisation struck that this was not a dream and that he no longer wore the Talisur. And without its protection his status was no higher than that of  a slave. 

14

Grease-Girls

Roanen  had  intercepted  her  trailing  caravan  of   girls  and  moved  them  on apace. On arrival at Menirg the accompanying mercenaries had been given two  of   Dirnali's  red-vested  breast-girls  for  the  night.  Roanen  had  chosen grease-girls. Dirnali's unmasking of  the interloper Josef  had simply extended the scope of  girl-play. The only pity was that the girl Leah wasn't with him to participate in Roanen's games. 

The  grease-girls  were  expert  at  rigging  a  frame;  Roanen  was  expert  at whipping. She wore nothing but her blue brass-buttoned jacket. The steady background rhythm of  the wooden pump-rods set the meter of  the whipping. 

And just as surely as the cogwheels forced those massive pump-rods up and down,  the  slave  response  came  -  a  signal  of   male  subservience,  a  stiff obeisance to female prowess. It bore a thick vein which Roanen knew to be a characteristic  more  commonly  encountered  in  thoroughbred  slaves.  She encouraged  intimate  grease-girl  play  with  this  thick-veined  penis.  She emboldened them to bite the vein, and she wound a leather thong about the genitals as a whole to make the vein a firmer target for their teasing. And she showed them where to put their fists. 

"Oh, it's hot!" Ouida shouted as the muscle tightened round her naked wrist. 

For  all  their  sweet  bravado,  these  girls  were  virgins,  not  truly  familiar  with men. And Josef's reaction to the fisting confirmed that he had been a slave. 

Ethne, aroused by the twitching pre-ejaculating penis, needed little urging to bite  his  breasts.  Roanen  directed  Ethne's  enquiring  fingertips  to  the  pulsing undertube of  his rigid stem. Ethne gasped as if  scalded when the inner liquor burst from inside him and spilled down her arm. Ouida was the first to lick it. 

Yet Ethne was first by mouth with Josef's living spigot. Ethne's smudged lips sealed together until Roanen freed them with her moistened tongue. 

Roanen  now  unbound  his  penis.  "Ethne,  hold  his  nose."  The  grease-girl's nude agility scrambled up his torso and pinched his nostrils tight. He tried in vain  to  dislodge  that  hot  little  body  clinging  to  his  chest,  its  thighs  naively open,  its  virginal  heat  against  his  skin.  The  more  he  struggled  the  more  he was forced to gasp for breath. Roanen swiftly and precisely inserted the gold spout  at  the  back  of   his  throat  and  poured  the  acrid  fluid  down  his  gullet. 

"Don't fight it - swallow," she said. "There - let it take effect." 

"I want to see him spend again," cried Ethne. 

"Oh, that he shall," Roanen whispered. "Have patience. And you shall make him." 

Ethne,  still  clinging,  began  to  suck  and  bite  Josef's  lower  lip  and  pluck  the hairs from under his arm. Roanen lifted her down on to the makeshift bed of hay, lifting Ethne's leg so that he would see every virgin naked grease-girl part. 

Ouida was behind him, the greasy tips of  her fingers now protruding under his  balls.  Roanen  leant  over  Ethne  on  the  bed  and  began  sucking  her  little nipples and opening her unbroken sex to goad him. 

His  eyes  looked  glazed:  the  potion  that  Roanen  had  administered  was beginning  to  work,  keeping  him  erect  and  yet  submissive.  The  deep  gland inside  him  would  be  starting  to  ache.  The  urge  to  ejaculate  would  soon  be upon him and Roanen would let the pressure build. 

Ouida's petite face now intruded between Josef's legs and her open lips locked lovingly upon his inner thigh. Her hair was tickling his ball sac and he was trying  in  vain  to  close  his  legs.  Her  tongue,  reaching  up,  was  moistly tormenting the crease of  his leg, making his ball sac tremble. The thick vein stood out again along his penis. 

On the hay bed, Roanen was bending Ethne's knees the better to expose her virginal body to Josef's mesmerised gaze; she was pushing Ethne's ankles ever upwards until her feet were behind her ears: grease-girls were flexible. Then she bound her ankles together and drew her arms and torso through the gap. 

The  girl  was  doubled  up  like  a  little  pink  parcel.  Her  small  sex,  breathing enticingly,  was  linked  by  a  wavy  protruding  seam  of   silky  skin  to  her  little brown anus, which was pouting to a perfect ring. Roanen began to finger the grease-girl's  sex  and  anus,  spreading  the  aromatic  genital  lips,  extricating  a fine  white  string  of   waxy  secretion,  slapping  the  poutingly  depraved  brown mouth,  shaking  it  by  the  connecting  seam  of   skin.  The  fine  white  string dissolved  when  rubbed  between  thumb  and  finger  but  left  a  ripe,  creamy scent.  Roanen  picked  up  the  catheter  that  she  had  acquired  from  the physician's  store.  It  had  a  tiny  gold  button-valve  and  sprayer.  Ethne's  face became a picture framed between her calves. Roanen gently twirled the gold nipple of  the instrument into the minute hole between the timorous, tucked-up  thighs,  carefully  working  it  until  the  slight  resistance  yielded.  Ouida watched enthralled. Ethne stared with consternation at the tubular projection waving  between  her  legs.  Roanen  kissed  her  hot  ear  lobes  and  whispered: 

"Now you must seek my permission when you want to pee." 

She  made  Ethne  drink  pure  water,  slowly  and  often.  During  the  drinking, Roanen  kept  her  jacket  open,  cradling  Ethne's  head  and  her  fastened  feet 

against her breasts, gently unsheathing Ethne's clitoris, stroking it back each time Ethne swallowed water, making each libation a sexual act. When she put her  finger  partly  into  Ethne  she  could  feel  the  stem  of   the  catheter,  rigid behind  the  soft,  moist  flesh.  Each  time  she  put  her  finger  partly  up  there, Josef's penis strained more keenly to attention. "Do you want his penis in your mouth?" Roanen asked out loud and Ethne poked her tongue out in assent. 

Roanen licked the soles of  Ethne's feet and Ethne shivered. 

"Unfasten  him  but  leash  his  penis,"  Roanen  instructed  Ouida.  "Bring  the living vessel here for my darling to drink." 

The potion was effective. Roanen watched him slavishly crouch over Ethne's doubled-up body, with Ethne's small fingers gripping his thick stem near the collared base, her small lips pouting up to fasten round its swollen head, its ball sac dangling to her breasts, her catheter waving, her little brown circular anus tightening seductively each time Ethne took suck. Roanen pinched the girl's seam of  silky skin, putting her anus into a soft spasm. 

Ouida,  jealous  of   these  attentions,  knelt  open  on  the  hay  bed.  The  gap between her sex and anus was perfectly smooth and Roanen felt it and kissed Ouida, who whispered precociously: "Are you going to make him fuck her?" 

"I  shall  make  him  do  whatever  you  wish,  grease-mistress.  But  surely  she  is small and he is big?" 

"Make him fuck her," Ouida said excitedly. 

Roanen  pushed  Ouida  back  and  kissed  her  on  the  smooth  nude  bridge between her sex and anus, repeatedly licking the nudity there until the smooth bridge tightened hard. "Get the butter then," Roanen whispered. 

Ethne was a virgin but her little sex had been partly opened by the games that grease-girls  are  used  to.  Now  it  would  be  made  to  gape.  But  first  Roanen wanted to make it spray over Josef's penis. She made him sit back on his heels beside Ethne's belly while she fed the bundled girl more water, sip by sip. The cap of  his penis, glistening with Ethne's spittle, stayed slavishly erect. Roanen waited until it was dry. Then she closed her hand over it as though it were a nude  baby  mouse.  And  she  encouraged  Josef   to  touch  Ethne's  catheter,  to explore the place where it entered her body, keeping her naive flesh moving, opening the unblemished pink lips and most importantly, provoking the little clitoris  directly.  While  he  explored  and  Ethne  started  to  murmur,  the  little mouse  swelled  ever  bigger  and  a  warm  oily  droplet  of   its  distillate  was deposited  into  the  palm  of   Roanen's  hand.  She  fed  it  to  the  grease-girl, closing her palm over the girl's hungry mouth and pressing the heel of  her other hand gently into the belly just above the place where the tube projected, making  Ethne  moan.  Then,  drawing  the  penis  near,  she  squeezed  the  little gold button for just a second and a misty, redolent spray enveloped the glans, 

which  pulsed  and  glistened  anew.  Roanen  made  the  spray  come  again  and again, and the glans seemed to reach for the issuing clouds of  moisture like a parched  creature  greeting  the  swaths  of   evening  mist.  Ethne's  condensing pee-spray ran warmly down the shaft of  Josef's penis. Ouida, returning with the butter, sprawled across the hay bed. Her desirous lips girdled Josef's shaft, chasing  the  condensing  droplets  over  his  collar  to  his  ball  sac.  A  long  oval patch  of   wetness  encompassed  Ethne's  inner  thighs.  Ouida's  open  lips, relinquishing the penis, sucked back and forth across the patch, then offered themselves to Roanen, whose tongue explored the zesty grease-girl bitterness far into Ouida's mouth. 

Roanen  lifted  Ouida  into  a  kneeling  position  against  Ethne's  belly,  with Ethne's  buttocks  on  Ouida's  knees  and  Ouida's  sex  in  contact  with  the protrusive tube. 

Roanen  then  guided  the  tube-head  with  her  fingers,  rubbing  it  between Ouida's  split  flesh,  burying  the  bulb  of   the  sprayer  inside  her.  Then  she squeezed the button and felt Ouida shudder and felt her labia turn slippery as Ethne's moisture - that had sprayed up into Ouida's body - trickled out. 

While the grease-girls kissed and slipped together, Roanen emphasised to her burgeoned  male  the  contrast  between  these  two  girls:  the  smooth  skin bridging  the  gap  between  Ouida's  sex  and  anus,  and  the  deep  pink,  raised, silky  seam  of   Ethne's  join.  She  let  him  nip  and  hold  and  pull  this  seam, inducing  Ethne  to  moan  as  his  pulling  combined  with  Ouida's  thrusts, focusing pressure in between Ethne's legs until it was time to lift her up again to drink. 

"I  want  her  suspended  -  legs  up,  like  this  -  can  you  help  me?"  she  asked Ouida. 

When it was done Ethne's doubled-up body dangled like a pink bundle over the hay bed, her wrists bound high above her head, her feet behind her ears. 

Roanen played with her and made her swing and spray. She clasped Ethne in her arms, making breast to sex contact and kissing her between the legs until the collar of  Roanen's jacket was quite dark with wet. Then she lowered her on to the bed. 

The  girl's  swollen  sex  projected  vulnerably.  Her  nipples  remained  tight through the continuous urge to pee. She took water only slowly from the cup. 

Josef's penis stood so hard that it shook with every pulsebeat. Roanen asked Ouida to butter its knob. As it was being done Roanen put her fingers into Ethne's  sex:  the  inner  lips  had  gone  thin,  hot  and  malleable.  She  took  her fingers out and squeezed the gold button and held it for the count of  five: the warm, musky spray wetted Ethne's belly, filling her small belly-hole. Roanen let  Josef   sip  from  it.  His  butter  was  melting  on  his  knob.  Roanen  reached across and sucked it, then she pushed her thumb into his bottom and a driblet 

of  hot, salty spill was extruded into her mouth from the tip of  his knob. The skin of  his sac felt as thin and malleable and hot as the skin of  Ethne's labia. 

His  nipples  were  almost  as  firm  as  Ethne's.  Ouida  re-buttered  him  while Roanen buttered Ethne's open sex and pulled upon her dark pink seam. 

Roanen loved to watch a glans at the circle of  entry, especially a glans that was  too  big  and  firm  and  buttery  to  entertain  refusal  from  a  stretchable vagina that might have thought itself  too small. Roanen closed her lips over Ethne's  mouth,  suffocating  the  sexual  gasps,  sensing  the  untested  muscle yawning wider, seeking the lovely moment when the gasping turned to pants that signalled that the deep insertion was irrevocably underway and there was nothing  Ethne's  belly  could  do  to  expel  it.  "Take  him  to  the  balls,  little mistress."  Ethne  gradually  did.  It  was  beautiful  to  behold.  Her  little  brown hole  was  forced  back  by  the  compression  from  above.  Her  inner  lips  were pushed inside her; her clitoris was trapped against the catheter tube; her outer lips formed a hard pink shield. His shaft was clasped so tightly that its thick, hard  standing  vein  appeared  truncated  where  it  fed  inside  the  grease-girl. 

Roanen  could  see  its  pulsebeat  and  could  see  its  tiny  branching  veinlets  in relief   as  its  bulging,  butter-streaked  length  steadily  sapped  the  grease-girl's tight resistance. Then suddenly it slid unresisted to the collar and Ethne's pink shield overflowed with molten butter. 

Her mouth opened wide; her cheeks flushed crimson; Roanen kissed her face. 

Josef  sat back on his heels while she was still impaled and Ouida pushed the little  gold  button  to  make  Ethne  spray,  then  she  caught  it  on  her  pert  pink tongue.  The  aromatic  clouds  of   Ethne's  moisture  wetted  inside  her  legs, wetted Josef's balls. They were slippy when Roanen milked them and reached beneath to pull Ethne's seam of  silky flesh. She pulled it just as if  it were a trapped,  fleshy  thread  she  was  trying  to  draw  from  Ethne's  tight,  resisting bottom. And suddenly she felt the slippy ball sac jerking and trying to retract. 

She  heard  him  moan  so  soulfully.  And  slowly,  agonisingly,  under  the wrenching  guidance  of   Roanen's  hand  pulling  on  his  slippy  balls,  his  penis came out of  Ethne, whose little cunt was little no more and did not fully close. 

Ouida prised wide the ravished pink gape. The glans of  the penis trembled above it before its spillage surged pure white, the first streak spurting hollowly partly  into  Ethne  and  partly  clinging  to  the  shivering  rim;  the  second sheathing  the  head  of   the  catheter  projecting  from  her  pee-hole;  and  the third, propelled far higher, over the small belly-hole, high over the pert little nipples,  splashing  across  the  gasping  lips  and  the  cheek  turned  modestly  to one side. 

For Roanen, a keener pleasure yet was the sucking of  this food of  love from the  aroused,  tethered  bundle  of   Ethne's  body,  sucking  buttered,  still-warm semen from her sex then dripping it into Ouida's mouth. 

Roanen  then  sent  Ouida  for  the  grease-pot  and  brush  to  make  Ethne's 

distension  doubly  complete.  The  brush-head  was  round,  thick  and  slippery but Ethne was tight in that small brown place. Roanen quelled her murmurs with deep kisses and slow masturbation and assurances of  how the humble grease-brush  would  be  ennobled  by  the  intimate  anal  privilege  its  young grease-mistress was poised to bestow. "And see how your slave's cock salutes your efforts?" Ethne's small brave fingers distractedly tried to caress the penis even as her unschooled bottom laboured to engirth so harsh a distension by the crown of  the brush. "Open it. Open . . . Pant . . ." Roanen whispered to the  helplessly  doubled-up  girl.  Suddenly  the  brave  fingers  clenched  rigidly about  Josef's  collared  penis;  the  catheter  shivered  between  her  legs;  the  full breadth  of   brush-head  was  taken.  Roanen  worked  it  gently  deeper  into Ethne's lovely hot body while the fat dollops of  grease ran to oil inside her. 

But the tutoring of  Ethne's flesh was interrupted by :he female Deputy, who came running into the chamber brandishing her whip and shouting: "There's an urgent call for fresh bloodstock in the stables: Fjeb-nie is there and can not be kept waiting." 

Roanen  shrugged.  "Take  him."  She  did  not  even  look  at  the  Deputy.  She remained  attentive  to  her  naked  girls,  their  flesh,  their  scent,  their  compact beauty,  and  their  slow  debauching  in  the  hay.  Her  fingers  spread  and  her hand slid deep into the pot of  grease. She stared at Ouida. "Lie down, my darling." For the night was young and Ouida was unbroken. 

15


Manikins and Milkings

The frail Commandant stared around the room - at Leah, Lucie, Rahni and Sianon - his gaze alighting on each girl in turn. Then he said in a wavering voice: "You are called here for a purpose. Each of  you has been selected for your  special  beauty  and  the  delightful  fondness  of   your  ways.  Tonight  you entertain an important visitor whom it is vital that you please." 

He  nodded  to  his  son,  Merek,  who  opened  the  door.  There  was  a  delay during which Leah timidly fingered the drapes and Rahni shrank back in her chair.  The  Overseer  kept  in  the  background  close  to  Lucie.  The Commandant's bony fingers pressed Sianon's kneeling body down against the velvet-covered stool. 

A  tiny  man,  clad  only  in  a  red  and  black  embroidered  waistcoat,  came  in, stepping backwards and bowing like a servant to the lady who followed. She was  of   normal  height  and  wore  a  black-green,  velvet,  narrow  gown embroidered with peacock motifs. Her long copper-red hair framed her pink-cheeked face and flowed in softly scented waves down her shoulders. She was older than Merek but much younger than the Commandant. Her lips were 

lacquered and warm. 

The tiny man folded his arms; the girls' glances grazed his naked belly. The lady's  pale  green  gaze  focused  enquiringly  on  Sianon  then  impaled  Leah's fidgets, then swung to take in Lucie and Rahni. "You do yourself  proud, Leks 

- all fresh and unschooled . . ." she announced with a flourish. 

"Our purpose is but to please, Fjeb-nie," the Commandant fawned, clasping the tips of  her fingers and pressing them to his thin lips. Then she extended her hand to Merek. Deferentially Merek kissed her slender wrist. "I hear you have  a  new  girl,  now,"  Fjeb-nie  taunted,  gazing  mistakenly  at  Sianon  until Leah timidly edged close to Merek's side. 

"I am still my own keeper," Merek answered reticently. 

Fjeb-nie  stared  pointedly  at  Leah's  ruptured  love-chain.  Then  she  went  to Sianon. The tiny man turned to watch. At a signal from the Commandant, the  Overseer  drew  Sianon's  naked  arms  behind  her  head,  so  her  back hollowed deeply and her heavy breasts were thrust forward, their swollen dark nipples  exposed  to  scrutiny.  "She  lactates,"  the  Commandant  said.  Fjeb-nie lifted  Sianon's  chin.  "What  beautiful  eyes,"  she  murmured.  She  bent  down, her  lips  tickling  Sianon's  ear  as  she  whispered  almost  inaudibly:  "And  what wanton breasts. Keep those breasts reserved for me. How I shall whip them. 

How they shall feed my manikins." A shiver went through Sianon. The tiny man's penis stirred as if  he was already party to her plans. And Fjeb-nie was again searching Sianon's eyes. "Don't blink - let me look at you. Hmm . . . I think  I  shall  deny  you  fulfilment  and  keep  you  in  denial.  Yes  .  .  .  Do  you understand? Now, let me view its present state." Sianon, trembling, leant back on  her  stool.  The  lady  unsheathed  Sianon's  clitoris  and  fingered  its  tender bulb till Sianon shivered and wanted to come against the lady's fingers. The lady opened Sianon's flaps and made her sit forward on her exposed erection. 

"I want you on the nub of  coming. Rub slowly till you feel it starting." 

Sianon  did  as  her  lady  instructed,  rocking  herself   gently  open  until  the trembling  urgency  inside  her  wanted  to  spill  out  on  to  the  velvet.  "Still, now . . . Still . . ." the lady whispered. Her fingers softly kneaded the padding of  the stool, inducing sweetly cruel movements in the fleshy tip. 

"Ooo . . ." Sianon groaned. 

"Your  breasts  are  leaking.  Kiss  me  while  you  leak."  The  sweet  spectre  of Sianon's former mistress once more inveigled Sianon's mind as the face above her blurred and the warm, open lips descended. Then the smoothly polished teeth  locked  tight  about  her  bottom  lip  and  held  it,  while  the  backs  of   the fingers  brushed  her  nipples  upwards  and  the  satin-slippered  feet  edged  her ankles further apart. 

When the kiss was finished Sianon's bottom lip throbbed as if  impaled on a blunt, weighted stick. A delicious nausea clutched her belly, just as if  it were being continuously stroked with a peacock's feather. Her arousal burned for the  mistress  to  express  her  milk  while  her  sex  was  so  deliciously  close  to coming. 

Leah  was  already  kneeling  in  front  of   Fjeb-nie,  licking  the  wet  streams  of Sianon's  milk  from  the  back  of   her  left  hand.  The  broken  halves  of   Leah's love-chain  straddled  the  satin-sheathed  toe.  The  manikin  was  licking  the lady's right hand. He was only as tall as the kneeling Leah. He was staring at Sianon and his stubby but full-girthed penis was fiercely erect. "I shall keep the breast-girl tonight," said the mistress, reaching down, idly and shamelessly caressing the outline of  the manikin's penis. 

The door opened and a young woman wearing pantaloons slipped quietly in. 

It was Dirnali. She went over to the Commandant and greeted him with a daughter's kiss. Her eyes searched the room but avoided Merek. 

"Your cousin, Merek?" Fjeb-nie taunted. 

"My father's concubine," he answered coldly. Sianon saw desire mixed with resentfulness in Merek's gaze. 

Dirnali's furtive glances kept returning to the Overseer. Eventually she drifted casually in his direction. Surreptitiously and almost imperceptibly she reached for his hand: she was passing him something. Suddenly it dropped from her fingers and rolled across the floor: it was a ring - the ring, the Talisur. Sianon recognised  it  instantly.  It  rolled  across  and  came  to  a  stop  against  Sianon's naked  toes.  Sianon  experienced  an  awesome  sensation  surging  through  her body, stopping her breathing. In the second before she passed out she saw a picture  of   Josef   with  Lucie:  he  was  sleeping  in  the  open  air  and  she  was looking at the stars. 

When Sianon revived, Fjeb-nie was staring at her and Lucie was at her feet holding the ring. "Give it up," Dirnali hissed. The Overseer kept an anxious silence. Lucie stared up, half  dazed. She looked from one to the other, then at Fjeb-nie. Obediently Lucie held out the ring. The mistress smiled and took it from her gently and kissed her then scrutinised the ring. 

The Commandant said frostily: "Leave us now, Dirnali. I shall speak with you later. And Overseer - I believe you have duties to attend to?" When they were gone  he  turned  swiftly  to  Fjeb-nie,  but  the  Talisur  ring  was  already  on  her finger. 

"My  host  will  surely  think  me  forward,  but  I  so  admire  its  stark  simplicity. 

Whose is it?" 

The Commandant hesitated. 

"It's Josef's!" Sianon blurted, glaring at Lucie, who said nothing. Distrust raged in Sianon's mind. Was that why Lucie was here at Menirg? Had she led Josef into a trap? 

Fjeb-nie  stared  questioningly  at  the  Commandant  until  he  shrugged:  "He's one of  Dirnali's new slaves." 

"Then thank him from me for the loan of  this trinket." 

"That I shall, my lady." 

"And thank you for the breast-girl. Oh, look - she's crying. I fear I shall get no sleep  tonight.  But  tomorrow  night,  Leks,  you  are  my  guest.  And  your handsome son. And your young temptresses, all four, with my squad of  eager manikins aboard my little boat." 

The curiously decorated vessel bedecked with lights and adorned with gold leaf   and  paintings  of   peacocks'  feathers,  stood  out  from  the  other  narrow boats in the subterranean berth. In the warmth Fjeb-nie kept Sianon naked; at  times  the  mistress  too  was  forced  to  strip  to  her  vest,  the  underarms  of which came wet from her exertions. The tiny, half-clad, barrel-chested men waited for the mistress to indulge them. Each time Sianon's climax neared she pleaded tearfully with her mistress who, kneeling between her thighs, would finger her more gently while the tiny men would draw the ropes around her ankles  tighter,  helping  her  to  open  for  the  mistress's  thumbs  to  delve,  and Sianon would make liquid on the hem of  her lady's vest. 

In the night the mistress made this girl-slave speak of  her male lover, Josef; she discovered  that  her  ring-finger,  put  inside  the  girl,  caused  her  to  experience sweet visions of  his punishment. This brought tears that helped forfend the girl's climax, yet made her body more lovingly submissive and more desirous of   whipping:  her  luscious,  warm  breast-milk  flowed  more  freely  for  the manikins  to  drink.  The  mistress  made  the  girl-slave  masturbate  the  stubby penises  to  the  point  of   spillage,  then  she  sealed  the  girl's  clitoris  in  wax dripped  from  a  burning  candle,  so  that  when  ejaculation  finally  came  the clitoris was sheathed from direct arousal by the hot running semen. 

In the early hours she turned the girl over and dripped hot candle-wax into her bottom until her bottom was plugged and sealed. Then she lay with her, nestled against her oozing breasts with her fingers up against the girl's womb. 

In  the  morning  the  mistress  prised  the  wax  sheath  from  the  imprisoned clitoris and found it still erect and wanting. She called for her steward and her paint things. As the tiny steward sat obediently on the bed with waistcoat held open, Fjeb-nie continued his slow masturbation, kissing the blue veins upon his stem, placing gentle red daubs of  lip lacquer there then, catching upon the 

fine tip of  her paint brush each slow drop of  semen as it welled from within him,  she  painted  it  round  the  girl-slave's  shiny,  tortured  knob.  Finally,  the mistress sought her needle and gold thread. She put three close tucks high up into  the  over-aroused  labia.  "There  -  it's  just  like  a  pink  skin  cloak  buckled tightly  at  the  neck,"  she  said.  It  formed  a  tight  foreskin  for  the  girl-slave's burgeoning  clitoris.  The  mistress  sucked  the  clitoral  knob  out  through  its foreskin  until  it  remained  protruding.  And  urged  on  by  the  stinging  new piercings and the tightness of  the minute gold knots, the knob stayed out all day, so the girl was well readied for the diversions of  evening. 

In the night and day of  keen attention by the mistress, Sianon experienced feelings deeper than any she had known in the Abbey even at the hands of the monks; the feelings were akin to those administered by her first mistress in the  nights  of   secret  sexual  punishment  in  the  dairy.  Fjeb-nie's  sole requirement  was  that  Sianon  must  not  come,  even  though  her  sex  was streaming honey over her mistress's fingers. Fjeb-nie wanted to know in detail every intimacy that Sianon had ever experienced with a girl or woman. She explained that the sewing of  the gold thread through her pubic lips was an act of   sexual  possession.  All  the  while  the  mistress  was  sewing  her,  Sianon  had wanted  to  come.  Once  it  was  done  and  the  mistress  sucked  Sianon's  knob right out, Sianon almost climaxed in the mistress's crimson lacquered mouth. 

Fjeb-nie then took her on deck and whipped her, before asking in more depth about  Josef,  wanting  to  know  why  so  little  overt  sexual  love  had  passed between them. Sianon tried to make her mistress understand. 

But Fjeb-nie shook her head. "How is gentleness in a master a fitting foil for a girl's submission?" 

And Sianon cried then. 

"I shall keep you enstooled during dinner, to display my sewing. And you shall show your pierced beauty proudly. At least there will be one man there who will know how to use you." 

The tiny men lifted Sianon, stool and all, on to a wide throne-like chair close to the middle of  the luxuriously provisioned, polished ebony table. Her head nearly touched the low ceiling of  the cabin. Away to her right, at the head of the long table, was the Commandant with Rahni seated apprehensively to his right,  then  came  Merek,  next  to  Leah.  Fjeb-nie  was  beside  Sianon.  Lucie languished  near  the  foot  of   the  table  and  next  to  the  mistress's  favoured attendant, Dobran, who wore the ornate red and black waistcoat. 

There was tension between Fjeb-nie and Merek. 

"I hear you brought a wet-slave with you, Merek?" 

"She's with the elders." 

"How generous of  you. But your little slave here is more special? You keep her close at heel?" He stared at the table. The mistress goaded him into plying Leah with wine. "But her eyes have mischievous sparkle, Merek. We must help her sparkle shine. What say you, Leks?" 

The  Commandant  immediately  concurred:  "I  say  more  wine,  and  wine  of body, for her young cheeks are pale. I fear my wayward son has drained her." 

"Then I claim the privilege of  refilling her." Fjeb-nie's eyes glinted with brutal desire. 

"My lady, our pleasure is the swift endorsement of  that franchise - is that not so my son?" 

There was a heavy pause in which Merek stared defiance at Fjeb-nie before addressing  her  directly:  "My  father  believes  me  too  possessive."  Again  he waited, still staring. Then he deliberately filled his goblet to the very brink and raised  it  to  Leah's  trembling  lips.  Sianon  marked  that  Merek,  despite  his discomfiture, was not harsh with Leah but encouraged her, steadying the tilt of   the  goblet  each  time  she  felt  she  could  not  drink  further.  But  Merek persisted till the goblet was empty and Leah had wiped the blood-red trickles from the corners of  her lips. Then he made her stand on her chair and raise her  arms  and  he  turned  her  around  that  all  might  admire  her  nudity.  Her wrists were touching the rafters. Fjeb-nie leant forward, taunting Merek with the brimming curves of  her breasts, and she asked about Leah's chain. Merek whispered to Leah, who hesitantly curtsied then half  knelt on the edge of  the table. 

"Go on . . ." Merek encouraged. 

"If  . . . if  it should please my lady," Leah whispered meekly, turning her face away but glancing sidelong across the table at her. Then her cheeks began to colour. Her trembling fingers drew open her small folds of  flesh by the broken ends  of   her  jewelled  chain.  "Bring  a  light  here,"  said  Fjeb-nie.  One  of   the attendant manikins brought a lighted candle and Sianon shivered. 

Lucie's slim, pale, long-limbed form was nestled suggestively against Dobran's barrel-chest. Rahni's gold bell tinkled. The taut chains between Leah's thighs bared her inmost pinkness to the flickering light. Fjeb-nie held the candlestick close until Leah was frightened. 

"A banquet of  delectation . . ." Fjeb-nie whispered, looking round from one girl to the next. "A banquet so replete it must make gluttons of  us all." 

"So be it," sighed the Commandant, raising his goblet. Leah murmured as a little of  the hot wax was spilled. 

"Look, Merek - a frozen teardrop adorns her love-lip," Fjeb-nie whispered. 

As  the  celebration  progressed  and  the  wine  flowed  ever  more  freely,  the attendants  showed  decreasing  regard  for  their  allotted  stations.  Lucie, towering  over  them,  moved  amorously  amongst  them,  tinkering  with  their naked genitals. Rahni's tiny bell and chain was publicly displayed and played with.  Leah,  bowed  under  the  low  ceiling,  tiptoed  unsteadily  amongst  the platters on the table. Merek remained still and thoughtful. Of  the girls, only Sianon  was  immobile:  under  Fjeb-nie's  directive,  silk  cords  now  bound  her wrists  back  against  the  top  of   her  chair,  and  the  open  sex  of   her  kneeling body pressed down upon the padded surface of  the little stool. The three gold stitches  squeezed  itchy  pleasure  around  her  pink  protruding  clitoris.  Her heavy breasts, accentuated by this posture, stood up and pointed outwards. I like  the  separation  maintained,"  mused  Fjeb-nie.  "See  the  surrounds  of   her nipples - almost black." She pressed them with an amber spoon, coaxing new milk. Dobran licked his lips. Fjeb-nie moistened Sianon's pink protrusion with the milk then turned to Leah. 

Leah was kneeling, the segments of  her little chain on Fjeb-nie's gold platter. 

The  lips  of   her  small  sex  opened  against  the  pressure  of   the  back  of   the amber delving-spoon. Leah shuddered as the bowl of  the spoon gained entry to the front of  her body. 

Lucie was collapsed forward with her breasts and cheek against the table-top and her feet on the floor. Dobran's solid, small, agile form clung to her like a bare-back rider, facing backwards, his small hand searching out the knot of pleasure deep within her crease, his full-girthed penis standing hard. 

The Commandant was attending to Rahni's supple body, slumped and open in his chair, with her freshly pierced clitoris weighted by its fine gold bell on its chain. Her toes were balanced on the edge of  the table. He drew her bell up on to her naked belly, where it poised unsteadily, drawing her clitoris from its sheath.  Then  he  asked  the  attendant  manikin  for  the  salver  of   strawberries from the sideboard. 

Fjeb-nie, leaving the delving-spoon in Leah, intercepted the salver from the manikin and thrust it into Rahni's hands, assigning to her trembling fingers this simple distracting duty. She watched the Commandant select the fat, red-ripe fruits one by one and push them gently up Rahni's near-virginal sex with his  extended  middle  finger.  From  her  high  kneeling  position  Sianon  saw  all that  was  being  done,  each  soft,  fat,  glossy  heart  bulging  before  slipping through the eyelet of  Rahni's moist pink skin. When Rahni's chain and bell began to slide back down, Fjeb-nie pulled it back, maintaining the tension on the newly pierced clitoris. Her fingers and thumbs closed like sucking mouths about  Rahni's  little  nipples.  But  Fjeb-nie  was  staring  at  Sianon  -  staring  at Sianon's  throbbing  breasts  -  while  she  worked  those  nipples  up  to  cusps, 

pulling them as if  she meant to lift Rahni by her nipples from the deep bowl of  her chair. Rahni's balanced feet were trembling. When the Commandant said he would make her take the contents of  the salver, Rahni moaned and her  little  sex  tightened  round  his  fully  inserted  middle  finger,  and  her  small gold  bell  tinkled  down  her  pubes  and  came  to  a  halt  against  the  standing inner lip. Fjeb-nie released one nipple and trapped the bell against this inner lip  and  squeezed  it  hard,  with  the  Commandant's  middle  finger  still  inside Rahni,  pressing  the  inserted  strawberries  against  the  mouth  of   her  womb. 

When Rahni's feet arched-up on the table top, Fjeb-nie leant right across and sucked her ankle. The gold bell was left impressed into the inner lip: Fjeb-nie had to prise it gently from its recess before she could draw it back up Rahni's belly,  to  keep  her  aroused,  chained  clitoris  pointing  up.  There  was  now  a small, purple, bell-shaped depression in Rahni's labium. Fjeb-nie leant against the  edge  of   the  table  and  ordered  watered  wine  for  Rahni  while  the Commandant,  now  aided  by  the  tiny,  erect  attendant,  continued  the progressive insertion of  the juicy berries. 

The  eyes  of   all  the  girls  were  on  this  beautiful  dominant  woman  as  she deliberated on what to do next. 

Then Sianon realised that Merek was watching her from across the table. She had thought his sole concern was Leah, who was now lain across the table, her  thighs  agape,  with  the  amber  spoon  inside  her.  But  Merek's  gaze  kept returning  to  Sianon.  She  looked  away  but  shivered,  closing  her  eyes  when Merek's  father's  fingers  again  caused  Rahni  to  moan:  he  was  pushing  too many  fruits  inside  her.  The  manikin  was  crouched  forward  on  the  arm  of Rahni's chair, sucking her little nipples, his erection pressed against the arm of  the chair and pointing down and back between his thighs. 

Suddenly  Merek  was  beside  Sianon.  He  did  not  immediately  touch  her breasts; he kissed her tethered wrists. The kiss was all the more arousing for being  so  gentle.  His  lips  moved  up  her  arm,  bestowing  butterfly  kisses.  He sought  permission  from  Fjeb-nie  -  commending  the  mistress  on  her needlework - before touching Sianon between the legs. He took a pure white kerchief  from his pocket and slipped it under her sex, between the open lips and the padded stool, as if  to protect her exposed clitoris, though the brief touch of  his fingers through the soft cloth intensified her arousal as he tested the firmness of  the knotted gold threads. 

Dobran had been trying to put a diminutive leather belt round Lucie's middle but it was too short. She now lay draped forward across the table with her legs open,  her  pear-shaped  breasts  pushed  out  and  flattened  to  its  polished  top, her eyes closed, her fingers curled up tightly. The Commandant paused from pushing  strawberries  into  Rahni  but  Fjeb-nie  continued  to  feed  her  the watered wine, while Dobran started to use the narrow belt on Lucie's genitals, already  rendered  prominent  by  the  earlier  masturbation.  He  lashed  them from  behind.  He  had  thrust  a  little  cushion  under  Lucie's  belly  to  raise  her 

sex. Since the belt was narrow, each lip could be individually whipped; and once her sex had opened the whipping could trespass inside her body. Lucie, forced on to her tiptoes, began to bite her lip and moan. Fjeb-nie smiled at Sianon then drifted back to Leah. 

The  amber  delving-spoon  continued  its  explorations  inside  Leah's  sex,  with Leah  now  sitting  on  the  edge  of   the  table  with  her  belly  thrust  forward acceptingly  and  her  toes  reaching  for  the  floor.  Fjeb-nie's  slender,  precise thumb  continued  stroking  Leah's  exposed  knob  gently  upwards  while  she asked her teasingly if  she would like to be sewn. The twin fragments of  the jewelled  chain  were  shaking.  As  the  delving  and  fingering  continued,  Leah would look over her shoulder at Lucie being spanked, then she would glance coyly  at  her  master,  then  her  thighs  would  tense  for  her  mistress,  her  lips would open longingly and Fjeb-nie would murmur: "Seek it . . . Tighten . . ." 

and the protruding shaft of  the spoon would shudder and Fjeb-nie's fingertips would catch it and hold it steady. 

Leah's  climaxes  left  Sianon's  heart  thumping.  Merek  settled  quietly  on  the arm of  her chair. He slowly breathed in the scent of  her hair, kissed her ear lobes,  nuzzled  her  neck,  kissed  the  heartbeat  in  her  throat  and  whispered: 

"Let  me  milk  you;  let  me  drink  your  lovely  issue."  The  tips  of   his  fingers traced the breast muscle from her exposed right armpit all the way down to her nipple and began kneading gently under it. He watched the bluish milky droplet  slowly  well  to  dripping  point.  His  lips  were  not  swift  enough  and  it dripped  instead  on  to  the  sleeve  of   his  shirt.  "Oh,"  he  murmured  then unbuttoned  his  shirt  and  took  it  off,  sucking  away  the  moisture  before continuing to strip. Sianon saw the firmness of  his erection as he moved her chair away from the table, then she felt the warmth of  his naked torso so near to  her  belly  as  he  knelt  on  the  floor  and  resumed  his  task,  pressing  the undersides of  each breast at the same time, working slowly closer to the black-brown nipple then moving back under her armpits to begin all over again. He kept  up  this  steady  milking  masturbation  of   her  breasts  until  her  gathered nipples  exuded  of   their  own  volition,  exuded  steady  drips  into  his  kissing mouth. He did not suck her like a baby but kissed each forming droplet like a lover. The attendant manikins kept vigil as if  awaiting their turn. When he put  his  arms  around  her  belly  and  nuzzled  her,  her  warm  milk  fell  in intermittent splashes on his naked skin - his chest, his nipples, shoulders, neck and eyebrows. A little shudder came through Sianon's belly at the thought of tonguing Merek's milky breasts just as if  he were a girl. 

A moan of  consternation came from Rahni in her chair. Her fingers trembled as they held the salver from which most of  the strawberries had disappeared. 

Her little sex looked pushed out, its inner lips standing up and gaping, with wisps of  bright red fruit abrasions. The gownless Commandant was stooped beside  her,  his  wrinkled  penis  poking  from  his  white-haired  belly  and twitching with excitement every time his fingers introduced another berry. A finger  was  gently  thrust  up  Rahni's  anus  to  test  the  distension  from  within. 

Each movement of  the finger caused her little sex to gape. The Commandant lifted a small gold jug of  cream from the table. "Raise her legs," he told the attendants, who held her by the ankles until her fleshy gape overflowed with pinkened cream that drowned her bell and chain. The Commandant sucked her gently until the bell swung freely and could ring again and the gape was smooth and clean. 

Sianon's  milk  was  soaking  into  Merek's  hair.  He  sat  back  on  his  heels,  his heavy penis springing up, its dark eye open. The kerchief  between Sianon's thighs suddenly turned warm and moist. Merek slid his middle finger under it,  gently  coaxing  her  proud  erection  through  the  wet  cloth.  Then  his fingertips sought direct contact with her naked sewn flesh, pushing the hood back as far as the gold cinctures would allow. 

"Don't  bring  her  on,"  Fjeb-nie  warned.  Merek  pressed  his  fingertip  against Sianon, gently pushing her clitoris into her body and allowing it to poke out again. Her belly slowly liquefied under this sweet genital torture. 

"If  I suck it," he taunted gently, "shall your pip burst in my mouth?" He drew his  finger  away  then  reached  up  with  both  hands,  gathering  her  breasts between them and squeezing, not letting go, transferring the pleasure there, helping her tortured body bear the sweet burden of  denial. Her nipples issued milk down his forearms to his elbows. She wanted her milk to drip into the open mouth of  his penis, to seep down inside him and meld with his semen. 

Dobran was penetrating Lucie, his straining, hairy buttocks thrusting between her spanked pink thighs, his dense black hairs slicked down by the wetness he was squeezing out of  her. 

Fjeb-nie had removed her gown and had retreated to the end of  the cabin. 

Guests  and  attendants  watched  her  statuesque  form,  clad  only  in  green  silk stockings  and  a  short  camisole  top.  Unhurriedly  she  strapped  on  a  very  fat leather  dildo  then  strolled  back  and  asked  the  Commandant  about  "the samples'. 

"The samples? Ah, yes . . ." He clicked the fingers of  his free hand at one of the attendants. "Bring my coffer." 

The mistress's generous ginger bush of  pubic hair spilled round the root of her  dildo.  Leah  lay  on  the  table,  her  brow  already  knitted  to  a  frown  of concentration, her legs in readiness in the air with the amber spoon still partly inserted. The fat nose of  the dildo advanced. Leah's small fingers attempted to guide its entry. 

"It's too big for there," Merek warned. 

"He  does  not  know  you,  does  he?"  the  mistress  coaxed.  "Come  on,  now  - 

show him." 

Leah's  belly  tensed.  The  swollen  head  of   the  dildo  was  tortuously  being ingested by her bottom. Her toes curled up. Fjeb-nie's gripping fingers forced her buttocks wider. The handle of  the spoon tilted down. With the head of the dildo still incompletely lodged, Fjeb-nie accepted: "The girl is tight." 

The physician was called for. While he was awaited, the samples of  resin were taken from the small silk-lined coffer and set out on fine purple platters. There were  powders  of   varying  granularity  and  hue,  and  brittle  wafers  and  tiny rods.  Fjeb-nie  studied  them  with  the  discernment  of   a  connoisseur  and  the circumspection  of   a  merchant,  fingertip-tasting,  moistening  them  with  her breath, gently inhaling. Then she removed the spoon from the cloying inner folds  of   Leah's  sex  and  dipped  it  in  the  finest-grained  of   the  powders, generously coating its front and back. "Now my darling - hold it open, wide." 

Then she turned to Merek. "Up against the womb is best." Leah shuddered when  the  aphrodisiacal  powder  made  first  contact  deep  inside.  Her  sex clamped tight about the handle of  the spoon. Fjeb-nie sat Leah up as the first of  these climaxes struck, tucking her knees up out of  the way and holding her tightly to her own breast as if  she were a baby. The mistress's nipples poked arousal through her camisole. And when the second climax came, too harsh for Leah to bear with dignity, Fjeb-nie tightened her grip and carried Leah's moaning  naked  body  about  the  cabin,  bestowing  kisses  upon  it,  sometimes permitting its small feet purchase against the furniture or the tiny attendants, until the judders in the spoon had moderated. 

Then the physician arrived, bearing instruments of  assistance and pleasure, and went to work on Leah. 

Merek unfastened Sianon's wrists, unclothed her sex of  its wet kerchief  and lifted her on her knees on to the ebony table. Leah was now draped across it on her back. Her nipples were up though the table was warm. 

Under the physician's sure direction, Leah's bottom had already been given one  libation  of   milk,  which  she  had  been  forced  to  retain.  Now  Fjeb-nie wanted her to stand for the second one. When Leah was made to stand, half filled, her nipples began to stiffen more markedly. While she was being filled, Fjeb-nie tugged those nipples, and again the delving-spoon protruding from her sex began to tremble. And now, on her back once again, she was to be given another libation. 

The tube snaked down between her legs from the leather gourd hooked to the rafter. Fjeb-nie, dildo bobbing and buttocks smoothly tight, was attempting to put  the  nozzle  back  into  Leah.  A  small  spurt  of   milk  came  from  inside  as Leah's muscle yielded. 

As the attendant on the table raised the heavy jug of  milk on high and began 

to  pour  it  into  the  gourd,  Merek  touched  Sianon  from  behind  as  she  knelt there. She felt his hot thick-skinned penis sliding between her upturned toes. 

Her  fingers,  free  now,  reaching  behind,  nervously  touched  it,  making  the outer  sheath  move  against  the  tubes  and  muscle  within.  She  experienced pleasure as she unsheathed its conical head and pushed the tip of  her little finger nervously into its mouth, the very mouth that must have broken-in and tasted Leah's womb. She felt his large hands reaching around her belly then down between her legs to open her sexual lips - just at the moment when the dangling snake between Leah's legs began to tremble with its fresh inrush of milk. Leah moaned; her head went back; her mouth stayed open. From the other side of  the table the Commandant lent succour with the red knob of  his penis. 

"How  keenly  she  sucks,"  Fjeb-nie  observed  to  Merek.  "How  full  her  belly swells." 

Sianon's cheek sank back against Leah's master's shoulder. She was imagining the mistress doing that to her, putting the nozzle up her bottom and filling her. 

Merek  began  smacking  her  open  sex  quite  gently,  smacking  the  puffy surround of  her gold-cinctured knob, distressing it gently, keeping the arousal burning. She clasped the full girth of  his penis in her fingers and she felt its hot knob in the groove of  her spine. 

Leah  was  being  turned  on  her  side  for  the  intromission  of   more  milk.  The physician was rubbing the base of  her spine. Her mouth was still suckered to the knob of  the Commandant's penis. "She looks pregnant," murmured Fjeb-nie.  Leah's  nipples  were  well  out;  her  belly  was  now  so  pushed-out  that  it rested before her on the table top. Her amber spoon protruded, with one end of  her broken sexual chain half  draped around it. 

Sianon  looked  across  to  where  Lucie  was  now  partly  in  Dobran's  small  lap and partly on the arm of  his chair. She was kissing him hungrily and stroking his  penis  between  her  spanked  and  reddened  legs.  The  two  attendant manikins  with  Rahni  stopped  feeding  her  watered  wine  and  paraded  her round the cabin, stopping her after every few paces and making her stand to attention while they spanked her. Rahni could not close her thighs properly for the quantity of  berries inserted into her sex. When the attendants turned her around, its gape was visible, together with a line of  crimson juice snaking down  the  back  of   her  leg.  The  Commandant  gave  permission  for  the attendants to attempt entry and he went to join them. 

On the table Leah's belly was overblown with milk. The physician knelt on the  table  and  very  carefully  removed  the  nozzle  -  "Squeeze  tight,"  he whispered  -  and  the  nozzle  was  suddenly  expelled  and  he  was  wiping  the small  quantity  of   spillage  with  a  cloth.  Leah  lay  whimpering  with  arousal while  Fjeb-nie  ran  a  concerned  palm  over  her  distended  belly.  Gently  she withdrew the delving-spoon while masturbating Leah's knob, saying: "I want 

to reach inside this bloated belly while it's hot." She managed to open Leah's sex with her fingers. As the finger-thrusts came deeper Leah's body swivelled on the slippy table top and her bottom began intermittently leaking. 

"Sit back," Merek whispered in Sianon's ear. He made her open her ankles and crouch, trapping his penis between the table top and the groove of  her buttocks. She could see its head poking up between her thighs, its eye wide open. She clasped its head and tried to widen the little lips of  the eye of  his penis. Each time she rolled them back he moaned. She wanted to push her tongue inside and make him feel as though his sex was splitting. She wanted to make the penile lips as swollen and excited as hers; she wanted these lips to push inside her and post kisses at the entrance to her womb. 

Warm squirts of  milk were coming from Leah, wetting Fjeb-nie's stockings as she introduced more fingers into Leah's sex. 

The physician nodded sagely. "Soon the girl will lose control." 

"Bring her mouth here, my lady," said Merek. 

Fjeb-nie slid Leah across, still impaled upon her hand. 

"Open  your  legs  properly  for  her,"  Merek  told  Sianon.  He  eased  his  penis back  and  away  from  her  attentions.  Leah's  impassioned  lips  found  Sianon's open sex. 

"She drinks as though parched," Fjeb-nie said appreciatively. Sianon cradled Leah's  head,  stroked  her  ear  and  neck.  Fjeb-nie  leant  across  and  sucked Sianon's nipples in short, swift, telling sucks which stimulated her milk to flow, making Sianon crouch and try to push her sex into Leah's mouth. With the deep-fingering, Leah started coming, gasping, sucking Sianon, clawing in the crease,  putting  Sianon  too  on  the  verge  of   coming.  Fjeb-nie  pulled  out  her fingers just as the milk from Leah's bottom came in pure white spurts across the shiny black table. Sianon felt the warm pool slowly engulfing her knees. 

Merek drew Sianon gently back to the edge of  the table. Under the mistress's guidance Leah was put on the chamber pot to complete the expulsion during gentle masturbation by the tiny attendants. Her climaxes cut short the sprays of  white, which they wiped repeatedly around her sex and belly until the air was  redolent  with  the  smell  of   whey.  Fjeb-nie  lifted  the  trembling  Leah  off and dried her. 

"We may need to soften the muscle first," the physician said. He applied an unction, working it in gently with a gloved finger. Still it proved difficult to get the broad head of  the dildo into Leah. They re-oiled it. Fjeb-nie sat on the edge  of   the  table  and  lifted  Leah  opened-legged  on  it.  Each  time  Leah moaned and her head fell back against the mistress, Merek opened Sianon's 

sex to its limit and tapped inside it with his finger. 

Leah's  intimate  muscle,  under  the  coaxings  and  the  unction,  opened  fully, generously,  slowly  swallowing  the  leather  dildo.  The  physician  then  began dabbing  a  new  preparation  on  to  Leah's  stretched  rim.  "It  will  make  the muscle clench," he said. 

Merek's milk-moistened thumb began to stroke Sianon's knob. Sianon twisted round  and  kissed  Merek.  Suddenly  he  seemed  acutely  conscious  of   her breasts  once  more.  He  bundled  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  them  -  but  in between the kisses she saw he was watching Leah. 

A  small  cry  came  from  the  other  end  of   the  cabin:  Rahni  was  in  the  air, supported  above  the  manikins'  heads,  her  naked  body  bouncing  on  their hands  and  her  pee  spurting  out  uncontrollably,  spraying  in  every  direction, wetting the manikins below. Her breasts were crowned with small, saturated, stiff-nippled cusps. 

Merek was still watching Leah, her thighs spread wide astride Fjeb-nie's lap. 

Fjeb-nie invited him to share Leah's body. One of  the manikins had brought the  mistress  a  string  of   tiny  pearls  which  were  strung  tightly  together  by  a strong thread which had a gold ring at one end to take a finger. The string of pearls  was  so  tight  that,  though  flexible,  when  distorted  it  retained  its  new shape. The mistress now demonstrated their use on Leah, who looked back to Merek for protection as the manikin dipped the string of  tiny pearls into oil, then expertly positioned the flexible tip of  it between her legs. She gasped as the first pearl opened her pee-hole. 

Even as her legs bowed open in compliance, her nervous fingertips entreated the manikin's wrist to stay the progress of  the insertion of  the limber string. 

Yet  under  the  gentle  pressure  of   his  pushing,  the  tiny  mouth,  seemingly seeking  quenching  of   an  unfamiliar  desire,  continued  to  swallow  pearl  by pearl  until  the  string  of   hard,  shiny  globules  had  disappeared  inside  her. 

Snuggled tightly up against her pee-hole was the smooth gold ring. "Though the pearls are small," Fjeb-nie declared to Merek, "the feeling is intense. Yet they will not inhibit the bodily function." 

Fjeb-nie flicked the gold ring and Leah gasped and sank back against Fjeb-nie's bosom, as if  the mistress were a lover doing something deep and nice. 

The manikin reached in closely with his lips, threatening to pull the string out by its ring and Leah shivered. Merek's penis was standing very hard. Fjeb-nie asked him again to share. 

Sianon watched Leah's small, aroused body sandwiched between master and mistress.  The  master's  thick-skinned  girth  opened  her  like  some  sluggish creature burrowing out a warm home. As it fought for compass against the dildo lodged inside her, the gap between Leah's sex and anus became shiny, 

taut  and  narrow.  Leah  gasped.  Her  small  hands  crept  round  her  master's thighs  and  tenderly  clutched  his  sac,  one  ball  in  each  hand,  the  fingertips kneading them like a baby stimulating an overfull breast to yield its weight of milk.  Sianon  saw  the  master's  penis  suddenly  swell  in  girth  -  the  sure precursor to spillage. When he drew out, Leah's distended sex closed softly, its gold ring standing, twitching. 

Merek gently nipped the ring and began to draw the pearl string out of  Leah. 

"I can feel her coming," he said, the pearls emerging one by one, with Fjeb-nie thrusting slowly and Leah moaning and tossing her head from side to side. 

Merek tried to put his fingers into Leah's sex. His touching inside her seemed to trigger his own ejaculation. 

"Oh, God, she's tightening," he cried. "My own sweet, beautiful hussy . . ." 

The  last  two  oily  pearls  popped  out  of   Leah's  pee-hole.  Leah,  her  eyelids sleepy  with  arousal,  stared  down  at  Merek's  pulsing  penis,  its  dense  white oblation  splashing  up  across  her  slit  and  on  to  her  trembling  belly.  Fjeb-nie draped the pearl string into the master's semen, soaking it, then carefully and by feel alone pushed it, bead by slippy bead, back up Leah's pee-hole until the ring was reinstated, hard against the little mouth. 

Merek came to Sianon, wiped his Leah-moistened fingers on her nipples then hauled her down on to the floor. His balls were wet with ejaculate. His glans was gluey as it swelled in Sianon's mouth and she sucked him to full hardness again.  The  manikin  standing  on  the  table  was  now  feeding  Leah  watered wine. Fjeb-nie wrenched the fat dildo from Leah's bottom. "She's staying open 

- beautiful," Fjeb-nie crooned. Merek picked Leah up, laid her across his lap on Sianon's chair and again made her drink. Sianon was on the floor between his ankles. Then he said to Sianon. "Kiss her, but very gently once I'm inside." 

Merek lifted Leah and cradled her buttocks open. Sianon dripped her milk over the glans of  his erection until the open eye overflowed, then she mated the milky glans to the gape of  Leah's bottom and watched Leah's ring-muscle seal  tight  through  ticklishness  then  -  as  Merek  lowered  her  weight  -  sleeve slowly  down  the  length  of   his  penis,  shedding  milk  towards  his  balls.  Leah closed  her  eyes  and  shivered  gently  as  the  adjustments  happened  and  her bottom accepted her master's penis deeply. Then Merek gripped the two ends of  her chain and pulled until her lips spread wide. He tapped the gold ring still  bedded  against  her  pee-hole  and  made  her  moan.  "Kiss  her,"  he  told Sianon. 

With the point of  her tongue Sianon traced the fine red veinlets across the pink insides of  Leah's labia and tasted semen. She touched the soft salt tatters of   breached  flesh  up  inside;  one  of   these  stood  as  if   in  erection.  Then  she pushed her tongue-tip up through the gold ring and licked the shiny clitoral knob. She tugged the gold ring with her tongue and a thimbleful of  liquid, very warm and spicy, bathed Sianon's tongue. She sealed her lips around the 

gold  ring  and  Leah  spurted  again,  warmly  into  Sianon's  mouth,  making Sianon  shudder  and  Leah  moan.  Sianon  could  feel  the  master's  erection burgeoning  where  the  base  of   his  shaft  pressed  against  her  chin.  She  put  a finger slowly deep into Leah, crooking it gently down to try to touch the glans of  the master's penis through Leah, but the glans was bedded too far inside. 

She  twisted  the  finger  round  to  stroke  behind  Leah's  knob.  Then  she introduced another finger beside the first, then another. Leah's thighs edged ever more open. Sianon's thumb tapped and pressed the rigid gold ring. Small spurts  of   clear,  warm  liquid  gathered  in  Sianon's  palm.  Every  so  often  she took  her  fingers  out  and  rubbed  the  palmful  over  Leah's  breasts  and  belly, over  her  thighs  and  under  her  arms,  then  put  the  fingers  back  inside  and continued  the  slow,  deep  masturbation,  forcing  a  pressure-pain  of   pleasure into  Leah's  clitoris  from  behind.  Next,  she  pressed  her  body  against  Leah's, breast to breast, sex to sex and felt the captive ring slipping between her liquid lips.  The  pressure  edged  the  master  closer  to  renewed  ejaculation  as  Leah spurted again and her warm liquid ran down Sianon's labia and bathed his balls. 

Sianon sat back on her heels, rubbing the slippy trembling balls and toying with the ring, pulling it, pushing it, masturbating Leah with it, gently bringing on her pee. 

Leah  opened  her  eyes.  "Look  at  Rahni,"  she  murmured.  "Her  berries  are bursting." 

Rahni's chock-full sex was being mounted on the Commandant's penis and Fjeb-nie  was  holding  up  her  bell  and  chain.  Rahni's  contractions  drenched the pallid stem in crimson emissions. 

Merek.took his penis out of  Leah. Sianon kissed it then settled on her heels with it in her mouth for a long, slow sucking. She felt his fingers clutching her breasts.  Then  she  felt  other  fingers,  first  under  her  chin,  then  stroking  her neck from behind. She let Merek's penis slip from her lips. The fingers turned her head. She looked up and saw her mistress beckoning to the Commandant to come and deliver. His shaft, its surface covered in sticky red juice, withdrew from  pounding  Rahni's  inner  pink-ness.  The  mistress  tilted  Sianon's  head back and reopened her mouth. "Wider. . . Head back. . . Tongue out of  the way . . . I desire to see your gullet filled." Her head was resting on Merek's thigh. Her breasts stood out. 

The  Commandant  directed  his  glans  downwards,  ever  downwards.  "Don't close," the mistress ordered. "Don't do anything. Just keep open." Sianon felt the  rigid  wrinkled  flesh  sliding  back  over  her  tongue;  she  tasted  sweetness from  the  berries  and  salt-bitter  from  Rahni.  The  hot  glans,  uncurbed  in  its desire,  began  sliding  too  far,  filling  her  defenceless  throat.  She  glanced sidelong at the smiling mistress and a wave of  sweet submission threatened to drown  Sianon.  She  moaned  around  the  penis.  The  warm  sticky  ball  sac 

touched her chin. The shaft kept pressing, pushing. 

"Go deeper, my lord," Fjeb-nie entreated. Sianon moaned again as her upper lip touched the Commandant's wispy-haired belly. 

"Merek, can you not see how near she is?" said Fjeb-nie. "Look at her breasts. 

Let me touch her." 

Before  Fjeb-nie  could  get  to  her  breasts  properly,  the  Commandant  gasped out loud and Sianon felt the head of  the penis swelling in pulses like a heart that  would  burst  against  the  deep  constriction  of   her  throat.  There  was  no taste  of   ejaculate;  only  the  warm,  thick,  tantalising  squirts,  then  the  viscid gobbets  sliding  slowly  down  inside  her,  to  taunt  the  need  for  climax  in  her belly. 

The  Commandant  withdrew  his  penis  thick  with  Sianon's  spittle.  A  cloudy drop of  semen clung to the tip. She arched her tongue and caught it. 

"Physician,"  said  Fjeb-nie,  "have  you  something  that  will  make  her  breasts come up even more? I want her continuously milking." 

"It may take a few minutes." 

"Just make it happen." 

Merek had taken his leave with Leah, carrying her gently with the little stiff string of  pearls still bedded inside her. 

Sianon  was  now  sitting  on  the  floor,  her  thighs  spread,  her  elbows  resting behind  her  on  the  seat  of   the  heavy  armchair.  Lucie  and  the  assembled manikins  were  watching.  Sianon's  head  was  back  and  her  heavy  breasts pointed up and outwards, tortuously swollen. Rahni was learning to use the breast-pump under Fjeb-nie's direction, but Rahni was unsure of  the levers - 

in which order to set them. Sianon's fleshy teat bulged cruelly into the glass, then  swiftly  began  to  drown  in  milk  and  the  physician  had  to  intervene  to remove  it.  The  pump  was  smeared  with  Sianon's  drying  milk  and  Rahni's arms were streaked with white splashes. 

The mistress examined Sianon between the legs. "Bring my sewing things," 

she  whispered,  crushing  Sianon's  fragile  protests  with  a  mistress's  assertive kisses. 

Gently, stitch by stitch, Fjeb-nie snipped the gold thread collaring the hood of Sianon's clitoris. All the while the polished scissor-blades were moving against her, Sianon wanted to come. Rahni was then made to draw the gold thread from the punctures with her teeth. "Hold her while she sucks you," Fjeb-nie whispered to Sianon, re-threading the needle. "Then I want to do you up a 

little more." 

At the height of  the arousal induced by the sexual puncturing Sianon had a vision  of   Josef   being  cruelly  punished.  The  tears  streamed  down  her  face. 

Fjeb-nie  had  interrupted  the  sewing  and  was  staring  at  her  strangely  and slowly rubbing the Talisur ring. Fjeb-nie grasped her chin and asked: "What is it?" Sianon did not answer. 

"She may be pining for her lover," said the Commandant, smiling at Lucie, who looked guiltily away. 

The mistress drew close to Sianon, whispering: "But I am not your lover, in the way that you would truly wish it?" She placed a slow kiss upon Sianon's tear-wet lips. "What am I to do with you? Do I not take the time to embroider your loving flesh so neatly with thread of  purest gold?" Sianon's tears welled uncontrollably. 

"See,  Leks  -  emotions  lurching  like  a  little  oarless  vessel  cast  adrift  in  the typhoon." 

"True - a little pathos makes them keener." 

She began the re-sewing. "Where is he, her lover? Commandant?" 

"Dirnali will have had him put with the pony-carts." He put his arm round Lucie, who seemed shy of  kisses for the first time that evening. 

"He was put new there? Ah yes . . ." Fjeb-nie nodded thoughtfully. 

She  kissed  Sianon's  tears  and  gently  held  the  intricate  new  gold  stitching. 

"Look at me. Look . . . You are beautiful like this." She raised Sianon's tear-wet  face.  "You  shall  see  him  and  he  shall  see  your  prim  adornment.  Leks  - 

have him brought directly, cart and all. And we may teach young Rahni how to punish males. For any man whose dalliances have reduced a poor girl to this must merit a trouncing in her presence." 

16


Precious Burden of Trust

Merek, with three of  the manikins in tow, carried Leah - her legs dangling, her loving thighs astride his palm - off  Fjeb-nie's boat, along the subterranean wharf  and aboard his own vessel. He took her to the master cabin and placed her on the bed amidst the little men. 

From  the  windows  he  could  see  Fjeb-nie's  boat  being  made  ready  for 

departure.  As  mistress  of   the  demesne  encompassing  the  far  side  of   the mountain, with title to a quota of  the yield from Menirg, Fjeb-nie could take her pick of  girls. Merek looked at Leah's young naked body on the bed, her legs drawn open, with the troupe of  little barrel-chested men now tampering with  her  tiny  insert,  withdrawing  its  stiff   string  of   pearls  from  her  body  in order  to  dust  it  with  the  aphrodisiacal  resin.  The  pearls  were  covered  in Leah's syrupy secretions, just as if  she had ejaculated like a male. Merek had felt  it  happening  while  he  was  carrying  Leah  and  touching  the  gold  ring attached  to  her  bedded  stick  of   pearls:  a  definite  orgasm  had  come  during kissing and a thimbleful of  this ejaculate had spurted out round the ring. 

Now  the  resin-coated  pearl-stick  was  being  re-inserted.  Leah's  naked  belly bulged; sne tried to close her legs. Her cheek sank sideways against the penis she  was  fondling,  which  began  to  spill,  streaming  shedown  her  wrist  and breast.  As  the  three  manikins  sought  concurrent  entry  to  her  body  Merek quietly left the cabin. 

From the deck he surveyed the final preparations aboard the other vessel. His father and the physician had disembarked; Fjeb-nie had chosen her victims. 

Tomorrow he too would be leaving: the two boats would ply their separate routes and he would have decided what to do with Leah. 

After  a  long  while  he  returned  to  his  cabin,  dispersed  the  manikins  then carried her out to the forward legging-chair and laid her in it for the little men to have their way again. He quietly strolled the length of  the deck. 

Across the wharf, a pony-cart was being driven on to Fjeb-nie's boat. Merek watched  the  male  being  unharnessed  then  shackled  on  deck  and  put  to  a whipping.  It  continued  some  while  with  Fjeb-nie  directing  Rahni  and sometimes taking part. The breast-girl Sianon had been brought out to watch. 

She  was  on  her  knees  and  appeared  distressed  by  the  severity  of   the punishment being meted out. Merek reflected upon her tenderness. He had seen in her a special warmth and a self-effacing charm. But his responsibility lay with Leah. 

While  he  stood  in  contemplation,  a  tiny  silhouetted  figure  clambered  on  to the roof  of  Fjeb-nie's vessel and raised a horn to his lips to sound the recall. 

As  Merek  turned  to  retrace  his  steps  to  the  prow,  the  little  men  came scampering past, over the gangway, along the wharf  and disappeared. Soon afterwards  Fjeb-nie's  vessel  began  to  move  off   with  its  tiny  rowing  boat bobbing in tow. 

Merek reached Leah, lying in the slave-chair. 

"What is it?" she whispered anxiously. 

"Nothing.  Nothing  to  fear."  Merek  put  a  finger  of   reassurance  across  her 

lovely  lips.  In  those  beautiful  blue  eyes  he  saw  again  the  same  disquiet  and precociousness  he  had  noticed  on  that  first  day,  when  she  had  stood  before him  wearing  only  her  freshly  cloven  chain.  Gently  he  wiped  the  copious stickiness from her breasts and thighs, before gathering her precious body in his arms and kissing her. Her skin was deliriously cooled by the tunnel-air. He took her to his cabin, laid her softly on his bed and tenderly administered the unction that would prevent conception. Then he covered her sweet nakedness and watched her while she slept. 

After the whipping in which Rahni had taken the keenest part, Sianon defied her mistress, ran to the semi-conscious Josef  and tended his punished flesh. 

Fjeb-nie, promising to deal with Sianon later, retired below deck with her new protégée. The manikins followed their mistress. Soon the only ones on deck were the legging-slaves, the steersman, and Sianon with Josef. 

The boat moved swiftly through half-lit tunnels, passing shadow-filled alcoves and narrow branches. Josef  looked so ill-used, his body hot and broken, his flesh wrenched open by the deep impalement on the phallus. Sianon kissed the weals on his skin. His cracked dry lips were repeatedly moistened by her tears. 

When Sianon looked up, Lucie was there; she had approached silently. She began unfastening Josef's shackles. "Help me," Lucie whispered. 

"But . . ." 

"Quickly." 

Sianon's anxious gaze fell upon the slave in the legging-chair. 

"Don't worry. He has his duty and will not interfere." Lucie hauled Josef  to his  feet  and  supported  him  on  one  side.  "Quickly.  We  must  get  him  to  the back before the boat drifts off  line." 

There was no steersman; the tiller had been lashed in place. And a tiny boat was  in  tow.  Lucie  hauled  on  the  rope  and  resecured  it.  "Get  in,"  she  said. 

Sianon hesitated. 

"On our journey he spoke of  you. At night I would look at the stars and wish for  someone  who  might  one  day  think  enough  of   me  to  pursue  me  that distance." Lucie closed her eyes for a few brief  seconds, biting her lip. "The mistress  may  come  back  at  any  minute.  Take  him  now,  while  you  can." 

Sianon fought down the tears as she scrambled over the stern. 

The tiny boat rocked unnervingly as Josef  was half-lowered, half-dropped into it. The two of  them filled it. Lucie immediately unhitched the rope. Then she 
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turned  and  freed  the  tiller  and  took  up  the  steering  as  if   nothing  had happened. She did not look back. And Sianon had forgotten to thank her. 

The lights of  Fjeb-nie's vessel retreated. The tiny boat drifted towards a low arch in the tunnel wall. 

All  had  happened  so  swiftly;  in  those  brief   minutes  Sianon  had  been transformed  from  helpless  slave  to  unschooled  leader.  Her  charge  was  frail, semi-conscious. She tried to steer the boat with its single small paddle. Finally it snagged in an open joint of  the wall and she lost her grip upon it. 

At the stern of  Fjeb-nie's vessel Lucie watched her mistress's hands gripping the  rail.  The  dark  ring  upon  the  lady's  finger  glinted  in  the  light  from  the lantern. No words had been uttered: Lucie knew she would be punished but she  did  not  understand  why  the  order  to  sail  on  had  not  been countermanded.  She  looked  up  at  the  beautiful,  resolute  profile  of   her mistress's face, its gaze unflinching as it watched the slow current sweep the little boat and its castaways through the arch and onwards into the unknown. 
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