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Chapter 1

 

Lisa Brennan felt her bare feet impact against the sand with each step as she ran across the sandy beach.  She tried not to let herself become deflated by the nature of the seemingly forsaken coastline on which she now found herself.  It was warm and clammy though, a lot better than the weather she usually was exposed to when running or cycling in her native London.  The sand of the beach was hardened, and the coastal winds could be biting in this region of North Africa, though it was certainly calmer today than it had been yesterday when she arrived.

Of course, she reasoned, it would have been impossible to run in London in the red bikini bottoms and sports bra – and nothing else – that she wore.  Comments from passing man and, more succinctly, the temperature, would have made that impossible.

No, she reminded herself, she was probably better off here – all things considered; well, at least until the boat came to pick her up.

She remembered the conversation with her coach.  It had only been a few weeks ago, though it seemed to have changed everything – especially insofar as her winter training was concerned.  John Wyatt had been her coach since she had joined the academy programme for triathletes back in the UK, after university.  Even that seemed like so long ago; in reality though, it would have been seven years.  In that time she had become a professional, her body honed and made strong through training – though her lottery funding barely covered the flat that she was able to keep on the outskirts of London.

“Look, Lisa – this training programme is designed to promote natural core strength – right through the winter.  I’ve seen countless athletes go through it and come out stronger at the other end – like different people, almost.”

She had wondered just what he had meant by that.  She had faced tough training regimes before, and won through.  She was stronger, harder, and had even begun to win some of the lower division races in which she was competing.  There was always that nagging fear at the back of her mind, however, that as she grew closer to her thirties, closer to considering retirement from the sport in the longer term, that without some magic formula or new training regimen that gave her clear and sustainable benefits in the longer term – she would fade from the peak she had achieved.  There were always ‘drug’ enhancements, but that was a dark world she did not want to enter – not least because testing regimens had caught up with those who tried to use enhancements.  The nagging temptation was there with all athletes as they grew older, yet were not achieving what they had hoped perhaps, but she refused to give in.  Instead, she had considered what John had told her – about the island.

“It’s fairly remote; it has to be.  We can’t have everybody undergoing the regimen of training that they offer there; it’s only for a select few – the elite, if you like.”

She stopped, digging her toes into the wetter sand now underfoot as she panted from the run.  She tightened the knot that had held back her straight black hair, looking around as she did so.  Was that a boat?  Yes, it certainly looked like it – pretty far out but yes.  Surely that was not going to be her transport to this mysterious island she had heard so much about?  She started to run back to the beach house.

She knew that a pretty, athletic, dark haired European woman running the beaches wearing very little had attracted the stares of some of the old men who combed the coastline.  They seemed to be old fishermen or hangers on, who had all somehow congregated on this remote coast, near the outcropping of small islands to the north.  She had also noted how there appeared to be very few women younger than forty amongst the small community that lived here.  The hotel was comfortable, if a little simplistic, though of course she had only been required to stay there for a few days – so she would not let herself complain, despite the simplicity of her room and the rancid smell of fish that sometimes pervaded the air around the single floored building.

She looked out to sea now as she ran across the harder concrete surface of the rough path that led to the small building on the rocks off the beach.  Yes, the fishing vessel was certainly getting closer.  She had to get her belongings together.

 

* * * * *

 

“So what are you saying, John – this is some sort of specialised training?”

“Yes, Lisa – well, I would say it’s more than specialised.”

“You’ll have to enlighten me, John.”

“They use a combination of behaviour reinforcement with regard to how far you can push your body – removing inhibitions and accelerating your body’s development.  Look, I’m just confident that it will be the best thing you’ve ever done for your body.  Give it the three months of the winter training season.  It’s in the Med, so it won’t be too cold.  Just trust me on this.”

She had stared at the tight cropped hair of his middle aged and wrinkled face then, wondering just what the hell she was about to get herself into.  He seemed to know a lot more than he was letting on – without wanting to give anything away.

“Ok, I’ll do it,” she finally said.

 

* * * * *

 

She had gathered her few belonging quickly.  She did not have that much – John had told her that most items would be provided and she really only needed training gear, as there would be little time for anything else.  Little time for anything else?  That had kind of scared her at first, though she had realised that it was probably a good thing.  Months of intense training – such that she would barely be able to move – but then, of course, when she recovered, she would be unstoppable – and she would have developed the muscle mass and strength she needed to win.  At least, that was the principle.

Her room at the small hotel had been paid for, so signing out did not seem to be an issue.  The old, wrinkled woman at the desk in reception did not smile as she watched the strong, athletic European sign out; she simply blew smoke from the side of her mouth as she pulled the cigarette from her mouth.  Every time Lisa saw the woman she had a cigarette in her hand – a hand characterised by nicotine stained fingers and nails.  The woman looked at her, almost with a look of disdain, as she whispered what Lisa supposed was her thanks in a gravely accented voice.

As she walked across the creaking wooden floor, back toward the light, with tendrils of smoke being furrowed in the air by the ceiling fan, Lisa could not help feel that the woman had some knowledge of what she was heading for, and even her ultimate fate.

 

* * * * *

 

She moaned and leaned over the edge of the boat again, her belly heaving with the rocking motion of the fishing vessel.  Thankfully, she thought, she had emptied the contents of her stomach into the sea.  Oh, this was horrible.  The weather was still good, though she had not reckoned with the effect that the rocking of the boat would have on her.  She had not travelled much on the open sea, and certainly not in a fishing boat of this size.  She had not considered, until well into the first hour of this horrific journey, just how little ‘sea legs’ she actually had.

The crew of the boat watched her as she heaved again, watching her lithe muscled body, under the tracksuit she wore.  The sound of the door shutting on the bridge as the captain came out propelled them into action, moving quickly away from her and busying themselves with miscellaneous tasks.

“Get back to work, you dogs!” the Portuguese captain shouted in English, mostly so that Lisa could understand, and thus perhaps have some inkling with regard to the effect her lithe body was having on the men who had been watching her throw up over the side.

She sat up, pushing her hair away.

“Not much left, eh?” the captain said, coming alongside her kneeling form on the moving deck.

“No,” she croaked, her voice hoarse from the retching.

“Your first time on the island then?”

Lisa looked up.  He might have been attractive in his youth, his swarthy skin blending with a mop of what was now grey-white hair, a round haggard face set off by a long, drooping moustache.  Unlike the other sailors, however, he appeared to take at least some care with regard to his appearance.  The other members of the crew stank of fish and alcohol, and seemed to have remained unwashed for days.

“Yes.  Yes, it’s my first time,” she said, heaving a little, and concentrating on him, as if focusing on a single point or person might fool her brain into telling her stomach that everything was actually fine.

“You are an athlete?” he said idly, going past her toward the guide rail and moving a large tarpaulin that had fallen and twisted nearby, as another wave took the boat – making her fall toward him.  He caught her in a sweeping movement of his arm as she gasped, suddenly afraid of being sick on him.  As his natural balance, seemingly enhanced through years at sea, seemed to make him right himself again, she gasped and fell into him – hoping that the sudden lurching movement would not cause her to vomit.

Their faces were inches from each other for a brief moment, as she stared into his sad eyes – sensing old regrets there.

“I am sorry, Miss,” he said, eventually righting her on the deck.  “The sea can be a harsh mistress for those who are not used to it,” he said slowly, letting go of her.  “My name is Sylvester.”

“I… no need to be sorry.  Thank you, and yes…” she added, “I am an athlete.  A triathlete from England… my name’s Lisa.  I’m going to the island for training,” she said, suddenly embarrassed and turning slightly to avoid further eye contact and grasp the rocking handrail.

“Yes, I can see that you are strong, powerful.”

She blushed further as he looked her up and down.

“You must be careful,” he whispered, glancing behind him to ensure that the crew were not within earshot.

“Careful?”

“Yes.  The training you will undergo will be difficult.  You will be tested, perhaps.  Accept it, and do not ask too many questions.”

She stared at him, eyes betraying her confusion at his words.

“I don’t understand?”

“It is best to do as they ask,” he said, clearly wanting to say more, but something held him back.  “That is all I can say.  I would hate to see you going to… the other side of the island.”

“Look... what are you talking about?”

He sighed, before gripping her shoulder.  “I have taken many women to this place.  Stay in the compound.  Do as they say.  And especially, most especially, do not venture to the other side of the island.  Do you understand?”

“But why?”

“I said, do you understand?”  He shook her by the shoulder, spittle flying from his mouth as he raised his voice and stared maniacally at her.

“Yes… fine.  Yes, I understand.”

She raised her hand to grip his, and slowly lifted it from her shoulder.

“Thanks,” she grunted, and turned away to grip the handrail tightly against the rocking motion of the waves.

A sound behind him attracted his attention, as one of the crew, eager not to catch the Captain’s attention despite the noise he was making, started moving some wooden items that had fallen from their wrapping.  The Captain glanced briefly at her, nodding his head, and then returned to the small cabin that made up the bridge of the rolling vessel.

Lisa watched as the crewman, now not keen even to make eye contact with her, began to lift the long thick and cylindrical lengths of timber back into their wrapping.  She glanced past him to take in the full length of the pieces – realising finally, that they were long wooden oars.

 

* * * * *

 

She had at least begun to get used to the rocking motion of the boat by the time that she saw the island through the low mist that had started to form.  It was rocky and mountainous and, indeed, much larger than she had imagined.  She did not have a feel for the size of it, though estimated from what she could discern that it reached for at least a few miles in either direction.  As they came closer still, she could see mountain paths that seemed to circle the upper parts of the islands, with small yet distinct copses of trees that clung precariously to the top of the rock face.

She could also see the port now, with two distinct wooden piers jutting out from the beach, which itself seemed to nestle so closely to the rising cliffs and hills of the parent island that it almost seemed alien.

She realised too what the oars were for now.  Two large vessels sat at rest, one anchored at each of the piers as they jutted from the mainland.  Though the oars had been pulled in, she could see that the ships were powered by muscle alone.  She tried to remember the name of such a vessel, when the Captain, seemingly reading her thoughts, spoke gruffly.

“Those are galleys.  That’s the mainstay of what the athletes train on,” he said loudly against the sound of the rising wind.

Lisa jumped, not having realised how close he had got, and startled by the sound of his voice at her ear.

“Galleys?  Right, old oar-powered ships?”

The captain nodded.  As she stared at him, it was as if old memories stirred in him; as if some deep rooted shame came close to surfacing, forcing mixed emotions to betray something that he had buried deep, though his composure won out as the lost feelings that had been emerging on his face seemed to dissipate.

“Yes.  You will train on those too I think.  Do as they say, and learn.  And remember all that I have told you.”

With that he turned.

“Yes, but I don’t understand.  What’s so significant about…” Lisa started, but the Captain had gone.

She did not see him again, as a party of two men and one woman waited at the far end of the pier to greet her.  At least her stomach felt better now, she considered, trying to balance as the rocking vessel banged lightly of the wooden struts of the pier.  One of the men leaned forward to grip her hand, pulling her forward with strong arms – pulling her almost too strongly as the weight of her bag unbalanced her slightly and she almost slipped on the wood of the pier.

The other stepped forward to lend aid that was not required as she quickly righted herself.  By then, the woman had intervened.

“Oh, Ms Brennan, are you ok?  There now, safe and sound.”

Her voice was stern, so much so that the kindly words she offered seemed forced and harsh somehow.  The accent seemed Dutch or perhaps German – Lisa found it hard to place immediately.  Her hair was a dark auburn, and had been forced back into a tight ponytail.  She could see right away that the woman was fit and athletic, even despite the fact that she appeared to be in her forties, her hair having been spared the rigours of going grey, even if her wrinkled and concerned looking face had not been so blessed.

“My name is Voss.  Please… welcome to the island, Ms Brennan.”

 






  







 

Chapter 2

 

The man watched her dispassionately as she collected her bag and righted herself on the pier.  She turned slowly to watch the fishing boat as its engines revved and it started to pull away once more, turning sharply to avoid a path that would take it into the stern of the large white galley at anchor in front of it.

She tried to see the Captain, to catch one last glimpse of the man who she seemed to remember had given her some sort of warning that she could not quite fathom – but then, she had no idea quite what she was letting herself in for in this mysterious place.

“Hello, yes, I’m Lisa, hi.”

She put out her hand, which Voss accepted with a forced smile.

“Come please.  We’ll get you to your room.”

They started to walk along the pier, the massive galley obscuring her vision of one side of the island as they came closer to it.

“So we row these galleys here?” she asked idly as they walked, in the hope of starting a conversation.

Voss narrowed her eyes, as if not wanting to speak to newcomers about what might happen during the training.

“Yes, amongst other efforts, yes.”

The ship was more than eighty feet long, as far as Lisa could estimate, and it was clear that the oars had been pulled in with a view to allowing the galley to anchor close to the pier.  She could see that a gangplank had been lowered from a section in the centre of the main deck.  Inquisitive as to what the interior conditions of the vessel might be, she peered through the oar ports.  She could clearly discern movement inside, as figures started to make their way up ladders and onto the main deck.  She could also hear the noise and bustle that the figures, now clearly women, were making.

She slowed slightly, aware that the crowd was making for the deck – apparently using steel ladders from the rowing area to reach the upper part of the sleek, flat galley ship, then toward the gangplank that had been lowered to reach the pier.

She could hear them chattering, sighing – clearly tired after their exertions, as they made it to the deck.  She saw them then, doused in sweat and apparently glad of the cool rain that was beginning to fall.  Most wore sports gear; indeed, most were now putting on tops and track-bottoms, and shoes in some cases, with a view to keeping warm after their exertions at the oar.  She stood on tiptoe to see those who were emerging.  They were all athletes it seemed, some in their twenties or so, and others who were older.  Most of them seemed happy that the training was finished for the day.

Her eyes widened as she saw that some of the women had been almost naked, clad in bikini bottoms and nothing else, before putting on tops and shorts to keep them warm now.

As if reading her thoughts, Voss appeared at her ear.

“It gets very warm on the galley deck.  Many of those who have spent some time here, and have no issues with their ‘bodies’ shall we say, understand that it is best to wear little and keep cool – so they wear almost nothing, except to hide their modesty.  Some don’t even do that.”

One of the men behind her snickered.  Lisa glanced back as Voss’s stare made him quiver.  She hid her own smile at the man’s reaction.  Clearly, Voss was clearly in charge here.

“I see,” she replied.  “So the training is mainly rowing?”

“Some would say that the training is all rowing,” she said quietly as the milling throng of the rowers moved ahead of them, their chirruping speech growing more distant as they headed toward the island.

“Although, there are other activities that are designed to maintain discipline in one’s mind with regard to the training.”

“Other activities?”

“Yes, we use a combination of hard training, with minimum but essential recovery, with team spirit exercises and isolation of the weaker components – who can, of course, be singled out for specific courses of differing intensities.”

“Right – it sounds demanding.”

Voss stopped, staring.  “You should not have come here, Miss Brennan, unless you were prepared for the ‘demanding’, as you call it.  Are you prepared to work hard, and reap the benefits in your career when you leave?”

Lisa baulked.  She had come here in order to be the best, and she was faltering at the first hurdle.

“Of course.  Yes of course I am prepared.  You’ll find me hard to stop.  I’m determined to succeed.”

“Good, Miss Brennan.  Good,” Voss said quietly.

 

* * * * *

 

The complex was massive – larger in fact than Lisa would have guessed from the size of the island and what she had seen so far.  It took up a large area on the plateau-like side of the island – whose cliffs she had seen from the sea on her way in.  The drizzle had mitigated a little, and shards of sunlight had begun to poke their way through the clouds above.  They walked along a rough path, passed here and there by women running in the opposite direction, staring at heart rate monitors on their wrists; keen, perhaps, not to overexert themselves knowing that the next day’s tour on the galley awaited them.

Three two-storey accommodation blocks – grey and slick with the signs of minimum cost used in either their planning or construction, dominated the sides of a plaza.  Voss and her small retinue entered now through the third open side, which allowed the sunlight to play tricks with the shadows – or so Lisa thought at first.

A large wooden stage had been erected in the plaza.  She could see it clearly – with two wooden posts on it, and other accoutrements by the side of the posts.  Her attention was diverted, however, by the three sets of wooden devices that lay at the side of the path on which they walked.

The low wooden benches, positioned and fixed in the grassy verge off the path, seemed innocent enough.  The three wide and heavy looking timber contrivances in front of them were more intimidating, however.  She recognised the old style design of massive stocks – to hold the feet in place – something that one might have seen in a medieval movie, or perhaps a castle or museum.  She stopped focusing on the design, rationalising that this island must have had its own history.

“The stocks,” Voss said, watching her stare at the dark timber pieces.

“They were part of the island’s history?”

“Oh yes.  The island was home to a prison at one stage; quite a vile one, housing the worst excesses of Moor and then Christian cruelty in the middle ages… and beyond.”

“You know quite a lot about the history of this place.”

“Oh yes, I’ve studied it.  I suppose the tormentors and princes of the day would never have realised that we would still use their devices – to some extent – so many centuries later.”

“What do you mean, still use?” Lisa queried, her eyes narrowing.

“We have found that the stocks, amongst other things, promote discipline.  In turn, they also help with stretching for those who have become tired through their labours… their training,” she corrected herself quickly.

“I don’t understand.  You put people in the stocks?”

“Of course.  It’s part of the training – and it does help,” she added slowly.

Lisa smiled nervously.  Clearly Voss was having her little joke with her.  Best to nod politely and move on, she thought.

As she walked on, however, she could also see that rusted dark manacles and chains lay twisted behind the bench and attached to it.  She thought better of mentioning the fact – not wanting to become further embroiled in what was obviously Voss’s ‘little joke’.

The accommodation blocks dominated the skyline as she entered the plaza.  The rain had got a good deal heavier now, making the raised wooden platform with its wooden posts starker as it formed the centrepiece of the open squared area between the buildings.

“You’ll get a room in one of the blocks.  We’ll work you hard here, and we believe in allowing just enough recovery during training weeks to let muscle build – but it’s more about building endurance – ultimate endurance, you understand?”

“I’m not sure I do,” Lisa said, almost without thinking.  “Recovery days and weeks are part of the training process,” she said, staring at Voss who seemed to be regarding her as just another challenge.

“We do things differently here,” she added finally, before pushing open one of the stainless steel framed double doors that allowed entry to the accommodation block.

 






  







 

Chapter 3

 

She had been asked to fill in multiple forms, and due to her enthusiasm at the mystery of the whole thing, had not really read any of them.  They had made her aware that, however slight, there were risks of injury if over-training occurred, though this was carefully monitored and research had shown that training while exhausted actually increased performance in the long term.  She listened to all the lectures and all of the statistics, drinking in the drama of the place and smiling at other women who moved back and forth through the corridors, either preparing for training or running.  They all seemed confident, though she detected an air of discipline amongst them, as if they did not want to let one another down.  Lisa had to admit to being excited, so much so that she could not later recall all the details of the lectures she had received, or of the documents she had signed.

“And this is your room.”

Voss had left her by the time she had been shown upstairs by one of the burly men dressed in white, who appeared to oversee the accommodation block.  She smiled at him as he let her inside.  The room was sparse, small, and smelled as if it had been freshly painted.  There was a single bed, well made, but no television or entertainment of any kind.

“It’s sparse, but you’ll be busy training to exhaustion or resting, so the less there is to distract the mind, the better,” he said.  She detected an accent again – European.

“There is a timetable on the desk.  It’s best to follow it rigorously, I’m afraid.”

“Really.  What happens if I don’t?”  She could not help but tease him.  He was quite good looking, and she hoped that she was not gradually turning a shade of crimson as she spoke.

“Well, you’re here as per your own wishes, and we strive to pursue excellence here.  You wouldn’t want to be relocated, would you?”

He looked away as he said it.

“Relocated?”

“Off the island, I mean,” he said slowly.

That was not what he had originally meant, Lisa reasoned to herself silently.

“You’ll have to cut your hair shorter,” he finally blurted out, making eye contact with her once more.

She instinctively moved to pull at her tied back dark hair.

“Really?  Why?”

“It’s for the galley.  Long hair gets in the way.  It’s for the best.”

“Can’t I tie it back?”

“You can, yes.  All right, see how that goes for a while then,” he said finally.  It seemed that he was getting embarrassed.

“What’s your name?” Lisa asked, smiling.

“Hans.”

“Ah, I thought I recognised a German accent.”

“I’ll let you get settled in then, shall I?”  His face had turned a deep red as he spoke.  Lisa nodded as he turned and walked away.  She could not help but stare at his buttocks in the tight white trousers as he walked down the corridor.

 

* * * * *

 

The timetable looked tough.  She spent the night absorbing it before finally falling asleep.  She wondered if that was what made her sleep through the alarm.  It was not so bad, of course, as her body clock had woken her up early enough, though she had wanted to get a walk around the facility before going to ‘Galley 1’ as it was called on the timetable.  By the time she got there – having to run after her brief breakfast, ‘Galley 2’ had already left.

As she gathered with the other women, all of whom appeared to have arrived well before she did and none of whom appeared to be out of breath, were gathering at the dockside.  A few looked at her then looked away, while some others smiled.  So, it was going to be full of cliques, was it?  So few forms of human endeavour seemed to avoid becoming tribal, she reasoned, reflecting on the plight of humanity, or was it just bitchy women?

She was struck, however, by the fact that she appeared to be overdressed for the occasion.  She had opted to wear a base layer mesh style top, which absorbed sweat, over her sports bra.  With that, she wore shorts and short socks with running shoes.  Most of the women had light, loose tops, shorts – or in some cases bikini bottoms, and light sandals.  In some cases, a few women were barefoot, or wore only bikini briefs.  She tried to look away from their bodies – but marvelled at the lean muscle mass they showed.  Their hair, for the most part had indeed been cut short, at least to above the shoulders.  She looked away as one of them looked at her and began to walk toward her.

“So, sweetmeat, you’re new, huh?”

The woman was American, blond and statuesque with large breasts, and seemed to have no issue with the fact that she was almost naked – her hands on her hips as her body language screamed intimidation at Lisa.

“Yes, thanks.  How long have you been here?”

“Long enough, sweetheart.  I earned my licks, that’s for sure.”

Lisa stared at her, not quite understanding what she meant.

“You’ll see.  You’ll like it here.”  She leaned forward.  “Just stay out of our way, and keep the rhythm, eh hun?  If you get us into trouble, you’ll suffer for it, yeah?”

Lisa pulled away, her face defiant.  She had always hated bullies, and she was not about to stand for being intimidated now.  The woman was taller and appeared to be much stronger than her, though she was not going to let that stand in her way.

“Hey, Angie, how about you give the new girl a chance to blend in, huh?”

The American blonde turned as the lithe redhead padded toward them across the dock.

“I’m Kerry, hi.”  She proffered her hand to Lisa.  She was about Lisa’s height and very lean – in fact almost thin, but as she moved Lisa could see that she was wiry and muscled.  Most strikingly, she appeared to have kept her long hair intact.  Lisa shook her hand.

“You’re American too?” Lisa said, sounding dismissive and instantly regretting it as ‘Angie’ smiled and walked away, the subject of her bullying tactics saved, for now.

“Yes, but don’t hold that against me…”

“I’m sorry… I…”

“Hey, I was kidding.  I love your accent,” she said, letting go of Lisa’s hand.

Kerry was not as naked as Angie had been, though she was not far off.  She wore light sandals, bikini bottoms and a loose sleeveless t-shirt.

“You guys must know something that I don’t.  I feel overdressed.”

“Oh,” she looked down at herself.  “Don’t worry about that.  It gets a little hot inside the galley – and not in a good way,” she smiled, raising her eyebrows.

Lisa felt herself blush.

“But hey, don’t worry.  You’ll be fine.  Come on.”  She began to walk toward the large ship, pointing at a crudely painted name on the side.  “This one’s called the Raven.”

The women started to board the long, sleek vessel, walking up the wide gangplank, some talking and laughing, others pensive, as if readying themselves for the exhausting work ahead.  For her own part, Lisa simply hoped that she would be able to do what was required without letting herself or the others down.

She was overdressed, she told herself again.  Oh well, she thought, it was all women together.  She started to remove her t-shirt, revealing the dark sports bra beneath, tucking the shirt into her shorts.  Large grilles on the glossy wooden deck had been left open for access to the rowing deck below – a rusting steel ladder allowed access downwards.  She could see a dimly lit deck below, and a sour smell of sweat seemed to emanate from it.

As she moved along the line, getting closer to the access hatch, she could see the woman taking their places at the oars below.  Her heart was pumping, as if she was seized with excitement.  She could see other figures down on the rowing deck now.  Her hand instinctively reached for the t-shirt she had removed, as she recognised the stature of the figures – there were men on the deck.  They were tracksuited and looked like coaches, but they were men.  She gasped at the thought that Angie and some of the other women had got on board with nothing on but bikini bottoms.  Maybe they did not care, as she watched the lurid gaze of one of the men as a rower took her place at a bench.

There had been no time to put on the t-shirt as she did not want to hold up the line of women moving to get to their seats.  The rungs of the ladder were cold as she climbed down, and left a coating of brown rust on her hands.  She brushed them together to clean them a little.

She was about to ask one of the men, who all appeared to be happy at the prospect of watching a large group of semi naked athletes row, where she should sit, when she saw Kerry beckoning to her from the bow.

“Hey, Lisa, sit behind me,” she mouthed over the din of the assembled women pushing past each other to take their places.

As she moved down the busy deck, she saw more detail of the interior of the galley.  There was a single line of oars, port and starboard – which she had worked out from seeing the outside of the ship.  At a rough count there were about twenty-five oars on each side – so it required fifty women to row it.  The deck she walked upon was built over the carefully painted and lacquered hull, though she could still see portions of the underdeck beneath the feet of the women who were now seated on the benches.  The benches themselves had also been smoothed and lacquered, yet she imagined they would still be uncomfortable over time.  The base of each terminated along one of the curved beams that formed the base of the hull, and she noted now that women were placing their feet on these timbers.  She reasoned that they pushed against it with their feet as they rowed.  She could not quite fathom why some women had decided against wearing shoes, however.

She smiled as she passed Kerry, who had already sat down in front of her oar.

“Slide in behind me there,” she said, smiling.

As Lisa moved to her position, she caught one of the male coaches staring at her breasts.  She looked away, blushing slightly.  She could not work out why these men were allowed on the rowing deck with them, though no one else seemed to be complaining.  Kerry turned round to speak to her as she sat down.

“Hey, don’t worry.  It’ll be fine.  Just do what I do until you can pick up the rhythm.”

“The rhythm?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice raised slightly over the din of other women finding their places and chatting.  “You see the drum up there?  Therese will beat that and give us the rhythm to dip and pull.  You’ll see.”

Lisa glanced up the deck.  The lighting was provided by small electric fittings, and the daylight that flooded in through the oarports at each oar.  It was not enough to clearly discern the large kettle style drum and the woman who sat behind it, though Lisa could tell that she was dark skinned and appeared to be larger than the rest of the rowers.  In fact, she appeared to be the only affectation that had been allowed in terms of the modern interpretation of the galley.  Everything else appeared to be smooth, painted and in a sports style.  To see the large woman behind the ancient looking drum reminded Lisa of some sort of slave galley.

As she sat on the bench, she could see that Kerry had placed her sandaled feet on the crossbeam in front of her.

“Put your feet on the beam, and use your legs to drive the pull.  There’s no way you’ll be able to row with your upper body alone, but obviously it will help.  Therese will beat the drum.  Try to listen to it in batches of four.”  Kerry turned to her, raising a finger each time she showed a pulse for the oar stroke.

“One – pull and stretch; two – push down to raise the oar; three – push forward, holding the oar out of the water, then four – let it fall or dip back in the water, and it all starts over again.  Got it?”

“Uh.  Yes.  I think so,” Lisa said, clearly uncertain of exactly what was required.

“You’ll get it,” Kerry replied, smiling.  “Just try to remember pull, raise, push, dip.  Ok?  Oh yeah, and just do what I do in time with the drum.”

Lisa nodded again.  She was nervous now.  She looked up as a coach walked past – the man who had been leering at her.

“Everything all right?”

“Yes.  I’m just new – so I’ll try to keep rhythm.”

“Oh do more than try,” he said slowly, staring at her.  “Make it your aim.  Recognise that you are part of a perfect team.  If you let them down, you let yourself down.”  He paused, letting her understand the words.  Instinctively, she nodded her head, feeling enthused and excited for some reason.

“Besides, no one wants to face punishment today, so just give it your best, eh?”

Lisa’s eyes narrowed.  She wanted to ask him what he meant by ‘punishment’ but her mouth just opened and he walked on.

“What does that mean?” she whispered to Kerry, who had turned her back now.

“It… it means don’t fuck up,” Kerry hissed, her attitude suddenly more serious as she assumed the rowing position.

Lisa watched as Kerry sat forward and moved the long thick oar in the water for maximum flexibility on her first pull.  She tried to copy her position, her heart pounding now.  She stared at Kerry’s back in front of her.  As she leaned forward, one of the artificial lights caught the arch of her back.  Lisa stared, narrowing her eyes as she saw dim red lines there.  Had Kerry been beaten?

“Make ready!”

The shout from one of the coaches near Therese at the drum startled her.  The ancient method of creating a rhythm for rowing stood in stark contrast to the carefully crafted training galley.  She could feel the boat moving, reasoning that it was being pushed out from the pier.  She looked across the walkway as the women on the opposite bank of oars pushed their oars to the water and made ready as she and Kerry had.

She could smell the sea outside.  She could just make out the spray as it struck the shore, by staring through the small oarport.  She filled her lungs with air and exhaled a few times, ready for the effort.  Damn, they had not even been given an opportunity to warm up.  She hoped that the early part of the training would be light enough to allow her muscles to adapt to the rhythm.  She tried not to worry; after all, these people knew what they were doing, didn’t they?  She was surrounded by women who enjoyed their sports in a professional manner and wanted to succeed.  She should be enjoying and relishing the challenge to come.  Something made her look at the marks on Kerry’s back.

“Stroke!” someone called.  The drumbeat began and she was a fraction of a second off as Kerry and all the women around her pulled in unison.  The beat was relatively slow, but her early miss with regard to the initial stroke had completely messed up her rhythm.  She pulled hard at the last minute, narrowly avoiding striking Kerry’s oar outside as it came back – and in turn, Kerry’s back slammed into her knee as she pulled.

“OWWW!” she barked.  “Get the rhythm, Lisa, quickly,” she gasped,

A coach hovered near her now as she tried to compensate, seating and adjusting to pull the heavy oar.  He stared down at her as she tried to manipulate the oar while trying to find the elusive rhythm.  The boom of the drum and the gasps of those around her intensified as she tried not to embarrass herself.

“Come on!” the coach almost screamed.  She jumped with a start, the pressure on her now.  It was smoother than she had hoped, though she had had to stretch and push hard, so as to avoid banging into Kerry again, and to try and maintain the rhythm of the next stroke.

“Better,” the sinister looking dark haired man above her on the catwalk said.  She looked up, catching him staring at her breasts again.  “You’ve earned yourself a demerit.  You’ll want to avoid any more,” he said slowly.

“UGHH, it’s my first time, dammit!” she yelped, trying to adjust the stroke, and being unable to shout the statement.  She felt Kerry tense in front of her, despite her exertions.

“Two demerits,” the coach said over the din of the grunting rowers, before moving on.

“Ughhh.  Don’t… antagonise them, Lisa,” Kerry gasped in front of her as she stretched back with the pull, the oar clearing her breasts as she pulled and stretched her body back.

Lisa mimicked the action, eventually moving in unison, using Kerry as the model for her actions.

“Why not?”

“Because…” Kerry paused, as if deliberating what her response should be.  “Just keep rowing,” she gasped.

 






  







 

Chapter 4

 

The drumbeat was solid and consistent.  Looking up the deck after the first hour of rowing, Lisa could see that Therese had started to sweat from the efforts she was making on the hot deck.  She had begun to notice the heat herself, and had realised, as she stared at some of the almost naked rowers, that her decision to wear so much clothing had been the wrong one.  Even Kerry, who wore only a sports bra, bikini bottoms and sandals, had a sheen of sweat across her body – her red hair dripping with sweat as she brought her head back to a point above Lisa’s knees, as she leaned back for the pull stroke.

The two layers that she wore on top had become soaked with sweat.  Her temperature and degree of perspiration meant that she was losing salt and would need an electrolyte drink soon – or she would start to fade and lose rhythm.  Her shorts did not provide enough ventilation, yet she had not started to overheat.  Wearing socks and trainers had been an obvious mistake, and she yearned for a break so that she could at least start to peel some of the layers off – but still they had been forced to row on.  She wondered idly what would happen if she simply decided to stop rowing and ask for water.  She had not seen any of the other women do it, however, and she did not want to let her ‘team’ down on the first day.

She could see Angie and a few of her friends further up the deck, rowing powerfully, and cooled by the fact that they wore only one garment.  Angie’s stroke was smooth and complete, her short hair dipping and moving forward with the momentum of her body, her legs braced for the pull and bending to allow her forward movement to prepare for the new stroke.

She swayed, closed her eyes, felt dizzy.  Damn, she could not be getting tired already, could she?  No, she reasoned; it must be the heat.  She had to get a chance to cool down.  The humidity and lack of wind outside allowed very little ventilation through the oarport, and had the tendency instead to turn the deck into a hotbox.  She realised that the presence of so many of the women on the dock wearing so little clothing should have been a warning sign rather than a novelty to her.  Now it was too late.

She seemed to be sweating everywhere.  Her torso, legs, feet.  She needed water now, and fast.  She did not want another one of these so-called ‘de-merits’ and neither did she want to be thrown off the course.

“Gnn – how are you coping, Lisa?” Kerry grunted over the noise of groaning women, pulling and pushing rhythmically to the beat of the drum.”

“Not good,” she gasped back.  “Too hot.”

Kerry said nothing in response, merely keeping the rhythm with her.  Of course, Lisa reasoned, in her sandals and bikini bottoms and sports bra, it was much easier.  She could also see the red weals on Kerry’s back again, standing out against her sweating, pale skin.

The coach who had stared at her chest was back again, looking down at her as if waiting for her to make another mistake, another demerit.  Kerry saw him too, glancing up and grunting with the pull.

“She’s overheating, Barker… leave her alone…”

The man stared down at Kerry.

“Why, you’re remembering what happened to you on your first trip out, when you scored a ‘few’ demerits, is that it, Kerry?”

“Gnn, go to hell,” she responded, pulling again, her head almost falling into Lisa’s lap as she performed a similar motion.

Lisa watched Barker raise his hand as if about to strike down at Kerry, then it was if he remembered himself, as if he had been missing something.  He winced, and walked away, taking one last look at her chest before he did so.

Kerry watched him, and then her head fell slightly as she broke the rhythm and stopped rowing.

What happened next happened so quickly – a momentary lapse, if that was what it had been, but the effect of one cog breaking down in the machine that was fifty women rowing in unison, had a disastrous effect.

Kerry seemed to stop rowing.  As her oar had been held stationary, the initial problem was that Lisa welted her own oar against it during the forward stroke, then the woman in front of Kerry pulled her oar back against the faltering stroke of the redheaded American.  The galley almost seemed to lurch in response, as coaches and rowers alike cried out.

“All stop!  Stop rowing!” someone cried out, and Therese’s drumbeat became disjointed, reduced its rhythm, then finally stopped.

“Who made a mistake?” Barker shouted down the catwalk, staring at the women who were grunting and sweating and talking wildly about who had done it.

“It was Kerry,” an American voice said.  Lisa, gasping for breath in the relative panic of the situation, looked up the deck as Angie pointed back toward them.  Barker was storming down the deck.

Lisa realised that it was an opportunity for her to peel off the excess layers, and wasted no time in removing the t-shirt she wore before proceeding to loosen and remove her trainers.  She pulled off her socks.  If she had to row barefoot, then so be it.  At least she would remain cool.  She thought about removing her shorts and rowing in her underwear, just as Barker stopped at Kerry.

“You stupid bitch!”

Lisa was astounded at his words, as Kerry sat there stoic, staring forward.

“What the hell did you do that for?”

“I dunno… I made a mistake,” she said.

“No way.  You’re too well trained for that.”  Barker paused, looking back at Lisa, then back to the redhead beneath him.

“Oh.  I see,” he said more calmly as if suddenly gaining an understanding.  “Well, you know what you’ve got yourself into.  Three demerits for your actions.  You now lead the pack.”

He grunted before walking back up the walkway.

“Make ready!”

“I don’t understand,” Lisa said, still shocked by the language Barker had used to another athlete who was sharing the training experience.  “What does that mean?”

“Don’t worry about it.  Did you strip, yeah?  Good.  Get ready to move again.”  Kerry turned her attentions back to the oar.

 

* * * * *

 

The rest of the trip back was uneventful, if exhausting.  Lisa reasoned that they had been rowing for six hours by the time they returned to the isolated dock.  She was worn out, although the provision of water had helped to large extent.  More important, however, was that she had been able to take a break when she started to overheat.  The soles of her feet ached from the inexorable pushing and she was bathed with sweat, yet she knew, had it not been for Kerry’s mistake and having the chance to stop and strip, she would have overheated and collapsed.

The collective groans of the sweating women echoed throughout the deck.  The air was stale with sweat and the tight confines of the rowing area heaved with humidity.  They knew that they were on the last leg of the journey now, however.

“Come on!  Keep it going,” a coach shouted above the din of splashing oars and moans and grunts as the sweating, half naked rowers pushed and dipped and pulled their way through the still water, drawing ever closer to home and the rest that they each felt they truly deserved.

As Lisa pulled a stroke, her head fell back, and she thought she heard Kerry sob in front of her.  With the succeeding beat of the drum from Therese, she kept her head steady, hoping that she might catch a glimpse of her new friend’s face as she fell back in the pull, her strong legs flexing against the board in front of her.

She saw this time, as Kerry’s head did indeed fall back, that she was crying, her eyes red and sore looking.

“Kerry!” she grunted mid stroke.  “What is it?  What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” Kerry barked, realising that the emotions that she had been trying to hide had become obvious to Lisa.  “I’m fine… just keep going.”

The pace had been fast and they suffered, although now it was clear that they were nearing the remote dock again.  She could see the coastline outside the small oar-port, and even hear the seagulls that must have been hovering over the vessel in the hope of finding scraps.

Her position was unique, however, as she could also make out another galley, unmistakable as it headed for the other side of the dock, at a different angle to the approach of the Raven.  She focused on her stroke – not just because she did not want another demerit, but because during the exhausting exercise she had felt a part of the rowing deck, part of the crew of sweating, half naked group of women that made the galley move.  She was going to enjoy it here, she told herself, despite the various shocks to her system that she had noted during the day.

“Easy.  Slow the rhythm.”

The coaches were looking at the rowers now, and calming Therese’s strokes so that the vessel could slow down as it came closer to its moorings by the dock.

“That’s it… easy now, easy.”

She stared at Kerry, her hands, almost gnarled, gripping the thick oar and pulling back in time, her sandaled feet pushing on the board.  Lisa’s own hands and feet had borne the brunt of the effort.  She could feel that blisters were going to rise – on her hands at least – as a result of the strenuous efforts.  Perhaps that was why Kerry had been crying – her hands had grown sore with the constant pulling, though that did not make sense, she told herself.  Kerry had been professional and showed that she knew that she was doing.  Did that not mean she had been here a long time?

The ship was being pulled into place via mooring lines, and the coaches yelled to pull the oars in.  That in itself was not easy, since the oar was heavy, but she managed to accomplish it.  She grunted as cold salt water dripped over her legs and feet from the wet oar as she pulled it in toward the walkway.

“Kerry,” she whispered.  “Hey.  Are you all right?”

Kerry had been about to turn around and respond when Barker’s voice boomed from the walkway nearby.

“Highest number of demerits on this trip.  Three.  Kerry – you’ll face punishment.”

Kerry gasped, and Lisa looked up.

“Punishment?  What does that mean?  Look, I had two demerits.  What is this all about?”

Barker smiled down at her, eyeing her up again.

“It seems that your redheaded friend here made a bit of an exhibition of herself so that you might avoid any punishment on your first day.  Looks like she’ll be taking it for you.”

“What do you mean?  Taking what?” Lisa said, concerned now.

Barker smiled in response.

“No matter.  She’s been punished before.”

 

* * * * *

 

Lisa was still concerned as the sweating women gathered their clothes and shoes and began to make their way off the galley.  She tried to catch up with Kerry, but she had deliberately been guided by the coaches as they had left the ship, though guided toward what, Lisa did not dare guess.  The crowd began to make its way back toward the compound.  Angie and her friends, in true bullying style, shouted taunts at Kerry as she accompanied the men on their way back up the sandy hill, back into the bowl in the ground where the compound sat.  The crowd appeared to be congregating around the brow of the hill.  Lisa could remember pausing there with the stringent Miss Voss on the way in on her first day.  This was the same area where she had seen the…  She moved quickly toward the front of the small crowd that had gathered, pushing her way through despite the shouts of some of the women.  Angie taunted her as she too was pushed out of the way.

“Hey, new girl.  Careful.  A few words in the right ear and you’ll be sharing her punishment.”

Lisa was gasping audibly as she reached the front of the crowd of women.  There, in front of everyone, Kerry was being forced to strip in front of the old wooden stocks, as Barker shouted out her punishment.

“Kerry here, knew the risks and knew the repercussions.  She’s taken the whip before, so she knows the pain of failure, as many of you do,” he said loudly.  Had he said whip?  Did that explain the welts on Kerry’s back that she had seen, Lisa thought to herself.

“Three demerits is serious, especially so when it has been earned on behalf of another.  Kerry removed her top and sandals as he spoke, pulling down her bikini briefs to reveal her auburn pubic hair, still curled and sweating from her efforts at the oar.  She stepped out of the shorts, removing the last vestiges of her clothing before standing naked, her arms now pinioned to her sides by two of the ‘coaches’.

“Kerry will spend three days, naked, in the wide stocks,” Barker announced.

The crowd gasped.  Even Kerry, who must have been expecting something lesser, Lisa guessed, seemed taken aback, as tears formed in her eyes.

“Barker.  You bastard,” she hissed.  “No one does three days.”

“Until now.  Put her in and chain her,” he responded, almost smiling as he said it, as if Kerry’s suffering was something that he wanted to witness.  They began to push Kerry, naked and barefoot, toward one of the massive wooden structures.  The three to four foot width between the narrow ankle-holes, and the imagined tortuous discomfort of it, was the last thing Lisa saw before surging forward.

“No!  You can’t do this to her!” she screamed wildly, moving into one of the coaches and beating his back in an attempt to free Kerry.

“Lisa!” Kerry hissed in response, trying to turn and stop her.  “There’s nothing you can do.”

By now, Barker had grasped Lisa around the waist and pulled her back.

“Get back, or you’ll get the stocks and the lash!”

Lisa was seething with anger.  What sort of training facility allowed this sort of thing to happen?  It was incredible.  She looked back at the women standing watching, most of whom seemed terrified, except Angie, who appeared to be watching attentively as a naked Kerry was pushed onto the thick rough wooden bench, and had her wrists pushed behind her and attached to the rusting manacles.  She grunted loudly as the coaches gripped her legs at the ankle and pulled them apart, displaying her lewdly as they dropped her ankles into the rough cut-outs in the ancient looking timber, and then dropping the upper beam into place, securing her feet.  Kerry winced at the stretch that splayed her wide, and turned her feet slightly in the contrivance as the stocks were locked.

“You can’t leave her like this.  For three days?” Lisa shouted into the wind, which had picked up now and was being joined by a light rain.  She was still held forcibly by Barker, but had given up most of her struggling.

“Move it!” a coach shouted at the staring group.  “Leave her to her punishment.”

Lisa was pushed along with group, even as she looked longingly back at Kerry, chained and awkwardly displayed in her bondage.

“What’s your name, new girl?” Barker hissed at her as they walked, and he pushed her.

“Lisa Brennan,” she barked.

He nodded as they neared the compound.

“For her actions in trying to free the prisoner, Lisa Brennan will take ten lashes of the whip.”

She gasped, noticing also that the almost naked Angie clapped her hands with glee at the prospect.

“No.  NO!”

 






  







 

Chapter 5

 

Lisa was then manhandled herself, the uncertain prospect of what it would feel like to be whipped centred in her mind.  Was this real, or just something from a nightmare that she had not yet woken up from?  The men who held her were strong, and they clearly had no intention of letting her go.  Most of the other women, athletes too, simply went with the motions, not reacting or shouting or screaming their defiance.  Perhaps they had once been as defiant as Lisa had been, but had become inured to the reality of training and its resultant disciplinary measures on this terrible island.

Peer pressure, and perhaps because the punishments were so inherently horrific, had made them quiet, demure, and made them focus on the training.  Perhaps, Lisa reasoned, that was why they simply watched, as she was pushed toward the large wooden stage she had noticed during her first day here, sitting proudly in the centre of the plaza, framed by the accommodation blocks and now by the gathering throng of women who watched as she was pushed up the steps.  She was barefoot, her things carried by one of the coaches – clad still in the shorts and t-shirt that she had started the day with.

“You can’t whip me.  Please.  I’m, sorry!”

But they were pushing her toward the two stout wooden posts that dominated the stage on the wooden construction.  They were dark and worn, perhaps by weather, or perhaps by the grip of those unfortunates who had been tied there, gripping the posts as their backs were torn by the lash.  Lisa did not want to think any more about it.  Ten lashes?  Would that hurt?  She had seen women whipped in films, but that was just movie magic.  She had heard of others being caned or lashed in the Middle East, but she had never believed that she might feel anything remotely similar.  It was too much.  Her heart was pounding.  She was sweating.

“Will... will it hurt?” she gasped at the man who lifted her arms as she grunted, and she was secured with thin but strong ropes to the brackets that had been screwed securely to the posts, above and on each side of her head.

“Of course.  But it’s only ten.  I’ve seen women take eighty lashes before.  So just take your licks, as the Americans say, and move on.”

She recognised the voice, the tinge of a German accent, and looked around.  It was Hans.

“Hans.  Please… can’t you get me out of this?” she whispered to him, moaning as one of her ankles was pulled to her side by the other coach.

“My feet are to be tied too?”

“Yes,” Hans responded.  “It’s better if you don’t react too harshly to the welts.  The ropes will keep you in place – stop you from hurting myself.  And no… there’s nothing I can do for you, Lisa.  Just accept it as part of the training.”

She wanted to scream at him, to scream at the other women too.  How could they accept this – that one of their number was put in ancient stocks for three days?  That she herself was going to be whipped like a dog or some victim of sadism?

“Dammit!” she grunted as Hans tied off her other ankle, then stood slowly and gripped the back of her shirt, ripping it harshly from her back in a single motion.  It caught on her shoulder as she grunted.  He tore savagely at it, freeing it from her body, revealing the sports bra that she had chosen to wear underneath.  He slowly ripped at the back of the garment and removed it.

“No… NO!  Damn you!”

Her breasts fell free as Hans whispered ‘sorry’, and the other coach simply smiled as her vibrant breasts were freed.

The rain had become heavier as she had been tied.  She could feel it on the cold flesh of her breasts now, as her large nipples hardened in response.  Most athletes’ breasts had got smaller with training, due to the absence of body fat and the constant need to burn off any excess in order not to become exhausted by the training.  She still retained most of her womanly assets, something that had always attracted men in the sport during the past few years.  To be watched by the men who were about to have her whipped was completely humiliating, however.

She took a deep breath, trying to prepare herself for what was going to happen, her draconian punishment – ten lashes of the whip.  Instinctively she pulled against the bonds that held her to the posts.  Part of her still could not believe her position – tied almost naked between two whipping posts.  Her thoughts had been far away as Hans and the other coach had stepped back from her, as Barker had stepped up to the stage, carrying a heavy ‘cat-o-nine tails’ whip.

Her head fell as she struggled in the rain.

The first lash surprised her, the heavy slap and resultant sting like the fiery tail of some hungry demon.  It was surprise more than pain that made her yelp loudly, eyes wide, though she knew that what pain there was – a combination of the weight of the leather tails and the welt across her back, would be made successively worse.

“One,” Hans shouted from somewhere behind her.  Oh God, she thought.  Was he going to count the strokes?

Her body writhed as the second stroke impacted.  She gritted her teeth in response, moaning loudly from behind them.

“Two!”

The third lash seemed to land heavily across the first two – at least that was how it felt… as Lisa screeched – in a combination of growing pain and humiliation.

By the time Hans had counted out the eighth whiplash, each successive stroke seemingly being laid on more heavily than the last by Barker, Lisa was a writhing mass of pain.  The shock of the welt and the increasing fire across old welts, made her heart beat rapidly, even as she twisted in her bonds, head rising only to screech, then falling as the straps left her wet back in preparation for the next stroke.

She was gasping now, wide-eyed and desperate, her heart pounding from the combination of shock, humiliation and pain.  She yelped instinctively as the lashes fell, writhing and twisting in response to the slap of the hard leather.

“Ten!”

The lashes stopped and she stood tall, more with a view to not showing that she had been beaten mentally, than anything else.  She gasped, trying to bring her heart rate down, the burning sensation across her upper back getting worse as the sting began to tell.

“Take her down,” she heard the voice behind her say.  She could see and hear the other women (some seeming bored, yet a few with a terrified look on their faces) starting to disperse.

She tensed as Hans began to untie her feet.  The rain had doused her and cooled her back to some extent.  Her body ached, even as her feet were freed.

“Thank you,” she whispered painfully to Hans.

“I’ll help you to your room, give you something for the lashes,” he said quietly, moving to her secured wrists.  She nodded in response.

 

* * * * *

 

“GNNN… AHHHHH!”

Lisa writhed and gripped the headboard slats on her bed as Hans applied the cream to her back.  The sting was almost worse than the lashes.

“There now.  What you received was nothing.  I’ve seen women take fifty and walk away from the posts.”

“F… Fifty?” Lisa stammered, unsure how she would look and feel if she had taken that.

“And that bastard Barker has given out more than that on occasion, right?”

“Yes,” he replied.  “Though in those cases, with one hundred lashes or more, the women are dragged from the posts unconscious, their backs scarred forever, and they go to…”

Lisa tensed, and looked round, wincing as the movement caused her discomfort.  “They go where?”

“It’s nothing.”  He pushed hard to cleanse one of the deeper welts as she bit down on the pillow, screeching hard.

“You’ll be all right.  The first whipping is always the worst, the most humiliating, though not the most damaging.”

“The first whipping?  I don’t GNNNN, intend on receiving any more,” she said, gasping harshly.

“I’m sure you won’t, but it means you’ll have to work hard.”

She tensed as his hand ran up the side of her naked ribcage, one of his long fingers touching the side of her breast.  Whatever he had put on the whip welts seemed to be working, as her back began to feel numb.  Part of her still could not believe that these men had had her stripped and lashed at the posts, simply because she had tried to help Kerry.  Poor Kerry, she suddenly remembered, out there, naked and alone in the horrible wide stocks.  She had to go to her, she had to…

She writhed as Hands ran her hands down her body, past the shorts that she still wore, onto her thighs.  She did not resist, as she felt a warmth cross her body.

“I… wasn’t whipped down there Hans,” she whispered, causing him to stop his action abruptly.

“I’m sorry, I…”

“It’s fine,” she whispered.  “I don’t mind what you were doing.  Is my back all right?”

He paused, and then slowly moved his hand back to her thigh, teasing and moving to the inside subtly.  She did not resist, part of her become increasingly excited.

“You’re taking advantage of a woman who’s just been flogged?” she whispered, tensing.

Hans stopped, and began to withdraw his probing fingers.

“I’m sorry.”

She turned partially, and whispered, trying not to cause further discomfort to her lashed back.

“It’s ok.  I was joking.  Just… just be careful about my back, eh?”

He nodded, trying in vain to suppress the wry smile that was appearing on his thin lips.  He moved his hands back to her legs, massaging and rubbing the smooth inside of her thigh as she moaned and writhed a little, lifting her belly from the bed as he slid his hand underneath her body, toward the shorts that she still wore.

“I… I stink, from the galley…”

“It’s fine,” he gasped.  She could almost feel the heat of him near her skin, could feel the stiffness of his erection, even inside his trousers, as he brushed against her.

His fingers probed inside her shorts and the underwear that she still wore, pulling and tearing at it as she raised her body awkwardly to let him pull both garments around her buttocks, and slowly down her thighs.  She tensed as some of the movement brought the stinging sensation again to her back, but whatever he had rubbed on had not only removed the likelihood of any swelling from the lashes – far from numerous as they were – but had also apparently anaesthetised the pain that she had felt from the blows and their aftermath.

She gasped as he half dragged, half pulled, at the black shorts and knickers, pulling them down her bare legs and away from her body, until she lay naked, her buttocks and lower body writhing slightly, as if begging him for his touch.

She felt his hands move up the inside of her legs again toward her sex, and moaned as the tips of his fingers found her lips, and started to probe – delicately at first, and then with a little more force.

She whined as he started to touch her, each probing sensation in her mind signalling her body to open further and further to his touch.  She felt his body close, and then he withdrew his hands and began to tear at his own clothes.  She bit the pillow as she writhed, still riding the pleasure of his previous touch, and the promise of more to come.  It would have been easier were she able to lie on her back, of course, though something about the forced nature of her predicament excited her, meant that he had to find ways to please her, meant ultimately that she was in control.  Her mind filled with thoughts that she had never had before.  Sure, she had had sex with various lovers, but never after being whipped, never after having been tended by one of the men who had tied her to the posts.  There was something about her situation that made her hot, and she was filled with need.

“Hurry up,” she heard herself hiss at him.

He struggled to pull off the clothing that remained.  She felt a degree of frustration as he pulled one moist hand away in order to help undress himself.

When he was naked, he moved his hand back toward her heated sex, as she used her thighs to guide him in, widening her legs slightly to give him room.  She was afraid to tense too much, to twist too much, in case it would ‘re-light’ the fiery pain that had been on her back, but ten lashes appeared, after all, not to be too bad unless the welts themselves were disturbed.

She writhed under his touch, knowing, regretting, that she could not lie on her back due to her condition, so she thrust her hips up, opening herself to both of his hands as he massaged her and gave her pleasure.

She moaned loudly as he widened her and fingered her sex, raising her hips still further, until he took the hint.  She felt his large cock brush against her buttocks as he shifted position and moved her gently.  She winced then, as a bite of pain lanced across her back, but she bit down hard upon it, grunting as the tip of his cock penetrated the folds of her wide lips.

He held her hips up as he entered her, gasping as she stifled a cry of ecstasy.  He moved rhythmically, moving the entire length of his erection in and out, each new entry causing her to twist and gasp as her body reacted to him.

He moved faster now, no longer allowing the cock to leave her lips entirely, but bending and moulding her around it, moving his hands forward to grip and tease her dangling breasts.  She cried out as one roaming hand crossed the deep part of a lash welt, but it was not enough to stop her motions, nor Hans’s movements as he went deeper and harder into her.

They both moaned, moving and bucking rhythmically with each other as one.  He had teased her for so long, that she had wanted to cum.  She knew it would happen soon.  She sensed also that he was close.  Her only regret was the fact that she could not turn, could not face him as he made love to her.

The bolt of uncontrolled pleasure hit her like a brick wall as she heard him gasp and thrust wildly, triggering her own animal response as waves of pleasure washed over her body in spasms.  She screamed, so much so that it reminded her of the noises that she had made when she was being whipped, just as her writhing reminded her of her struggles under the lash too.  She could barely feel, and certainly could not react to the welts that had been left across her back as she slumped forward, and Hans came inside her.

 

* * * * *

 

They lay still on her narrow bed for a while, the clean sheets soaking up the sweat from their bodies.  She stared at him.  She had never let a man make love to her so soon after meeting him, yet, she had never had a man tend to her welted back after a recent whipping before either.

He kissed her on the forehead as he got up to leave.

“I have to get back to work.  And you need to eat and rest.  You have the galley again tomorrow?”

“Oh?  I thought the fact that I had been tied to the post and whipped so soon after starting might grant me some leeway,” she said, before thinking.

“I’m afraid not.  You’ll be put back to… training tomorrow,” he said deliberately, as if choosing his words carefully.

She nodded, smiling.

“I’ll see you again, perhaps?”

“Yes.  Oh yes,” he said, leaning on the bed and kissing her back gently as she tensed.

“Get some food and rest.”

With that, he was gone.

 






  







 

Chapter 6

 

The canteen facilities were adequate, if a little sparse.  In tandem with the needs of the training camp and the amount of time spent training, or recuperating, it was perfectly sufficient, however.  Lisa could walk, if a little awkwardly, without causing pain in her back.  She also appeared to have become a bit of a pariah, with none of the other women apparently keen to sit at the same table.  Clearly, being flogged in this place on your first day did not exactly make you popular.  She wore a light vest top, so as not to make too much contact with the welts, and her tracksuit bottoms and trainers.

She had almost finished the large serving of pasta, when she remembered about Kerry.

 

* * * * *

 

The rain was pounding now, as evening had fallen.  A wind had picked up from the east and howled past the rain – though it was not excessively cold.  How could she have forgotten about the woman who had sacrificed herself for her inadequacies?  She had been too busy having sex – so much so that Kerry’s fate had been forgotten.  Had she not taken her own punishment though?  She bounded through the rain and out of the plaza, through the puddles made deeper by the awkward subsidence that had left the flagstones in the area uneven and dangerous to the unwary.  She crunched on gravel as she struck the base of the hill, then through fresh mud that had not yet had time to become sufficiently wet to create a barrier to passage.

Mud splashed across her as she bounded up the cliff path.  There was an electric light just off the path, enough to illuminate the stocks area, and the pale flesh of the woman who sat at the far end of the row of wide stocks, her head slumped on her chest, her legs spread wide and locked in place.

“Kerry!”  Lisa splashed mud on her locked feet as she stopped in front of her.  “Oh God.  Are you all right?”

The naked redhead, hands chained behind her, her loins uncovered and wide, slowly raised her head, her face hidden by lengths of wet hair.

“L… Lisa.  Did they whip you?”

“Yes, but only a few lashes.”  She could scarcely believe that she was talking to a woman who had been punished by being placed in this ancient, painful device.  In fact, it was difficult to grow used to the fact that she was undergoing training that might also involve being whipped.

She put her hand on Kerry’s leg.

“I’m so sorry.  Why did you do it?  It was me that made a mistake.  You have been punished before.  I saw the whip marks on your back.  You got a lot more than ten.”

“Fifty,” she grunted, wincing as she moved her bound and stretched limbs in an effort to gain some semblance of comfort.

“Really?  That would be hell?”

“It wasn’t easy.”

Lisa paused, before moving to lift the heavy closed beam with ankle holes that held her legs so widely apart.  It moved slightly, before being caught with a clunk by the thick stainless steel padlock that looped around the bracket at the end of the beam, securing it loosely, yet effectively, to the lower part of the stocks.

“Don’t, Lisa,” Kerry whispered, turning slightly and rattling the chains that held her wrists behind her back – connected to the rough hewn bench that seemed so old that it had become one with the sandy soil underneath.  It was stained, with a dark patch and urine dripping from it.

“You have to piss yourself on this thing?”

“It’s either that or hold it in for three days.  Besides, it keeps me a little warmer.”  She tried to smile.  Lisa wanted to cry in response.

“Oh Kerry,” she moved forward to hug her.

“The prisoner is to remain untouched and unmolested, and is to suffer the punishment due.  Move away from her!”

She looked up as she recognised Barker’s voice, despite the wind.  He was clad in heavy raingear, his head hooded against the wind and rain.

She stood up, trying to remain defiant, despite the sound knowledge that this man might have her whipped again, on no more than a pretence.

“You… you have to release her,” she tried to shout, but the words came out much more softly than she had hoped they would.

“Do I now?”

“Hasn’t she suffered enough?”  The wind caught Lisa’s tied back hair and whipped it against the side of her face now.

Barker was closer now, staring at her.

“There are three sets of stocks here.  Are you really that keen to get out of three days of training?  Of course, you’d be able to share the experience with your red-headed friend here, if that’s what you really want.”

He was close now.  Lisa could smell the alcohol on his breath.

“Well?  Would you like to strip?  Completely naked this time, of course.”

Lisa stared.  Part of her wanted to be placed beside Kerry, some dark part of her that had enjoyed at least the aftermath of the whipping, when Hans had been touching her and giving her pleasure.  Kerry broke the dark thoughts that had pervaded her mind.

“She doesn’t, Barker.  I’ll take the punishment; just leave her out of this.  She doesn’t know enough about this damned place yet.  Let her go.”

“Kerry, I…”

“Just go, Lisa, please.  I’ll be all right.  I’ve suffered worse in this place.”

Lisa stared at the poor woman bound on the bench, her legs spread wide in front of her and locked firmly in place in the ancient, heavy, wooden device.  She realised herself that she had no choice.  She turned on her heel and made her way back down the muddy slope as Barker looked on.  He moved his head to regard the naked Kerry, struggling against the onset of cramp in the wide stocks, her womanhood displayed and dripping from the rain.

“Time you showed me what you can do with that mouth of yours, Kerry.  It’s been a long time.”

He pulled at the zip of his trousers as he approached her.  She, in turn, winced and swallowed nervously.

“Or perhaps you’d like me to have Lisa put in the stocks beside you after all,” he said, against the noise of the wind.

She raised her head slowly, and started to open her mouth, her eyes closed.

 

* * * * *

 

Lisa tried to sleep, though it was made more difficult by having to try to rest on her front.  She knew it was Kerry that kept her awake, not the discomfort of the ten welts that covered her back.  The wind had died down a little, but she could still hear the spattering of the rain outside.  She imagined the poor woman, miserable and soaked in the deluge, stuck there, with bad cramps no doubt starting to set in along her legs, for the next two days.

The thought of quitting this vile place kept returning to her.  Part of her thought that she would not even be allowed to quit.  Her coach had told her that it was difficult, that so many forms had to be filled out, that the nature of the island’s position meant that ships to and from it were few and far between.  He had warned her that it would be a hard year, but that the rewards for sticking out the training, for her body and mind, would pay dividends for the rest of her career as an athlete.  But at what price, she asked herself.  She had been whipped, and seen Kerry have to suffer the pain and degradation from that medieval instrument of torment.  As she drifted off to sleep, she wondered idly what other horrors this place held.

 

* * * * *

 

Lisa was required to row on the white galley in the days that followed.  Each of the first two days, the line of rowers was marched past Kerry, who was wet, shivering and dishevelled in her predicament in the wooden stocks.  Lisa tried to stop, until she was pushed on by the coaches.  Her head lying on her chest, Kerry tried to smile, grunting as she was awoken from the horrible semi-slumber that her exhausted and stretched body had tried to find in the coolness of the wet night.

“G… Go, Lisa.  I’ll be fine.”

But Lisa could see that she was clearly not fine.  Her stretched legs and her feet shivered.  She guessed that cramps must be coming and going between bouts of numbness, as her muscles reacted and adapted to the savage nature of the contrivance in which her legs were held.  Having her hands chained behind her back to the rough bench upon which she sat also meant that she could not rub or massage her thighs or calves.  The device truly was one of torture, Lisa realised, as she was pushed on toward the galley waiting at the dock.

She had opted to reduce the amount of clothes she wore, rather than be subject to the same heat issues she had suffered on her first day.  She had sandals, which were easily removed onboard.  She had found that rowing barefoot, although difficult, had kept her cooler, and she reasoned that her soles would soon toughen to the rigours of the training and hard rowing.  She also chose the sports bra and bikini style bottoms in common with some of the other women.  She was no longer shocked to see that most of the women went topless or practically naked.

Despite further taunts from Angie and her accomplices, she managed to perform well on the second day, now having the confidence with regard to the action of rowing and how to control her breathing and, more particularly, her effort in the push and pull – finding now how she could use her strong legs more easily during the pulling action.

She could sense Barker watching her, noting several times how he stared at her chest as she pulled back.

“How’s the back?  Those ten lashes seem to have turned you into a useful part of the rowing machine here.”

Lisa was unsure whether the awful little man was being sarcastic or not.

“Gnnn… I can take it,” she said, instantly regretting how the words might sound.

“You got off lucky, unlike your friend Kerry.  And ten lashes is nothing compared to what some have received.”

She shuddered, staring forward.  Was he trying to warn her?  Inform her that matters would be significantly worse next time she crossed him or earned some of his so-called ‘demerits’?

She made sure to control her breathing and monitor her endurance.  She would not be making another mistake.  As the hours passed, she began to wonder if the nature of this horrible training was as much mental as physical.  Fear appeared to be the main motivator: fear of the lash, the stocks, and whatever other horrors might reside in this so-called training facility.

Nevertheless, the thought of being whipped again, or of Barker taking some further action on Kerry, was enough to reinforce her motivation to row and work hard.

 

* * * * *

 

The rowers were all bathed in sweat, collectively pulling on the stroke like a smoothly oiled machine, when the vessel came back to the dock after four and a half hours at sea.  Lisa was tired, though she noted that she felt much better in comparison to the previous day.

“A six hour session tomorrow, ladies,” Barker announced.  “Be ready.  Get recovery drinks, carbohydrates and a little protein in the mix your coaches have suggested to you.  I don’t want to see anyone getting needlessly whipped after tomorrow, although you know that I will do what I have to do,” he said slowly, casting a glance at Lisa, as if hoping that she might make a mistake.

Part of her wanted to see Hans again, as she walked slowly down the gangplank, carrying her sandals.  She wanted him inside her.  She sighed as she remembered what he had done to her – and realised that she needed more, much more.

The other large white galley had come into port at the same time.  There were two levels or tiers of oars on it and it carried many more rowers.  She had seen some of the women around the compound.  As they started to disembark, she noticed that they wore even less clothing.  Presumably, it was very warm below decks.  Every woman she saw was covered in sweat, and came up awkwardly from the grilles that had been opened on the main deck to allow the access from the stifling heat of the rowing deck.  They wore only bikini bottoms or similar coverings.  In fact, some of them were naked!  She gasped as she watched them disembark.  They were thin and lithe for the most part – some of them hunched from the awful exertions of rowing.  She wondered idly how much worse the larger galley was.

The line of almost naked women joined her own as they all headed for the hill path that led back to the compound.  She could smell the sweat, and a distinct smell of piss, amongst them.  Clearly the regime underdecks in the larger ship was the next level of training.  Perhaps that was what she was being groomed for?  Again, she tried not to panic and let her mind fall into a deep seated despair over the apparently wrong decision she had made in coming here.  Each passing day seemed to chip away at her motivation.  She wondered if changing her mind about staying would be something that she would have to put through Miss Voss – even if she were still allowed to make the decision.

The two lines of women walked silently toward the hill path.  Most were barefoot as they walked off the wooden walkway onto the rough surface of the path, though if the surface was far from comfortable, it was not readily evident on the exhausted faces of the rowers.  It was then that Lisa saw the other clear difference between her fellow oarswomen and the line of rowers who walked alongside them.

She noticed one at first, a tall lithe blonde with her hair tied back, then a darker haired wide-shouldered athlete, then another woman and another.  Each of them bore more than simply the rigours of hard labour.  Each of them exhibited more than simple exhaustion.  Indeed, it was the fresh marks of the whip across their backs, at various angles and with various resultant depths of reddened welt that made Lisa’s eyes widen in shock, as she grasped the enormity of what must be happening on the larger galley.

“They… they’re whipped as they row?” she gasped out loud.

Angie, who she had not realised was so close, almost barked in her ear.

“Yes.  You know how the whip feels, don’t you?  Would you want to feel it as you rowed?” she said with her accented twang.  Lisa slowly shook her head, watching the mostly naked women walking past, exhausted, sweating and lashed, as they made their way toward the hill path.

“So, how do you get moved from the small galley to the large?” she asked, perhaps not realising how naïve her question sounded.

“Give it time, bitch,” Angie responded, laughing.  “Just give it time.”

The reply meant nothing; how could it?  The implication was then that if one did not row well on the small ship, it would mean removal to the large, or was the converse true, in that rowing well meant earning a greater challenge – that of rowing like an ancient galley slave, naked and under the lash.  She was not sure that she wanted to find out.

Kerry seemed to have deteriorated even more as the groups of tired women padded past her on the wind and rain-swept hilltop.  Even though Lisa shouted her name, she did not lift her bedraggled head.  She appeared to be breathing, as her breasts were slowly rising and falling.  Her body was caked with dirt on the lower parts, most likely as a result of the wind and rain in concert with the muddy ground, Lisa reasoned.  Her body was slumped and spoke simply of agonised exhaustion.  As she tried to stop, Lisa was pushed onward by a coach, not wanting to stop too long as he pushed her on the back, hand slapping harshly across an unhealed welt on her back.

“Is she all right?” she asked, even as she was pushed on.

“She’ll be released tomorrow.  She’ll make it.  Cramp is bad with the legs splayed, but she’ll make it.

 

* * * * *

 

Hans did not come to see Lisa again that night.  She reasoned that he had been called away to a different team or a different part of the island.  The cream had soothed her lashes though, and it was much easier to shower and dress, so much so that she began to forget the depredations and humiliation of being whipped.

She was tired, but as the coolness of the evening fell, she was determined to go and see Kerry again.  A few of the coaches watched her go, and made no apparent attempt to stop her as she jogged back up the hill in her tracksuit.  The moon illuminated Kerry’s stretched and bound figure as she reached the top.  Again though, she could see a male figure nearby, then another.

“Well, Kerry, you know what to do,” Barker said as he moved toward her.

Lisa found a patch of undergrowth in the sandy soil and hid behind it, shivering.  She did not want to be caught a second time.  She stifled a gasp as Barker unzipped his trousers and pulled out his erect cock, moving it toward Kerry’s mouth as she moaned and slowly moved her head toward him.  Lisa could almost imagine her dried, parched lips.  As if on cue, she heard Kerry croak as she spoke.

“W… water,” she gasped.

“No, bitch.  You serve both of us first.  Me, then Hans.”

Lisa’s eyes widened in surprise and fear.  Hans was here, taking advantage of Kerry’s confinement in this ridiculous, archaic torture device?  She could scarcely believe it.  He had seemed so… human, unlike these other bastards who appeared to be perverts.

She watched as Kerry turned her head, an act that earned her a slap across the face from Barker.

“GNNNN… y… you bastard, Barker… fuck you!”

“No love,” he responded.  “It’s you who’s fucked!”

“Hans, have her removed and taken to the Galera.  Perhaps some hard labour will make her think twice about refusing my cock.”

“Barker?  Are you sure?  She’s an athlete.”

Barker screamed at him in response.  “Get her out of this and walk her across the mountain in chains.  She’ll sleep in a dungeon tonight.”  He slapped her again as she cried out.  “Bitch!”

Lisa was terrified.  She knew now that she could not reveal her location.  She had no idea what these men might do to her, and the prospect of ending up lying in some ‘dungeon’ did not appeal to her, no matter what kinky thoughts she might have had in the past.  But, she reminded herself, Kerry’s actions on the galley had probably saved her from being put in the stocks herself and, she now realised, being forced to suck Barker’s (and Han’s) cock while naked and in strict bondage.

But, she realised as Hans began to unlock the thick wooden beam that enclosed Kerry’s legs, there was very little that she could actually do.

Kerry screamed as her legs were released and Barker, cruelly, lifted her by the ankles to close her cramped limbs.  Lisa heard the chains rattle as the tormented woman writhed in her agony.

“Y… you bastard, GNNNN!”

Hans moved to unchain her as she was lifted to her feet, and then promptly fell across Barker.

“Please... please... I need water.  You can’t send me to prison… not the Galera.  Please!”

Lisa felt tears start to well in her eyes as she watched Hans place heavy chains about Kerry’s feet in the moonlight, then bind her arms behind her back.  She could not stand upright by herself, held in place only by Barker’s strong arms supporting her from underneath.

Part of Lisa’s mind was screaming at her to do something, though another part of her was fascinated by watching what was going on with the naked redhead who had been her saviour on the first day.  They started to move her away from the sandy hilltop and across the grassy knoll that formed the upper part of the cliffs, the chains on her feet rattling and clanking.  She would be out of her view soon, and still Lisa was terrified, as if moving might mean that she were caught and, worse, would have to share her fate at this mysterious Galera place that she had spoken of.  That it was a prison was clear, but what other horrors it might hold was something that intrigued her, bearing in mind that public whippings, medieval style punishments and imprisonment were archaic horrors on which this strange island seemed to thrive.

She stayed stock still as they pushed Kerry across the ground on top of the hill.  She moved awkwardly and winced and gasped as it looked like the feeling was returning to legs that had been held in a cramped device for so many days.  Lisa could still hear her pleading as she was led away, the chains rattling as she walked.

 

* * * * *

 

Lisa managed to get back to the compound building without attracting undue attention.  In truth, she was still in considerable shock with regard to the actions that had just taken place at the stocks.  Thoughts of Barker, the stocks, the whip and this whole unimaginable nightmare within which she found herself, still terrified her.

It was hard to sleep that night, even though she told herself that she needed rest and the chance to have her arms and shoulders and legs adjust and repair in light of the work and hard labour that was ahead of her.

She could not get the idea of the island prison that she had heard Barker talk about, out of her head, however.  The idea of medieval dungeons and heavy chains on the island was certainly a shock at first, but considering everything she had already seen, it did not seem such a surprise.

She began to drift off to sleep, forced upon her through the sheer tiredness that pervaded her body, as opposed to the dark thoughts, which were keeping her awake.  Her feelings after seeing Kerry dragged away naked to prison, were underpinned by guilt and shame that she had done nothing, but what could she do?  As if in answer to her plea, a final decision was made in her mind before she fell asleep.  She would find a way to cross the island and determine the location of this Galera – one way or another.

 






  







 

Chapter 7

 

The days that followed were exhausting, both physically and mentally.  The fatigue that Lisa felt from the constant rowing seemed to get worse, as it was clear that rest and recovery ‘days’ were not being built into the process as much as they should be.  She realised why there was not that much to do on the island with regard to ‘weekend’ entertainment, as training still continued through Saturday and Sunday.  In fact, the rigorous training was becoming such that she was beginning to forget which day it was sometimes – only the striking out of her training on her calendar (kindly pinned to the wall of her sleeping area) reminded her of where she was in the week.

The days became a blur of rowing and listening to the coaches shouting at the half naked women.  She was also nagged by the demerit system, which imposed extra stress on both her and the other rowers – and no one wanted to be whipped at the posts, it seemed.  She also understood Angie’s dress code at last.  The weather improved significantly during the first week and it became much warmer.  There was still a cool breeze, though that hardly mattered underdeck when rowing in close proximity to other sweating women, who rowed in unison, a collective moaning grunt matching the rhythm of the pull.  Lisa therefore found herself going topless.  She would take a t-shirt and sandals to the galley, with her bikini bottoms, then remove top and sandals when it came to rowing.  At first, she was self-conscious, not wanting the male coaches to see her breasts, having noticed how some of them would stare at others.  Then she grew used to it, and stripped off without a second thought.  After an hour or so of rowing, all the athletes were bathed in sweat, pulling noisily as a collective, feet braced against the timbers in front, body angled back – almost into the lap of the woman behind – as the pull of the oar took hold.

The week passed without incident, although Lisa constantly had Kerry’s fate on her mind.  It was also quite evident that Barker and Hans did not seem to be around.  In fact, she had seen neither of them since the night when Barker had attempted to make Kerry suck his cock.

It had not all been plain sailing, however.  Two women had been punished for apparent demerits in that week.  One had taken ten lashes, as she had done so many days before.  The other, however, had taken fifty strokes of the whip.  From what Lisa could gather from the other women she had spoken to, she had been here a while but had simply had enough of the stress and said the wrong thing to an overseer, further up the boat.

To watch the affair made some of them cry and all of them wince.

The harsh single tailed whip was used this time, and fell across her back with a terrible thrashing slap, which made all of them jump as they were forced to watch in the cool evening air as the sun had started to go down.  Lisa had never watched (or felt) more than ten lashes being administered, and it was a harsh and awful thing to witness.

The poor dark haired woman was lithe and thin, probably from her time at the oar, with her arm and leg muscles stark and bulging from her splayed arms and legs.  They had stripped her completely naked for her flogging.  Lisa almost cried as she watched her clench and unclench her fists in readiness for her ordeal.

She did not scream aloud until the fifteenth lash had been administered, her body writhing and twisting in the ropes that held her hands and feet to the posts.  It was awful to watch as she saw horrible red welts emerge and be overlapped on the woman’s scrawny back, as she screeched with each stroke.

By the fortieth lash, Lisa wanted to be sick.  The woman had stopped twisting now, and was merely a crying animal-like thing, whose screams were torn from her with each stroke of the heavy whip.  For the last ten lashes, all defiance was gone, all semblance of a strong woman twisted and removed.  They asked her if she wanted to leave or finish the training, loudly, so that all could hear.  She stuttered and hesitated as she replied.

“I… I’ll… f… finish the training!”

Lisa had to turn away as the whipped woman was brought from the stage, trying to find her feet in a pathetic manner, though failing to be able to stand and having to be dragged.

The crowd of women that had witnessed the horrible punishment, moved away quietly to go to their rooms, heads bowed in supplication.

 

* * * * *

 

Lisa heard distant screams in the night, though they later became muffled as she had tried to sleep, reasoning that the poor woman who had been whipped was having her welts treated.  Eventually though, she did fall into a fitful sleep, punctuated by dreams of the whip and hard labour at the oar, in some sort of quasi ancient world where women were little more than slaves, driven by foul men with whips and large cocks.  She had found herself in a state of being half-awake, playing with her sex at the thought of having one of the men take her at the bench, before shaking her head – refusing to accept that she might have found the scene and imagery erotic.

She pushed hard over the next few days at the oar, noting how some of the coaches viewed her with some interest.  She was not sure if her rowing was under scrutiny or if her breasts were being checked out.

She had, as with many of the other women, finally graduated to rowing almost naked in her sports knickers, still retaining enough modesty and yet also aware of how hard the bench was, preventing her from rowing naked.  Others did the same, and the collection of half naked flesh rowing, grunting and stretching their bodies in unison had quite an effect on the male coaches, she noted, as they found it hard to walk sometimes.

It was clear that many of the women were in sexual relationships with the coaches; in some cases some might have four or five of the women as partners.  This did generate a considerable degree of jealousy amongst the rowers, who invariably tried to get each other into trouble during the longer sea voyages – in some cases, their machinations being rewarded through the demerit system and the requisite number of whip lashes that it created.  Still, no one had done enough damage to warrant the savage fifty strokes that she had seen so very recently.

Lisa kept herself to herself, and despite the attentions of the coaches, she refused to entertain another sexual encounter and she found herself missing Hans terribly, despite the circumstances of their first sexual encounter after he had tended to her whip marks.

It was another week before she was summoned to Voss’s office one evening.  She had felt the beginnings of improvement in her own rowing technique and had learned to adapt to both the food and the exercise regime.

Voss tapped on a laptop that sat on the bench in front of her as Lisa entered the room, and the coach that had been sent for her moved back outside.  As she looked up across at the second seated figure, she gasped, and then raised her hand as a reflex to try to suppress it – though it was too late.  Her reaction to Barker’s presence was clear and audible.

“Hello, Lisa,” he said, smiling.

“Mr. Barker,” she replied, her voice artificially high due to her nerves.  She cleared her throat, trying to make it seem natural and stepped forward, as Voss looked up from the screen in front of her.

“Sit down, Miss Brennan,” she said slowly, her voice reminding Lisa of a cat purring.

Lisa tried to smile as she took the seat, looking at both of them as they stared, and then looking away.

“You’re doing very well,” Voss said, tapping the screen with one of her fingers.  “We’re getting very good reports about you.”

Lisa could not help but respond.  “Oh?  Yet I was whipped?”  She stared at Barker as she said it.

“Ten lashes is minor, Miss Brennan.  And did it not, in fact, force you to redouble your efforts?  It certainly made a difference in terms of the reports we’ve been getting.  You’re strong, and show improved endurance.”

She nodded.  She liked the credit, despite the cruel realities of what she had seen on the island thus far.

“Thanks.  I still… don’t really understand the whipping, and the looks from the coaches – I guess they’re checking how we cope… and…”

“That’s why we’re different here, and that’s why it works,” Barker interrupted.

“Has it worked for Kerry?” Lisa responded curtly.

Barker smiled and sat back.

“We want to move you to the larger galley, the one with two tiers of rowers.”

“I’ve seen it.  The rowers are whipped as they row.”

“Very perceptive,” Barker said, arching an eyebrow.  “Yes, they are, but only if they break rhythm or aren’t working as hard as we think they should be.  You should have little problem.  We have been watching you as you suggest, and we think you’re perfect for development and, ultimately, to reach the absolute zenith of your physical conditioning.”

She almost beamed with pride, that she should be selected above all of the others, who she had thought she was weaker than.

“Wait.  That means, I’ll feel the whip… or not feel it.”

“If you fail, if you show weakness, if you break rhythm… then yes, you’ll feel it hard across your back.”  He licked his lips as if he was considering her writhing under the lash as he stared.  “You’ll wear only loin covering on the galley.  Nothing else is permitted, and your hair will be either cut or tied up.  We can’t have a whip getting tangled.  Your back will be open to the lash – simple as that.”

Lisa thought for a moment that she saw Voss bite her lip and writhe slightly, as if the very thought of the process excited her.  Lisa had to admit, there was something vaguely erotic about the whole thing, but she certainly was not going to admit that now, not in front of Voss and Barker.  She wanted to stop what she said next, but found that she could not.

“Does Hans work on the larger galley?”

Barker smiled, as Voss stared at her computer screens.

“Sometimes, yes.  You have an interest in him?  You’re telling me that’s enough to get you to the larger ship?”

“Not exactly.”  She was blushing now.  She could feel it.

“Well.  He may be moved to that ship, at some stage.  But you should put physical feelings to one side.  Your move to the large galley would be for reasons of improved performance over time, to make you the athlete that you know, in your heart, that you can be.”

Lisa had to bite her lip.  Barker was almost sounding sincere.  She closed her eyes, trying to focus.

“Okay.  I’ll do it,” she said confidently.

 






  







 

Chapter 8

 

Lisa gasped, shaking the sweat from her head as she pulled the massive oar.  The whip had fallen somewhere close behind her and the victim had cried out horribly as the welt slapped across her aching back.

She had felt a few lashes herself.  One of the ‘overseers’, as they were known, had tested it on her before they started to row.  She had gasped, wide eyed, and writhed as it fell across her.  The shock and the weight of the slap almost took her breath away.

“That’s how it feels,” the overseer had said.  “Row well, and avoid the whip on your body, clear?”

She had nodded then cried out as he tried another lash, just to give her ample warning.  The second one had landed awkwardly across her lower back and made her twist, and hiss as the fire subsided.  Unlike the cat or the long singletailed whip, which had in turn been used on her and the poor woman that had received fifty lashes, the galley whips were shorter, perhaps even thicker and swishing – like the tail of some wild animal, but with a longer handle so that they could be directed clearly against the back, belly, breasts or thighs of the errant rower.  She tried to keep her composure and not panic as she stared at the backs in front of her, some welted, some not so much.

Unlike the smaller ship, the rowers were stacked in two tiers in this galley.  Simple wooden benches ran in concert with the wooden hull, and in terms of degradation and dirt, this galley appeared to be much older than her previous.  There were thirty rowers in each tier, meaning that the galley required one hundred and twenty eager, sweating, whipped and fit women to function.  There was something about the image in front of her of women, some clad, some naked, pulling as one to the beat of the drum, muscles taut and glowing with sweat.  She knew that somewhere in the back of her mind she found the imagery erotic.  She had never preferred women to men – nothing so simple, though she knew that the bond that she had with these hard working women, all of whom could be subject to the whip at any stage, was something that she would not find in any other sport or even training regime.

“AIIIIIAHHH!”

She squealed as the unexpected whiplash struck her across the back.

“Dammit!”

“Your mind was elsewhere, woman,” an overseer grunted harshly.

She had noted with interest the transition from ‘coach’ to ‘overseer’ when she had transferred from one ship to the other.  The coaches, despite what she had interpreted as lustful instincts, actually appeared to have been monitoring and selecting each of the rowers with regard to their transfer, or otherwise, to the larger galley.

The work and the rhythm was much harder now, so much so that she was glad that she wore only briefs to cover her lower nudity.  She could also see that the overseers enjoyed their job.  How could they not, she reasoned.  Ten or more lustful men, whose sole job was to stare at almost nude female athletes, looking for signs of tiredness or a lack of concentration – as they ogled their bodies, then using their heavy whips across naked backs or breasts or thighs – as they pulled the oar, with a view to making them work harder.  As she heard one of the overseers comment to himself at one stage, all that the role required was a cigar and a glass of port, and it would be perfect.  She would have laughed at the ridiculous nature of the statement, had it not been for the fact that she was too tired and that she feared that her laugh or subsequent comment might earn her more welts from their savage whips.

The soles of her feet and the palms of her hands had slowly blistered, then healed and grown accustomed to the rigours of the work in her short time on the small galley, though, as she pulled fiercely in order to try and keep up with the punishing rhythm, she noted with dismay that the new levels of effort were causing her to put additional pressure on hands and feet – pressure that she knew would ultimately have to be paid for.  These concerns, however, were secondary to the main issue – rowing hard, keeping her heart rate and power within manageable levels and, key to all her efforts avoiding the whip across her back and body.

Few of the rowers on the larger ship were ever singled out for separate punishments after their rowing.  There did not appear to be a demerit system.  In the two weeks that Lisa had been rowing on the larger ship, only one woman had been taken from there for punishment.  She had (or so Lisa had heard) said something apparently nasty to an overseer and created an argument during the rowing – a sin that could not easily be forgiven.

She had cried out savagely during the thirty lashes that she subsequently took, before being placed (as Kerry had been), in the stocks for three days.

Each morning they marched barefoot past the poor woman, whose back was horribly welted and whose body slumped in the stocks such that her breasts swayed as she tried to move to prevent the cramp in her legs from becoming excruciating.  Lisa dared not look at her for fear that such an action might lend credence to some biased overseer’s decision to have her punished too.

After those three days, the poor wench who had been whipped and effectively tortured by being placed in the stocks, disappeared – as Kerry had done.  Despite Lisa’s asking – as discretely as she could – as to what her fate might have been, no one seemed to know, or if they did, they did not want to discuss the actions surrounding the poor wretch having been taken from the stocks.

At night, Lisa would wonder where Kerry was, and how she fared in the ‘prison’.  Hans too was never far from her thoughts as she played with her sex.  He had not appeared on the galley so far, however.  Many of the overseers had made advances toward her, though she had not followed up on any of their ‘offers’, unlike more than a few of the other women.  Many of them were having regular sex with men who they barely knew.  In fact, it seemed to go with the territory of being a whipped rower in this place.

She wondered idly if she still had the option of leaving, whether Voss would let her go and break the apparent ‘contract’ that seemed to have been arranged, albeit subconsciously, between them.

 

* * * * *

 

After a few weeks in her ship, Lisa was informed that a recovery week was due, and that she and some of the others would have two days when they were not required to row, but that they should still maintain a certain level of benign fitness.  With this in mind, Lisa decided that she would run the cliff path (as she had seen some of the others do).  It was during that run she once more encountered Angie – the American woman who had teased her on her first day, when Kerry had befriended her in turn.

Angie was running in front of her, not far ahead and certainly not any faster, and Lisa quickly realised that she would catch the group soon.  They spotted her when she was about fifty yards behind them.  Angie seemed to stop, and goad her friends to do the same, as she slowly realised who it was that was coming.

They had stuck to the cliff path.  There were a series of paths that led along the island’s cliffs, and these were clearly visible from the viewpoint achieved by standing near the wooden stocks.  There was an unwritten agreement that cross country training or recovery runs could be done outside the compound, and that these paths could be used.  Lisa had seen many of the women do it, and reasoned that unless she did a low heart rate recovery activity, she would start to seize and her muscles would suffer for it when she returned to the oar.

Her tracksuit top had chaffed the few fresh whiplashes that she had received in recent days as she had got dressed for the run, though she had gritted her teeth and tried to ignore the discomfort that it caused.  The air was warm, though as she reached the cliff she realised that a cooling breeze was picking up and decided that she had been right to wear a base layer under her top.

She stared at the group of women who had stopped and stretched their legs as she approached, hoping that there was not going to be a scene.  Angie made some sort of joke that she could not hear, before nodding in Lisa’s direction.

“Hey!  Lisa, isn’t it?”

“Yes… hello, Angie.”

Lisa stopped, panting a little from her jog up the hill.

“We were going to run to the witch’s house.  Want to come with?”

“You were going to run where?”

She received a cacophony of low sniggers in reply.

She shook her head.  “This place might remind you girls of high school, but it’s a little more serious than that, don’t you think?”

Lisa surprised even herself with the words and phrasing she had used.  Perhaps they were born of frustration and anger, she reasoned later, or the fatigue that the training was designed to create so that bodily recovery could make the athletes stronger was making her a little more short tempered than usual.

The reaction was typical of bullies.  Angie herself did not know where to look, startled that a fellow athlete should be standing up to her?

“Well… uh… look, we’re going to run that way.  You’re welcome to come with us?”

Lisa smiled inwardly.

“Sure.  I’ll give it a go.  I just hope I’m as fit as you three obviously are.”

Angie nodded.

“Let’s see, shall we?”

 






  







 

Chapter 9

 

The run was done at a fairly fast pace.  As far as Lisa was aware, nowhere in the entire training facility used heart rate monitors or power measurement or any similar scientific device (or scientific advances, as Lisa preferred to refer to them), but she was confident of her own limits and not afraid to push them.  The biggest issue here, however, was that they quickly left the path and went cross-country.  Despite her shouted protests that leaving the path was dangerous (by virtue of the fact that the terrain was rough, with potential holes or other dangers hidden by the long dry grass of the slope – the threat of stocks or prison notwithstanding), the other women ran on, almost laughing at her as she felt the wind pick up.

The increased wind on the plain pulled at her tied hair as she tried to keep up with the others.  Still, in the back of her mind, the thought that this ‘witch’ might be some haggard old woman who might be dangerous, nagged at her.  Where exactly were they going, and why (assuming they were telling the truth about the ‘witch’) would anyone live so far out on this blasted plain?

The pace picked up, though as Lisa found her footing and discovered that the base of the grassy plain was sandy yet firm, she was able to catch up.  Angie was race fit, though it seemed that her two companions were less so, as Lisa was able to distance them and close the gap between her and Angie.

Then came the hill.  It probably was not much of a rise in terms of the topography of the plateau and the upper part of the strange island that they had all been living on these past weeks, and yet it somehow seemed enough to make Angie’s friends give up.  One stopped, panting, with her hands on her knees, while the other slowed down to a rambling walk, hands placed firmly on her hips as she tried to recover from the pace that the other women were setting.

Lisa felt good.  She was not sure whether she had begun to adapt to the rigours of the rowing and had become fitter, or whether it was because she had not run in so long that her muscles had recovered a little from the training regime that she had forced them through prior to coming to the island.  Whatever the reason, her pace was increasing and she was slowly catching the scantily clad woman in shorts and top in front, whose blond hair spilt out behind her and was caught by the gusty wind that seemed now to have developed even more across the brow of the hill.

Lisa could feel the strain as she reached the top, her heart feeling as though it was about to burst.  A thought struck her as she dodged a small bush and kept to the direct line that she had been following in order to catch up with Angie.  Had they made Kerry walk in chains across this blasted heath, naked as she had been when Lisa last saw her after her three-day ordeal of being stocked and forced to suck cock?  She found that she did not want to contemplate the awfulness of the prospect if it had been true.

She could see that Angie was tiring, as a sudden dullness took hold in the sky above her.  Dark clouds were moving across the sun now.  She cast a glance behind her, and realised that the other two women had turned back.  In the distance, now that she had cleared the rise and brow of the hill, she could see a lane.  She saw it taper down towards the plateau, and towards what looked like a small house or cottage of some kind.

She realised suddenly that her pace and her apparent gains in catching up with Angie, had actually been because Angie was in fact slowing down as she approached the environs of the small house and the poorly kept gardens that appeared to surround it.

The building was simple, as if it had been conceived, developed and then built very quickly without much thought to any of it.  It was single floored, with parts of the wall still showing unfinished blockwork while others appeared to have been reinforced with finished brick.  The roof was sloped and tiled, a job that despite the appearance of the rest of the dwelling, appeared to at least have been well finished.

She could now see that Angie was slowing right down as she approached, but she had allowed herself to get close enough to be seen by anyone living inside.  She paused outside one of the low walls, which had been built with some of the local stone she had seen dotted about the island.

Angie now had her hands on her knees, taking her time to recover slightly.  Lisa could see her breath as she exhaled and eased down, as the cooler air at this height made everything feel a little colder than it had been further down the slope.  It was not long before Lisa stood beside the American.

“Good run,” Angie said, gasping lightly between breaths.

“Thanks.  Probably a little harder than I had wanted to go, considering we’ll be rowing… and whipped… again soon.  Is this the ‘House of the Witch?’ Lisa teased.

“Yes.  Well, I guess you realise she isn’t exactly a witch, but we tease her nevertheless,” Angie said, standing upright now and looking over the wall.

“My, I’d never have guessed, Angie.  You realise we’ve left your friends behind, and they’ll probably head back, and that means you don’t have your gang with you to help intimidate this poor woman?”  Lisa was striving for a reaction, though she remained a little disappointed as Angie smiled ruefully.

“I don’t think I need them with this one.  She isn’t exactly the most confident creature in the world.”

“So, you bully her, is that it?”

“Well, we have been known to throw stones at her windows.”

“You sure you aren’t a boy, Angie?” Lisa remarked, almost ducking as movement at the back of the small house distracted her.

The small wooden door creaked as it opened.  Angie smiled as Lisa stared, wondering suddenly if Angie was right about a witch living in this remote place.  The woman was tall, or perhaps once had been tall.  Now she appeared to be slightly stooped, as if there were some issue with her back.  She shuffled rather than walked.  She wore loose jeans, which did not appear to be very clean, and an old, worn jumper with long sleeves covering her arms, made in the polo-neck style such that it covered her throat.  Her dark hair, which now showed flecks of grey, was tied tightly back, revealing a face that seemed haggard – although the woman did not seem that old, perhaps forty or so.

She saw the runners almost immediately, and stared across the short distance broken up by the garden wall.  She seemed about to say something regarding the two women in tracksuits, their hair tousled by the wind.  Angie tugged at Lisa’s arm.

“Come on.  We need to go.  She’ll report us and then… well, it won’t be good.”

“What?” Lisa said, still staring at the woman, who started to walk to the wall now.

“Come on, Lisa!”

Angie was starting to back away now, moving back the way she had come.

“I don’t understand.  What are you afraid of?”

“Come on, if we get caught, we’ll be put in the Galera.”

Lisa’s eyes widened, remembering that that was the ‘prison’ to which Kerry had been taken, as she turned to stare at Angie.

“That’s where they took Kerry.”

“Yes.  And you don’t want to go there, trust me.  Ok?”

Angie had started to run now, while Lisa stood rooted to the spot.  She shouted something, but Lisa could not hear her.  So Angie had led them here as some sort of dare, hoping to see this woman and then run before she could do anything about it?  Something, however, made Lisa stand and stare.  Perhaps she might know more about the infamous Galera.  Perhaps she had seen Kerry?

The woman had reached the wall now, within speaking distance despite the fact that the wind had picked up.

“Aren’t you going to run away too?” she said, her voice low and gravely.

“They say you’re a witch.  I’m not sure I believe that,” Lisa said, her voice quivering as she spoke.

The other woman smiled.

“I guess I like to keep myself to myself.  Despite what they say, I’m not a witch and I’m not going to report you to the guards.”

“Guards?” Lisa replied.

“Ok then.  Coaches, if you will.”  They both looked away, until the strange, slightly stooped woman spoke once more.  “Come in, why don’t you.  I’m making coffee.”

Lisa smiled and stepped forward.  “Yes.  I’d like that.  My name’s Lisa, by the way.”

The older woman opened the small wooden gate, allowing Lisa to step inside the walled garden, and looked up.

“I’m Justine,” she said.

 






  







 

Chapter 10

 

The inside of the house was basic and sparsely furnished.  They sat in what appeared to be the larger of the four rooms.  Lisa guessed that there was one bedroom, a bathroom, and some sort of kitchen where Justine had made the coffee.

“You live here?” Lisa said, as she was guided to a rough cushioned chair near an old fireplace.

“For the last year, yes,” Justine said from the kitchen.

Lisa could see her moving inside the small area, also seeing an ancient stove and some loose cutlery and cups.  Although everything in the small house appeared to be tidy, even clean – after a fashion – it all seemed very old and used, and there was a discernable tang of dampness in the air.

Justine walked slowly back into the small living area carrying the two cups of coffee.  There was something about her walk that made Lisa think that she was being held back, almost as if she were walking through water or something similar.  She wanted to ask her if there were something wrong with her legs, but thought better of it.

She thanked her as she accepted the warm mug, which seemed a little dirty and worn.

“So why do you live up here all alone?” Lisa asked, disturbing the eerie silence that seemed to have developed between the two of them.  She sipped the coffee.  It had a pleasant warming effect on her after running up the hill in the relatively cool air.

A strange look came over Justine’s face as Lisa asked the question – a mix of terror and isolation, which seemed to make her afraid to answer the question.

“They call me a witch, is that right?”

“What?  Oh, yes, they seem to, but I didn’t believe it, of course,” Lisa replied, sipping the coffee.  “This is really nice, thanks.”

Justine licked dried lips and nodded.

“Thank you.  You haven’t been here long, have you?”

“No.  A few weeks.  I’ve been on the smaller galley and then been moved to the larger one.  A bit of a change, I’ll grant you.  They use whips.”

She watched as Justine swallowed and nodded almost imperceptibly, as if some distant, horrible memory had been awakened by her words.

“I never rowed on those,” she muttered quietly.

“Oh?  You mean you were an athlete being trained here?” Lisa asked, suddenly interested.

“Not exactly.  There are… well, there are some things that you haven’t perhaps seen here.”

“Oh you mean the Galera – the prison that they’ve talked about?”

Justine looked up, shuddering as Lisa mentioned the name.

“Yes.  Well, that’s part of it.  I… I served at the oar.”

“You served?”  Lisa lowered the crude coffee mug.  “What do you mean you ‘served’?”

“The ships that you train on are the ‘white’ galleys,” she added slowly, hugging her own mug of warm liquid with her hands.  Lisa noticed as she watched how gnarled and worked her hands appeared to be, almost arthritic.  She was used to taking particular care of her hands with lotions and oils – it was the feminine thing to do, though it appeared that care and attention to her skin was something that would be coming too late for Justine.  Although she appeared to be in her forties, though it was hard to tell with the haggard look on her face, her hands were gnarled and overworked, with what seemed to be hardened and healed blisters on her palms and fingers.

She looked up as she realised that Lisa had been looking at them.  She slowly turned one of her palms over as Lisa gasped.

“When you’re worked half to death on one of the ‘black’ galleys, your hands will look like this too.”

Lisa stared.

“What?  I’ve no intention of ending up like… I’m sorry,” she said, realising where the conversation had been going.  “I don’t understand.  What are the black galleys?”

Justine smiled slightly, her hand shaking as she put the mug on a nearby rough table, and bent over to lift her pants leg up.  Something dark and heavy fell down Justine’s ankle as Lisa watched and realised that she was looking at a thick, wrought iron fetter, a heavy rivet holding it in place, with an attached ring – presumably there to accommodate a chain.  She wore a thin sock around her ankle, which must have protected it somewhat, though it was clear from the redness around it and old scarring that the fetter had been there for a long time, and that it was far from comfortable to wear.

“You were in chains?” Lisa asked, eyes wide with surprise.

“Yes, something I never really got used to.”  As if to underline the fact, Justine slowly raised her other pants leg to reveal a second fetter.  Lisa gasped this time.  The other leg appeared to have been more heavily abraded by the fetter, with scarring – old and new – along the line of her calf.

“Didn’t they remove the chains?  I don’t understand.  Why were you chained?”

“The black galleys are there to entertain the masses,” she muttered.

“What?”

“I think there’s a lot you don’t understand.”

“Clearly,” Lisa responded slowly.  “So, is this black galley another level above what I’ve been training on?  Thanks for the warning.  I mean, if they ever suggest I move to the next level, I know what to expect.”

“I volunteered,” Justine said slowly, before Lisa had finished her sentence.

“You what?”

“I said I volunteered.”

“You agreed to be put in chains and row?” Lisa gasped.

“Yes.  There’s a little more than that.  You’ve felt the whip.  All rowers are kept naked and chained, whipped harshly and forced to… well, satisfy the overseer’s cock when required.”

Lisa was speechless.  Was this woman some sort of pain freak?  She volunteered to do this?  Volunteered to row naked in chains under a whip?  She had been whipped herself and felt the lash while rowing on the larger ship.  But to be in chains, under what must be horrible conditions, if the overseers were able to…

“I sucked their cocks,” Justine said, as if eager to finish her thoughts for her.

Lisa did not know where to look, and she drained the coffee mug.  She wanted to go, thinking that the woman perhaps was indeed a ‘witch’ – not in the conventional sense of course, but weaving a spell of lies and craziness that threatened to engulf her own already addled mind.  Perhaps meeting her was part of some elaborate training regime that she knew nothing about, and her reactions from here on in would dictate what would happen to her next.

“I should be going…” she heard herself say, placing the cup on the same rough table and starting to get up.  Justine stopped her, placing a hand on her arm.

“I rowed for four years,” she said, stooping as she stood up.  “I could have left after one, but I stayed, then continued to volunteer.  Why would I do that?” she asked desperately, her voice cracking.

“I… I don’t know… I…”

“They paid me one million dollars for every year I spent there, told me that the money would be invested, would keep going up and up, that despite the rigours and marks and mental anguish that the rowing would result in, I would be rich and able to live anywhere in the world.”

“So… so why do you stay here?” Lisa asked.

She licked lips that seemed to have been made dry by years of neglect, and made a show of shrugging with shoulders that appeared to be bent from years of fatigue.

“I was a triathlete once.  I was fit and strong.  Each successive year at the oar, under the whip, sucking cock, made me less inclined to return to society, at least as I had known it before I made the decision to volunteer for the oar.”

“But that’s madness.”

“Indeed.  Some would say madness yes.  I…”  She paused before continuing.  “I fell in love with a man, the man who enticed me to volunteer in the first place.  When I left the galley, I was able to live here, in this vile place, rather than be sent back to the Galera to be a slave at the wheel.  He used to visit me here, in my misery and degradation, but I haven’t seen him in so long.”

Lisa felt sorry for her, and moved a hand to her arm, even as tears started to well up in her eyes.  There was still muscle there, muscles, she realised, that must have been honed and developed during the terrible years that this poor woman had suffered at the oar.

“And so they leave you here to die?” Lisa asked sullenly.

“Better that than slaving and lying in chains and shit in the Galera.”

“That’s the prison here, yes?”

“Yes.  It’s used for everyone.  Volunteers to the oar, and also real prisoners or disenfranchised women from the mainland, shuttled out of prison and ‘bought’ as slaves by the management here, for the entertainment of those who pay enough to watch the rowers and prisoners… in chains.”

“You mean this whole place is a scam?”

“Yes, of course.  I thought you’d worked that out.  I thought you had wanted to be part of this?”

“Part of it?  Part of the training, yes.  My coach had pushed me to come here.  I don’t want to be part of some Internet scam where women are used and abused.”

“But then why did you come to see me?”

“I didn’t …” Lisa paused.  “What do you mean?”

“I’m under orders to call the Galera guards whenever I see trainees from the northern part of the island.  I thought you knew.  I thought that was why you had come.  You mean you aren’t here to volunteer for the black galley?”

“What?  No, of course not!”

Lisa stood upright, suddenly terrified.

“It’s too late, Lisa,” Justine said, staring at the floor.  “Too late for you.  I’m sorry.  If you see Joshua… please tell him that I…”

“Shut-up!  You bitch!” Lisa screamed.  “You set me up!”

She bounded across the small main living room of the shack-like dwelling, grabbing the door and pulling it open.  The two men who had been standing in the field behind the wall glanced up.  One of them pulled a black bag from his pocket as he saw her, as they advanced.  She could hear shouts from around the house now.  They were coming for her.

 






  







 

Chapter 11

 

It was not a long struggle on Lisa’s part.  There were too many of them for a start.  She saw Justine out of the corner of her eye, retreating back into her small kitchen as the men burst inside, almost taking the pathetic door off its hinges as they did so.  Lisa screamed as they made a grab for her, punching one in the face even as another pulled the black hood over her head.  Her arms were grabbed and forced behind her, and she felt heavy, old fashioned style cuffs placed and locked around her wrists.  Once they were in place, what resistance she had left started to fade as she was gut-punched and beaten to the ground.  A flurry of pushing and the sound of furniture being knocked over followed as they had lifted her and pushed her out into the fresh air and she was awkwardly herded across the rough ground.  Angie had fled, presumably, as Lisa could not hear any other women nearby, just these savage men.  Angie… damn her!  Had this all been a set-up just to take her out of the picture?  Had Angie known that by taking her to the ‘witch’, Justine, that she would be entrapped by the bent old galley slave’s machinations?

Lisa tried to remain calm, tried to control her breathing, the chains at her wrists clanking as she walked.

“Where are you taking me?  Where?”

Another shove from behind her was the only answer she received as she tried to control her stumble in order to prevent falling blindly to the rough ground.

“Leave her.  She’ll suffer enough when we get there,” a voice said.  It was a voice with a distinct European accent, and one that she instantly recognised.

“Hans?  Hans, is that you?” she screamed inside the hood.  She felt him walk alongside her as she moved.

“It’s me, Lisa, yes.  Listen.  Just do as they say, and don’t resist.  When you get to the Galera, just answer their questions and obey, ok?”

“The Galera.  You can’t let them, Hans.  Is Kerry there?  Hans?”

Another shove in her back made her almost fall.

“Listen to me, Lisa.  Obey and you will survive.  Understood?”

“Y… yes,” she stammered, and let herself be led along the grassy terrain, toward her fate.

 

* * * * *

 

They did not remove the hood until Lisa was well inside the complex.  During the walk, she had considered what Justine had said, and tried not to let the anger that she felt at being set up to well up within her.  Justine had been a galley slave and had known about the Galera prison, that much was certain.  Had Angie known that if she led Lisa to the strange bent old woman on the hill, it would mean that she would be taken to the foul prison?  Her hatred for Angie was growing.

She could smell the prison as they came closer to it, a mix of piss and shit and fear, unless that smell was some sort of sewerage plant near the sea.  No, it was a prison of some sort.  She could hear the gulls on the cliffs nearby, so knew that they had reached the opposite coast of the strange plateau-like island.  She called for Hans a few times, but received only slaps or shoves from the other men in return.

She heard some sort of metal grille being lifted, and felt herself being moved down stone steps.  Warm air came from below, warmer than the wind blasted ground she had been marched across, anyway.

She decided against asking where she was being taken, knowing that she would receive neither an answer nor fair treatment in response.  She tried to play down the numbing, growing fear in her mind that threatened to engulf her and make her panic, make her bend and plead and kneel and try to convince them to release her.  She would remain defiant.

 

* * * * *

 

The lights threatened to dazzle her as the bag was removed from Lisa’s head.  It took several seconds to adjust to her surroundings.  She was still cuffed; indeed, the steel was now biting into her wrists, making her hands hurt.  She gasped and looked up.  The room was lit by a single bulb, the walls were drab, and a rusted, iron barred door to one side indicated where she had been pushed inside.  She could hear distant sounds of female cries and male voices, but she was not sure precisely what they meant.  The smell that filled her nostrils was pervasive, a mix of humanity’s worst excesses and perhaps the sea.  It was not something that she thought that she might ever get used to.  She bit her lip, trying as best she could not to be terrified.

It was hot.  She noticed that a grille in the floor exuded heat.  She thought she could discern clanking sounds far below.

“Lisa Brennan, yes?”

A man and a woman sat behind the drab desk.  She recognised Voss immediately, though she could not place the man.  She had expected Barker to be there, but had not yet seen him.  She glanced around, looking for Hans, but the two men beside her were coaches (or guards), dressed in black garb, that she had not seen before now.

“Answer the question, please,” the man said more loudly, a trace of impatience in his voice.

“Yes.  I’m Lisa Brennan, but you already know that!”  She stared at Voss, narrowing her eyes

The man was reasonably slim for his age, and actually quite handsome.  She noted first that he wore an expensive suit – a very expensive suit.  He had spoken gruffly to her, but there was something in her voice that attracted her to him instantly, a kind of power, a strong demeanour of sorts.  His hair was greying at the temples and his face displayed a few wrinkles brought about by his age, though Lisa was telling herself that it seemed to generate some character on his part, even despite the situation that she now found herself in.

She heard one of the guards behind her reach for something, but she did not turn around to see what it was.

“Unchain her,” he said.  She winced as the bonds were released.  She brought her hands forward, trying to wring some of the feeling back into them.

“Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me quite yet,” he said, smiling ruefully at her.

“You left the compound and ran way off course, yes?  You realise that there are punishments for this sort of thing?”

“She knows,” Voss interrupted.  “She took ten lashes of the whip on her first day.”

“Yes.  So it says in her file,” the man said, ruffling through some of the rough pages in her report.

“You face further punishment then.”

“So you’re going to put me in prison?  With Kerry?  Is that it?” she barked.

“I don’t think you would suit the Galera,” he said.  “You are a bit of a firebrand, I think you’ll agree?”

“She isn’t ready for the black galley, Joshua,” Voss said suddenly, almost glaring at him.  He narrowed his eyes as he returned the stare.  Voss looked away quickly, aware that she had said too much.

“The black galley?” Lisa said suddenly.  So this was Joshua – the man who Justine had fallen in love with.

“You don’t think I’m up to the challenge, is that it?”

The man known as Joshua licked his lips.  “You spoke with Justine?”

There was a faraway look in his eyes as he spoke the name.  Lisa noticed it instantly.

“Yes.  She told me what you people do on the black galley, the sort of horrors that are played out there.”

“That’s where we’re going to put you.  I can’t put you to work in the Galera.  It would take significantly longer to break you.  No, the black galley will be fine.”  He nodded, eyeing her body.  “She has good numbers from rowing?”

Voss opened the file slowly again.  “One of the best.”

Under any other circumstances Lisa might have beamed with pride at the assertion that she was one of the better athletes on the island.  Joshua leafed through her file.

“Yes, she’s getting good numbers.  What sport do you compete in?”

“Triathlon,” she said gruffly.  For some reason that seemed to create an impression with him, as if a memory that he had tried to suppress had suddenly re-emerged to unsettle him.  She remembered suddenly that Justine had been a triathlete.

“Remove your clothes,” he said slowly.  She felt the guards either side of her tense, unsure if they could predict the reaction or were becoming excited.

“What?”

He sighed.  “Let’s get through the predictable reaction, shall we?  The excitement, the female emotional response and all the damned baggage that goes with it.”  He gritted his teeth and repeated his original statement.  “Remove your clothes, or I’ll have the guards rip them off.”

Anger filled her.  She wanted to lash out, to punch one of the guards at her side, but knew that it would do her little good and that she would feel pain if she did.

“Why?”

“Because you’re going to the black galley, and you won’t need clothing there.”

She swallowed nervously, and started to kick off her trainers.

“How long will I be there?”

“Perhaps a year, depending on your behaviour,” he said calmly.

“A… a year?”  She paused as she finished taking off her shoes.

“Strip her,” he said, sighing.  The guards moved forward with relish, grabbing her clothes and pulling at the top and tracksuit trousers as she grunted and stared at Joshua.

“GNNNN… just like Justine, eh?  You bastard!”

That got a reaction.  She saw him sit back.  She could tell that he was gritting his teeth.

They had reduced her to sports bra and knickers relatively quickly as she strove to hide herself behind her arms, yet she realised that any action in this regard was to no avail.

“Let her finish herself,” Joshua said now.

Lisa stared at him, holding back the tears that would inevitably come as she reached down to remove her socks, her bare feet cold against the rough stone floor.  She moved her hands to her bra, slowing detaching it, sneering at Joshua as he licked his lips upon finally seeing her breasts.  She dropped the garment onto the floor with her other clothes, and slowly hooked her thumbs into her last remaining piece of underwear, pulling it down and stepping her long legs out of it, before standing proud and defiant in front of Joshua and Voss.  She grunted as the guards grabbed her arms once more and chained them behind her.

“UGHH.  Damn you!”

She was still defiant as she regarded her captors once more.

“And what did Justine tell you?” Joshua said.  It was clear, no matter how much he tried to hide it, that Justine’s feelings were echoed by this man.  The athlete who had been ruined by her experience at the oar and now lived in decrepit isolation had created more of an impression that she had realised, perhaps.

She paused.

“She said the oar ruined her, but she still volunteered for it, year after year.”

“Well, your time at the oar will be a punishment, rather than work required for money.”

He nodded at one of the guards.  In those initial seconds, she wondered what the nod meant.

“EAAHHHHH!”

She screamed as the cane swished through the air and welted the back of her thighs, surging forward from the momentum of the hard slap across her muscled legs.

“What the hell... GNNN…?”

She lifted a leg, wincing at the fiery pain, unable to move her chained hands as she tried instinctively to rub at the thigh.

“She volunteered, yes.  A year at the oar on the black galley is no easy task.  Constant effort, constant pain.”  She gasped, standing still again, still defiant.

He nodded again

“GNN… AIAIAIAIEE!”

The thick cane landed across her calves this time.

“Dammit.  Stop hitting me,” she grunted, lifting her legs as if to dilute the horrible sting that seemed to last for a long time after each thrash of the cane.

“The cane’s nothing compared to how your back will feel after months of whipping.  I need you to submit, to be rid of this defiance you’re showing.”

“H… How long will I be at the oar, damn you?”

“Damn me?  Lisa, my love, it’s you who is damned.”  He nodded again.

Both men beat her savagely across the legs with their canes as she almost fell to the floor, wincing and twisting in agony as she screamed.

“Take her away.  Get her tagged and fettered, then shave her head.”

Lisa’s eyes widened in horror.  “No.  No!”

 

* * * * *

 

They kept her hands chained behind her as she was taken to some form of workshop, filthy and covered in oil, though she could smell and hear the sea nearby.  With the walk from the room where she had been interviewed and thrashed to this place, her feet had gathered the filth of the floor.  Even now, as she was made to lean against a rough steel bench, she was picking up grime on her otherwise clean, but nude, body.

They held her as someone worked at one of the benches, stamping a metal tag on a small ring.

“Gnn… what is that for?” she grunted.

“Your number, your release date, and the fact that you’re a prisoner rather than a volunteer.”

“What?  Wait.  How long will I be at the oar?”  She moved forward again, already knowing the answer to the question, and then she was pushed back by one of the men with a cane.  They began to thrash her, ignoring her screams as the thick rods slapped harshly against the front of her thighs and her breasts.

They grabbed her by the hair as they finished, pulling her head up as she gasped and cried.

“Get the fetters on her ankles.”

She was dragged forward to a smaller steel table, her foot pushed up so that it lined up with a small steel block.

She shuddered as the man who appeared to be doing all the work, a thick set brute with a beard and no hair on his head, lifted a heavy wrought iron fetter with a crude hinging mechanism and started to roughly position it around her bare ankle.  It creaked as he closed it around her leg, and he moved for the hammer and a hot rivet.

“Oh God.  No, wait, please.”

The brute went to get a hammer and hot rivet, and moved her fettered bare foot within the confines of the steel plate before hammering the rivet into place, and locking her leg into the steel.  She grunted at each impact, as the guards held her in place, not least because the flattening of the rivet – no matter how ancient the technology, meant that her fate was sealed – to be fettered and chained like a slave, a galley slave.

Her foot was pushed from the steel as the bald man beckoned for her to put her other foot in place.

“Hurry up, bitch!  You want a whipping before you’re even on the galley?”

Tears fell as she moved her bare foot to the hard steel and the process was repeated.  She was pushed back, her ankles heavy from the steel, as the guards held her.  The device that would be used to pierce her nipple and attach the identification tag to her looked ancient and rusted, though she doubted that made it any less effective.  She struggled, but they held her in place, pulling at one of her nipples in order to make it large and erect, then painfully piercing it as she cried out, and inserting the tag with its ring.  She could also see the date stamped on the tag.  Her eyes widened as she saw a date in the following year, and realisation hit her once more.

“NOOO!”

The cane fell across her legs again, as she struggled in vain.

 

* * * * *

 

They had shaved her head before she left the workshop.  Even now, loose hairs fell as she was pushed through some sort of ancient cavern system.  She could smell the sea, or prison stink, or perhaps a combination of the two.  She winced at the fiery welts that decorated her thighs and belly after she had been thrashed again.  They had kept her cuffed in order to have her head shaved.  She had not been offered a mirror, in order to look at her bald, chained nudity, but perhaps, she considered in her terror, it was for the best.  She was still chained as they led her out of the cave system, and she realised that she was in a much larger cavern to which artificial lighting had been added.  The smell of the sea was much more distinct now, though she realised that the pungent odour that seemed to fill the natural enclosed space was actually coming from the black galley.

It sat inside the cave, lit both by the roof lighting and the daylight that entered from the large entrance at the sea mouth, perhaps two hundred yards away.  The natural, water filled grotto, was large enough to dwarf the long ‘black’ and stinking galley, which stood in front of her now, yet she could not appreciate the rocky grandeur as her eyes remained fixed on the hell ship that was moored to a long, complex wooden dock in front of her, the ship on which she would serve as a slave at the oar.

She swallowed nervously as they forced her onward, bare feet slapping against the rough wooden boards.  She could see the gangplank, and two rough men waiting at the top to receive their latest charge for the terrible labour.

She looked over the sides of the walkway as she was forced onto the ship, considered jumping into the black waters below, but her head over-ruled her.  She was not quite ready to kill herself yet.  She tried to suppress the thought that she might not feel the same way after a year of this work, and she tried not to remember the bent form of Justine’s body – had Justine once been like her?

One of the men smiled as he saw her body.

“Prisoner or volunteer?”

“Prisoner,” one of the guards said, and the smile grew wider.  She was not sure what that meant in terms of difference with regard to treatment, but knew that it could not be good.

“Wait.  I was an athlete… I was training on the island.”

He laughed in response.

“You must have made some mistakes, if you’re a prisoner now.”

He grabbed her by the arm and started to hurriedly pull her down the deck.

A wooden hatch at the bow gave access to the rowing deck below.  One of the men lifted it with a grunt.

“I’ll… I’ll stay down here for a year, in chains?”

The men laughed.

“If you’re lucky, bitch, aye.”

“And if I’m unlucky?” she said sullenly, regaining some of her composure and keeping the terror at bay for a time; something which was not made easy by the fact that she was naked, being manhandled and already with heavy iron fetters weighing on her feet.

“You might be kept in the Galera for a time.  Trust me, working under the whips of the wheelmasters, the furnace keepers, or worse, in the mine, will make some time at sea, breathing in that nice air, seem like a dream.”

They laughed at her distress again, though she was determined to show them that she was not afraid, even as they jerked up the heavy wooden hatch and she gagged at the stench from below.

The smell reminded her of the old zoos she had been to long ago, the stench of poorly kept animals – though in this case the animals were human, women who slaved naked at their horrible work.

She wanted to pull away from the savage grip that held her, as she looked down into the semi darkness of the deck below, the warm stench of human waste, sweat and fear wafting up at her.  Instead, knowing that there was little she could do at the minute, she allowed them to take her down the worn and slippery wooden steps.  The wood creaked, and was caked in filth and grime, though each step brought her closer to the first view of the galley deck, something that a dark part of her mind at least wanted to witness, even if it meant that her immediate future, in terms of slavery, pain and anguish, was sealed.

She found that she was holding her breath as her fettered feet brought her downward to her fate.  She was unsure whether she was trying not to breathe in the fetid air, or whether fear was making her stop breathing.  She curled her toes around each wooden step, for fear of falling.

She gasped in horror, breathing deep from the rancid air, as she took in the hellish view.

She had been brought down at the prow of the vessel, so that the backs of the female rowers were displayed in front of her.  She gagged again as she breathed in the stinking air, her eyes widening at the horrible sight in front of her.  They had told her that some of these women were prisoners – perhaps agreeing to be treated as a naked galley slave in preference to harsh treatment in some North African prison, but some were volunteers?  She could scarcely believe it, no matter how much money they had been promised.

The women sat on simple benches, which as she could see from the nearest, were simply no more than the beams that framed the hull, sitting on edge and thereby providing a very uncomfortable seat of sorts.

There were three tiers of women on the rowing deck.  The highest tier sat furthest from the filthy wooden walkway that traversed the entire length of the ship, by virtue of the curvature of the massive hull.  They sat high, though clearly not clear of the whips of the male overseers, as the welts across their lower back and filthy buttocks were obvious.  Their ankles were chained, the dark links swaying lightly as exhausted rowers tried not to move too much.  Dark marks on the side of the hull showed where their waste slid down the hull into the bilge.

On the tier below them, another bank of women sat, their heads level with those of anyone walking past on the walkway.  This position, it seemed, was entirely open to the lash, as exhibited by the welted backs.  Lisa was pushed forward, past one woman in particular who had been horribly flogged across the back and lay forward upon her oar, shivering – her head had perhaps once been shaved like Lisa’s, but hair was growing back.  Lisa prayed that she would not end up like that.  Again, the women in the mid tier had their ankles chained, the links falling down beside the poor wretches in the lowest tier.

The lowest tier was the worst of all, by virtue of the fact that the bare chained feet of the women were forced into the foul bilge water and its even fouler contents.

The condition of the bodies that sat upon those makeshift benches made her want to be sick.  There was little light, brought in mostly through the oar ports, though some pale lamplight was also in evidence.  The black yet shimmering surface of water appeared at the feet of the women.  The lower part of the hull, where the lower tier sat and rotted, was a pool of sludge and bilge water.  Lisa nearly vomited.

She was marched on up the deck, which was damp underfoot, and the timbers heaved and creaked as she walked.  The smell became worse as the effect of the ventilation at the entrance became less noticeable and she wretched dryly.

“Here,” one of the overseers barked suddenly.  She almost jumped in surprise.  There, to one side, an empty bench was revealed in the dim light.  The surface of the narrow bench was wet and glistened in the pale light.  Beneath it, the brown muddy water rippled slightly as the galley swayed in the wind.

“Don’t… don’t put me there, please.  My… feet will be in the bilge water,” she exclaimed, caring little for what they thought at that moment, or indeed, for what she was allowed to say now that she was a ‘galley slave’.

She heard the swish in the air before she felt the stinging fire of the whip across her legs.  She yelped and danced at the fiery welt.  It was not as direct as the cane had been across her legs, but she felt its effect nonetheless.

“Get on the bench, bitch!” the overseer barked, caring little for her proclivities with regard to keeping her feet out of the filthy bilge water.  The stench of it was sickening as she slowly crossed the walkway and reached one foot down into the cold, sludge-like water.  She tried not to think of what might be in it, wondering idly when it was pumped or drained away.  Surely they did not simply let it congregate.

“YAIIII!”

The lash fell across her back as she dropped down into the bilge, feeling the wood of the hull supports under her feet.  She was shaking with fear now, as one of the men knelt down into the filthy water to lift a rusted chain.  As she sat down, he began to feed the dripping chain through the rings on her heavy fetters, and then connected an ancient padlock to the far side of the hull.  The chain, Lisa noticed, was attached between either side of the hull, meaning that both her feet were connected to it.  It ran across the deck, and she realised that both she and the woman on her tier across the walkway were now both connected to the same length of chain.  She raised her dripping feet and wrapped her toes around the wooden beam that ran in front of her.  At least this way, she considered, only her heels would be dipped in the bilge water.

The oar had been pulled in and pushed forward.  She stared at it now; dark, rough and certainly heavier than any of the polished, lean timber oars that she had been using on the practice galleys.  That was what her earlier experiences had been, she now realised, practice for the hell of the black galley which she now formed a part of, a woman whose sole role was to row in concert with the other poor galley slaves – whipped, chained, and perhaps worse, at the whim of savage male overseers.  Her heels disturbed the brown coloured water of the bilge as she leaned forward and stared at her chained feet.  The lash fell heavily across her lower back as she was lost in thought.  Her body twisted and writhed as she yelped loudly at the welt of the whip.  It was long handled for control, with a short lash for effect, which would – though she could not see it – have left a thick red welt across her flesh.  She could, however, see the resultant effects of the ongoing punishment on the women in front of her at their positions and various heights – serving their oars.  She knew, however reluctantly, that she stared at what she would inevitably become.

 

* * * * *

 

The work was incredibly hard, for a number of reasons.  As she toiled, naked and chained, with her enslaved ‘sisters’, the environment played on her mind.  In the practice galleys, there had been a clear delineation between being a slave and being an athlete under training.  Despite the near nakedness and the limited use of whips, they had still been athletes.  Here, she was nothing more than a lowly galley slut.

The shifts were punishing.  Three long hours of backbreaking work, punctuated by hard welts from the whips across her back as she pushed forward, or across breasts and thighs as she pulled back.  The whips themselves were harder and less flexible than the ones that had been used on her before, when she had still been free, even harder than the cat that had been used to flog her that first day.

She constantly tried to check the date on the tag that wobbled at her nipple, though even when she had the opportunity to look at it and re-confirm her release date, she was afraid to incur the overseer’s wrath and the whips.

Her thoughts were simple as she rowed, as she realised that to try to conceptualise anything more difficult would result in her losing concentration and momentum, which would ultimately entail that her naked body was whipped.  She could see enough red welts raising on her body to tell her that avoidance of the lash was by far the best policy.  She tried hard not to let dark thoughts and despair overwhelm her.

It was an overwhelming relief when the break arrived after three hours.  Her body was drenched with sweat.  She no longer cared about the foul bilge water, having already urinated in it during her rowing.  Her chained feet dropped into it as she fell across the oar.  Her heart had wanted to burst during one section of the horrible ordeal, when the pace had increased.  She had pushed hard with her legs and feet, toes wrapped around the filthy timbers, reacting to the drum, using it to regulate her body’s movement and thus avoid the pain of the whip on her back or legs or belly.  The efforts had exhausted her, made her work at and above her lactate threshold in order to keep up.  She realised that these other prisoners and volunteers were like lithe machines, fitter than even athletes, perhaps, as their brains told their bodies that the only way to avoid pain was to row until exhausted.

The inevitable break in hard labour, however, meant that what Justine had predicted would happen, finally occurred.  Three overseers stood in line as the lower tier was allowed to rest, each of them on the catwalk close to Lisa.  The one in front dropped his trousers, his engorged cock level with her head as Lisa sat on the bench.  She gasped, looking up, her heart still pounding from the efforts.  He looked down on her, wanking his cock a little and gasping.

“You know what to do, prisoner.”

She stared at the large, hard penis in front of her.  She wanted to scream her defiance, stand up and back away, despite the horrible water she stood in and the confining ankle irons, but she knew that it was not an option, not until she had served her year at the oar.

She licked her dry lips and opened her mouth, moving forward to take the head between her lips, licking the underside of it and moving her mouth along its length before sucking and pulling back.

“She’s a natural,” the man groaned.

She wanted to cry and scream, but part of her, some dark hidden part, almost recognised the fact that she had been given a compliment by the overseer.  She did not want to tell herself that she would make a good galley slave, that she would row hard and suck well, but the part of her mind that knew she had been whipped, stripped and chained for some fateful reason, and knew in herself that she would become a powerful oarslave, was convinced of it.

 

* * * * *

 

Tarik was watching the monitor on the rockface wall, looking at the relatively clean, new slave as she sucked the overseer’s cock.

“Who is the new galley slave?” he asked slowly, rubbing his own erection beneath the trousers of his expensive suit.

“An athlete, from the camp,” Joshua replied, watching also, but with less of a reaction than his boss.  He had seen it all before.  Women chained and enslaved, whipped and made to suck cock.  There was little new for him here.

“She volunteered?” Tarik replied, moving his head slightly from the elaborate headrest of the large armchair he sat in.

“Not exactly.”

Tarik turned now.  Joshua suppressed a wince, as he saw his large hand massaging his groin, the erection underneath.

“What does that mean, Joshua?” he said more sternly.

Joshua cleared his throat.

“She’s a prisoner.  She was starting to become trouble.  We had to nip the problem in the bud.  She’s been sentenced to a year.”

Tarik raised his eyes, rubbing his mouth with his free hand.

“A prisoner.  Ah… good.  That means I can have her for myself.”  He turned on the chair again to watch the screen.

Joshua winced and sighed, though not so audibly so that his superior could hear it.

 

* * * * *

 

The first overseer had cum into her mouth hard, so much so that Lisa almost gagged.  She kept her eyes closed, and moved her filthy hands to give herself balance on the narrow bench, before raising them to cup the balls and cock of the overseer above her.  This one’s cock had been shorter and almost a little limp, so that she had used her tongue along its length to bring it up a little before performing the same service as before, motioning her hand in a screwing motion as she sucked back on the shaft.  She repeated the action faster and faster.

Her conscious mind told her that she did not want to do it, of course.  There was little in the actions that even mimicked the act of lovemaking, yet servicing the men would avoid her taking the whip.  Right now, in what conscious state remained of her awareness, that was all that really mattered.

The second overseer was starting to cum.  He forced her head back, and as her lips left his cock he gripped it with his strong hands and masturbated, grunting as he did so, staring down at her naked, chained form before cumming into her face.

She gasped, raising a hand to wipe it away.

“No!” he shouted down at her.  “Leave it!”

She instinctively retracted her hand, understanding again how the threat of a whiplash was starting to control her emotions as well as her actions.  Part of her even wanted to say, ‘Yes Master,’ though she resisted it.  Was she born to be a slave?  Had this been part of her ultimate destiny all along?  She shuddered as the third overseer stepped forward, slowly, almost reluctantly, unzipping his trousers and releasing his large cock, which he pumped a little with his hand as it grew larger still, excited by the prospect of being sated in the mouth of a galley slave.

She began to lick the end of the member, moving hands awkwardly to tease and grip, hoping that this would be the last of them and she could get some food and water.  She raised her face, and stared at Hans.

She dropped her hands with a gasp.  He had clearly known that it was her, had known that she would ultimately see him – and was perhaps surprised that her attention had been so focused that she had not realised it was him until now.  Had he watched as she serviced the cocks of the other two men?

“H… Hans.  I didn’t know?  You mean you were an overseer all this time?”

Her speech attracted the attentions of the overseers that she had just serviced, who had now begun to walk away from their slave’s mouth.

“Lisa.  Please.  Yes… look – just do what you have to do.”

She stared at him for a moment, the defiant athlete, the independent woman, staring back at him – forgetting for one second, just a singular moment, that she was a galley slave sentenced to a year in chains.

She wanted to tell him to get her out of here, that they could live together or something, have sex as they wished in whatever place they might both run away to, but she knew now that that would never happen, and the tears welled up in her eyes.

 

* * * * *

 

She screwed Hans’s cock with her hand as she fed her mouth onto and away from it, sucking hard.  She had sucked the other overseers’ cocks, of course, but not with such vigour and apparent enthusiasm, once more questioning whether her role as galley slave had almost been pre-destined for her.

She was crying as he came.  He tried to hold back the jerking spasm of his orgasm, so as not to hurt her throat, yet after having sated two overseers, her mouth was raw and coarse, and she coughed and spluttered.  She so desperately wanted to talk with him, to see what influence he might have on getting her freed, or at least improving the conditions of her slavery.  As she looked up at him, as he held her head in place and forced her to swallow his cum, she gagged and cried.  Hans too, perhaps conscious of her feelings, and his own, held back his own tears as he slowly withdrew his cock from her mouth and than coiled the lash he held.

“I’m sorry, Lisa,” he whispered, raising the lash and bringing it down hard across her legs as she brought up her hands and gasped – the fiery welt raising across her thighs as the lash did its work.

“Row well, live out your year in obedience, and you will be freed.”

Lisa slowly turned on the narrow bench, her feet sloshing into the brown bilge water as her head fell, her mind finally accepting that she would be forced to go through her very own year of the oar.

 

The End
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