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Chapter One  

 

 

 

 

 

I had not expected to be sold.  

 

I suppose very few do.  

 

And certainly not on anothe r world.  

 

The collar is not uncomfortable. Usually I am not aware it is on me. It is 

noticeable, of course, when I see my reflection, as, for example, when I wish to 

adjust it a bit, on my neck, that it may sit more attractively on me. He wishes 

the lock , for example, to be squarely at the back of my neck. He is clear on 

that point. It is perhaps the first thing one notes, when one looks upon me, or 

any girl, whether she is in a collar or not. I think he will keep me in a 

collar, as he likes me that way. I realize now that I belong in one. I did not 

always realize that, but I suspected it. Most girls are not collared, but some 

of us are, particularly those who have been brought here from other places. They 

expect that we will wear collars. Surely, whether or not a girl wears a collar 

is the most important thing about her. You see instantly what she is, and you 

understand how she is to be treated. Too, in the collar, you know what you are 

to do, and how you are to act. The collar makes things very simple.  

 

The collar might be removed, but that would make little difference, as we are 

marked, tastefully but unmistakably, most commonly on the left thigh, high, just 

below the hip. That is done shortly after we are brought here.  

 

By that sign, if by no other, we are identified as what we are.  

 

Usually we are distinctively garbed.  

 

We are not to be confused with free women.  

 

The tunic conceals very little. Men will have it that way.  

 

Here I am no longer ashamed of my body.  

 

I do not feel self - conscious , as I am an animal.  

 

Here I am a far less beautiful animal than many, but, I think, too, I am a not 

inferior animal, either, to many. I have seen the eyes of men upon me. It is an 

interesting feeling, knowing that one is an animal. If I had not been of 



interest to men I do not think I would have been brought here, an animal, for 

their markets.  

 

It is an interesting feeling, knowing that one is an animal, and is desired as 

such.  

 

Men decide how they will have us before them.  

 

I do not mind.  

 

Rathe r, it pleases me.  

 

It pleases me to be so, before them, as they will have me be, unmistakably 

displayed as what I am, honestly, forthrightly, without subterfuge, or 

hypocrisy, so markedly and visibly different from themselves, an animal, which 

may be of interest to them.  

 

I do not object.  

 

Rather, I am pleased.  

 

How the free women hate us for that!  

 

Here I am well displayed or exhibited. Here I may not conceal my nature, and 

needs. The tunic, the collar, the mark, make that clear.  

 

Here we are h elpless. We are denied our finest weapons, pretense, prevarication, 

and deceit.  

 

How free we are, then, animals, so different from their free women.  

 

How the free women despise us, and how we fear them!  

 

I have learned how to walk, and move, and turn , and hold my head, and speak, and 

many things.  

 

We are expected to improve our value.  

 

Men expect much from an animal of my sort.  

 

We are trained, as other animals.  

 

I think it pleases them to train us.  

 

Too, they clearly enjoy owning us, as wel l as other sorts of animals.  

 

At night we are usually chained, or kenneled.  

 

I did not always wear a collar. I was not always subject to the chain, the 

kennel, the whip.  

 

I come from far away.  

 

It is a very different place from those with which you  are likely to be 

familiar. It is called Earth.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Two  



 

 

 

 

 

On your world you take so much for granted.  

 

I wonder sometimes if you see things as they are. You value your lives, surely, 

and your Home Stones, and your fellows, but I w onder if you value your world, 

truly, or, perhaps better, value it enough. Perhaps you will value it more if 

you could see it, if only for a moment, through the eyes of another, one 

astonished, one from a quite different world, a world which was much like a 

charnel house, or a smoke house, a world with little pride, but much vanity, a 

world of crowding, scrambling about, cruelty, hating, treachery, hypocrisy, 

pollution, noise, corruption, foulness, a world muchly lacking in pride, and 

honor, a world without  Home Stones.  

 

I suppose you find that strange, a world without Home Stones.  

 

Indeed, I wonder if you believe me, that there could be such a world, one 

without Home Stones.  

 

It does exist.  

 

I am not permitted to lie.  

 

I am collared.  

 

Conceive t hen, if you can, a world such as that from which I was obtained, a 

world without Home Stones, a world so meaningless, so forlorn, so petty, so 

empty. What are we worthy of, we, we without Home Stones? To such as those with 

Home Stones, of what value could such as we be? I touch my collar, and suspect. 

Of what else could we be good for? I look in the mirror, and understand.  

 

I hope to please my master.  

 

I am well aware of the penalties for failing to do so.  

 

The men here are virile, and powerful, and a re not patient. We learn to obey 

instantly, and unquestioningly.  

 

It is very different here, from the world from which I was brought.  

 

I do not object.  

 

I think that I, even on my old world, longed for something like this, a world in 

which nature was  recognized, and respected.  

 

I wonder if that is hard to understand.  

 

I do not think so.  

 

Here is a world on which men take us, as it pleases them, and master us.  

 

I do not object.  

 

This is a world on which I kneel, and, head down, humbly lick an d kiss the feet 

of my master.  

 

He permits this.  

 



I am grateful.  

 

Do not despise me.  

 

I am a female.  

 

This is very different from being a male.  

 

How long I longed to be taken and owned! How long I longed for a collar, and a 

master!  

 

Now I am a s I should be.  

 

I am collared, and mastered.  

 

Many of you, as I understand it, disbelieve in the existence of Earth, or, if 

you give some credit to the stories, you speculate that it lies to the east, 

beyond the Voltai, or far to the south, perhaps far  beyond Bazi and Schendi, or 

west, like the Farther Islands. If you have attained, on the other hand, to the 

Second Knowledge, you understand it is alleged to be a different world, one of 

several orbiting Tor - tu - Gor, Light - upon - the - Home- Stone, but, even so , many of 

you, even with the Second Knowledge, remain skeptical, regarding it as no more 

than a myth or fable, and then, again, better credit the suppositions of the 

First Knowledge that it, if it exists, is here, on your world, but in a remote 

area, far f rom civilization.  

 

But here I am to speak little of my old world.  

 

In this narrative I am to deal, at least largely, with certain dark matters, 

political and military, matters which few here suspect, matters certainly 

unbeknownst to the vast majority o f you, you who, in your scattered communities, 

in your villages, your towns, and walled cities, inhabit this fresh, wild, 

unspoiled, scarcely populated, beautiful place. You do not realize the danger 

which threatens you, what lurks in the brush, in the sha dows, so to speak, so 

close, even at your elbow, and, too, far off, yet close enough, what crouches, 

watching, in the sky.  

 

Know, good Masters and Mistresses, that others know of your world, sparkling in 

the darkness of the night, your morning world, so fresh, green, and sunlit, 

others who inhabit metal globes, who once owned such a world themselves, so 

beautiful, but destroyed it, and who now long for another.  

 

I am to speak.  

 

Many will disbelieve what I say.  

 

And what could most do, even if they c redited this narrative?  

 

But I am to speak, nonetheless.  

 

When in the presence of free persons, we commonly kneel. When we speak, when we 

are permitted to do so, we commonly speak softly, and with our heads lowered. 

But this is known to you. It is appr opriate. We are collared.  

 

So please forgive me for addressing you, for speaking first.  

 

Do not think me bold.  

 

I assure you I have learned my place.  

 

My master has taught it to me well.  



 

Many women on my old world do not know their place. At one  time I did not know 

it, but I know it now.  

 

My master has taught it to me well.  

 

I am content in my place, for it is where I belong.  

 

I have been commanded to speak.  

 

I must obey.  

 

I have no choice, I am collared.  

 

But, too, I wish to speak.  

 

Suppose then, if you wish, if it is easier for you, that I have been admitted to 

your presence, unworthy though I am, and am kneeling before you, head down, 

naked if you wish, a meaningless, purchasable barbarian who, with your 

permission, begins to spea k.  

 

She will speak of cities, and secret places, of a metal box, a Metal Worker, of 

beasts, large, hirsute, and dangerous, of an underground workshop, of pride, 

ambition, and devotion, of warriors and slaves, of gold and steel, of cords, and 

silk, of shi ps and worlds.  

 

And so she begins.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Three  

 

 

 

 

 

On my former world, Gorean, the Language, is spoken rarely, and then only 

secretly. That is another thing you may find difficult to understand. But even 

on your world there are places  where Gorean is not spoken. Surely you know that. 

Too, on my former world we do not have the serums you take so much for granted, 

assuring youth and strength, youth and beauty, serums so readily available, so 

inexpensive and abundant, that you administer them thoughtlessly and routinely, 

even to such as I. On my old world, such things would buy cities and ransom 

Ubars. On the other hand, I have here seen disputes resolved with blades, fleet 

tabuk felled with arrows, men confronting larls with no more than spears. Time 

kept with sand and water. Your swiftest ships knifing the water, propelled by no 

more than wind and oars. How primitive this seems to me, this country of 

paradoxes, of marvels and anomalies. I have gathered that much of this has to do 

with the  rulings of your gods, called Priest - Kings, reigning from the dark, 

palisaded Sardar. But we are told little of these things. They are not for such 

as we. Matters of such moment are not discussed with us, no more than with sleen 

or kaiila. We rage with cur iosity, and learn that curiosity is not becoming to 

such as we. But perhaps, finally, you know as little of your gods, your 

sovereigns, or Priest - Kings, as we. But we do know they exist. I have seen 

melted stones, where their ships have landed.  

 

I have s poken of those who lurk in the brush, so to speak, and who watch from 

the skies.  

 



They have powers far beyond your keenest steel, your sharpest spears, your 

swiftest arrows.  

 

And they desire your green, fresh, unspoiled world.  

 

The least of them, the  weakest and most defective, armed with engineering, 

technology, and weaponry, could destroy the finest bands and prides of your 

Scarlet Caste, could reduce the mightiest walls to rubble, burn your ships like 

kindling, demolish to dust the loftiest of your  fortresses.  

 

Your only protection against these Others, these Different Ones, the lurkers and 

watchers, are your gods, your Priest - Kings.  

 

But what if they should tire of you, and desert you?  

 

I was not brought here to be embroiled in intrigue. It w as not my choice. I was 

brought here as most from my world, as animals for your markets, selected for 

qualities and attributes of interest to strong men, qualities and attributes for 

which strong men, historically, even on my old world, will bid and pay, t hose 

qualities and attributes so despised in us, and yet coveted, I think, by your 

free women, beauty, desirability, weakness, vulnerability, femininity, a 

readiness and longing for submission, an inevitability to become, in a manôs 

hands, the helpless, be gging prisoner of our own passion, a desire to love and 

serve, to give all, to belong unstintingly and wholly, to be a sort of woman, 

meaningless and worthless, a manôs subdued, yielding, grateful, loving slave! 

And yet, put them in a collar, and see if th ey are different! Subject them to 

the suitable and uncompromising power of nature, to exposure on the platform, to 

cages and kennels, to thongs, to the chain and whip, to thorough, unqualified, 

absolute domination, and see if they do not hasten, quickly an d gratefully, to 

press their lips to the sandals of masters!  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Four  

 

 

 

 

 

ñSlave,ò she said. ñKneel!ò 

 

ñYou are not a free woman!ò I said. ñAre you so different from me? That bit of 

cloth you wear is as much a mockery of a garment a s that which clings about me! 

Do I not see a metal circlet clasped close about your neck, which, I trust, is 

locked in place? If it is not, remove it, and I will kneel before you.ò 

 

ñBarbarian!ò she said. 

 

ñWe are no different,ò I said. ñWe are now the same, whether barbarian or 

Gorean!ò 

 

ñNo!ò she said. 

 

ñI might sell for as much, or more than you!ò I said. 

 

She put her hands on her collar, her eyes flashing. ñI was once free!ò she said. 

 

ñSo, too, once, on my world, was I!ò I exclaimed. 

 



ñLiar!ò she said. ñSee your upper left arm. You came here with that brand!ò 

 

ñIt is not a brand,ò I said. ñIt is a medical thing, a trace, a mark, the 

residue of a medical procedure, called a vaccination.ò 

 

ñIt is a blemish,ò she said. 

 

ñIt is very tiny!ò I said. 

 

ñBy such things, tiny, betraying brands, marking them as slaves,ò she said, 

ñmany barbarians are recognized.ò 

 

ñThey are not brands,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps by such brands,ò she said, ñthe hunters recognize slaves.ò 

 

ñThat is unlikely,ò I said, ñfor women on my world do not rush about, 

unclothed.ò 

 

ñWhat a liar, you are!ò she said. ñMany of your women are unveiled. Many times 

their arms are bared. I have seen slave garments exhibited which were concealed 

beneath the clothing of women on you r world, obvious slave garments, garments so 

tiny, so soft, so smooth, so stimulating to the base, possessive instincts of 

men. And your hands and ankles might be noted on your world, or often so. And 

what of the beaches on your world, where slaves are exp osed by their masters 

with little garmenture?ò 

 

ñFew would be slaves,ò I said. 

 

ñThen proto-slaves,ò she said, ñexhibiting themselves for prospective masters, 

displaying themselves brazenly, hoping that they might thereby come to the 

attention of maste rs.ò 

 

ñI assure you,ò I said, ñmy world is as complex as yours, perhaps more so.ò 

 

ñIn the markets,ò she said, ñI have seen chained barbarians exhibited in such 

garments.ò 

 

I did not respond. I was unfamiliar with such markets, save from the inside.  

 

ñTo be sure,ò she said, ñonly a fool would buy a clothed slave.ò 

 

I had, of course, as doubtless she had as well, been sold naked. Few such 

experiences are as telling in making clear to one oneôs femaleness. 

 

ñPerhaps, on the other hand,ò she said, ñit is by such brands that the hunters 

mark out their picks, their selections, their prey, for a later, convenient 

acquisition, a preliminary, provisional mark, scarcely noticeable, which will 

do, until a more appropriate marking, in the pens.ò 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñSuch marks often go back to childhood.ò 

 

ñThey select them so young?ò she said, interested. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñAnd men of my world are often similarly marked.ò 

 

ñMale silk slaves?ò she said. 

 

ñNot at all,ò I said. 

 



ñI have seen such milky, frightened things in the markets,ò she said. ñSome 

women like them. But they are men, of course, and there is always the danger 

that one of them, seeing here what men may be, may revert, and turn on one.ò 

 

ñMany men on my world are capable of being masters,ò I said, ñand doubtless some 

are masters.ò 

 

ñIt must be a fearful experience,ò she said, ñwhen oneôs silk slave turns on 

one, perhaps binds one and disposes of one in a small market, taking the coins 

and departing the city.ò 

 

ñPerhaps few would have such courage,ò I said. 

 

ñLet us hope so,ò she said. 

 

ñI think that mark was a brand,ò she said, ñby which the hunters recognized you 

as a slave.ò 

 

ñNot at all,ò I said. ñIt would not have been visible. It would have been 

concealed by the clothing I w ore.ò 

 

ñHow then did they recognize you as a slave?ò she asked. 

 

ñI have no idea,ò I said, though, in truth, I had an idea of such matters. Who 

could not have seen the slave beneath my clothing? Could not a practiced eye 

have discerned saleable lineame nts beneath that cloth? Who could not have looked 

upon my throat and not speculated on how fittingly it would have been encircled 

by a metal collar? Who could not have looked into my eyes, severely, and not 

seen the trembling, waiting slave?  

 

ñYou must have been assessed,ò she said. 

 

ñDoubtless,ò I said. 

 

ñWhere, when, how?ò she asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò I said. I did not know. It might have been anywhere, at any 

time, perhaps when I least suspected it, on a bus, in a subway, on the street, 

shopping,  waiting for a light to change, stepping in or out of a taxi, in a 

corridor, in the aisle of a market, in a classroom, on the campus, anywhere, 

anytime.  

 

But then I was sure I knew.  

 

It had been at a party, in the house, if nowhere else.  

 

ñIt is unusual that you would not have been assessed naked,ò she said. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. 

 

I did not tell her of a troubling dream I had had, weeks ago, after the party. I 

had dreamed I had been sedated, and stripped in my own bed, in the house, in my 

room, and,  in the light of a flashlight, a sort of torch without fire, held by 

one man, had been turned about, and, roughly, in one way and another, handled as 

expertly and casually as might have been a slave, by two others, even measured. 

The men had then tied me, supine, my hands and ankles fastened well apart, to 

the posts at the head and foot of the bed. It seemed I was struggling, futilely, 

trying to regain consciousness, trying to awaken, unsuccessfully, while the men 

conversed nearby, with low voices. I sensed  they had come to some sort of 

agreement. Notations were made, on some sort of device. I twisted, and squirmed, 

and bucked and thrashed, wildly, jerking against the cords, fastened several 



times about my wrists and ankles. Then I lay back, knowing that I c ould not free 

myself. I was helpless, absolutely helpless. The flashlight was turned on me. 

Two of the men laughed. I then fully lost consciousness. I awakened in the early 

morning, in the house, in what, in your reckoning, would have been something 

like t he Fifth Ahn, whimpering, and then suddenly I screamed, before I realized, 

with unbounded relief, that I was safe, so safe, in my own room. But somehow, 

inexplicably, I was naked. Somehow, in the night, I had slipped from my night 

gown. I did not see how t hat could be. I shuddered. I felt small, and helpless, 

and frightened, and quietly, not moving, lay in the bed, my legs drawn up. It 

had been a most unusual, and frightening, dream. I was still uneasy. I still 

felt its terror. But in a few moments I had re covered myself sufficiently to 

regard the dream with amusement, but then, suddenly, a moment later, cried out 

with horror. Two of the other girls entered the room, Eve and Jane, and the 

house mother, Mrs. Rawlinson. I drew the covers about me. ñA dream,ò I 

explained. ñA dream!ò My two friends, Eve and Jane, looked to one another, and 

then left. The house mother, Mrs. Rawlinson, however, dallied a bit, and 

regarded me, the covers drawn up about my neck, and smiled, and, as it seems to 

me now, knowingly. I an d two others of my sisters in the house, my sorority 

sisters, for a sorority is a sort of club, my friends, Eve and Jane, had had, 

some days ago, a fearful contretemps with the house mother. Examining our rooms 

in our absence, while we were in class, certa in books had been discovered, 

literature certainly inappropriate for our prestigious house, one of the most 

exclusive and inaccessible on campus, and inappropriate, as well, for our small, 

expensive, illustrious, private institution, one of the most select ive in the 

northern hemisphere of my former world, save for certain reluctant concessions 

to political pressures, abetted by special grants and fellowships, and 

inappropriate, as well, for members of our class, that of my sisters and myself, 

our social sta tion. I think there was no girl in our house who did not derive 

from a background of refinement and great wealth. Too, I think I should mention 

that our sorority was generally recognized as the richest and most desirable 

sorority on campus, amongst several  others, of similar repute. We lived 

arrogant, tasteful, condescending lives, in keeping with our superiority. On the 

other hand, we underwent much supervision by our peers, and house mother, Mrs. 

Rawlinson, and much attention was devoted to our activities . Though we were 

undeniably privileged and special, we were not as much at liberty as might be 

supposed, for our freedoms were limited in certain ways, that as a natural 

function of our station and the reputation of the house. For example, our 

classes, int erests, books, majors, and such, were to be such as were suitable 

for us; our charity work, if done, was to be restricted to suitable charities; 

our acquaintances were to be proper, of a suitable class, position, background, 

appearance, and such; and, in p articular, one must be judicious in dating. We 

were not to date beneath our station, for, just as you have castes, we have 

social divisions which, in their way, are also strict. Certainly we were 

expected to behave in such a manner as to, at all times, mai ntain the dignity, 

prestige, and reputation of the house. Accordingly, our social activities, where 

the men, or boys, were concerned, were to be limited to a small set of menôs 

clubs or fraternities, in their ranking comparable to ours. The girls of our 

so rority, or club, I might add, were not only rich, but, too, tended to be 

aloof, refined, aristocratic, spoiled, and vain. That is clearer to me now than 

it was at that time. Also, there seemed to be another criterion imposed on 

membership in our house, but , as obvious and generally recognized as it was, it 

was never mentioned explicitly. Each of our girls was extremely beautiful. We 

were the Ubaras of the campus, so to speak. To date one of us was a coup for the 

lucky fellow, and one of our common pleasures  was to disdainfully refuse such 

dates, unless, of course, requested by young men whose wealth and social 

position was superior to ours. What is the point of beauty, if not to open 

doors, to bargain, and to enhance oneôs prospects? Were we not prostitutes, in a 

way, ready to sell ourselves, high - priced merchandise, for power, position, 

station, and wealth?  

 



You have probably guessed the nature of the ñinappropriate literatureò 

discovered by the house mother. But perhaps not.  

 

Just as many of you doubt t he existence of a world called Terra, or Earth, so, 

too, many on my world doubt the existence of your world. Indeed, I did so, as 

well, until I found myself here, naked in a slave pen, chains on my limbs. In 

any event, though the evidence for your world do ubtless exists, in many ways, on 

my world, what evidence is recognized is, as far as I know, subjected to 

alternative explanations, ignored, or explained away, in one way or another. 

This is not to say, of course, that Goreans are not here and there on Ear th. My 

presence here, for example, makes that clear, or, at least, that there are those 

on Earth who know of Gor, and are familiar with her. This is not to deny, of 

course, that better information might be housed in various intelligence 

communities on Eart h, evidence which it would be wise to treat with 

circumspection. In any event, various manuscripts pertaining to your world have 

appeared, in a variety of languages, on my former world, despite efforts to 

suppress them, to deny them to the reading public. And even if such efforts 

should prove overtly successful it is not unlikely that some copies will elude 

the insecure and bigoted, and will continue to circulate, as an underground 

literature, if nothing else, hidden here and there, and passed secretly from  

hand to hand, a badge of understanding and brotherhood, in defiance of haters 

and tyrants concerned to engineer a pathology congenial to their political 

ambitions.  

 

In any event, in my room, and apparently in those of Eve and Jane, Mrs. 

Rawlinson had di scovered certain of these books, apparently, as I then thought, 

to her astonishment, embarrassment, dismay, and indignation. Certainly I had 

hidden the books, I had thought well, in a trunk, covered with clothing, had 

confessed to no one that I had read su ch things, and was terribly self - conscious 

at having done so. I was miserably embarrassed that this secret was discovered. 

What would Mrs. Rawlinson, my sisters, others, think of me?  

 

Worse, I could be publicly humiliated, disdained, ostracized, and summ arily 

expelled from the sorority, with all the devastating social consequences which 

that might entail.  

 

A delicate and fragile world, carefully constructed and maintained with an eye 

to the future, might tumble about me.  

 

I was frightened.  

 

I was su ddenly, for the first time in my life, vulnerable, at risk.  

 

I would be on the outside, alone, ignored and despised, the gates shut against 

me.  

 

How delighted would be Nora, and certain others of my sisters, at my downfall, 

my discomfiture!  

 

How rapi dly and eagerly would this welcome news of my exposure be broadcast 

about the campus!  

 

I had come upon such books by accident, in a store dealing with old books. I was 

curious. I looked into one or more. I was startled. I could not believe, even 

from the  first pages, the nature of what I read. I did not understand how the 

authors, Tarl Cabot, and others, might have dared to write what they did. Did 

they not know the formulas? Were they unaware of the political requirements 

imposed on contemporary literatu re? Were such so obscure, or difficult to 

discern? What an unexpected paradox, to put aside the rules, to deny orthodoxy, 

to speak so plainly, so simply and quietly, and naturally, of a culture so 

different from ours, and to speak of it not to denounce it,  but to understand 



it, to speak of it from the inside, instead of disparaging it from the outside, 

from the alleged vantage point of some arrogant, unargued, unquestioned position 

or posture whose credentials were not only dubious but nonexistent. What of the 

simple test of life consequences? Is it obvious that an unnatural culture which 

produces vehemence, confusion, hysteria, sickness, treachery, hypocrisy, mass 

murder, and hatred is obviously superior to a culture compatible with nature, 

and her kinds an d differences, a culture in which nature is recognized and 

celebrated, and enhanced by all the ennobling sophistications of civilization, 

rather than denied?  

 

In any event, if only to my dismay, and fear, the books spoke to me.  

 

Too, they spoke to me o f secrets I had long concealed from myself. My life was 

boring and empty, and largely mapped out for me. I was on a road, cold, 

glittering, metallic, and arid, which I did not much care to follow. I did not 

know myself. Perhaps I was afraid to discover mys elf. What might I learn, what 

might I find? I did know that I was a scion of a series of species bred for 

thousands of generations for a world quite different from the one in which I 

found myself, a world less populated, greener, more open, more perilous p erhaps, 

and certainly more beautiful. And I knew, too, that there were men and women, 

and that each had been bred beside the other, for countless generations, each in 

the light of the other, and I suspected, from my thoughts, my needs, and dreams, 

that the y were not identical, but that each sex, so radically dimorphic, had its 

own wonderful nature, each nature complementary to the other. What of 

relationships, so pervasive amongst mammals? Had such things not been selected 

for? Was nature so hard to read? D id the consequences of denying her lead to 

happiness, or fulfillment? It did not seem so.  

 

But, still, I had been caught.  

 

Books had been found in my room.  

 

Mrs. Rawlinson had sternly summoned me, and Eve and Jane, before her. We were 

then alone, fri ghtened, in the room with her. The room was not well lit. Her 

straight, menacing figure was outlined against the wide window behind her. I 

soon realized, from the books on her desk, that Eve and Jane, too, were familiar 

with such books. I wondered how many  other women, and men, knew of such things.  

 

Could it be that I was not alone, that I was not an isolated, shameful exception 

to the pompous glories of political orthodoxy?  

 

How rare is courage!  

 

How mighty is the shuffling, drifting, dull, pressing herd!  

 

Eve, Jane, and I exchanged frightened glances.  

 

Oddly, I wondered which of us might be found most beautiful on a Gorean slave 

block. Do not women wonder about such things?  

 

And what of Nora, and my enemies in the house?  

 

Would they be so dif ferent, barefoot in the sawdust, turned, exhibited, in the 

torchlight, being bid upon?  

 

ñShame! Shame!ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, pointing to the books on the desk before 

her, the window behind her.  

 

ñWhat have you to say for yourselves?ò she asked. 

 



Ther e seemed little for us to say. I felt tears of shame course my cheeks. Eve 

and Jane, too, sobbed.  

 

ñI thought so,ò she said. ñKnow that there is no place for such as you in this 

house. This is terrible, terrible! You are an insult to the house, to your 

s isters, to the national organization. You are finished here, disgraced. You 

will go to your rooms, pack your belongings, and leave the premises before 

nightfall.ò 

 

ñNo,ò we wept. ñPlease, no!ò 

 

ñTomorrow morning I shall bring the matter to the attention of the house board, 

and your sisters, following which the evidence will be presented, and the vote 

taken, the outcome of which I do not doubt will be to publicly and officially 

expel you from the house, and, concomitantly, the national organization.ò 

 

ñForgive us!ò begged Eve. 

 

ñWe are sorry!ò said Jane. 

 

ñFor offenses less meaningful, less heinous, expulsion is in order,ò she said. 

 

ñIs it truly so great a matter?ò I wept. 

 

ñQuite,ò she said. ñYou may now leave the room,ò she said. 

 

ñPlease, no!ò we wept. 

 

She pointed to the door and, shuddering, stumbling, numb, we turned about, 

unable to speak, unable to comprehend the dissolution of our reality, the sudden 

and catastrophic loss of our position and status, taken as given and 

unassailable b ut moments ago.  

 

We had been everything, and now, in moments, we would be nothing, we would be 

despised and negligible, would be then no more than others, inferiors. The shame 

of this expulsion would be general knowledge, and certain of our sisters, I 

th ought I knew which ones, Nora, and others, would see to it that the cause of 

our expulsion would be well publicized. Our continued presence at the school 

would be intolerable.  

 

ñWhat do you think you are,ò asked Mrs. Rawlinson, ñreading such things?ò 

 

We turned back to face her.  

 

Something had been different about her voice. She suddenly seemed other than she 

had been.  

 

ñWe are sorry, very sorry!ò said Eve, hopefully. 

 

ñYou are silly little bitches,ò said the house mother. ñI wonder what you are 

good for?ò 

 

This was not the tone of voice, nor the diction, to which we had become 

accustomed. Her carriage, oddly, now seemed slimily lithe, her voice younger.  

 

She was new to the house, as of the beginning of the semester. I was suddenly 

less clear a s to her age.  

 

ñDo you wish to be reported, and expelled?ò she inquired. 

 

ñNo,ò we said. ñNo!ò 



 

ñRemove your shoes,ò she said. 

 

We looked to one another, in consternation.  

 

ñI see you must vacate the premises,ò she said. 

 

We removed our shoes.  

 

ñNow,ò she said, ñkneel before me.ò 

 

ñIt is acceptable,ò she said. ñI am a free woman.ò 

 

I did not understand this, nor, I suspect, did Eve or Jane. Surely we were all 

free, all of us. Who was not free?  

 

She came about the desk, and pointed to the  rug, at her feet.  

 

ñHere,ò she said. 

 

Scarcely understanding what we were doing, almost numbly, we knelt before her.  

 

It was the first time I had ever knelt before another person. I suddenly felt, 

overwhelmingly, the significance of this, placing on eself before another human 

being, in what was clearly a posture of submission. I was shaken. It was as 

though I had been struck a blow by nature. Was I in my place? Were Eve and Jane? 

I almost fainted, with understanding, and uncontrollable, suffusing emot ion.  

 

ñSo,ò she said, ñyou think you know of the Gorean world?ò 

 

We looked up at her.  

 

ñGet your heads down, to the carpet,ò she said, ñand place the palms of your 

hands beside your head.ò 

 

We were thus kneeling before her in what I would later lea rn was the first 

position of obeisance.  

 

ñNow you are as you should be,ò she said. 

 

We trembled before her, but, too, it now seemed clear that we would not be 

required to leave the house, that no motion for expulsion would be brought to 

the floor in th e morning, before the board, before our assembled sisters.  

 

ñYou think you know something of the Gorean world,ò she said, ñbut you know 

nothing.ò 

 

I suddenly realized that she before whom we knelt was not incognizant of the 

world of which she spoke.  

 

I suddenly suspected that she, too, was a reader of this unusual literature, in 

which one encountered a different world, a natural world, one so far removed 

from the negativities and artificialities of our own.  

 

I was very much aware of my forehead pres sed to the carpet.  

 

ñWhat little sluts you are,ò she said. ñIt is clear what you are good for, and 

the only thing you are good for.ò 

 

How dared she call us ñslutsò? 

 



Then, to our astonishment, she laughed.  

 

ñGirls will be girls,ò she said. 

 

A lau gh escaped me, one of relief. It was a merry jest. But, somehow, we did not 

raise our heads.  

 

ñLook up,ò she said. 

 

We did so, but did not rise to our feet. We had not received permission to do 

so.  

 

ñWhat naughty young women you are,ò she said, ñto read such books,ò indicating 

those on her desk.  

 

We struggled to smile.  

 

ñRemain on your knees,ò she snapped. 

 

We did so.  

 

ñSurely you understand how inconsistent such things are with the certain 

dictates and dogmas of our culture,ò she said, ñwith, say, certain principles 

and notions which are to be taken as beyond question or review, principles and 

notions which are to be accepted uncritically, mindlessly, without inquiry or 

investigation, because they have somehow come to exist, and understand, as  well, 

how they might frighten some individuals, individuals of certain sorts. At the 

least they are not clearly in accord with various prescribed political 

proprieties.ò 

 

We nodded, but remained on our knees.  

 

ñStill,ò she said, ñI am prepared to be lenient.ò 

 

ñThank you, Mrs. Rawlinson,ò whispered Eve. 

 

ñPlease,ò I said. 

 

ñPlease,ò said Jane. 

 

ñExpulsion may not be necessary,ò she said. 

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

ñI am not unaware,ò she said, ñof the stresses and pressures imposed upon young 

women, e ven proper young ladies, refined and well - bred, such as yourselves, by 

biology. Indeed, how could you escape them? What could you do other than pretend 

they do not exist? But such pretensions would be unavailing. They will have 

their way, in one way or ano ther. They will frequent your thoughts; they will 

emerge in your dreams.ò 

 

We dared not respond.  

 

How could Mrs. Rawlinson, a house mother in a sorority such as ours, dare call 

attention to such things?  

 

ñDo you know what such things tell you?ò asked Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

ñNo,ò said Eve, uncertainly. 

 



ñThat you are females,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñAnd doubtless, in young men, 

stresses and pressures also exist, quite different from those which trouble you, 

which you strive to ignore or repudiate, but com plementary to them. They, too, 

in this world, have their different whisperings, which they, too, are expected 

to strive to ignore or repudiate. But it is hard for them, as for you, to ignore 

the drums of nature, pounding in the blood.ò 

 

It struck me as s trange that she had used the expression óin this worldô? What 

other world could there be? Could there be another world, one in which one need 

not strive to ignore or repudiate what one truly was? Was it so wrong, to be 

true to oneôs nature, whatever it might be?  

 

Was nature so terrible?  

 

Had it not preserved extant species for countless generations?  

 

ñToo,ò she said, ñyou are young, intelligent, healthy, curious, and hormonally 

active. Too, perhaps you are not wholly happy, or at ease with yourselves.  

Perhaps you are miserable, bored, unsatisfied. Perhaps you are uneasy, and know 

not why. It is understandable, then, that you might wish to look into such 

things.ò 

 

ñYes, Mrs. Rawlinson,ò said Eve. 

 

Then she put her head down, quickly, frightened.  

 

ñYour interest in such matters,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñdespite what you might 

think, is not unusual. Many thousands know of these things, here and abroad, in 

Europe and Asia, and elsewhere. To you, it seems it is a secret. But surely it 

is a strange ñsecretò which is unbeknownst shared by multitudes, each of its 

keepers perhaps unaware of the others. But, too, there are many places where the 

enemies of nature are less entrenched and powerful than here, places where it 

does not occur to men and women that ob vious biotruths, such as the 

complementary nature of the sexes, are to be routinely suppressed.ò 

 

ñWe thank you for your understanding,ò said Eve. 

 

ñYes, thank you,ò said Jane. 

 

ñSo much!ò I said, fervently, gratefully. 

 

ñStill,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñyou are guilty. You have had in your possession 

literature quite improper for this house and the school.ò 

 

ñYes, Miss Rawlinson,ò said Eve. 

 

ñMoreover,ò she said, ñyou are not common, ordinary young women. You are very 

special young women, young wo men of high intelligence, education, refinement, 

wealth, taste, and breeding. Indeed, you are ladies, but not ladies in so 

exalted and powerful a sense that such as you would grovel and tremble in the 

very presence of such.ò 

 

I did not understand this.  

 

ñRather,ò she said, ñyou are ladies, here, young ladies, in a somewhat archaic 

sense of the term, a term associated with station, quality, and gentry.ò 

 

ñYes, Mrs. Rawlinson!ò said Eve. 

 

ñAnd, as such,ò she said, ñin the possession of such literature, well aware of 

its political impropriety, you have behaved inexcusably.ò 



 

ñMrs. Rawlinson!ò protested Jane. 

 

ñStay on your knees, sluts,ò she said. 

 

ñSluts!ò protested Jane. 

 

She had called us this before.  

 

ñWho else would read such things?ò she asked.  

 

Eve burst into tears.  

 

ñYes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñósluts,ô all of you, and less than that, far less, 

if you but knew.ò 

 

I did not understand her.  

 

I was afraid.  

 

ñYou must be punished,ò she said. 

 

ñNo!ò said Jane. 

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

ñI see,ò said she, ñthat expulsion from the house is in order.ò 

 

ñNo!ò we cried. ñPlease, no!ò 

 

It is difficult to convey my feelings, and, I suspect, the same might have been 

said for Eve and Jane. We were afraid, uncertain, and confused. In a moment  we 

might be lost. In a sense, we were helpless. We were before the house mother, 

awaiting her pleasure and decision, on which our future might depend, and, as 

she would have it, unshod, and on our knees.  

 

The thought came to me, unbidden, sudden, that I  was where I belonged, on my 

knees.  

 

ñBe kind!ò I begged. 

 

ñYou will be punished,ò she said, ñall of you, and exquisitely, in a way which 

will be wholly appropriate to your fault, in a way which will both conceal you 

and reveal you.ò 

 

We understood n othing of this.  

 

ñI will see to it that you will pay for your indiscretion,ò she said. ñI will 

see to it that you will suffer for it. I will see to it that you will be 

profoundly and exquisitely humiliated, that you, all of you, will be openly and 

public ly shamed, excruciatingly so, deliciously so, and yet in such a way that 

only we, you and I, understand fully what is occurring.ò 

 

Eve, Jane, and I exchanged frightened glances.  

 

ñYou are familiar to some extent with the Gorean world,ò she said. ñThat is 

clear from the books found in your rooms. Therefore, it is only fitting that 

such things be considered in your punishment.ò 

 

ñMrs. Rawlinson?ò stammered Eve. 

 



ñWe shall arrange a party,ò she said. ñTo some, perhaps more than you suspect, 

it will be clear that it is a Gorean party; to others it will be no more than a 

delightful, exquisite entertainment, a costume affair, with a Roman or Greek 

flavor, hosted by the house, to which selected members of particular 

fraternities will be invited.ò 

 

Such pa rties, and others, I knew, innocent and pleasant, but subtly, implicitly, 

and unmistakably stimulating, were not unknown on prestigious, sophisticated 

campuses  

 

Needless to say, we were much relieved.  

 

ñThe highest fraternities!ò said Eve. 

 

ñOf course,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

These would be the fellows from whom even we hoped for attention, and dates.  

 

Such a party, eagerly arranged and planned by our sisters, would be the talk of 

the campus, and the envy of other sororities, our rivals, which, I s uspected, 

would soon address themselves to similar affairs.  

 

ñIt will take some days to prepare,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñThere is the question 

of a proper decor, an apt menu, and such. It will not be difficult to arrange 

music. Dancers, too, may be obtain ed.ò 

 

ñIs this a punishment?ò asked Eve. 

 

ñFor you three, yes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. ñMay I rise to my feet?ò 

 

ñNo,ò she said. 

 

ñThere would be the matter of costumes?ò said Jane. 

 

ñQuite right,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

ñHow could one come by a proper wardrobe?ò asked Jane. 

 

ñIt would have to be improvised,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñRobes, and such,ò said Eve. 

 

ñYes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñBut the women would have to be veiled,ò said Jane. 

 

Mrs. Rawlinson  regarded her.  

 

ñIt must be unpleasant to drink through a veil,ò said Jane. 

 

ñIt shows crudeness, to be sure,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñbut low- caste women, in 

public, commonly do so. But do not be concerned. Our party will be intimate, and 

private. In su ch circumstances high -caste women commonly dispense with veiling.ò 

 

ñBut they might enter, veiled?ò said Jane. 

 

ñYes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñand, if they wish, they may eat and drink behind 

the veil.ò 

 



ñI did not know that,ò said Jane. 

 

I did not k now it, either.  

 

ñMuch may be done with a veil,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñat the discretion of its 

owner, an adjustment, an inadvertence, a slight laxity, a glimpsed cherry lip, a 

sparkling eye, and the knife is turned about in the heart of some luckless 

fe llow.ò 

 

ñDelightful,ò said Eve. 

 

ñHow will we distribute the garments, the roles?ò asked Jane. 

 

ñWould not everyone choose those of high caste, even those of Ubaras?ò I asked. 

 

ñWe will select the roles, and distribute them by lot,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

ñVery well,ò said Jane. ñThat seems fair. It would not do to have thirty Ubaras 

in the house.ò 

 

ñThe lots, to some extent,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñwill be rigged.ò 

 

ñHow is that?ò asked Eve. 

 

ñI think that Nora will be our Ubara,ò she said, ñand certain of her friends the 

Ubaraôs confidantes, or attendants.ò 

 

ñWhy is that?ò asked Jane. 

 

ñMy choice,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñOh,ò said Jane. 

 

I was sure that Mrs. Rawlinson was very much aware of certain interpersonal 

relationships obtainin g in the house. There was no secret about such things.  

 

ñI hope,ò said Eve, ñI will be of the Merchants. Their robes are yellow and 

white, or gold and white. I think I would look stunning in such robes.ò 

 

Eve had strikingly dark hair.  

 

ñI trust I will be of the Builders,ò said Jane. ñTheir robes are yellow.ò 

 

ñTheir official caste robes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñGoreans do not always wear 

their casteôs colors.ò 

 

ñI did not know that,ò said Jane. 

 

Mrs. Rawlinson looked at me. ñAnd you?ò she said. ñPerhaps you would care for 

the robes of the Scribes?ò 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñThey are poor. I do not know why they are a high caste.ò 

 

ñPerhaps then,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñthe green of the Physicians. They are a 

high caste.ò 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñThey, too, are not rich enough. I gather their pleasure is in 

their healings, and not in their fees. They are too devoted to their work, to 

their research, serums, and medicines, and distributing the benefits of their 

administrations and learnings indiscriminately, denyi ng such to no one.ò 

 



ñThat is in their caste codes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñThey are fools,ò I said. ñPeople sometimes need their skills and knowledge, 

even desperately. That is when they could make others pay, and well.ò 

 

ñYet they seldom do so,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

ñTo neglect such opportunities seems to me unwise, and scarcely comprehensible.ò 

 

ñThe caste has its traditions, and codes,ò she said. 

 

ñSuch practices, and refrainings,ò I said, ñseem an unlikely route to the 

prestige of a high c aste.ò 

 

ñPerhaps,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñWhere is their wealth, their power?ò 

 

ñThe personal physicians of Ubars do well,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñBut the others?ò I said. 

 

ñThere are the traditions, the codes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñWealth is power,ò I said. 

 

ñOnly if it can purchase steel,ò she said. 

 

ñIn any event,ò I said, ñI would like, like Eve, to be of the Merchants. Surely 

there could be more than one.ò 

 

ñOf course,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

I, too, had dark hair. I thought it wou ld look well against white and yellow, or 

white and gold.  

 

I had little doubt that the Merchants was the wealthiest caste. It seemed to me, 

then, that it should be the highest caste. Of what value, for example, was the 

Scarlet Caste, the caste of Warrior s, if not to protect the gold, the wealth, of 

the Merchants?  

 

ñNone of you,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñwill be of high caste.ò 

 

ñBut,ò said Eve, ñif we are of low caste, of the Metal Workers, the Cloth 

Workers, the Workers in Wood, the Leather Workers, the  Bakers, the Tarnsters, or 

such, we would have to be placed lower at the tables.ò 

 

ñBut,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñyou will not be placed at the tables, at all. As 

mentioned, the lots will be arranged. It will seem that it was merely your 

fortune, a matter of chance, that the lots fell as they did.ò 

 

ñNo!ò said Eve. 

 

ñNever!ò said Jane. 

 

ñCertainly not!ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñIt will be your role to serve the feast. You will 

serve attentively, efficiently, and humbly. You will be aler t to the needs of 

the guests, an empty plate, a glass in need of refilling. You will be swift to 

respond to summoning, of any sort, for example, to bring a laver of scented 



water to a place, that the guest may rinse his hands, or to lend your body, 

clothin g, or hair, if a guest wishes, to wipe grease from his fingers. You will 

not speak unless you are spoken to. If spoken to, you will respond softly, with 

deference. Your head is to be lowered, unless you are ordered to raise it; you 

are not to meet the eyes  of a guest, unless commanded to do so. You are to be 

self - effacing. You are prohibited from participating in the feast, in any way, 

either by eating or drinking, unless commanded by a guest. One may wish to feed 

you by hand, or cast scraps to the floor, w hich you are to retrieve on all 

fours, without the use of your hands. If a pan of water is set on the floor for 

you, you are to approach it on all fours, bow your head, and drink from it, 

humbly, as an animal. Each guest will be furnished with a switch, wh ich he may 

use on you, if he is in any way dissatisfied with your service, or, if he 

wishes, for no reason at all.ò 

 

ñNever!ò said Eve. 

 

ñThis is your punishment,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñThere is still time for you to 

leave the house.ò 

 

Jane began to sob.  

 

ñThe guests, and your sisters, will think this all a matter of the lots,ò said 

Mrs. Rawlinson. ñThus, in a sense, your fault, your punishment, will be 

concealed, and yet, in a way, its consequences will be well revealed.ò 

 

ñYou would have us be as kajirae?ò said Jane, aghast. 

 

ñSlave girlsðGorean slave girls?ò whispered Eve, scarcely daring to form the 

words.  

 

ñPrecisely,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñBut the fellows would not stand for such a thing,ò said Eve. ñThey would 

object. They would rush to rescue us.ò 

 

ñDo not be too sure of that,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñI think they will see it as 

all in the spirit of good fun. Too, I suspect that most will be pleased to see 

you, or any number of other young women, so. Further, the young men will be 

inf ormed that any attempt to interfere with matters will result in their 

immediate ejection. I think things will go splendidly.ò 

 

ñHow will we be clothed?ò I asked. 

 

ñI have decided that,ò she said. 

 

ñAs I understand it,ò I said, ñkajirae are commonly clothed sedately, in long 

gowns, if with bared arms, at such feasts, that is, if free women should be 

present?ò 

 

One scarcely dared conjecture how they might serve, if free women were not 

present.  

 

ñNot always,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñparticularly if the kajirae would be recent 

captures from an enemy city, or, say, enslaved rivals of the free women 

attending the feast, or such.ò 

 

ñI gather,ò I said, ñthat we are not then to be allowed the dignity of lengthy, 

concealing gowns.ò 

 

ñNo,ò she said. 

 



ñYou would dare have us appear in public in less?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 

ñNo, no!ò said Jane. 

 

ñIt is all in good fun,ò she said. 

 

ñHow then,ò asked Eve, ñare we to be clothed?ò 

 

ñObviously then,ò I said, ñin a garmenture appropriate to slaves.ò 

 

ñTunics, then,ò said Jane, in misery, ñtunics fit for slaves, slave tunics.ò 

 

ñI am sure,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñthat you would all look quite fetching in 

such tunics, slave tunics, particularly of the sort designed by men, by means of 

which the bea sts boast of the lineaments of their properties.ò 

 

ñI will never put such a thing on!ò exclaimed Jane. 

 

ñNever!ò said Eve. 

 

ñNever!ò I said. 

 

ñWe might perish of mortification!ò said Jane. 

 

ñScarcely so,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñStill!ò I exclaimed.  

 

The thought of myself in such a garment was shocking, insupportable, so 

exhibited, so displayed! How unthinkable, would be such a thing!  

 

It would be as though I were a slave!  

 

ñI gather, from men,ò she said, ñthat such things are extremely attractive.ò 

 

ñThey demean a woman,ò said Jane. 

 

ñHow can one demean a slave?ò she asked. 

 

ñBut you need have no fear,ò she said. ñI have no intention of putting you in 

slave tunics.ò 

 

We exchanged glances, of relief.  

 

ñYou will not wear slave tunics,ò she said. 

 

ñThank you, Mrs. Rawlinson,ò we said. 

 

ñNo,ò she said, ñyou will not be allowed such dignity. You will serve in 

camisks, all of you, in the common camisk.ò 

 

ñNever!ò we cried. 

 

ñRemain on your knees,ò she said. 

 

The camisk is a nar row rectangle of cloth, with an opening in the center. It is 

slipped over the head, and belted snugly, commonly with a double loop of thong 

or binding fiber, this fastened with a slip knot at the left hip, that it may be 

convenient to a right - handed man. T he double loop provides enough thong or 



binding fiber to bind the occupant, helplessly, hand and foot. The slip knot at 

the waist of the camisk is similar to the disrobing loop at the left shoulder of 

some slave tunics, by means of which the garment may be  conveniently removed, a 

simple tug loosening it, permitting it to fall gracefully about the ankles of 

its occupant.  

 

ñWe will never wear such things,ò said Eve. 

 

ñIt seems expulsion is in order,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñNo!ò we wept. 

 

ñWould you prefer to serve naked?ò she inquired. 

 

ñNo, no!ò we said. 

 

ñIt is not unusual for a Gorean feast to be so served by kajirae,ò she said. 

 

I did not doubt that.  

 

ñMany men claim it improves the appetite,ò she said. 

 

ñNo, no,ò whimpered Eve, tears coursing down her cheeks.  

 

ñI am told so,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. 

 

ñRelent, be kind,ò pleaded Jane. 

 

ñBut many,ò she said, ñprefer the tunic, or camisk. It gives them something to 

remove.ò 

 

ñYou would punish us so?ò I wept. 

 

ñYour fault was grievous,ò she said. ñYou may beg to be permitted a camisk.ò 

 

ñI beg to be permitted a camisk,ò said Eve. 

 

ñI beg to be permitted a camisk,ò said Jane. 

 

ñI beg,ò I said, ñto be permitted a camisk.ò 

 

ñIt is all in good fun,ò she said. 

 

Jane, Eve, and I exch anged glances, of dismay, and misery. We would be almost 

nude, exhibited, as might be slaves, and the others would be fully clothed, 

veiled, robed, and such.  

 

Clearly she had conceived a suitable punishment for such as we, a punishment 

fully appropriate,  given our fault, having dared to read of a natural world.  

 

ñYour left ankles,ò she said, ñwill be encircled several times with small, 

colored cords, on which bells will be threaded. Slaves are often belled. It 

stimulates the men.ò 

 

We looked at one an other, miserable.  

 

ñCollars, too, would be appropriate,ò she said. ñOne would not wish your necks 

to be naked. Common dog collars will do for you, particularly as you are 

bitches. But they will be locked on your neck. You will know yourself well in 

them.  Small padlocks will do, to which I shall hold the key.ò 

 



Eve began to cry.  

 

ñI assume you will all know enough to kneel in the presence of free persons, 

save when you are serving, fetching, and such.ò 

 

I nodded, in misery.  

 

And Nora, and her cliqu e, and the others, would be such, free persons!  

 

ñYou will all need a little coaching,ò she said, ñin posture, grace, and such, 

which I shall supply, but the important thing is that you should know yourself 

as slaves, that you should understand that, ful ly, in the deepest roots of you. 

Given that understanding, much will come quite naturally. Most of your serving, 

I assure you, will be quite proper, quite innocent. For example, in serving wine 

to a male you need only do so on your knees, your head down, e xtending the 

goblet, held in both hands, between your extended arms. You need have little 

fear that you will be expected to serve wine in the typical Gorean fashion, 

which is so stimulating to a male, and, I might observe, in passing, too, so 

helplessly an d erotically stimulating to the slave as well. One would not wish 

you to be dragged to the kitchen by the hair, and enjoyed on the linoleum, would 

we?ò 

 

ñNo,ò we whispered. 

 

ñBut Mrs. Rawlinson,ò said Eve, ñif the boys see us thusly, how will they see 

us?ò 

 

ñAs lusciously desirable,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson, ñbut only as slaves.ò 

 

ñWhat if we do not do well?ò said Jane. 

 

ñI am sure you will do well, very well,ò said Mrs. Rawlinson. ñAnd remember, the 

guests will be furnished with switches.ò 

 

We reca lled this.  

 

ñIt is unpleasant to be switched,ò she said. ñYou will try to do your best, will 

you not?ò 

 

We looked to one another.  

 

ñYes,ò we said. 

 

ñAnd remember,ò she said, ñyou are to address all free males as Master, and all 

free females as Mist ress. Do you understand?ò 

 

ñYes,ò we said. 

 

ñYes, Mrs. Rawlinson,ò she suggested. 

 

ñYes, Mrs. Rawlinson,ò we said. 

 

Several days later, the party took place, and Eve, Jane, and I, half - naked, 

belled, and collared, served as kajirae. Our punishment,  as Mrs. Rawlinson had 

suggested, was exquisite. As she had anticipated, we were well shamed, 

excruciatingly so. We knew we were being punished; the guests did not. I 

supposed I should have been grateful.  

 

I learned, for the first time in my life, at tha t party, something of what it 

might be to be looked upon as a slave. I could not remove the collar, of course, 

unless I had recourse to tools. Accordingly, it was well on me. It was the first 



time, of course, that I had ever been in a locked collar. Intere stingly, though 

I would have told no one at the time, I was erotically charged, even in my 

shame. Could I be, I wondered, a slut, or less? The bells, too, with their 

subtle rustle, marked the least of my movements. It was a strange feeling, to be 

belled. I n some strange way that, too, aroused me. Did they not say, so to 

speak, óYou are a slave, a belled slaveô? 

 

Eve, Jane, and I were, I suppose, quite popular at the party, at least with the 

young men. Many times, unnecessarily I was sure, we were summoned  to serve one 

or another of them. I think this did not much please several of our sisters, 

also at the tables.  

 

ñSlave,ò called Nora, in her sumptuous robes, as our Ubara, ñto me!ò 

 

I hurried to her, and knelt before her, head down.  

 

How pleased, I t hought, must she, my enemy, be to have me so before her!  

 

ñMy hands are greasy from the meat,ò she said. ñCome closer.ò 

 

Then, while she chatted with the young man beside her, she pulled me by the hair 

closer, and held me, painfully, my face down, at t he table, and wiped her hands, 

carefully and firmly, in my hair.  

 

Then, turning to me, as though she had just then noticed me, she said, ñGet 

out!ò 

 

I withdrew to the side, kneeling.  

 

My eyes were hot with tears. I kept my head down.  

 

ñTo me,ò she called again, later. ñStop!ò she then said, when I was a few feet 

from her. I knew enough, from Mrs. Rawlinson, to kneel, immediately.  

 

ñYou must be hungry,ò she laughed. 

 

We were hungry, for we were not permitted to participate in the feast. Too, on 

Mrs. Rawlinsonôs instructions, we had been denied lunch, and, later, kept locked 

in a room behind the kitchen, until we had been brought forth, covered by a 

large sheet, and introduced into the common room, now arranged as a banquet 

hall. We had been knelt,  and the sheet, swirling, lifted away, revealing us, 

camisked, collared, and belled. ñSlaves!ò had said Mrs. Rawlinson, in her own 

robes, with an expansive gesture, and there had been much laughter, and some 

gasps, for even our sisters had not been apprise d of how we would appear, and, 

too, there was some hooting from the young men, and vulgar noises, and an 

appreciative, even enthusiastic, clapping of hands.  

 

Then, at a sharp clapping of Mrs. Rawlinsonôs hands, we leapt up and hurried to 

the kitchen, to bring forth the fare, the sweets, the candies, the nuts, the 

bowls of fruit, the herbs, the bread, flat, circular loaves of bread, which 

would be divided into eight wedges, the many covered dishes of boiled vegetables 

and hot meat, the vessels of wine, and  such, and placed these on the serving 

table, from which place we began to serve the guests.  

 

ñAre you hungry?ò inquired Nora. 

 

I did not know what to do.  

 

ñYou may speak, slave,ò she said. 

 



ñYes,ò I said, ñðMistress.ò I had been informed by Mrs. Rawlinson that those in 

collars must tell the truth. How vulnerable this makes them. They are not free 

women. 

 

She then took some scraps from her plate and cast them about, on the floor.  

 

ñFeed,ò she said. 

 

Burning with shame, but yet, too, eager for food, I crawled to the scraps and, 

head down, without my hands, fed. That was the first time I had fed thusly. 

Oddly, I was glad to feed, even grateful.  

 

Could I be, I wondered, a slave?  

 

And how significant this would have been, I thought, had the scr aps been cast to 

the floor not by Nora, but by a man!  

 

I was suddenly overcome, almost unable to move.  

 

I was overwhelmed by a sudden, momentous sense of meaningfulness.  

 

How meaningful suddenly seemed my posture, my garmenture, the bells on my ankle , 

the collar on my neck.  

 

How small I seemed, how degraded and mocked, and how worthless, how helpless!  

 

And my sense was not just one of meaningfulness, as profound as that sense might 

be, and as comprehensible as such a sense would be, given the circ umstances, 

but, rather, startling me, and frightening me, one of fittingness, of propriety, 

of rightfulness!  

 

Could it be that I, despite my antecedents and background, my upbringing, 

education, and indoctrination, was a slave?  

 

Since puberty I had sus pected that some women were slaves. Were not the 

blossoming subtleties of my body, and those of others, such that they had been 

carved out over countless generations by the lusts of men? Were we not 

delightful prizes, goods, like fruit and animals, to be s eized and exploited? 

Had we not been selected to be delights to possessors? Had we not been selected 

to be roped and snared? Had we not been, in our way, bred for the auction block?  

 

Yes, I thought, there must be rightful slaves, women who cannot be whol e, cannot 

be fulfilled, who will never know true happiness except at the feet of men, 

owned, and mastered.  

 

Could I be one such?  

 

Never, never!  

 

Surely not, surely not!  

 

It went against everything I had been told, everything I had been taught.  

 

Could it be that what I had been told was false, that what I had been taught was 

untrue?  

 

Who was I?  

 

What was I?  

 



I sensed Nora walking about me, and was confident she had in her possession her 

switch.  

 

In a moment I heard a pan placed on the floor  near me.  

 

I looked up, from all fours.  

 

I felt the tip of her switch beneath my chin, and, responsive to its pressure, I 

lifted my head, and then, on all fours, my head up, guided by the switch, by its 

gentle pressure, first on one side of my face and  then the other, I was moved 

about, faced to the left, and then to the right, and then, again, ahead, being 

exhibited to those at the low tables, the men cross - legged, the women kneeling, 

some guests lounging, bemused, on an elbow.  

 

ñShe is a pretty thing, is she not?ò said Nora. 

 

There was a generous assent to this, particularly from the young men.  

 

Our sorority was quite particular about such things. No one was accepted as a 

pledge, let alone initiated, who did not meet certain standards.  

 

Our hou se was envied on campus, and, by some, held in contempt. Sometimes it was 

referred to as ñthe house of meaningless beauty,ò sometimes as ñthe harem,ò 

sometimes as ñthe slave market,ò which, I supposed, was a reference to a girlôs 

judiciously selling hersel f, so to speak, to the highest bidder. One fellow had 

referred to it, jokingly, as ñthe pleasure garden.ò I had gathered, then, that I 

might not be the only one about who might be familiar with certain forms of 

forbidden literature. But the expression, of course, is familiar, and well -

known. I did not inquire into the matter, for I would have been frightened to 

meet a male who might be familiar with such things. I wondered, though, what it 

might be like to be within the walls of such a place, waiting for th e bell, 

sounding my particular notes, that I must hasten to the room of preparation, to 

be prepared for the slave ring of my master.  

 

ñI think she looks nice in a collar, donôt you?ò asked Nora. ñI think she 

belongs in one, donôt you?ò 

 

I could not rem ove it. It was locked on me.  

 

I saw Mrs. Rawlinson, in the background. She was smiling. I recalled that I was 

being punished, well punished.  

 

I suspected that the sight of a woman in a collar was stimulating to men. I 

wondered if they knew that being i n a collar had a similar effect on its 

occupant.  

 

I had little doubt that orgasms were easily obtained from an obedient, yielding, 

helpless slave.  

 

What choice had she?  

 

None!  

 

But did the men know how eagerly the slave sought the embrace of her ma sterôs 

arms? One supposes so. Surely they must know the need, the passion, of the 

slave. How helpless is a woman once her slave fires have been ignited. Do the 

masters truly not understand the slaveôs uneasiness, her whimpering, her 

sidelong glances, the b ondage knot in her hair, her kneeling before him, the 

pathetic way she presses her lips to his feet, hoping to call herself to his 

attention?  

 



Surely the strongest chain on a slave is her nature and her needs.  

 

And I wondered, suddenly, what it would b e to encounter a man so virile and 

strong, so powerful and lustful, that he would be satisfied with nothing less 

than my absolute possession, with nothing less than owning me, with nothing less 

than having me as his slave.  

 

And what would it be, to be at  the feet of such a man?  

 

Could there be such man? Could there be such a place, such a world?  

 

Noraôs questions were greeted with obvious agreement. 

 

The switch drew my attention, and that of the guests, to the pan which had been 

placed near me.  

 

I t was a pan of water.  

 

ñDrink,ò said Nora. 

 

ñPlease, no,ò I protested. 

 

ñPlease no, what?ò inquired Nora. 

 

ñPlease, no, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñDrink,ò said Nora, sternly. 

 

I put down my head, and, on all fours, not using my hands, drank.  

 

I was  drinking as a slave. How strange to be in such a posture, I, a free woman, 

performing such an act. What feelings coursed through my body, strange feelings, 

unaccountable feelings. I could not understand them. But of course I was being 

punished. I must rem ember that. That must be all it was, all it could be. But 

such feelings, so broadcast, weakening, and suffusive! Could it be, I wondered, 

that I was a slave.  

 

I had had only a swallow or two when Noraôs slipper swept across the floor and 

upset the pan.  

 

ñClumsy slave!ò she said. 

 

Then, suddenly, I felt a stinging rain of leather cracking on my back, and then 

I was rolling on the floor, crying, turning about, trying to fend the blows 

which fell upon me, and then I struggled to my knees, and put my head  down to 

the floor, covering it with my hands. She struck some more blows, lashing blows, 

on my arms, and calves, and back, and then, perhaps weary, returned to her 

place.  

 

ñWhat a careless, clumsy slave,ò she remarked. 

 

I shook with sobs, and pain. I was not brave. Nora had conquered. She had 

defeated me, I was shattered, and subdued. She had won. I did not even think of 

myself as a free person. I felt myself to be something different, something 

helpless, meaningless, and unworthy. I was camisked, coll ared, and belled. I was 

only a punished slave. I knew then that I would strive to please her.  

 

The leather had taught me my place.  

 

She was mistress. I was slave.  

 



I wondered if Eve and Jane, in their exposure, their humiliation, and 

degradation, in their punishment, had suffered as I had. I did not doubt it. How 

could it be otherwise? Neither had been switched as I had, but each, more than 

once, when deemed less than fully pleasing, had felt a sharp stroke, sometimes a 

merry stroke, across the back o f her legs. Certainly, though excruciatingly 

sensitive to our exposure and shame, we all strove to play our roles well, for 

we were all constantly under the exacting scrutiny of Mrs. Rawlinson. She 

retained our confiscated books, and might, we knew, at any  time, initiate the 

proceedings which we were desperate to avoid. But I wondered, too, if Eve and 

Jane, now and again, in their serving, in their awareness of how they were 

looked upon, doubtless as never before, in their sense of exposure, of 

vulnerabilit y and helplessness, in their hope to be found pleasing, and their 

fear of failing to be found so, had had feelings analogous to mine, those 

unaccountable feelings which a woman might feel, if she sensed her legs within 

no more than a scrap of cloth, if she  lightly touched her finger tips to her 

throat, and found a collar there, if she were to understand, in its full moment, 

that she did not belong to herself but to another, that she was a property, and 

no more, that she was owned, that she was slave. I wond ered if Mrs. Rawlinson 

knew what she had done to us, what she had forced us to feel, what she had 

forced us to suspect about ourselves.  

 

At last the party was over, and the guests departed, and our sisters, laughing 

and chatting, weary but excited, retir ed to their rooms. Eve, Jane, and I were 

permitted to remove our bells and were placed in maidôs gingham uniforms, and 

set to clear the tables, tidy the room, and attend to the dishes. It was only 

when the work was complete that we were aligned, and Mrs. R awlinson, behind us, 

one by one, removed our collars.  

 

ñYou may thank me,ò she said. 

 

ñThank you, Mrs. Rawlinson,ò we said, and then fled, sobbing, to our rooms. 

 

It was some days after the party that I had had the troubling dream to which I 

earlier alluded, that in which it seemed that men were in my room, that in which 

I had sensed myself meticulously examined, and then, as I struggled to awaken, 

to escape the dream, bound helplessly, my wrists and ankles widely separated, 

while the men conferred. W hen I awakened, whimpering and frightened, I had 

screamed. Then I had realized, to my relief, that I was safe in my own room. 

Strangely I was naked, having apparently somehow slipped from my nightgown in 

the night. For some time, I remained in the bed, fri ghtened and troubled, even 

though it was now clear to me that I was in my own room. After a bit, however, 

my alarm seemed foolish to me, and I regarded the dream, for all its seeming 

reality, with amusement. It was then, a moment later, that I had cried ou t with 

horror, this the outburst which had brought Eve and Jane, and Mrs. Rawlinson, to 

the room. I had drawn the covers up about me. ñA dream,ò I said, ña dream!ò Mrs. 

Rawlinson had been the last to leave the room, and she had smiled before 

leaving, smile d knowingly, as it seemed to me at a later time. The reason for my 

outburst was simple. There were cord marks on my wrists and ankles.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Five  

 

 

 

 

 

ñSlave,ò she had said. ñKneel!ò 

 



ñYou are not a free woman!ò I had said. ñAre you so different from me? That bit 

of cloth you wear is as much a mockery of a garment as that which clings about 

me! Do I not see a metal circlet clasped close about your neck, which, I trust, 

is locked in place? If it is not, remove it, and I will kneel before  you.ò 

 

ñBarbarian!ò she said. 

 

ñWe are no different,ò I said. ñWe are now the same, whether barbarian or 

Gorean!ò 

 

ñNo!ò she said. 

 

ñI might sell for as much, or more than you!ò I said. 

 

These remarks, and those which had followed, recounted ear lier, were not 

unprecedented in exchanges between native Gorean slaves and imports, such as I, 

merchandise brought from Earth, particularly when they are unfamiliar to one 

another. I had, at this time, been better than three months and four passage 

hands o n your world. You might note that I was not without my collar vanity. I 

had literally suggested that I might bring as much off the block as she, though 

she was Gorean. To be sure, this would depend on the bidders. It had not taken 

me long to realize that I , and others like me, were commonly despised by Gorean 

women, both free and slave. The men, on the other hand, I soon discovered, 

though commonly regarding us as inferior and worthless, were not immune to our 

charms. Certainly they bid nicely for us, and w ere not reluctant to put us in 

their collars. We needed the men and hoped to be purchased by them, for they 

would protect us from the women. We needed only serve them with eager and abject 

perfection, in all the diverse ways of the female slave. Something more was 

involved here, of course, than the simple animosity of women, particular and 

generalized, for rivals, or the usual suspicion of that which is other than 

oneself, or different. We imports brought high prices. This was doubtless, in 

part, a result o f a different and exotic cast of merchandise, but, too, I think 

there was little doubt that the prices paid for us were not unrelated to the 

quality of the goods sold. When a city falls, or a caravan is taken, one will 

usually add to oneôs chain what is at hand. On the other hand, sometimes a woman 

is stripped and dismissed, whipped from a camp, or the smoking wagons. To her 

humiliation and rage, she has been rejected. She is insufficiently attractive to 

be a slave. She would not sell, or might sell for no more than a pot girl. 

Contrariwise, the girls taken from Earth are apparently selected with great 

care, for beauty, intelligence, and, I suspect, somehow, though I am unclear how 

it is assessed, for latent, and eventually uncontrollable, passion. I frankly  

see no reason to believe that the women of Earth, in general, are either better 

looking or not, when compared with their Gorean sisters, nor, of course, that 

they are better or worse than we. I would think them much the same. Clearly we 

are all female, an d human. On the other hand, the Goreans have an expression, 

ñslave beautiful,ò and that clearly means beautiful enough to be a slave. 

Accordingly, the women in collars, Goreans or not, tend to be females of a sort 

which is of interest to men. And, as you m ight recall, if you would forgive me, 

the imports from Earth are not acquired randomly, say, in virtue of the fortunes 

of war or raiding. They are selected with great care, apparently by men, or 

women, who are professionals in such matters. I have often wo ndered about Mrs. 

Rawlinson, whom I suspect is not unacquainted with my fate, and perhaps that of 

others. I wonder if she is amused, to think of us as we might now be. At 

different times it had seemed her voice was different, younger, and, at times, 

it see med her posture and carriage was more that of a younger woman. I had come 

to suspect that she had been disguised, and somehow placed in the sorority for 

some purpose. I recalled she had once identified herself as ña free woman.ò I 

had been puzzled by that at the time, but now it seemed somehow meaningful. She 

had said this shortly before she had had us kneel before her. If Mrs. Rawlinson 

was Gorean, or in league with Goreans, she had certainly been well placed to 

examine and assess a number of supercilious,  vain, intelligent, highly cultured, 



beautiful young women, women conveniently gathered together, women nicely 

located and accessible, self - selected women, beauties all, of a sort which, once 

collared, might be of interest to men. I wondered about Eve, and  Jane, and the 

others. Too, I wondered about beautiful, arrogant Nora, who might now find 

herself on the other end of a switch. I have spoken of collar pride. I soon 

learned collar pride. I learned that I was ñslave beautiful,ò and that the 

female slave is  the most desirable and exciting of human females. What woman 

would be immune to such flattery, the flattery of chains, the tunic, the collar, 

the whip? What woman, in her vanity, would be insensible of the compliment paid 

to her, the compliment of thongs and bracelets? How could she be unaware of the 

tribute and honor paid to her, that she should be cast amongst the least and 

most worthless of animals, the most desirable of women, the female slave? So I 

came to be proud of my beauty, and its meaning. The c ollar may be viewed as a 

simple contrivance, a device prescribed by Merchant Law, identifying a slave 

and, if the collar is engraved, often her master. Free women may view it as a 

badge of inferiority and degradation, and perhaps appropriately, from the so cial 

point of view. But the collar, too, as I have suggested, may be seen as a badge 

of quality, a token that the woman has been found desirable enough, and 

beautiful enough, of sufficient interest to men, to be put in a collar. It is no 

wonder the free wo men, encumbered in their robes, uneasy within them, perhaps, 

for all I know, seething with need, suspecting the joys of the collar, hate us 

so.  

 

We are as natural and real a part of your world as the unpolluted air you 

breathe. You think nothing of our p resence. It is there, as that of your other 

domestic animals. You find us on your streets, and in your markets, shopping; 

you note us waiting for our masters, our necks or ankles chained to street 

rings; surely you have seen us on holidays, promenaded on o ur leashes? Are we 

not everywhere, hurrying about, intent on our errands? We are in your homes, and 

kitchens, and fields. Do we not serve in the paga taverns, sometimes nude and 

belled? Do we not, sedately tunicked, as serving slaves, assist free women wit h 

their complex ornaments, their perfumes, robes, and veils? Do we not gather 

gossip for them, and carry messages for them in their petty intrigues and 

assignations; do we not accompany their palanquins? Will you not find us in 

military camps, and stables?  Do we not serve well in the baths? Is it not a 

great pleasure of your visitors, foreign ambassadors, and such, to see us in 

your towns and cities, doubtless comparing us to those in theirs? Do we not fit 

in well with your colorful architecture, your broad  boulevards, the lovely 

statues and fountains, and, surely, with your extensive, shaded public gardens, 

with their secluded, winding paths? Surely your slaves are one of the delights, 

one of the pleasures and joys, of your world. It is easy to see why you would 

not give the least thought to letting us out of our collars. You want us in 

them, and we will be kept in them. Indeed, who but a fool would free a slave 

girl?  

 

Deny this, if you wish, but I have discovered, on your world, that such as I are 

not onl y accepted, as your other animals, but are, in a way, prized. Surely you 

are aware of the jokes, the songs. Certainly we are muchly sought for? Is it not 

for us that citadels are stormed and caravans raided, that we may be coffled and 

led naked to your mar kets? Surely you cannot deny our importance, negligible 

though we may be? Are we not somehow special amongst your animals, though we 

commonly sell for less than a sleen, and dozens of times less than a tarn? I 

think so. And I do not think you would wish to  do without us. No. Are we not 

well worked, and are we not beautiful? And you find many uses for us, to which 

we are put.  

 

Sometimes I marvel at your world.  

 

Here, as not on my former world, the slavery of such as I is not questioned. Its 

utility, valu e, naturalness, and appropriateness is accepted, and understood. In 

a natural order, a natural order refined and enhanced with the rituals, customs, 



and institutions of civilization, would there not be such as we? Is it not the 

natural right of a natural m aster, that he should have a slave, or slaves? And 

is it not the natural right of the natural, needful slave, that she should kneel 

to her master? What begins in the caves, with fastenings formed from the sinews 

of beasts, may flourish in the boulevards, w here delicate, graceful bracelets 

may confine the small wrists of women behind their backs.  

 

We are subject to your whips, and wear your chains.  

 

Surely that is obvious.  

 

But is our lot so miserable?  

 

Men and women are different, very different.  

 

Surely you know that.  

 

Here women such as I find ourselves a very real part of a very real world.  

 

Here we know who we are, and how we must be.  

 

Here we have a role and an identity, to be sure one inescapable and imposed upon 

us, whether we will hav e it so or not, for we are only animals, only slaves. But 

consider us, if you will, and our natures, though one need not consider a slave. 

Do you think slaves do not have natures, even though their natures may be 

scarcely worth noticing, and despicable?  

 

We do have our natures.  

 

Do you think all gratification, or fulfillment, is on the side of the master? It 

is not. Why are we commonly so radiant, so content? Have you not wondered how 

that could be? Many of us, once embonded, once brought to the feet of  a man, 

find ourselves. Enslaved, we learn we are of the slave sex. We then desire, with 

all our heart, to be slaves, worthy slaves of our masters. Can you, who are 

free, understand that? I suspect your free women can. Perhaps they awaken, 

sweating and scr eaming, in the night.  

 

Your world is a natural world, on which exist dominance and submission, and I 

have learned that I am not dominant. To be sure, I knew this even on my world, a 

world in which such things are clearly recognized, in all their obviousn ess, but 

denied. They are not denied here, as I learned, on my knees, looking up, into 

the eyes of masters.  

 

Some are slaves, and some masters.  

 

Why should the slave not be a slave, and the master a master?  

 

How long we waited for our masters! How we  need our masters! How precious are 

our masters, and how we, trembling, hasten to serve them, to please them, and as 

a slave!  

 

I, for one, am content. I belong in my collar. Keep me in it.  

 

And yet, too, I am only a slave, and sometimes tremble in terr or. We cannot 

choose our masters. We may be bought and sold, exchanged and bestowed, wagered 

and stolen. We may be ignored, despised, and beaten. Who knows to whose whips we 

must press our lips obediently?  

 

I was taken in the parlor of the house.  

 



I wa s summoned downstairs by a manôs voice. I descended the stairs, frightened. 

But surely these were workers, summoned by Mrs. Rawlinson. But where was she? I 

shook my head. It was in the late afternoon, in the fall. I remember how the 

light came through the windows. Somehow, unaccountably, I had fallen asleep 

after lunch. Where was Mrs. Rawlinson? Where were my sorority sisters? The 

house, a large house, seemed empty.  

 

Then I was suddenly very afraid, for I was now sure it was empty. I could not 

run past th e men, and one of them was behind me. Another blocked the stairs.  

 

ñWho are you?ò I asked, pleasantly enough. ñWhat are you doing here? May I help 

you?ò 

 

Three of the men arranged chairs before me, the backs of the chairs facing me. 

They sat on the cha irs, their arms on the backs, regarding me.  

 

I stepped back a pace or two.  

 

Where were my sisters? Where was Mrs. Rawlinson?  

 

On one side of the room, a lamp had been overturned. Here and there, oddly, some 

lengths of ribbon lay on the carpet, red ri bbon, white ribbon.  

 

ñWhat do you want?ò I asked. ñDoubtless Mrs. Rawlinson, she is the house mother, 

summoned you, but for what purpose I do not know. I think the house is in order. 

It is in order, as far as I know. She is not here now. She will doubtle ss be 

back later. May I help you? You could come back later.ò 

 

ñRemove your clothing, completely,ò said a man, he in the center chair. 

 

I looked at him, disbelievingly.  

 

ñMust a command be repeated?ò he asked. 

 

I looked about, wildly.  

 

There was something familiar about this question. It seemed I had heard 

something like this before, or read something like this, at one time or another.  

 

I put my hand before my mouth.  

 

ñNo one will hear you,ò said a fellow. 

 

I looked at the fellow in the cent er chair, he whom I took to be their leader.  

 

ñNow,ò he said. 

 

I remembered then where I had come upon that question. It had occurred in one or 

more of the books I had read, those compromising books which Mrs. Rawlinson had 

confiscated.  

 

It was a Gor ean question.  

 

And I knew the sort of person, a female person, to whom such a question was 

likely to be addressed. Such persons were expected to comply with commands 

instantly and unquestioningly. Failure to do so, I suspected, was unwise.  

 

I reached t o the top button on my blouse.  

 

ñWho are you?ò I asked. 

 



In a few moments I stood naked before them.  

 

ñStand straighter, and turn about, slowly, and then face us, again,ò said their 

leader.  

 

ñWhat do you think?ò asked the leader, of one of his confederates.  

 

ñForty, perhaps sixty,ò said the fellow. 

 

I understood nothing of this.  

 

ñBack toward us,ò said the leader, ñyour wrists crossed behind your back.ò 

 

I did so, and, shortly, with two or three encirclements of cord, snugly knotted, 

my wris ts were tied behind my back.  

 

I remembered the words, óforty, perhaps sixty,ô and gasped. This must stand for 

forty, or sixty, thousand dollars. I suspected then that I was to be taken to 

the Middle East, and would be destined for some rich manôs harem. 

 

I struggled, futilely.  

 

The leader came about, and stood before me. He held a generous length of ribbon, 

silken ribbon, in his hand, some feet in length. He wound this twice about my 

throat, and then knotted it, closely, under my chin. He jerked the k not tight. I 

felt the pull against the back of my neck. The ribbon was white.  

 

ñYou are white-silk,ò he said. 

 

In my reading I recalled the significance of white - silk, but how could they know 

that I had not been ñopened for the pleasure of men,ò that I was a virgin? Then 

I remembered my strange dream, of several days ago, after the party. If it had 

been no dream, I supposed such a determination might have been easily made at 

that time, perhaps while I slept.  

 

Then I stiffened, for one of the fellows w as crouching beside me, on the left. I 

felt a metal anklet snapped about my ankle.  

 

I had been ankleted.  

 

ñI know what you have in mind,ò I said, ñbut you will never get me to the Middle 

East! You will never be able to sell me in a secret market!ò 

 

ñYou are not going to the Middle East,ò said their leader. ñAnd there will be 

nothing secret about the market in which you will be sold.ò 

 

ñYou are going to sell me?ò I said. ñTruly?ò 

 

ñYour lineaments are not without interest,ò said a fellow. 

 

ñThat was clear from the film,ò said another. 

 

ñFilm?ò I said. 

 

ñTaken at the party,ò said a fellow. 

 

ñYou look quite well in a camisk,ò said a man. 

 

ñYou know that word?ò I said. 

 

The fellow laughed.  



 

ñTo be sure,ò said another, ñit was a rather generous camisk.ò 

 

I had been mortified, for I had been half naked. And I was dismayed to learn 

that some record of my humiliation, of my punishment, and, I supposed, of that 

of Eve and Jane, too, had apparently been made. I suspected Mrs. Rawlinson would 

not have been unaware of the filming. Perhaps she had arranged it, for a record 

of the party, which might later have been of interest to the guests. But how 

could these men have known of this, how could they have managed to see the film? 

Had it been stolen?  Had it been given to them? Had it been sold to them?  

 

ñIt may be a long time,ò said another, ñbefore you are again permitted a garment 

as concealing as a camisk.ò 

 

ñYou will never get me to the Middle East!ò I said. 

 

ñYou are not going to the Middle East,ò said the leader. ñYou are going to Gor.ò 

 

ñThere is no such place!ò I said. ñThere is no such place!ò 

 

I struggled.  

 

I was aware of the metal on my left ankle, snugly enclosing it. I was aware of 

the ribbon twice encircling my throat, knotted  there, a ribbon of white silk.  

 

I was nude, and my hands were tied behind my back.  

 

I was helpless.  

 

ñThere is no such place!ò I said. ñThere is no such place!ò 

 

I was then, from behind, gagged.  

 

Two men then placed me on the rug, gently, and on e crossed my ankles and another 

tied them together. I then lay on the rug, gagged, and bound, hand and foot.  

 

ñPut her in the van,ò said the leader. 

 

I was lifted and carried through the backdoor of the house, where a van was 

waiting. I was placed in t he van, on the metal floor. The floor had some broad 

grooves. Such a feature, I supposed, was in the interests of cargo, affording a 

run - off for possible spillages, a higher, drier surface to protect against 

dampness, perhaps a less frictionated surface to  facilitate the loading or 

unloading of boxes, crates, and such. It would not, of course, be a pleasant 

surface to lie on, as I would soon learn. One man climbed into the back of the 

van with me, and the doors were closed. Shortly thereafter the van left t he 

driveway.  

 

We had driven for perhaps two hours when I began to whimper. My body was sore, 

particularly given the recent roughness of the road, my jarring and jostling, 

and the hardness of the floor. In places on my body there were temporary marks, 

fro m the grooved flooring.  

 

The man said nothing, but he removed his jacket, folded it, and placed it under 

my head and shoulders.  

 

I looked at him, tears in my eyes, gratefully.  

 

Then I lay back.  

 



Had he been waiting for me to whimper, I wondered. Ha d he been waiting for me to 

beg?  

 

I knew I had begged.  

 

I did not know if this had pleased him or not.  

 

But I had begged.  

 

It was an hour later, and night must have fallen. The man snapped on the dome 

light in the rear of the van.  

 

I lay before h im.  

 

He turned away, and, from a box to his left, he drew forth a thermos, and a 

small sack. I watched him, as he unwrapped a sandwich, and began to eat.  

 

After a bit, he looked at me.  

 

ñAre you hungry?ò he said. 

 

I struggled to sit up. I nodded, p iteously. I was cold, thirsty, famished, and 

bound.  

 

ñWe are in the country,ò he said. ñIt would do you no good to scream.ò 

 

I nodded.  

 

ñOn your knees,ò he said. ñApproach me.ò 

 

I managed to kneel, and make my way to him.  

 

ñTurn about,ò he said. 

 

I struggled about, and he untied the gag, and drew it away.  

 

ñFace me,ò he said. 

 

I did so.  

 

He poured some fluid from the thermos into the cup of the thermos, and held it 

to my lips, and I drank.  

 

It was warm tea.  

 

ñThat is enough,ò he said, withdrawing the cup.  

 

ñWould you like to eat?ò he asked. 

 

Again I nodded, desperately.  

 

He began to finish his sandwich, but before doing so, tore off a portion, and 

held it to me.  

 

I extended my head to him, to take the bit of sandwich, but he dre w it back, a 

little, so that I must reach farther forward to take it. Then, when I had done 

so, he permitted me to reach it, and take it.  

 

He had well impressed on me that he was in control of my food.  

 

He finished the sandwich, and I had finished the bit permitted to me.  



 

ñYou may lick my hand,ò he said. 

 

I licked his wrist, and the back of his hand.  

 

In this way, I expressed my gratitude, that I had been given drink, and had been 

fed.  

 

ñMay I speak?ò I asked. 

 

I had said this naturally, unde rstandably enough, for I was afraid. Yet, almost 

as soon as I had said the words, I wondered why I had used those particular 

words, in that particular way. Surely they seemed appropriate; but they also 

seemed familiar. It was as though I had heard them bef ore, or read them 

somewhere. Then it occurred to me that I had read them, or something rather like 

them, in those books which Mrs. Rawlinson had discovered in my room, which she 

had seized, to my consternation and shame.  

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñShall I replace the gag?ò he asked. 

 

I shook my head, negatively.  

 

He had said we were in the country, and that it would do no good to scream. 

Certainly that seemed plausible, given the roughness of the road. And I hated 

the gag. How helpless a woman feels when spe ech is denied her! Too, he was a 

powerful man, and I did not doubt that even the suspicion that I might cry out 

might earn me a blow which might render me unconscious. Too, I saw those large 

hands, and did not doubt but what they might, if he wished, snap my neck.  

 

I would not cry out.  

 

ñLie on your stomach,ò he said. 

 

I lay on my stomach across his jacket.  

 

He checked the bonds on my wrists and ankles. Apparently all was in order. They 

needed no adjustment.  

 

So I lay on my stomach, under the dome  light, bound, as the van sped on through 

the night.  

 

I became very much aware that he was looking at me, prone and bound, lying 

across his jacket, under the dome light.  

 

I began to suspect, trembling, what it might be for a man to see a woman so. And 

I was well aware that I was not unattractive. I knew that I had been accepted as 

a pledge to the sorority at least in part because of my beauty, as had been the 

other girls. We were a house of beauties. Certainly we had teased, and taunted, 

and dismissed, many young men who had sought our company. We were angling for 

the best on campus, for whom we were willing to compete. So surely I must not 

simply lie there before him. He was a strong man, and I was helpless. Was I not 

like a tethered ewe, in the vicinit y of a tiger? I feared the teeth, the claws, 

of such a beast, but, too, I wondered what it would be to feel them on my body. 

I became much aware of the anklet fastened about my left ankle, the ribbon wound 

twice and knotted about my neck. I must attempt to  distract him.  

 

ñI beg to speak!ò I said. 

 



Again, I had the sense that these words were somehow familiar. In any event, 

they expressed how desperately I wished to speak.  

 

ñYou may speak,ò he said. 

 

ñUntie me,ò I said. ñLet me go!ò 

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñI am naked,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñWhere are you taking me?ò I asked. ñWhat are you going to do with me?ò 

 

ñYou are being taken to a collection point,ò he said, ñfrom which point you will 

be shipped.ò 

 

ñThen there are others,ò I said. 

 

ñSeveral,ò he said. 

 

ñAs I?ò I asked, pulling a bit at the bonds. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

How helpless I was!  

 

ñFree me,ò I said. ñI can give you money, much money! I can make it worth your 

while, very much so!ò I recalled that a fellow in the house had said something 

like óforty, perhaps sixtyô in response to anotherôs question. I could double or 

triple forty, or better, even sixty, thousand dollars for my freedom, simply 

from immediately available resources and accounts. ñWhatever you, and your 

fellows,  might get for me,ò I said, ñI can give you more, much more! Let me go!ò 

 

ñBut what of the others?ò he asked. 

 

ñSurely they are rich, as I!ò I said. 

 

ñNot at all,ò he said. ñWe take some who have little to commend them but their 

extraordinary beauty,  their high intelligence, and latent, exploitable needs.ò 

 

ñIf they cannot pay,ò I said, ñthen let it be done with them as you will.ò 

 

ñIt will be done with them as we will,ò he said. 

 

ñWhat of my sorority sisters?ò I said, frightened. 

 

ñThey are all in hand,ò he said. 

 

I thought of Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

ñAll of them are rich,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said, ñall are penniless, destitute, as you are.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñIf you were to be freed this moment,ò he said, ñyou would soon discover that 

every economic resource you had has disappeared, vanished, save, I suppose, your 

body, which might bring you something from time to time on the streets.ò 



 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñThere are ways, arrangements, documents, transfers,ò he said.  

 

ñYouôre joking,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñYou already have everything I could give you?ò I said. 

 

ñAnd something more,ò he said. 

 

ñWhat?ò I said. 

 

ñYou,ò he said. 

 

ñYou will never get away with this!ò I said. 

 

ñOn your world,ò he said, ñyou guard your goods, your automobiles, yachts, 

jewels, gold, almost everything, but not your women. We do not make that mistake 

with our women. Your women are like public fruit, ripe, moist, fresh, and 

tempting, dangling within easy reach, harveste d without difficulty at our 

pleasure.ò 

 

I thought it odd, the expression ñon your world.ò 

 

ñWe harvest judiciously,ò he said, ñwith an eye to only the finest stock, 

wherever found, Japan, England, Germany, France, Denmark, wherever it may be 

found. We are particular.ò 

 

ñI am to be flattered?ò I said. 

 

ñYou and your so-called sisters,ò he said. 

 

ñI see,ò I said, bitterly. My body was sore, cold, and tired, even lying on his 

jacket.  

 

ñIn your party,ò he said, ñdid you notice the eyes of the boys on you, and your 

camisked sisters?ò 

 

ñEve, and Jane,ò I said. ñYes, it was difficult not to be aware of that.ò 

 

ñPerhaps that was the first time you were ever looked upon that way,ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said, ñbut on the beach I was not unaware of the eyes of men on me.ò 

 

ñThat white, one-piece bathing suit,ò he said, ñwas amusing, so putatively 

modest, and yet so subtly expressive.ò 

 

He knew about the suit!  

 

ñYou enjoyed taunting the fellows with that,ò he said. 

 

I did not respond.  

 

ñAnd then,ò he said, ñwhen they were lured in, when they were encouraged, when 

they thought themselves welcomed, turning the freezing blast of a cold stare 

upon them, feigning surprise, indignation, and innocence. How useful was that 

little suit in your trivial, pre tentious girl games.ò 

 



ñLet me go,ò I said. 

 

ñSurely you are aware of what I might do with you now, if I pleased,ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said, frightened. I wondered what it might be, to be put to the 

purposes of such a man, no boy, but a man.  

 

ñThere are examination positions,ò he said. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñYou will learn them,ò he said, ñand assume them instantly upon command.ò 

 

ñI am afraid,ò I said. ñPlease free me. I will make no trouble. I will say 

nothing. I will not go to the  police.ò 

 

ñDo you think we do not have arrangements with the police?ò he said. 

 

ñOn the street,ò he said, ñit may be as simple as stopping and lowering your 

head, while being scrutinized, and assessed.ò 

 

ñAssessed?ò I said. 

 

ñBut at the party,ò he said, ñthe look of the men was quite different, was it 

not?ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said, shuddering. ñBut I was half- naked, and I had to behave in certain 

ways, I had to be obedient, subservient. I was being punished, and so, too, were 

Eve and Jane!ò 

 

ñDid it not excite you to be so clad, to act so, to be so looked upon?ò he 

asked.  

 

ñóExcite meô?ò I asked. 

 

ñSexually,ò he said. 

 

ñHow dare you!ò I said. 

 

ñI see it did,ò he said. 

 

Bound, tears of shame welled in my eyes.  

 

ñHow do you think you were looked upon?ò he asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò I said. 

 

ñYou were half-naked and there were collars on your necks, locked collars,ò he 

said.  

 

ñSo?ò I said. 

 

ñHow do you think you were looked upon?ò he said. 

 

ñI do not know,ò I said. 

 

ñSpeak,ò he said, not pleasantly.  

 

ñAs slaves!ò I said. 

 



ñYou, and your sisters, are shallow, petty, vain, spoiled, mercenary, 

meaningless, little bitches,ò he said. ñYou are worthless.ò 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñNo!ò 

 

ñWhat,ò he asked, ñif you should meet not the men of your world, boys, half - men, 

subdued men, furtive glancers, guilty, shamed, crippled men, men trained to 

betray their nature, taught to suppress their manhood, but other men, natural 

men, quiet, unpretentious, powerful, confident, self - assured men, men who look 

upon women as delights, as delicious creations of nature to be fittingly brought 

within the ambit of oneôs power, to be owned and mastered.ò 

 

ñCould there be such men?ò I asked. I was terrified because I, and my sisters, 

in our meaninglessness, were worth y to be to such men no more than slaves. But 

better I thought to be the abject slave of such a man than the pampered darling 

of a rich weakling, of the sort to which our background and the nature of our 

lives directed us. Owned by such a man one would stri ve to please him. One would 

hope, trembling, to be found pleasing  

 

ñThere are such men,ò he said, ñeven on Earth.ò 

 

ñSurely not!ò I said. 

 

ñThere is nothing wrong with the men of Earth,ò he said. ñThey are the same as 

those of which I speak. It is a cultural matter. It is possible that in a 

thousand years the men of Earth will come to understand what has been done to 

them, and they will find themselves.ò 

 

ñAre my resources, my wealth, truly gone?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñThen I cannot use them to purchase my release, my freedom,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñDoubtless they are worth far more than I would sell for,ò I said. 

 

ñCertainly,ò he said. 

 

ñBut my value,ò I said, ñis not negligible.ò 

 

ñI gather,ò said he, ñyou are curious to know what you might sell for.ò 

 

ñYes!ò I said. 

 

I turned my head to him, with difficulty. He was smiling. I did not realize, at 

the time, that I had acknowledged myself the sort of woman on whom a price might 

be set.  

 

ñIt is hard to say,ò he said. ñWe speculated that you might go from somewhere in 

the neighborhood of forty to sixty.ò 

 

ñSo that is what a beautiful woman, one as beautiful as I, would bring on the 

Arab slave market,ò I said, ñforty to sixty thousand dollars.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò he said.  

 

ñYou intend to sell me in the Middle East,ò I said, ñto some sheik, some rich 

merchant.ò 

 



ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñTo be held captive in some remote desert palace?ò 

 

ñThat seems unlikely,ò he said. 

 

ñHe would buy me for a wife,ò I said. 

 

ñScarcely,ò he said. 

 

ñSurely not for less,ò I said. ñSurely not for a mere concubine!ò 

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñThen?ò I whispered. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñNo, no!ò I said. 

 

He was silent for a bit. I sensed the van making a turn.  

 

ñI am a free woman!ò I said. 

 

ñFree women,ò he said, ñregard themselves as priceless. You did not.ò 

 

ñWhat then,ò I asked, ñdo you think I am?ò 

 

ñThat should be clear,ò he said. 

 

I struggled in the bonds.  

 

ñYou will not be sent to the Middle East,ò he said. 

 

ñWhere then?ò I said.  

 

ñGor,ò he said. 

 

ñDo not tease me,ò I said. ñBe kind! Be merciful! Do not sport with a stripped, 

helpless captive!ò 

 

ñGor,ò he said. 

 

ñThat is fiction,ò I said. ñIt is only in books, only in stories, only in 

stories!ò 

 

ñGor,ò he said. 

 

ñI told you in the house,ò I wept. ñThere is no such place! There is no such 

place!ò 

 

Then the van had stopped, I had no idea where.  

 

Then I was aware of a hand in my hair, which pulled my head up and back, and, 

from the side, from my left, a soft, f olded bit of white cloth, some six inches 

square. This square of cloth was damp, with some chemical. It was placed over my 

nose and mouth, and held in place, closely. I struggled for a moment, and then 

lost consciousness.  

 

 

 



* * * *  

 

 

 

ñYou look well in chains,ò he said. 

 

I was well illuminated in the light of the torch.  

 

ñPlease give me clothing!ò I begged. 

 

ñClothing is not necessary,ò he said, ñas you are a slave.ò 

 

ñI am not a slave!ò I said. 

 

He pointed to his feet.  

 

I crawled to hi m, the chains on my wrists and ankles dragging on the large, flat 

stones, and, head down, frightened, pressed my lips to his feet.  

 

ñSee?ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I whispered, ñðMaster.ò 

 

He then exited, bending down, and the small iron gate closed behind h im. A 

moment later I heard a key turning in the lock, and was in darkness.  

 

I realized I was on Gor.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Six  

 

 

 

 

 

In the small room, with the panel bolted on the outside, where we were commonly 

housed when not serving in the large ou ter room, the Gorean girl, well collared, 

had accosted me, demanding that I, a mere barbarian, should kneel before her. I 

had refused. She, with her beauty, her marked thigh, her encircled neck, was no 

more than I!  

 

ñHow then did they recognize you as a slave?ò she had asked. 

 

ñI have no idea,ò I had said, though, in truth, I had an idea of such matters. 

 

ñYou must have been assessed,ò she had said. 

 

ñDoubtless,ò I had said. 

 

Suddenly the door had been unbolted from the outside, and Tela, first gi rl, 

entered. All of us in the small room immediately went to our knees, and put our 

heads to the floor, the palms of our hands on the floor beside our heads.  

 

ñI am frightened,ò said Tela. ñSomething is wrong.ò 

 

We dared not change position, as we had not received permission to do so.  

 

ñBe as you would,ò said Tela. 



 

We looked up.  

 

Usually Telaôs switch dangled from her wrist. 

 

It was not there now.  

 

She was clearly frightened, and her alarm spread to the rest of us, not now 

serving. I was the only barbarian in the room. We feared Tela, for she was first 

girl, our switch mistress. I had never seen Tela frightened before, except 

before the masters. There were two of us in the outer room, who would be, as far 

as I knew, serving.  

 

ñWhat is wrong, Mistress?ò asked Midice. 

 

ñThe guests have fled,ò she said. 

 

I did not understand this, for the tables, the games, did not close until the 

early morning.  

 

ñI fear the masters are undone,ò she said. ñThey have departed.ò 

 

ñWhat is going on, Mistress?ò asked Midice. 

 

ñListen!ò said Tela. 

 

ñOh!ò whispered Lucia. 

 

ñThe drums of guardsmen,ò said Daphne. 

 

ñThey are coming closer,ò said Cara. 

 

ñCloser!ò wept Portia. I gathered she had had dealings with guardsmen before. 

She seemed very much afra id.  

 

ñWhat of the masters?ò said Dina. She wore the tiny Dina brand, ñthe slave 

flower.ò The Dina is a familiar slave brand, but not nearly as common as the 

cursive Kef. The girls who wear that brand are often called ñDina,ò doubtless 

from the mark.  

 

ñI do not think they will escape the city,ò said Tela. 

 

Our house was one of several on the Street of Chance in Ar.  

 

Outside the drums had stopped, and we heard shouting, and pounding, from the 

sound of it, the pounding of spear butts, on the door.  

 

ñYou know nothing!ò said Tela. 

 

I sensed that Faia and Tirza, in the outer room, must have hastened to the door, 

and, struggling, removed the long, heavy beam which secured it. I would later 

learn that the masters, as they departed, had instructed them to  set the beam in 

place. In this, they may have been hoping to gain time.  

 

The doors burst open and there were heavy footsteps, as of high, military 

sandals. I heard Faia and Tirza scream. There were shouts, and a crashing, and 

piling, of furniture.  

 

In  a moment I sensed fire, and, through the door, saw wild shadows cast on the 

walls, of armed men, breaking tables, hurling them to the center of the room. I 

smelled smoke.  



 

ñRun, run!ò said Tela, hastening back, into the larger room. 

 

We, in our servin g tunics, crying out with fear, hurried out, into the larger 

room. Smoke was now billowing from the flaming heap in the center of the room, 

the tables, the wheels, the boards, the boxes of gaming pieces. We fled toward 

the welcome of the opened door, but o ur passage was blocked by a lowered spear.  

 

ñWhere is your master?ò said a voice. 

 

ñMasters!ò said Tela. ñBut we do not know!ò 

 

Addressed by a man, we all knelt.  

 

My eyes stung.  

 

I began to cough.  

 

ñWho is first girl?ò asked the man. 

 

ñI am,ò said Tela, ñif it pleases Master.ò She was trembling. 

 

ñHow many are there?ò asked the man. 

 

ñEleven, including myself,ò wept Tela. 

 

The soldiers, or guardsmen, despite the fire, were pulling down hangings, and 

prying loose panels from the wall. Two  inspected our holding room, and two 

others rushed to the kitchen, and storage rooms. Then they, and the others, 

their work done, the premises rummaged through, the decor torn, scratched, and 

ravaged, exited behind he before whom we knelt, who barred our w ay.  

 

ñWe are slaves,ò wept Tela. ñHave mercy on us! Let us out!ò 

 

An officer appeared behind the fellow who barred the door. ñClose them inside, 

and block the door,ò said the officer. ñThey are not stupid. They know what was 

transpiring here.ò 

 

ñNo, Masters!ò cried Tela, from her knees. ñWe know nothing!ò 

 

ñWe are ignorant!ò cried Faia. 

 

ñWho knows what transpires with masters?ò cried Midice. 

 

ñWe are only slaves!ò cried Tirza. 

 

ñSlaves!ò wept Lucia. 

 

ñWe dared not inquire, Master,ò said Daphne. ñCuriosity is not becoming in a 

slave!ò 

 

The heavy door was swung shut before us. We rose to our feet, coughing, and 

weeping, and screaming, struck at it, pulled at it, tried to open it.  

 

ñThe back is chained shut,ò cried Cara. 

 

We sank down, be hind the door, scratching at it.  

 

I was blinded with smoke, half strangled, with a lack of air. We could not help 

who had bought us.  

 



I slipped to my belly before the door.  

 

I put out my fingers, and touched the wood.  

 

Then suddenly the doors swung  back, and I saw light, and smoke billowed into the 

street.  

 

My lungs drew in the bright, clean air of Gor.  

 

A hand seized me by the hair and drew me forth on all fours, and then thrust me 

down to the street, on my belly.  

 

ñFasten your hands in your hair,ò said a man. 

 

We lay prone, in a line, side by side. Midice was to my left, and Luta, who had 

spoken to me so contemptuously in the holding room, was to my right. I thought 

to myself, ñSee, Luta, we are not so different.ò 

 

I was aware of sandaled  feet stepping about, amongst us.  

 

We did not look up.  

 

After a time, a voice said, ñA silver tarsk, for the lot.ò 

 

ñVery well,ò said the officer, ñbut see that they are sold in the Tarsk Market.ò 

 

ñA stipulation?ò said a voice. 

 

ñYes,ò said the officer.  

 

ñDone,ò said the voice. 

 

I heard a clink of coins, and, shortly thereafter, I felt a rope looped about my 

left ankle, snugly, and knotted, tightly, and then passed to Midice, on my left, 

and thence to those beyond her.  

 

ñA silver tarsk!ò I thought. ñWe have been given away!ò 

 

ñKeep your hands fastened in your hair,ò said a fellow. 

 

Then another said, ñKajirae, up!ò 

 

We rose to our feet.  

 

I stole a glance at he who seemed to have completed the purchase, in which I was 

an item. He was a small man, in a dirty white tunic, with a yellow sash.  

 

I kept my hands in my hair, while the tunic was cut from me. We were then, in 

ankle coffle, herded through the lower streets of Ar, to the Tarsk Market.  

 

The first step is made with the left foo t.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seven  

 

 

 

 



 

The cages, of heavy, cable - like woven wire, are made for tarsks, not kajirae. 

One cannot stand in them. They are long, narrow, and low. Thus, more than one 

can be placed on a sideless, flat - bedded wagon, roped in plac e. Too, like the 

common slave cages designed for kajirae, they may be stacked.  

 

I hooked my fingers in the wire, and looked out, frightened, from my knees. The 

Tarsk Market has its name, obviously enough, I suppose, because it is a general 

market for tar sks. Certainly the smell of tarsk was all about. And there was 

little doubt, from the condition of the cage, that the previous occupants of the 

cage had been tarsks.  

 

Needless to say, it is only low slaves who are vended from such a market.  

 

I lay down  in the cage, on my right side, in the straw, facing the back wall of 

the warehouse.  

 

How vulnerable we were, as slaves!  

 

But, had we been free women I did not doubt but what we would have been 

abandoned, left in the house, to perish in the flames.  

 

The marks on our thighs, our collars, had saved us. We had been saved, but only 

as animals.  

 

It is often safer to be a slave than a free person. Who, for example, would 

bother slaying a tarsk, or a kaiila?  

 

Instead, one would herd them, or rope them. O ne would appropriate them.  

 

It is for such a reason that free women, trapped in a burning city, a fallen 

city, being sacked, will not unoften steal collars from their girls, and fasten 

them on their own necks, hoping to be taken for slaves, to be spared as slaves.  

 

I had recognized two of the soldiers, and the officer. They had been patrons of 

the house.  

 

They had lost heavily.  

 

Of course we were guilty! Did we not know of the manipulation of the tablesô 

spins, of the dishonest stones, the fraudulen t dice, the ostraka which, to the 

informed eye, could be read?  

 

Did we not invite in the patrons, at the door, with our smiles, the glances over 

our shoulders, our fingers lightly touching our brands beneath the cloth, not 

silk, but rep cloth, for ours w as a shabby den for its purposes. We served as 

the slaves we were in the wide, low - ceilinged, ill - lit interior of the outer 

room. We would bring the gamesters paga and ka - la - na, and platters of meat and 

bread, and cakes and sweets, to keep them at the tabl es. We pretended zestful 

enthusiasm for their playing, as if it might be our own. How we rubbed against 

them, so inadvertently, laughed, joked, touched their arms, and hands, applauded 

their boldness, pretended dismay at a loss, pretended chagrin and sorro w when 

they made to leave the tables. Rather they should choose and again match 

ostraka, hazard another turn of the wheel, another placement of the stones, 

another roll of the dice! We must serve our paga and ka - la - na modestly, of 

course, for the men must be kept at the games. Indeed, we served it in the 

manner that Eve, Jane, and I had been instructed by Mrs. Rawlinson to serve 

beverages at the party, kneeling, our head down, extending the goblet, held in 

both hands, between our extended arms. I suspected that Mrs. Rawlinson, at the 

party, had been amused, seeing us so. This posture and attitude, I suspected, 

was not unknown to her. Perhaps she, watching, envisioned us so serving at 



another time, in another locale. But even so, would not anyone seeing us so  have 

found the behavior interesting and not without meaning? Did it not seem clear, 

the sort of female who must serve so? But even so, our service must be modest. 

We must not so excite the men, that they might be distracted. We were not paga 

slaves who, i f too frequently spurned, may expect their masterôs whip after 

closing. But more than once I had felt Telaôs switch, and had been driven from 

the outer room, to the holding area, weeping and shamed, while the men laughed, 

to be chained, supperless, to the ring by my mat. I could not help myself. I was 

now other than I had been on Earth. Men had seen to that.  

 

How the fellow who had accompanied me in the van would have been amused, to see 

his prisoner, the vain, aristocratic young lady, indeed, the debutan t, afflicted 

by need, slave need!  

 

As the reader, if reader there may be, may have gathered, I had been much 

troubled on Earth, not knowing who I might be, or what might be my nature. I had 

been alarmed by casual thoughts, sometimes stealing upon me when  I was 

unprepared to resist them, certain frequently recurring daydreams, and surely 

the strange, wild, unaccountable realities revealed to me in the astonishments 

of my troubled slumber. It was at such times, that I found it difficult, despite 

my upbringi ng, my education, and background, to see myself, and feel myself, as 

I had learned I should see myself, and feel myself. Who were others, to tell me 

who I was? How was this a freedom, to be told how to be? How strangely false and 

unsatisfying seemed the cu lture to which I was expected to conform, and that 

which I was expected to perpetuate! Was I truly an artifact, a meaningless, 

unhappy puppet of a dismal world, responsive to strings I had neither designed 

nor requested? Perhaps humanity, in its flight fro m nature, into its thousands 

of ideologies, superstitions, and pretenses, had unknowingly betrayed itself, 

building up about itself, brick by subtle brick, its invisible prison, 

satisfying only those who might profit by its exploitation. But perhaps, too, 

there are no prisons, other than those we ourselves make, or will accept. It 

would be interesting if the walls we most fear, within which we feel ourselves 

the most constrained, within which we most lament, do not exist. In any event, I 

knew that I carried  in my body, as other human beings, a history and a heritage 

extending back to the first blind, reproducing forms of life, ages prior to the 

complex marvels of the unicellular organism. To such an organism could biology 

be irrelevant? Surely templates must  exist in the human organism, as in other 

forms of life, perhaps subtler and vaster, but just as real. Could my behavior, 

my promptings, what would satisfy me, what I would need, be wholly independent 

of my form of life, be unique amongst all living forms,  merely accidents and 

oddities imposed upon me from the outside, beginning with the first flash of 

light, the first breath, the sobbing birth cry of a small, bloody animal? That 

did not seem likely. The cultures which denied men and women to themselves, fo r 

their own purposes, in their own interests, inertial, self - perpetuating 

structures, productive of misery and alienation, were inventions of recent date, 

the mere tick of a clock, marking a moment in millenniums. If there was a human 

nature, had it been f abricated, truly, so recently? Might it not have been 

formed in other times and other places, a consequence of other conditions, as an 

entailment of alternative realities? Might we have been formed for one world and 

precipitated into another, a quite diffe rent world, an alien world, one in which 

our form of life finds itself homeless, finds itself in exile?  

 

I saw no need for civilization and nature to be incompatible, to be enemies.  

 

Might not a civilization be possible in which nature was recognized, refined, 

enhanced, and celebrated? In such a civilization surely there would be a place 

not simply for seasons and tides, for surf and wind, but for men and women, as 

well.  

 

I had not been long on Gor before I was brought naked and back - braceleted into a  

round chamber. Its diameter may have been ten feet, or so. It was a plain room. 



The ceiling was domed, perhaps fifteen feet above my head. The walls were bare, 

but penetrated by two small, barred windows, some feet over my head, through 

which light fell d imly. The flooring was of large flat stones, as in my cell. 

The guard then turned about and left me there. The door was closed behind him, 

and I heard the bolt put into place.  

 

I saw no one, but I was sure I was seen.  

 

I lifted my head. ñI am a free woman!ò I said. ñReturn me to Earth!ò 

 

My declaration received no response.  

 

I do not know how long I remained in the room.  

 

The guard eventually returned, and, holding me by the left upper arm, conducted 

me back to my cell.  

 

We stood without.  

 

The bracelets were removed.  

 

ñDo you speak English?ò I asked. 

 

I was bent down, his hand in my hair, and I was thrust within the cell, and the 

door was closed, and locked.  

 

I no longer wore chains within the cell, but I was left, as before, in darkness.  

 

I felt about in the darkness, hoping to find food. There was a depression in the 

floor, which contained some water. Obviously I could not lift it, and, after 

trying to cup water in my hands, with little success, given the shallowness of 

the depression,  I bent down, and lapped at it. I felt about and located the food 

pan, which contained some porridge - like material, and a thick crust of bread.  

 

How could they treat me in this fashion? Did they not know who I was? Did they 

think me some waitress, some c lerk, or secretary?  

 

I would soon learn they thought me a thousand times less.  

 

I cried out, in anger.  

 

ñI am a free woman! Let me go! Release me! Free me! Give me clothing! Give me 

decent food! Return me to Earth!ò 

 

My voice rang against the stone s, in the small space. But I received no response 

to my cries.  

 

I determined that I would show them what a woman of Earth could be, and a woman 

of my background, of my class, of my position, of my intelligence, and 

education. I would resist them.  

 

Though I had often sensed myself a slave, and a rightful slave, I must now 

permit no countenance to such thoughts, to such suspicions, to such secret 

fears. I am a free woman, I told myself, over and over again. I am a free woman. 

I am a free woman. I am not a  slave. I am a free woman!  

 

I must be a free woman, I sobbed. I must be a free woman!  

 

But what, I wondered, if I were not? What if I were a slave? What if I should 

be, as I had often feared, a slave, a rightful slave?  

 



From time to time, in the dark ness, I felt the white ribbon which had been twice 

knotted about my neck in the sorority house. Now it seemed grimy, and damp, from 

the cell. But it was still there.  

 

The rounded, steel anklet which had been snapped about my left ankle in the 

house was g one when I awakened on Gor. I gathered that it had served its 

purpose, whatever that purpose might be.  

 

I held to the ribbon.  

 

What if I should be a slave, I asked myself, a slave?  

 

The next day I was introduced again into the rounded chamber, simila rly 

unclothed, my wrists, as before, braceleted behind my back.  

 

The guard told me to kneel in the center of the room, and put my head to the 

floor.  

 

As he left, I remained standing.  

 

What free woman, I asked myself, as I was, would do such a thing?  

 

When he returned I shrugged my shoulders, and lifted my head, proudly. I would 

show them what a woman of Earth could be, particularly one of my refinement, 

intelligence, education, and class, and a member of my sorority. And thus I was 

returned to my ce ll.  

 

The next morning I was routinely branded, and then returned to the cell. I could 

not believe the casualness with which I had been marked. I might have been any 

domestic animal! A moment after the iron had marked me, and I was screaming in 

disbelief and pain, a scarf was placed over my eyes, and I could not even see 

the mark, which now made me, I sensed, somehow, radically and irremediably 

different than I had been.  

 

I would learn later that I wore in my thigh, small, but clear, imprinted there, 

the  cursive kef. I would learn, too, it is a common brand, marking common 

slaves.  

 

Following my marking, still blindfolded, my thigh burning, I was returned to my 

cell, but now, by means of a belly chain and bracelets, my wrists were fastened 

behind me, clo sely, at the small of my back. Thus, I could not reach the brand. 

Another chain, something like a yard in length, run from the belly chain, held 

me to the wall behind me. My feet were then joined, pulled forward, and chained 

to another ring. A consequence of this chaining was that I could not much move 

from my place. I could lift my knees, draw back a bit, and sit up. I could also 

lie on my left or right side.  

 

As I could not reach the water, or feed myself, I was tended by a young, 

tunicked woman. In the  light, small as it was, that came through the opened 

door, I caught the glint of light on metal. Something was on her neck. Then I 

realized the woman was collared!  

 

ñHave mercy on me,ò I whispered to her. ñYou must understand my plight. Be kind! 

You are  a female, as I!ò 

 

She placed her fingers lightly across my mouth.  

 

Then she held a pan with water to my lips, and I drank.  

 

ñDo you speak English?ò I begged. 

 



I hoped, of course, that anyone sent to tend me might be familiar with my 

language.  

 

A thick wedge of dried bread was thrust to my lips, and then forced into my 

mouth. It gagged me as effectively as leather or cloth.  

 

ñYou were displeasing,ò she whispered to me, frightened. ñYou did not kneel as 

requested. Fortunately this fault was commi tted before you were marked. I advise 

you not to be so foolish in the future. You have been marked.ò 

 

I tried to speak, as I was desperate to do, but could not do so, for the bread. 

Then she was gone, and the door locked.  

 

The next day I was again cond ucted to the round chamber, as before, stripped, 

back - braceleted.  

 

How had they known I had not knelt as requested?  

 

Clearly, as I had suspected, they must be able to see into the chamber.  

 

Before the guard left me in the room, I was again instructed  to kneel in the 

center of the room, my head the floor.  

 

The heavy door closed. It was bolted.  

 

As far as I could tell, I was alone, and yet, as before, I sensed I might 

somehow be under surveillance.  

 

I was afraid. My knees felt weak. I was afraid I  might fall. I pulled against 

the bracelets. I looked about, searching for tiny cracks, or openings. There 

might be any number of such, undetectable from where I stood. I might be seen, 

and as I was, stripped and braceleted, from a thousand places. I felt the stones 

beneath my bare feet, was conscious of a tiny movement of air on my body.  

 

How alive, I thought, must be the body of a slave!  

 

How alive to small things, a breath of air, a scent, subtle, scarcely noticed, 

the texture of a bit of cloth on he r body, the feeling of a carpet or tiles 

beneath her bared feet, a rustle of chain in an outer room, are they coming for 

her, the weight of a manacle on her small wrist, the solid, cold feeling of bars 

clutched in fear.  

 

And what, if she were bound and b lindfolded, the touch of a master?  

 

I wanted to throw myself to my knees and put my head down to the stones.  

 

I felt a desperate desire to prostrate myself before the unseen others, if they 

were there.  

 

It seemed every muscle and nerve in my body cri ed out to me to kneel, to place 

myself in a posture of submission.  

 

It seemed to me that I belonged in such a posture.  

 

ñIt is what you are,ò something seemed to say to me. ñBe what you are! Do not 

fight what you are! Do you not know, Miss Allison Asht on- Baker, for all your 

pretensions, you are a slave. You belong on your knees!ò 

 

No, no, I thought.  

 



ñDo not be afraid,ò something seemed to say to me. ñAcknowledge your reality! It 

is not wrong to be what you truly are. Only then will you know yoursel f whole, 

and, enslaved, most free.ò 

 

No, I cried out, to myself.  

 

ñDo you really think you will be given a choice?ò asked the small, insistent, 

internal voice.  

 

I am a free woman, I said to myself.  

 

ñYou know you belong on your knees before men,ò said the secret voice. ñYou have 

wanted to kneel before them, and submit yourself to them, as a slave, for years, 

since the first hopeful budding of your body.ò 

 

Certainly not, I said to myself.  

 

ñHave you not dreamed of masters?ò asked the voice. 

 

Do not torment me, I said to myself.  

 

ñYou wish the men, then, to see to it?ò asked the voice. 

 

I do not understand, I wept to myself.  

 

ñPerhaps they will help you,ò suggested the voice. 

 

I do not understand, I said to myself.  

 

ñApparently you wish for them to do so,ò said the voice. 

 

I sensed myself on a threshold, tottering on a brink, between conditions and 

realities, between what I was and what, for years, I had been told I should be, 

what, for years, I had pretended to be.  

 

Then I straighte ned my body, and threw back my head, proudly. ñI am a free 

woman!ò I cried. ñI am a free woman!ò 

 

Almost at the same time, the voice which had so tormented me, that small, 

insistent, inward voice, somehow within me, again spoke. ñFoolish slave,ò it 

said,  ñdo you not know slaves are not permitted to lie?ò 

 

I remembered reading, in the confiscated books, that there were penalties for 

such failures and faults in a slave.  

 

Then I looked about, in terror.  

 

I remembered that I had been marked.  

 

Had I be en less than fully pleasing?  

 

I feared so.  

 

Hopefully no one had heard me, hopefully no one would know!  

 

Scarcely had my cry ceased to ring within the stones when the bolt was thrown 

back, and the guard entered.  

 

He put his hand tightly, painfully,  in my hair, and forced my head down, to his 

hip. Then I was dragged, stumbling, from the chamber. I remembered, from the 

books, something of what was being done to me. I was being conducted somewhere, 



where I did not know, in the helpless, shameful, leadi ng position commonly used 

with a female slave. ñForgive me,ò I cried. ñPlease do not hurt me, Master!ò How 

easily those words escaped me. Might they not have escaped the lips of a 

frightened slave? And how naturally I had addressed a free man as ñMaster!ò I 

recalled, from the party, that all free males were to be addressed as ñMaster,ò 

and all free females as ñMistress!ò 

 

I was taken to a side chamber. One of my hands was freed from the bracelets, and 

then both hands were fastened together again, but befo re me. I was placed before 

a dangling rope. I looked up. It was threaded through a heavy metal ring over my 

head. Most of the rope was on the other side of the ring. It ran to the opposite 

wall, where it was looped, loosely, about a large hook. The end of the rope near 

me was fastened about the chain of the bracelets.  

 

ñWhat are you going to do?ò I asked. 

 

A moment later I felt my braceleted wrists being pulled upward, toward the ring. 

The guard hauled on the rope until I was stretched, and I could just  feel the 

stones of the flooring with the tips of my toes. He then secured the rope, 

fastening it about the hook on the opposite wall, holding me in position. I was 

well extended. What position could this be? He then tied together my ankles, and 

fastened t hem to a ring on the floor.  

 

Why was I fastened in this way?  

 

What could he intend?  

 

I feared I knew.  

 

ñPlease,ò I said. ñForgive me! I will try to be a good slave!ò 

 

Had I not been marked?  

 

He was behind me. I sensed he had something in his ha nd, perhaps retrieved from 

a peg on the wall.  

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I wept. ñPlease, Master!ò 

 

I had never been struck in my life, until the party, when I had been subjected 

to the lashing of Noraôs angry switch. 

 

I would have done almost anything t o escape that switching. I remembered, in the 

pain, blind with misery, acknowledging her Mistress, and myself slave.  

 

She, my enemy, and rival, being acknowledged Mistress! And I no more than a 

groveling, frightened, beaten slave at her feet! What a triu mph that must have 

been for her, to see her despised rival, in beauty, in popularity, cringing at 

her feet, belled, collared, half naked, weeping, a slave with no option but to 

endure the displeasure of her Mistress!  

 

That beating had been unpleasant, to  be sure. And I could well understand how a 

slave will dread the switch, and do much to escape it.  

 

Surely I would do so!  

 

I had no wish to feel it again!  

 

I tried to turn, to look behind me. I could not well see what he had in his 

hand. ñWhat are you going to do, Master?ò I asked, frightened. 

 

Then I was put under the slave whip of Gor.  



 

I am sure the beating was light, and intended to be more informative than 

anything else, but, still, I had, for the first time in my life, felt the 

flexible, bro ad- bladed, five - stranded Gorean slave lash, designed specifically 

for the discipline of female slaves, a lash designed to punish but not to mark.  

 

Released from the rope, and my ankles freed from the ring, I sank to the floor. 

I was scarcely aware that m y hands were once more being fastened behind my back. 

I lay there, my body afire, a whipped chattel, a slave.  

 

I could not believe the pain.  

 

I now knew the penalties which might attach to a slaveôs lapses. 

 

I would now strive to be a good slave, a p leasing slave.  

 

I now knew I could be whipped, and would be whipped, if I were not pleasing.  

 

I would do my best to be pleasing.  

 

I could see the boot - like sandals of the guard, near me.  

 

How small, vulnerable, dependent, and weak then seemed my se x. How different we 

were from men!  

 

How obviously, if they chose, they were the masters!  

 

And here, on this world, they had so chosen.  

 

I struggled to my feet, sobbing, and hysterical, looked about, past the guard, 

and ran to the opened door of the s mall chamber, and, barefoot, ran down the 

hall. I was not striving to escape. I came to the opened door of the rounded 

room and stumbled through it, and knelt in the center of the room, trembling, my 

back aching, with my head down to the stones.  

 

In a fe w minutes I was joined by the guard.  

 

ñYour training will begin in the morning,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I whispered. 

 

ñYou may thank me,ò he said. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

I now knew I was a slave. It had been well taught to me. My only h ope, now, was 

not to permit myself to be mastered. To be sure, I would have masters, as I was 

a slave. But it is one thing to be a slave, and have masters, and it is another, 

I thought, to be mastered.  

 

I must never permit myself to be mastered, I though t.  

 

And yet, as I knelt there, I knew I wanted to be mastered.  

 

Yes, Allison, I thought, you want a master.  

 

Since puberty you have wanted a master.  

 

And now I suspected, a slave, I might be easily mastered.  

 



You know, Allison, I said to myself, you may have many masters, and be mastered 

by any or all of them, as they might please.  

 

Yes, Allison, I thought, you will doubtless be mastered many times. Then I 

thought to myself, you are no longer ñAllison,ò slave, for slaves have no names 

but at the  pleasure of their masters. You are now nameless. It is masters who 

will name you, as any property, or beast, if they please, and as they please.  

 

My training will not be detailed. Interestingly, it lasted only a few days. One 

learns the kisses and cares ses, the kneelings, the manner of tying sandals, of 

dressing and bathing masters, and such, but most attention was devoted, 

interestingly, to the acquisition of Gorean, and a number of servile skills, 

such as cooking, sewing, cleaning, laundering, and such . The point of Gorean, I 

suppose, was to provide a barbarian slave with enough linguistic skill to make 

her survival more likely. It was not hard for me, and I suppose for other female 

barbarians, to adapt myself to Gorean. I do not think there was anythin g 

surprising or anomalous in this, for the linguistic skills of women, for 

whatever reason, tend to be considerable. Is not language the art, and joy, of 

women? To be sure, the intensity of the instruction, and the immersion in the 

speech world of Gor were  doubtless relevant. Perhaps of importance, as well, was 

the natural way it was taught. I learned it much as a child learns his native 

language, in the beginning by ostension, and then by metaphor, correction, 

refinement, and intuition. Even throughout hum an history on Earth, women, I 

realized, as I now, must strive to learn the languages of conquerors and 

masters. It seems not unlikely then that the women who most swiftly and 

successfully learned the languages of their captors and masters, and were then 

most successful in pleasing and placating them, would be those most likely to 

survive and breed. Whatever may be the truth in such matters, my skills 

proceeded apace. To be sure, I was highly motivated. I wished to survive. Too, I 

did not care for the occasi onal impatient admonition of the switch when I badly 

misused a word, confusing similar sounds, or found myself guilty of some lapse 

in grammar. On the whole, I enjoyed the lessons in Gorean, but, initially, 

tended to resent the instruction in domestic feli cities. I came from a class in 

which such things were for other sorts of women, low women, and such skills 

were, however important they might be, below me, and my kind. Certainly I knew 

nothing of cooking, and such things. Such things were the concern of s ervants, 

whom we hired, inferior women, of one sort or another. I tried to make this 

clear to my instructresses, who found my reluctance amusing. ñFor servants?ò one 

said. ñBut you are less than a servant. You are a thousand times below a 

servant, for you are a slave!ò And another said, ñA master will expect you to do 

such things, and well, and I do not think it would be wise to disappoint him.ò 

Another said, ñIf your master is not satisfied with your meals you may expect to 

be whipped. You are a slave, not  a free companion, lofty in her dignity, who may 

be as clumsy and inept as she wishes.ò ñDo you understand?ò asked another. ñYes, 

Mistress,ò I said. ñKeep your stitches small and neat,ò said another, ñand do 

not burn your food.ò ñYes, Mistress,ò I said, and then addressed myself 

diligently to those tasks to which I had hitherto regarded myself as superior.  

 

I had now been fitted with a collar of the house, one which had been hammered 

about my neck. It was large, high, heavy, and uncomfortable. I could sca rcely 

lower my chin. It was quite different from the light, lovely, comfortable, but 

quite secure, common collars which Gorean masters commonly lock about the 

throats of their kajirae, collars, for example, of the sort which I envied in my 

instructresses. Perhaps the point of such collars, the house collars, was to 

make their trainees eager to be brought to the block.  

 

The grimy white ribbon which had identified me as ñwhite-silk,ò had been cut 

from my throat, before my head and neck had been laid across the anvil, for the 

hammering shut of the house collar. But then, when the house collar was in 

place, a smaller ribbon, also white, had been looped and knotted about the house 

collar. It, at least, was clean.  



 

ñIt is only of rep cloth,ò said one of the instructresses.  

 

ñNot of silk,ò said another. 

 

ñShe is too plain,ò said one of them. 

 

ñNo,ò I said, ñI am beautiful!ò 

 

ñShe will do,ò said another. 

 

I did not understand this. I knew myself to be extremely beautiful. But then, at 

that time, I did n ot understand the general high quality of Gorean kajirae. What 

gifts they are for men!  

 

ñDo not despair, Allison,ò said one of the instructresses. ñYou will grow more 

sensuous, more beautiful, in your collar.ò 

 

ñIn my collar?ò I said. 

 

ñOf course,ò said one of the instructresses.  

 

ñThe masters know what they are doing,ò said another. 

 

I had been permitted the name, Allison, but it had been made clear to me that it 

was now only a slave name. Somehow this seemed very meaningful to me, that 

óAllisonô was now a slave name.  

 

As my progress in Gorean continued, and I became more adept in servile skills, 

being permitted to launder for the guards, and do some simple cooking for their 

mess, I was granted a tunic. Doubtless it had been worn by others befor e me, 

but, to me, it was inordinately precious. Certainly I would do much to keep it.  

 

One of the first things I had done, when introduced into a training room, one 

walled with mirrors, was to hurry to the side, and examine my thigh.  

 

ñVain slave!ò laughed an instructress.  

 

In the mirror one achieves a certain distance from the brand, and sees it rather 

as another might look upon it. In the mirror I saw a branded slave girl, and, a 

moment later, with a frisson of recognition, I realized the branded sl ave girl 

was I.  

 

ñIt is a nice mark, Allison,ò said one of the instructresses. 

 

ñSometimes such things are bungled,ò said another. 

 

ñNot by our iron master,ò said another. I recalled that it was rumored that she 

was not unoften in his arms.  

 

How fr ightful, I thought, to be badly branded. To be sure, such things seldom 

occurred. Most marking is done by members of the caste of Metal Workers. Most 

such shops will have a slaving iron, and it is often at hand, and, if not 

heated, ready to be thrust into the glowing coals of his forge. The Metal 

Workers, too, do most of the collar work, measuring, fitting, and such. Some 

free women are branded and collared within an Ahn of their taking.  

 

I regarded the mark.  

 



I recognized that it clearly enhanced my be auty, perhaps a thousandfold. The 

matter, however, was not purely aesthetic. I did not doubt that much more might 

have to do with its meaning, what it proclaimed about its bearer!  

 

I examined the mark. It was small, fine, lovely, and tasteful, and tellin g in 

its meaning.  

 

And it was on me.  

 

ñWe have work to do, Allison,ò said one of the instructresses. 

 

ñBy nightfall,ò said another, ñyou must learn to bathe a man, care for his 

leather, and kiss his feet.ò 

 

Could there really be more than one way t o kiss a manôs feet, I wondered. 

 

I would learn there was.  

 

I looked into the mirror.  

 

The slave, I knew, is the most seductive and desirable of women.  

 

How can free women compete with her? The free man may find the free woman of 

interest, for exam ple, in matters of family, position, power, and wealth, but is 

it not the despised, meaningless slave to whom he turns for pleasure?  

 

Is it not the slave which his biological heritage demands?  

 

I sensed the power of the slave.  

 

Can we not drive men m ad with pleasure?  

 

I considered the brand. What jewel, what ring, what necklace, I wondered, has 

the free woman, to compete with that?  

 

But consider the slave.  

 

Consider her plight.  

 

She is owned.  

 

She well understands that she is property. The c ollar is hers, the whip is his. 

Is it any wonder she is concerned to be found pleasing?  

 

Too, if she need not fear the competition of the free woman, she must fear that 

of other slaves. What if she is found lacking? Will she not be thrown into the 

market , and another purchased?  

 

Are not animals such as she cheap?  

 

ñKeep me, Master!ò she begs. But perhaps he is tired of her. Perhaps he now 

wants another. She has failed, failed to be such that he would never think of 

selling her. So back to the block wi th her!  

 

She pleads, but she is slave, and he master.  

 

I had wondered if it is not the slave which the maleôs biological heritage 

demands. But, if this were so, I asked myself, it seems unlikely such a thing 

could exist in isolation, as some sort of bi ological anomaly. What then of the 

female, what then of the woman? Might there not be then, as well, something 

which is demanded there, or longed for there, by the woman, a consequence of her 



own biological heritage? If the maleôs heritage demands the slave, might not the 

heritage of the woman demand, or long for, the master?  

 

Are there not genetic insistencies which whisper about our hearts?  

 

At this point in my training I thought mostly of the male, learning how to be 

appealing to him, learning how to  please him, and such.  

 

This is surely comprehensible.  

 

I had felt the Gorean slave whip.  

 

I did not, at the time, understandably enough, sense what might be done to the 

slave, what might be done with me.  

 

I had needs, of course, but little more wa s involved, at first, than curiosity 

and uneasiness. When I was a girl I did not even comprehend, nor was I informed, 

as to the nature of the changes in my body, changes which were preparing me for 

men. Much of this, in the beginning, was little more than an unfocused 

restlessness. I felt stirrings within me into which I was not to inquire. It was 

not appropriate for a woman to do so. If they existed, they were to be, at best, 

sources of dismay and regret. Did not I, and my acquaintances, laud our 

superiori ty to such things, in effect competing with one another in our alleged 

frigidities? To be sure, at least from high school on, I was alarmed at 

intrusive thoughts, thoughts so unlike me, so improper for me, which I tried to 

dismiss, and, too, by incomprehen sible dreams for which there could be no 

possible explanation, dreams in which I found myself in chains, dreams in which 

I found myself in the arms of masters. Certainly I was taught to suspect and 

fear certain embarrassing suspicions and promptings. Such were not suitable for 

one of my sex and class. These suspicions and promptings, such thoughts, were 

not only incompatible with my dignity and self - respect, but incompatible with 

the conventions and proprieties in terms of which my life was to be managed. 

I ndeed, for years I had been taught to ignore my needs, to minimize them, to 

conceal them, to suppress them, even deny them. I must pretend to others that I 

was untroubled by such things, which were only to be found, if at all, in the 

lowest and most despic able of women. I feared I, in my discomforts and 

afflictions, might be unique amongst other young women of my acquaintance. 

Surely they were superior to such embarrassing weaknesses. Or were they lying to 

me, as I was lying to them?  

 

From whence, to one of my intelligence, education, refinement, class, and 

breeding, could come such thoughts?  

 

I thought of the history of a race.  

 

Somewhere within me could there be a weeping slave, yearning for her master?  

 

In any event, in my early weeks on Gor I was  startled at the openness of my 

instructresses, eagerly discussing the attractions of the guards, the pleasures 

derived from their attentions, their joyful helplessness in the arms of one or 

another, their hopes, sometimes pathetic, of being summoned to th is slave ring 

or that, their misery at being ignored, their plaintive agony if denied, for 

more than a day or two, a manôs touch. 

 

Indeed, I saw one crawl on her belly to a guard, place his foot on her head, and 

beg to be caressed.  

 

I understood little  of this, at least on a fully conscious level, though I do 

not doubt but what I understood it well enough on a deeper level, but I did not 

think it wise to question the instructresses.  

 



But at the same time I began to feel, in my own belly, ever more ins istent 

sensations.  

 

This was internal to me, not merely a pretence or calculation, designed to avoid 

the whipôs fiery, encircling coils. 

 

It was also very troubling to me.  

 

It is hard, of course, to pretend to indifference in certain matters when one  is 

barefoot, collared, and clad in the brief rag of a slave.  

 

The slaveôs very condition is imbued with sensuality. 

 

To merely look upon her is to see her as sensuous.  

 

What is the very meaning of her collar, her condition, and tunic? Does it not 

say, ñHere Masters, behold, here is a female slave. She exists for your 

pleasure. She is a property. She is yours. Do with her as you will.ò 

 

She is the most needful, the most helpless, the most sexual of women.  

 

ñYou will learn to obey, will you not, Allison?ò inquired one of my 

instructresses, early in my training.  

 

ñI have already learned, Mistress,ò I said. I had felt the slave whip of Gor. 

 

ñIntelligent women,ò said another, ñlearn swiftly to obey.ò 

 

ñIt takes stupid women a little longer,ò said another.  

 

ñBut only a little longer,ò laughed another. 

 

ñAnd why do you obey, Allison?ò asked the first instructress. 

 

ñBecause I am a slave, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are terrified not to obey?ò asked one. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñYou do not wish to be punished?ò 

 

ñNo, Mistress,ò I said. Surely that was an excellent reason. I was not a free 

woman. If I were not pleasing, I must expect to be punished, properly and 

appropriately, and often immediately.  

 

ñYou think of punishment,ò said one of the instructresses, ñin terms of the 

switch, the whip, close chains, the denial of clothing, the affixing of a collar 

with points, a reduction in rations, being sent naked into the streets, being 

denied speech, being put in the modality of the she - tars k, such things?ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said, shuddering. To be sure, I had only heard about some of 

these things.  

 

ñI will tell you of another punishment,ò she said, ñone you will not even 

understand now.ò 

 

ñMistress?ò I said. 

 

ñYou have sexual needs, do you not?ò she said. 

 



ñMust I speak?ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 

ñðI suppose so,ò I said. 

 

One of the instructresses laughed.  

 

I was annoyed that she had laughed.  

 

ñLater,ò said the instructress who had laughed, ñyou will not be in any doubt 

about the matter.ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said. ñI have sexual needs.ò I was oddly relieved to have said this. 

Indeed, it was the first time I had explicitly acknowledged this, aloud, before 

others. I felt an unusual sense of liberation, of freedom, having said thi s. To 

be sure, there was no doubt, on Gor, about this matter. My condition, my 

treatment, my training, my collar, my tunic, my brand, doubtless played some 

role in an awakening within my body that I sensed, day by day, was becoming ever 

more obvious and ir resistible. I knew, too, of course, that I was not permitted 

to lie, as I was a slave.  

 

ñYour slave fires,ò said one of the instructresses, ñhave not yet been lit.ò 

 

ñIf you think you are helpless now,ò said another, ñwait until that occurs.ò 

 

ñYou do not yet suspect the power that men will have over you,ò said another. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñIt will occur sooner or later,ò said another. 

 

ñAnd from the look of your flanks,ò said another, ñI think it will occur 

sooner.ò 

 

ñThe time will come, Allison,ò said the first instructress, ñwhen you will want 

to obey.ò 

 

ñYou will be the prisoner and victim of your needs,ò said another. ñYou will do 

anything to have them satisfied, if only for the time, before they again rage 

within your belly .ò 

 

ñYou will beg, grovel, and plead to be caressed,ò said another. 

 

ñAs the slave you are,ò said another. 

 

I found this hard to believe.  

 

Could a woman be so reduced, rendered so needful, so helpless, transformed into 

so vulnerable and despicable an object, little more than an animal in heat?  

 

Perhaps, I thought to myself, in fear, if she is a slave.  

 

ñSome slaves, many slaves,ò said another of the instructresses, wistfully, ñfall 

in love with their masters.ò 

 

ñIt is hard to be at the feet of a man, and be mastered, and not do so,ò said 

another of the instructresses, ñparticularly if he should show you some 

kindness.ò 

 



ñTo be sure,ò said another of the instructresses, ñthe slave is not to be loved, 

as she is worthless, no more than an animal .ò 

 

ñLove is for free persons, companions,ò said another, ñnot for animals and their 

masters.ò 

 

ñMen fear to care for a slave,ò said another. ñConsider how their friends will 

laugh and make sport of them.ò 

 

ñThe girl will soon again be on the block,ò said another.  

 

ñIf you should love your master, Allison,ò said another, ñit would be wise for 

you to conceal your feelings.ò 

 

ñI will never love a master,ò I said. I was derived from a class of women who 

did not think in terms of love, but in terms of  advancement, in terms of 

practicality, in terms of position, station, prospects, power, and wealth. What 

was a womanôs beauty for, if not to obtain advantages in a competitive marriage 

market? This was why Eve, Jane, and I were so terrified that we might be 

expelled from our sorority. That would have been socially calamitous. The 

sorority stood as one important step, among several, to a splendid future.  

 

But how could I hope for such a future now, as I was on another world, a 

collared slave?  

 

Tears spr ang into my eyes.  

 

And yet I suspected that a life lay before me, with all its unknowns and perils, 

which was a thousand times more real than the structured banalities and tediums 

to which I had been taught to aspire.  

 

ñWhat do you think of this room, Allison?ò asked one of the instructresses, one 

morning, midway in my training. We had paused before an opened door on our way 

to our usual training room. ñWhat is it for?ò I asked. ñIt is called the Room of 

White -Silk,ò said an instructress. ñWhat is it for?ò I asked. One of the 

instructresses laughed. There was not much in the room. A ring, or two, some 

chains, a trestle or two, and a number of deep, heaped, rich furs. It was 

certainly not as alarming as certain of the discipline rooms I had seen, with 

the ir devices and cages.  

 

It was toward the end of my training, the few days of my training, that I was 

summoned by my instructresses to one of the training rooms. ñStand,ò said one of 

them. ñAs a slave,ò said another. ñPlease no,ò I said. ñNow,ò said another. So I 

stood as a slave. ñShe still must learn to stand appropriately,ò said another. 

ñDo not fear, Allison,ò said another. ñIt will soon be natural for you.ò 

ñAlready,ò said another, ñperhaps unknown to yourself, you are beginning to 

stand, and move, an d kneel, and carry yourself, with the loveliness and grace of 

a slave, with her subtlety, her lack of pretense, her softness, her deference, 

her awareness of what she is, her profound and vulnerable, and helpless, 

femininity.ò 

 

How terrible, I thought, t o be feminine!  

 

ñYes,ò said another. ñShe is becoming feminine.ò 

 

ñA slave,ò said another. 

 

ñYes,ò said the first. 

 

What was being done to me?  

 



I suspected I was being released, to be myself, not an awkward, clumsy neuter, 

or a prescribed, facsim ile male, but a natural woman in a natural world.  

 

Surely I must resist!  

 

But why, I asked myself. Why should I not be what I truly am?  

 

Because it was frowned upon, or forbidden?  

 

But here, on this world, such things were not frowned upon or forbi dden. Here on 

this world, was I not free, though collared, to be myself?  

 

ñFirst obeisance position!ò snapped one of the instructresses. 

 

Swiftly I knelt, my head to the floor, the palms of my hands on the floor, at 

the sides of my head.  

 

ñYou are changing, pretty Allison,ò said an instructress. 

 

ñA transformation is being wrought in you, shapely barbarian,ò said another. 

 

ñAre you aware of this, Allison?ò asked another. 

 

ñNo, Mistress,ò I said. Then, by means of a shadow, I saw a switch lifted. 

ñPerhaps, Mistress!ò I sobbed. ñPerhaps, Mistress!ò 

 

To my relief, the switch was lowered.  

 

ñShe perhaps does not understand how she is changing,ò said one of the 

instructresses.  

 

I feared I was beginning to understand, only too well. The instructre sses, of 

course, could be aware only of attitudes, postures, behaviors, speech, and such. 

On the other hand, it was becoming clear to me that these externalities, as 

profound as they might be, were no longer the simple result of intent and 

design, but were  now beginning to emerge as the inevitable consequence of 

internal realities. My behavior, I sensed, was now becoming less the imitation 

of a slaveôs behavior; and more the behavior of a slave. 

 

ñDo not be concerned, Allison,ò said the first instructress. ñThere is nothing 

wrong with being graceful, beautiful, vulnerable, soft, passionate, and wholly, 

wholly female.ò 

 

ñIn short,ò said another, ñin being a slave.ò 

 

ñHer transition is well underway,ò said another. 

 

ñMen like women as women,ò said one of the instructresses.  

 

ñAnd do we not like men as men?ò asked another. 

 

ñTrue,ò laughed another. 

 

ñMuch of this you do not understand now,ò said one of the instructresses, ñbut 

in time it will become clear.ò 

 

ñChanges are being wrought in you,ò said another, ñthat will become part of you, 

and improve your price on the block, how you move, smile, turn your head, and 

such.ò 

 

ñYou will not even be aware of these things,ò said another. 



 

ñBut one can tell a slave by such things,ò said another. 

 

ñSometimes guardsmen do so,ò said another, uneasily. ñSometimes they simply 

command a woman to walk before them, back and forth, and thus detect the slave, 

even within the robes of a free woman.ò 

 

ñBarbarians, such as you,ò said another, ñare even easier to detect, apart from 

the marks often placed on your upper arm, or the tiny bits of metal often found 

in your teeth. You do not know the drapings, the foldings, the layerings, and 

fastenings of the robes of concealment, the arrangement of the veils, and suc h.ò 

 

ñThere is much more to such things than the donning of a tunic or a camisk,ò 

said one of the instructresses.  

 

ñDoes Mistress know of such things?ò I asked. 

 

ñOnce,ò she smiled. ñBut I would not now trade my tunic for the robes of a 

Ubara.ò 

 

I could not understand this.  

 

Was not a Ubara a free woman, and one of consequence?  

 

ñThere are a thousand things a native Gorean would know, of which a barbarian 

would be ignorant,ò said an instructress. 

 

ñToo,ò said another, ñthe Gorean taught to barbarians is often subtly different 

from that spoken by native Goreans, for example, in the pronunciation of certain 

words.ò 

 

ñHave you taught me such a subtly different Gorean?ò I asked. 

 

ñCuriosity,ò she said, ñis not becoming in a kajira.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñI wish we had more time to train her,ò said one of the instructresses. 

 

ñMistress?ò I said. 

 

ñMarket conditions change, orders vary, what is wanted at one time is not wanted 

at another time, what sold yesterday may not sell today, what sells today may 

not sell tomorrow.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are a virgin, are you not?ò asked one of the instructresses. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñYou do not look like a virgin,ò said one. 

 

ñMost do not,ò said an instructress.  

 

ñTrue,ò said another. 

 

ñUnbeknownst to you,ò said an instructress, ñyou have been observed by masters.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. I had not known this, but, surely, I had suspected as 

much. Would they not observe me, with certain ends in view?  



 

ñYou have much to gain in attractiveness,ò said one of the instructresses. 

 

ñI do not understand, Mistress,ò I said. ñAm I not beautiful?ò 

 

ñHer slave fires have not yet been lit,ò said one of the instructresses. 

 

ñBeing beautiful and being attractive are not the same thing,ò said an 

instructress. ñSome extremely beautiful women are not attractive, and some 

extremely attractive women are not beautiful.ò 

 

ñBut I am attractive, am I not?ò I asked. 

 

ñDo you wish to be attractive?ò asked an instructress.  

 

ñDo not all women?ò I asked. I knew that even cold women, and women who 

professed to hate men, wanted to be found attractive, if only to torment men, or 

further their own ends.  

 

ñOf course,ò said an instructress. 

 

ñAm I not attractive?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou are attractive,ò said an instructress. ñOtherwise you would not be in your 

collar. But the masters feel that your current attractiveness does not measure 

up to your beauty.ò 

 

My head was at the floor. I had not received permission to lift it.  

 

ñDoubtless, in time, it will do so,ò said an instructress. ñWe have great hopes 

for you. You are clearly a born slave. And, eventually, you should be an 

exquisitely desirable slave.ò 

 

ñHer slave fires have not yet been lit,ò said one of the instructresses, again.  

 

ñKneel up,ò said an instructress. 

 

Gratefully I knelt up.  

 

ñBelly in, shoulders back, head up,ò said an instructress. 

 

I complied.  

 

My knees were clenched closely together.  

 

I kept my eyes straight ahead.  

 

ñWhat are you doing, Mistress?ò I asked. 

 

ñI am removing the white ribbon,ò she said. 

 

ñMistress?ò I asked. 

 

The instructresses were about, looking at me.  

 

ñWhat do you think?ò asked one of the instructresses. 

 

ñShe is pretty,ò said one. 

 

ñBetter than a kettle girl, or a pot - and -mat girl,ò said another. 

 



ñA Tarnster, or Drover,ò speculated another. 

 

ñIf the price were right,ò said another. 

 

ñSpread your knees, Allison,ò said an instructress. 

 

ñSurely not, Mistress!ò I exclaimed. 

 

ñNow,ò she said. 

 

I felt en ormously vulnerable, and, oddly, subtly enflamed.  

 

How could I, the former Allison Ashton - Baker be placed in such a position?  

 

What sort of slave would kneel in such a position?  

 

I feared I knew.  

 

She who had removed the white ribbon now approached .  

 

ñDo not move, Allison,ò she said. 

 

I saw that in her hand she had a different ribbon, a red ribbon.  

 

ñI am not red-silk!ò I said. ñI am not red-silk!ò 

 

ñDo not move,ò she said, again. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said, a slave, commanded. 

 

I was very  much aware of the position and attitude in which I had been placed.  

 

To be sure, it could not be appropriate for me.  

 

It must be some mistake.  

 

I was from Earth.  

 

It is strange, how, when one is a slave, small things are noticed, the nap of a 

rug,  the feel of tiles beneath oneôs knees, oneôs body then so alive. 

 

I regarded the instructress, apprehensively.  

 

The red ribbon, of dyed rep - cloth, not silk, was doubled, and then threaded 

under and over my collar. Its loose ends were then threaded thr ough the loop, 

and I felt it jerked tight, against the collar.  

 

ñThere,ò said the instructress, and stood up. She and the others then stood 

back, a bit, looking at me. ñWhat do you think?ò she asked. ñIs she 

satisfactory, will men like her?ò 

 

ñShe may do,ò said another. 

 

ñSooner or later,ò said another. 

 

I did not understand. Had I not been one of the most beautiful girls in my 

sorority, a sorority noted on campus for its beauties? Certainly I had not 

lacked for the attentions of young men. A week w ould not pass without my 

declining several offers for outings, afternoons or evenings, with such, while I 

would select from amongst such offers those few which I deemed suitable, those 

which might prove eventually to be to my advantage, those from suitably  



positioned young men, young men worth interesting and cultivating, young men 

whose background and assets exceeded my own. Oddly, though I had pretended to be 

interested in them, laughed at their jokes, and such, I had seldom received a 

second invitation f rom them. I did not understand this. Did they not realize my 

quality, the honor I paid to them, how fortunate they were, that I would permit 

them to share my company, however briefly? Surely there were many who would have 

rejoiced to be granted such an opp ortunity. How ungrateful, how foolish, how 

stupid they were!  

 

ñKeep those knees split, slave,ò said one of the instructresses. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I whispered. 

 

ñWider,ò snapped another. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

At least no man was present, to se e me so. What would he think, should he see me 

so? Did I not know? Would it not be clear what I was, and what I was for?  

 

How vulnerable a woman is in such a position!  

 

Too, I felt decidedly uneasy.  

 

I squirmed.  

 

ñSteady,ò said an instructress. 

 

ñShe is heating,ò said another. 

 

ñMistress?ò I said. 

 

ñThe little tart is cooking,ò said another. 

 

ñWait until she knows what a manôs touch is,ò said another. 

 

ñShe is ready, nearly ready,ò said another. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñShe has nice slave curves,ò said one. 

 

ñShe has the flanks of a slave who will heat well,ò said another. 

 

ñMistress,ò I said. 

 

ñYes?ò said the instructress who had placed the ribbon. 

 

ñMistress has erred,ò I said. ñI am not red-silk.ò 

 

ñWho speaks?ò asked an instructress.  

 

ñAllison,ò I said. ñThis slave speaks.ò I felt tears form in my eyes. 

 

ñAnd what has she to say?ò asked an instructress. 

 

ñShe says,ò I said, ñthat she is not red- silk, that she is white -silk.ò 

 

ñThe slave is correct,ò said an instructress.  

 

ñYes,ò said she who had placed the ribbon. 



 

ñPlease then, Mistress,ò I said, ñreplace the white ribbon.ò 

 

ñIt is dirty, grimy,ò said the first instructress, she who had placed the 

ribbon. ñSurely you do not want such a ribbon on your collar?ò 

 

ñPerhaps another ribbon then,ò I said. 

 

ñYou have another ribbon now,ò she said. 

 

ñA white ribbon,ò I said, ñanother white ribbon!ò 

 

ñNo,ò she said. 

 

ñPut back the old ribbon then,ò I said. ñIt is all right. I do not mind!ò 

 

ñIt goes to another girl,ò she said, ñone who is white-silk.ò 

 

ñI am white-silk!ò I said. 

 

ñWhat are you afraid of?ò she asked. 

 

ñThe men, the guards,ò I said. ñThey may think me red-silk!ò 

 

ñThe market,ò said an instructress, ñis now slow for white-silks.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñDo you not think you have been white-silk long enough?ò asked an instructress. 

 

ñMistress?ò I said. 

 

ñOh!ò I cried, startled, for something of cloth and leather, enclosing, muchly 

opaque, was pulled over my head, from behind, by one of the instructresses. I 

heard it buckled shut, and the sound of a tiny padlock being snapped shut, 

doubtless linking two rings.  

 

ñSteady, steady!ò warned an instructress. 

 

ñPosition!ò snapped another. 

 

And then I knelt, as I had before, in position, hooded.  

 

ñShould we remove her garment?ò asked an instructress. 

 

ñThe men will do that,ò said another. 

 

ñStand up, Allison,ò said the first instructress, gently. I felt her hand on my 

upper left arm. I was then being guided from the training room, and turned left, 

and, in a moment, I felt the smooth, worn, flat tiles of the corridor beneath my 

bare feet. We made two further turnings, and then we stopped.  

 

ñHere,ò said the first instructress. 

 

I heard a door opened, and I was c onducted within, and released, some feet 

within the portal.  

 

Where was I?  

 

ñMistresses!ò I pleaded. ñMistresses!ò 

 



I heard the door shut, and, from the outside, a bar put in place.  

 

ñMistresses!ò I cried. 

 

I stood in the room, perhaps near its ce nter, alone, hooded, frightened, 

disoriented.  

 

ñMistresses! Mistresses!ò 

 

I turned, and felt my way, hands extended, stumbling, toward the door, which was 

heavy, and shut, and locked, barred on the outside.  

 

I pounded on the door, and cried out, agai n and again, but, if any heard, none 

responded.  

 

I attempted to tear the hood from my head, but such are not meant to be removed 

by such as I.  

 

I, fearing to fall, went to all fours, that I might explore my small world. In 

short order, I felt a carpet,  and then furs, and cushions. Such things seemed 

luxurious, and abundant. Here and there, too, I felt chains, and wrist and ankle 

rings. At one side of the room, I reached up, and, bit by bit, felt the 

structure of a heavy, low, sturdy trestle.  

 

I tore f utilely at the hood.  

 

I was in the Room of White - Silk.  

 

ñDo you not think you have been white-silk long enough?ò had asked an 

instructress.  

 

I trembled. I heard a soft moan, mine.  

 

Helpless, and hooded, I realized what I was here for, what was to b e done to me.  

 

I lay on the cushions alone, for a time.  

 

I supposed the guards, some of them, perhaps some who had noted me, or were 

curious about me, would visit me, when convenient, perhaps with the turn of the 

watch, when their duties were done.  

 

I am not sure how long I lay alone in the room, hooded, amidst the cushions and 

furs.  

 

Bars rang, and midbars.  

 

I was tunicked. I did not know if the tunic would be left to me. It might be. It 

is a simple thing for a master to thrust up the short skirt  of the tunic, to the 

slaveôs waist. I wondered if they would be quick. 

 

I clutched at a silken coverlet.  

 

My fingers clenched it.  

 

I dared not cover myself.  

 

The masters might not be pleased.  

 

They might wish to look upon my legs, my ankles, my arms, my throat.  

 

Accordingly, I dared not cover myself.  



 

I knew that a slave is usually expected, on a couch, on a slave mat, on furs, to 

wait naked, wholly uncovered, for her master.  

 

Tunicked, one is already half naked.  

 

I would not cover myself .  

 

How long must I wait, alone?  

 

Then I seemed suddenly to awaken.  

 

The door had been opened.  

 

I knew they would not talk to me. I must not realize who they were. It is better 

that way. Awareness is better reserved for a master.  

 

I struggled to m y feet.  

 

I sensed there were several in the room.  

 

They must have brought lanterns or lamps. I heard the fire strikers snap more 

than once. Too, I heard some tiny sounds, some suggesting the placing of lamps 

on shelves, others the hanging of lanterns o n ceiling hooks. I sensed men 

looking at me, and moving about me. They said nothing. There would not be a 

great deal of illumination, but it would be soft, and ample, that of lamps and 

lanterns, two or three, I supposed.  

 

ñMasters?ò I said. 

 

I was not answered.  

 

I felt my left ankle grasped, and I stiffened. A shackle was closed about it. 

Some loops of chain were thrown down, beside me. I gathered there was a good 

length of chain between the shackle and its ring. I do not know why I was 

shackled. Perh aps because I was a slave, and it was thought fit that I be 

shackled. I wondered if, later, the wrist rings and ankle rings would be used. I 

supposed that the length of chain allowed me would not be sufficient to allow me 

to reach the door, which might now  be unbarred. I wondered if others, guards, 

passing by, might enter.  

 

I knew little of how free women were handled. Perhaps much depends on the caste, 

or city. I had never encountered a Gorean free woman in any meaningful way, 

though, from time to time, one had visited the house. At such a time, if one 

were near, we must kneel in first obeisance position, head to the floor. I had 

been aware of little more than the almost inaudible sound of a soft slipper on 

the tiles, a rustle of silks passing me. My know ledge of free women was limited 

almost entirely to the hints, and gossip, of instructresses, which I had 

overheard. I gathered that there was little love lost between the slave and the 

free woman.  

 

I sensed the men standing there, about me.  

 

I did not know if I should kneel, or not.  

 

Should I assume obeisance position, first obeisance position, kneeling, head to 

the tiles, hands to floor, perhaps second obeisance position, belly to the 

floor, palms down, beside my head, where one might reach inch fort h, to press 

oneôs lips to his feet? 

 

How slave I felt, waiting.  



 

I wondered how free women were handled, or if they were handled, so to speak, at 

all.  

 

Gorean men, I knew, preferred slaves.  

 

That is the way, I gathered, with men.  

 

They prefer us,  slaves.  

 

I sensed myself scrutinized.  

 

I was aware of light, dimly, on my right, through the hood. A lamp or lantern 

was lifted near me. I felt a warmth on my right shoulder. That would be from the 

lamp or lantern.  

 

I would be in the light.  

 

I kne w that men liked to see their slaves.  

 

They delighted in each nuance, and inch, of them.  

 

In the house I had grown accustomed to being regarded openly, and appraisingly, 

by the guards. How different it was from Earth! There was nothing secret, quick, 

shy, sly, or furtive about it. We were regarded with the innocence and interest 

that one might regard an animal, and, in the case of the female slave, an animal 

which one might consider owning, and having at oneôs slave ring. At first I had 

been considerabl y disturbed at the frankness, the openness, the length, of such 

assessments, particularly if commanded, turned about, and posed, but of course, 

a slave, I dared not complain, nor evince, in any way, any objection to such 

detailed, candid perusals, even han dlings. I had no wish to be cuffed, or 

beaten. This was not Earth, in which a battery of social and legal weaponry 

might be invoked against any fellow so unwary as to dare to look honestly, 

openly, frankly, naturally, on a woman.  

 

I, of course, might be so looked upon, certainly here, on this world, on Gor, as 

I was an animal, a slave.  

 

I was not a free woman, a person, a citizen, the possessor of a Home Stone. I 

was not a proud creature of dignity and station. I was not the sort of woman who 

was to be treated with esteem and respect, even awe, to whom would be accorded 

the many honors befitting her position. I was not veiled in public, that men 

might not look upon my beauty. I was not wrapped in the lengthy, ornate folds of 

the Robes of Concealment, tha t the lineaments of my figure should not betray the 

delicate canons of modesty, or no more so than might provoke inevitable 

speculation. I was not encircled with conventions and formalities; I was not one 

for whom strong men were to step deferently aside, who might be carried in a 

palanquin, for whom ways were to be cleared, one who was expected, I gathered, 

at least if of high caste, to speak boldly, even sharply, and with haughty 

contempt, one expected to hold oneself, and move, in stately disdain, one mi ghty 

in presence and power. I had gathered from the instructresses that such women, 

certainly those of high caste, of such exalted nobility, so taken with 

themselves, commonly prided themselves on their self - containment, their self -

control, their freedom f rom many human weaknesses, their superiority to many of 

the elements commonly found in the nature of the female. In particular, many 

felt they must, as persons, view themselves as above a variety of allegedly 

lower, or baser, considerations. Accordingly, t hey would compete with one 

another, it seems, each attempting to outdo the other with respect to their 

imperviousness to the liabilities commonly associated with a lower nature, an 

animal nature. Many, I gathered, particularly of high caste, held themselve s 

superior to sex, which they professed to find demeaning. It is difficult, I 



supposed, to regard oneself as an equal to, or a superior of, a male when one is 

smaller, softer, and weaker, and finds oneself clasped in the arms of such a 

beast, helpless, una ble to free oneself, its prisoner, oneôs softness clasped 

forcibly, mercilessly, to its hardness, the beast beside itself in its rage of 

possession and joy. And how unfree then should she feel herself if she sensed 

what it might be, so held, to be owned an d mastered? How she must resist her 

body, her dispositions, her inclinations, her desires, her emotions, her 

feelings, lest they betray her, lest they threaten treason to her dignity and 

personhood. Accordingly, it was said that amongst many free women the  taint of 

carnality was to be eschewed, even violently, as a thing of embarrassment and 

shame, unworthy of a free woman. Oneôs slave is to be denied, hysterically, if 

necessary. To acknowledge her, is it not to acknowledge that one should be 

suitably colla red, that one is already, so to speak, in the collar. Accordingly, 

when the societyôs demands were to be met, and the more embarrassing, 

regrettable aspects of companionship satisfied, those having to do with 

matchings, lines, alliances, and such, the prop er free woman was to enter into 

carnal congress with disdain, resignation, and reluctance, or feigned disdain, 

resignation, and reluctance, insisting, at least, that such lamentable congress 

be as brief as possible, and take place in complete darkness, pre ferably while 

substantially clothed, and surely beneath coverlets. To be sure, theory and 

profession were one thing, and reality another. Upper - caste women doubtless were 

subject to the same needs and drives as other women, and I would learn that 

affairs a nd assignations were not infrequent amongst them, and that many free 

women, particularly those most sensitive to the demands of their codes, who had 

most internalized societyôs expectations with respect to their behavior, often 

lived a life of frustration,  loneliness, and misery, speaking the secrets of 

their needs only to the silence of damp, tear - stained pillows. Demands on lower -

caste women, on the other hand, were less, as befitted their inferior status, 

and such women were more likely to enjoy a life o f open flirtation, even of 

comparative vulgarity and bawdiness. Indeed, it was often thought that lower -

caste women, for all their jollity and looseness, or perhaps in virtue of it, 

commonly tended to live a more genuinely satisfactory life than their sist ers of 

the higher, nobler castes. To be sure, much depends on the particular woman, the 

caste, the city, and sometimes, I understand, even the neighborhood or district 

within the city, as a Gorean city, as many cities, often contains a medley of 

subculture s. I had encountered something of these distinctions on Earth, and 

even in the sorority, in which we had tended to pride ourselves on our station, 

our aloofness, and, in a sense, our frigidity. ñNo man will ever turn me into 

something like that,ò I had heard, ñsome gasping, whimpering, squirming, 

moaning, begging plaything!ò I had taken her seriously until I had inadvertently 

come upon her in one of the houseôs bedrooms, late, during a party, naked, on 

her knees before a male, his belt wrapped and buckled a bout her neck, her hands 

tied behind her with a stocking, leaning forward, kissing at his legs, begging 

to be touched again. She had turned about, seeing me, tears in her eyes, 

frightened, agonized, discovered. I had turned away. Oddly, I did not feel 

dism ayed at what I had seen. Rather, as I hurried back to the party I found 

myself wondering if a woman did not belong at a manôs feet, and if I, Allison, 

did not belong at a manôs feet, the feet of some man, or, perhaps any man. I 

assured her the next day I w ould keep her secret. She had graduated the 

following spring.  

 

I stood very still.  

 

The men were about me.  

 

I could sense the light of the lamp through the hood.  

 

There is a joke that in the light of a lamp even a free woman is beautiful.  

 

And I was not a free woman.  

 



I was such that I had been selected for the collar of Gor.  

 

I knew that we were hated by free women.  

 

I knew that men preferred slaves.  

 

ñMasters?ò I said. 

 

There was no response.  

 

ñIt is a mistake, Masters,ò I said. ñI should not be here. I am white - silk. I am 

white -silk.ò 

 

The tunic was then torn from me.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eight  

 

 

 

 

 

It was two days after my red - silking that I was again hooded. I was aligned with 

other girls, I supposed some five or six. My wris ts were pulled behind me and I 

was back - braceleted. I had not been permitted clothing after my red - silking. The 

ribbon, however, was removed from my collar. It is the common presumption that a 

female slave is ñred-silk.ò My head was forced up, and the house collar, now a 

new house collar, submitting to a bolt and key, was thrust up, under my chin. 

This new house collar was quite different from the original house collar in 

which I had been placed, the high, heavy, iron collar, which had been hammered 

about m y neck. That had been removed in the houseôs metal shop the morning 

following my red - silking. I was much pleased to be relieved of the original 

collar. The new collar was not the light, lovely, secure embondment 

signification of the common collar but it wa s a considerable improvement over 

its high, weighty predecessor. The removal of the original collar suggested that 

my sale might be imminent. This speculation had proved to be warranted. One role 

of the original collar was presumably to encourage a girl to  do well in her 

lessons, that she may the sooner be brought to the block. Would such a collar 

not be likely to produce such an effect? Should it not make one eager to escape 

the house? Yet I, personally, feared to leave the house, as I knew not what 

might be found for one such as I outside its walls. In the house there was a 

certain comfort, and security. One supposes that a girl might be left 

uncollared, of course, between the conclusion of her training and her departure 

from the house, as she is marked, a nd in the house, and her escape is 

unthinkable, but Goreans, it seems, do not see it so. They feel that a kajira 

should be in a collar, and know herself collared. It helps her to keep in mind 

that she is a slave. Too, a kajira soon comes to understand that  it is 

appropriate for her to be collared, that she belongs in a collar. Is she not a 

slave? Too, without a collar, she might feel naked, insecure, and frightened. 

What terrible things might happen to her, were she to be mistaken for a free 

woman! I then f elt another collar, a coffle collar, for one could sense the 

weight of the attendant chain, a light chain, for we were women, snapped about 

my neck. The house collar was then removed.  

 

ñWhat is happening, Masters?ò I asked, in the coffle, back- braceleted , unable to 

see, for the hood.  

 



My question received in response only the sharp sting of a switch on my right 

shoulder.  

 

I realized, then, as I should have before, that I should be silent. Had I been 

given permission to speak? Too, is it not said that curiosity is not becoming in 

a kajira?  

 

When we began to move we began our climb to higher levels of the house, and this 

continued so, for some Ehn. I heard us pass through some four gates, and, from 

the sound of it, from the weight on the hinges, two he avy portals, and then, 

after the second portal, the last, I suddenly felt the fresh air, and wind, of 

what must be the streets, and I sensed the warmth of the sun, Tor - tu - Gor, on my 

body. We were out of the house!  

 

ñSurely you know what you are doing here,ò an instructress once said to me. 

 

ñMistress?ò I had said. 

 

ñYou are a slave, are you not?ò she asked. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I had said. 

 

ñAnd only a slave?ò she said. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said, ñonly a slave.ò 

 

ñAnd what is a slave?ò she asked. 

 

ñMistress?ò I asked. 

 

ñA property,ò she said. ñGoods, merchandise.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñSo now you surely know what you are doing here?ò she said. 

 

ñI am being trained,ò I said. 

 

ñFor what?ò she said. 

 

ñThat I may be pleasing to a master,ò I said. 

 

ñWe would like you to live past your first night at his slave ring,ò she said. 

 

ñI will try to be pleasing,ò I said. 

 

ñVery pleasing?ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress!ò 

 

ñWholly pleasing, in every way?ò she said. 

 

ñTo the best of my ability,ò I said.  

 

ñSo, then,ò she said, ñwhat are you doing here?ò 

 

ñMistress?ò 

 

ñYou are goods, merchandise,ò she said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said, ñI am goods, merchandise.ò It was true; that is what I now was. 



 

ñSo now you understand what you are doing here,ò she said.  

 

ñMistress?ò I said. 

 

ñYou are being readied for sale,ò she said. 

 

I well knew myself a slave, of course. I had sensed this even on Earth, and 

there was obviously no doubt about it here, on Gor. Here I might or might not 

wish to be a slave, but,  in either case, it was what I was. Here my will was 

nothing. Whether I might kiss my fingertips and press them to my collar, or sob 

and scream, and try to tear it from my neck, it was on me. And my thigh was 

marked, with the Kef, the most common slave bra nd on Gor, a mark which showed 

all who might look upon it what I was, and only was, kajira. Still I had not 

thought, actively, or very actively, of being sold.  

 

Now, as I was being marched through streets I could not see, naked, back -

braceleted, a bead f astened in this small slaverôs necklace, the wind and 

sunlight on my bared body, I knew I was being taken, for the first time, to 

market, a market where I would not buy but be bought, as much as a verr, or a 

basket of suls.  

 

Still I was delighted to be o ut of the house.  

 

I wondered who might buy me.  

 

I was soon to be owned, the property of a particular master.  

 

ñI regret,ò had said one of the mistresses, ñthat we did not have more time to 

train you.ò 

 

ñYou are pretty,ò said another, ñand you will do your best to please, will you 

not?ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñMany men do not object to a half-trained girl,ò said another. ñThey are 

cheaper, and they may train them to their taste.ò 

 

ñThere are others coming in,ò said another, ñwho must be prepared.ò 

 

ñA city fell,ò said another. 

 

ñYou are a barbarian, Allison,ò said another, ñand barbarians are apt pupils, as 

they are already three - quarters slaves, but the new arrivals will be former 

Gorean free women.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñHow we will love to have them under our switches,ò said another. 

 

ñWe will teach them that they are now slaves,ò said another. 

 

It was hard for me to imagine such women as slaves, from what I had heard of 

them, but I knew, too, that there were few bred slaves, at least in the sense of 

being the products of the slave farms. The overwhelming majority of female 

slaves on Gor would have once been Gorean free women, of one caste or another. 

Too, Gorean free women, whatever might be the expectations of their society 

conc erning them, were surely women, with all the instincts, needs, desires, and 

drives of the human female, all the complex genetic codings of such latent in 

each cell of their bodies. And I had heard guards exchanging remarks, after the 



passage of one free wo man or another in the house, perhaps shopping for a 

serving slave, or a silk slave, speculating on her possible value on the block. 

It was just as well our exalted visitors had remained oblivious of such 

conversations. Within the robes of concealment, it s eems, following the views of 

the guards, there was always a slave, lacking only the collar.  

 

ñThe slave, Allison,ò I said, ñthanks Mistresses for the training they have 

given her.ò 

 

They had kissed me, and, shortly thereafter, one of the guards arrived , the hood 

dangling in his hand.  

 

We continued to make our way through the streets.  

 

At that time, hooded, I did not realize the striking beauty of a Gorean city, 

how so many of its buildings, the lofty towers and graceful bridges, the 

spacious portico es, the splendid colonnades, and such, were bright with color, 

nor was I aware of the wealth of colors in clothing, both that of men and women. 

I did realize, of course, from the house, that slave tunics came in a variety of 

cuts and colors, in samples of which I had been forced to pose before mirrors, 

but each was commonly of one color. They were, after all, slave tunics. The 

house tunics, incidentally, those worn in the house, were commonly drab, usually 

being brown or gray. There are fashions in such thi ngs, of course, for both the 

free and the slaves, with respect to colors, textures, materials, cuts, 

hemlines, and so on. How and when fashions changed, and why they changed, was 

not clear. Doubtless there were setters of trends, say, highly placed officia ls, 

wealthy Merchants, Actors, Singers, and Poets, certain women of noble family and 

high caste, and such, but why should one option rather than another succeed in 

being adopted, however transiently? Perhaps the higher, better fixed, more 

established or in fluential members of the Cloth Workers had something to do with 

it, with hints, with words dropped now and then, with boulevard posters, with 

some judiciously distributed free garmenture, here and there, and so on. 

Doubtless each time a fashion changed at least the high Cloth Workers, masters 

of the foremost garment houses, would sell more garmenture, at least to the 

fashion conscious, to those who were concerned to keep up with the times, to 

those who feared to be pitied or ridiculed for being out of style , and such. 

With respect to slave tunics, for example, it was several years, apparently, 

since the common slave tunic was white with black striping, usually with a 

diagonal striping. And, of course, if masters and mistresses might be concerned 

with the gar menture of their kajirae, as simple and brief, and as revealing and 

demeaning, as it might be, one can well imagine their concern with their own 

garmenture, particularly if they were of high caste.  

 

The coffle chain was a girl chain, and, accordingly, li ght. Nonetheless it would 

hold us, its prisoners, in a perfect, neck - linked custody. This is not unusual, 

incidentally, the lightness. The custodial hardware of Gor, where kajirae are 

concerned, is commonly light. It is also, of course, strong, or strong e nough, 

at least, to well exceed the strength of women. It is also, commonly, graceful, 

even lovely, and is designed to set off and enhance the beauty of its prisoner, 

while putting her wholly at the mercy of the free. She is, after all, a slave. 

Its usual purpose, then, is not merely to hold the lovely prisoner but to make 

it clear to any observer, casual or otherwise, that she is powerless, 

vulnerable, defenseless, and unprotected, accordingly, not merely to confine 

her, but to expose her, or should one sa y, in the case of a slave, as she is 

goods, to display her. For example, the slave bracelets we wore, which pinioned 

our wrists so helplessly behind our backs, were attractive. One might have 

mistaken them for ornaments or jewelry, were it not for the infl exible metal 

links which joined them.  

 



I have wondered sometimes if free women do not sometimes wonder what it would be 

to find themselves in such ñornamentsò or ñjewelry,ò stripped and helpless 

within them.  

 

Did they realize that they might be that be autiful?  

 

Perhaps an iron is being heated, and a collar has already been removed from its 

peg.  

 

It is common, incidentally, to fasten a girlôs hands behind her back. In that 

way she is more helpless, her arms nicely drawn back, and her beauty, obviousl y, 

is better exhibited, more exposed to sight and touch. Too, of course, braceleted 

as she is, she is incapable of fending away or resisting caresses, even if she, 

unwisely, should wish to do so. I did not know my place in the coffle, other 

than the fact t hat I was neither first nor last, for I could feel the weight of 

the coffle chain on both the front and back ring of the coffle collar. It was 

the only collar I now wore. When I had been aligned in the house, awaiting my 

chaining, I had been hooded. Theref ore I was not only ignorant of the number of 

girls in the coffle, but of the construction of the coffle, as well. Sometimes 

the most beautiful girl is first on the coffle, sometimes last. Sometimes the 

coffle is arranged merely in order of height, the tall est girl then placed 

first.  

 

Interestingly, as I was hooded, I was very little self - conscious in this march. 

Had I not been hooded I would have been terribly, miserably, self - conscious. 

Naked slaves are sometimes seen in the streets but that is usually o nly the case 

with a new girl or one being punished. Clothing, of course, is at the discretion 

of the master, whether or not it is to be permitted, and, if so, its nature, 

whether say, a modest tunic, or a camisk, or slave strip. A new girl, sent into 

the s treets naked, is well apprised of her bondage, and may soon be depended 

upon to be at her masterôs feet, zealous to improve her performance and service 

a thousandfold, that she may be granted a garment, some garment, even the brief, 

disgraceful tunic of a slave, perhaps hitherto scorned. We are, as it is said, 

not permitted modesty, no more than a she - sleen or she - tarsk, but we will do 

much for a garment, however scanty. So much we are in the power of our masters! 

As I could not see, interestingly, I was co ncerned very little that I might be 

seen. Too, I was with others, as bared and helpless as I. In the hood, and with 

others, I had a sense of anonymity.  

 

By now, I was sure we had been in the streets for at least twenty Ehn. Even 

coffled we must have been  marched for better than a pasang. We had, so far, as 

far as I could tell, attracted no particular attention. I gathered then that 

such sights, a coffle of nude slaves, were not uncommon in the streets. Not 

uncommon, too, might be a line of roped verr, a s tring of tethered kaiila, or 

such. Our house was on the Street of Brands but, as I was given to understand, 

this is more a reference to a district or a part of a district than an actual 

street. To be sure, apparently several slave houses were in the same v icinity. 

One also heard of a Street of Coins, of which a similar observation would seem 

warranted. This, too, seemed to refer more to a particular district, than a 

particular street, one in which several money houses were to be found. In 

passing, I will no te something of interest, at least to a barbarian. On your 

world pieces of paper, even with impressive printing on them, are seldom 

accepted in exchange for actual goods. The Gorean thinks generally in terms of 

metal, copper, silver, and gold, something ob durate and solid, which can be 

handled, split, quartered, shaved, and weighed, or else in terms of actual 

goods. It would be dangerous to try to buy a sleen or slave, or a sul or larma, 

from a Gorean for no more than a piece of paper. On the other hand, no tes are 

exchanged amongst various coin houses, or banking houses, without difficulty. 

Sometimes the wealth of a city has been transferred from Jad to Ar, or Ar to 

Jad, in the form of a piece of paper, sewn into the lining of a robe. In such a 



way wealth ca n be exchanged, even back and forth, without a tarsk - bit changing 

hands.  

 

We continued our march.  

 

We did not know our destination, or destinations. Would you explain such things 

to sleen or kaiila?  

 

I did note that the footing was now less smooth, l ess polished, more irregular. 

Too, more than once I felt dampness, or grime. In this part of the city, 

wherever it was, it seemed the shopkeepers, or residents, were less scrupulous 

in their housekeeping. It is understood that the streets in a Gorean city,  local 

bridges, and such, are the responsibility of those in the neighborhood, not of 

the city or state. The responsibilities of the city and state tend to be 

limited, mostly to protection, civil and municipal, and arbitration. Whereas a 

city will often ha ve a coinage, so, too, may private citizens. For example, the 

golden tarn disk of the banker Publius may be more valuable than that of Ar 

itself, or, at least, that of the Ar of the occupation, when someone named 

Talena graced the throne of Ar. Charity, ca re of the simple, the needy, and 

such, is handled privately, usually by clan lines, or caste councils. As the 

city or state is managed by men, and is armed, it is feared. Goreans prefer to 

be governed as little as possible. The city or state, on the other hand, which 

has properties, farms, and such, as well as it support from taxes, often 

supports public festivals, concerts, performances, and contests, competitions, 

for example, of strength, speed of foot, archery, javelin casting, riding, 

singing, drama, p oetry, dancing, and such.  

 

I occasionally heard men and women about. Conversation. Some bargaining. One 

fellow was hawking tastas, which is a confection, mounted on a stick. Sometimes 

female slaves are referred to as tastas.  

 

I could hear the chain on its rings as we moved.  

 

I felt myself prodded by a switch.  

 

In many respects I did not know where I was, not only the district in which I 

might be, but even the city. I was sure, from the size of the house in which I 

had been trained, the city was larg e, at least by Gorean standards. It would 

take a large city with a substantial commerce to support a house so complex and 

impressive. I would learn it was Ar. Even were I familiar with the city, which I 

was not, I would have been thoroughly disoriented giv en the hood and the many 

twists and turns of the narrow streets. I was sure, of course, from my secret 

reading, that I was on Gor. I was still shaken by the comprehension that such a 

world actually existed. On it I found myself hooded, naked, and coffled, a 

slave. How could such a world exist and not be known, or, I thought, is it 

known? Perhaps it is known, but as a guarded secret, official or governmental, 

to be kept from the general public? Is it the will of the Priest - Kings, the 

alleged lords of this wo rld, I wondered, that the existence of their world be 

known or not? Were the Gorean manuscripts intended to be hints of Gor, allusions 

to that world, a modality by means of which possibly alarming facts, facts for 

which a general population might not be re ady, might be concealed under the veil 

of fiction? Or were such manuscripts somehow dangerously smuggled to Earth, 

against the will of, and without the consent of, Priest - Kings? I supposed, on 

balance, the existence of such manuscripts did not concern enti ties as mighty 

and mysterious as the supposed Priest - Kings. Doubtless they knew of them, but 

thought little of them one way or another. What difference might such thing make 

to them, the remote and disengaged gods of a world? But I now, at least, was in 

no doubt as to the reality of Gor. I felt it beneath my bared feet. I twisted my 

head a bit inside the hood I wore. I could not see. I was helpless. I jerked a 

little at the bracelets which held my hands behind my back. I, once Allison 

Ashton - Baker, once a m ember of a prestigious, wealthy sorority at an exclusive 



educational institution on the planet Earth, once a scion of the envied upper 

classes on my world, was helpless, and on Gor, a manacled, hooded, coffled 

slave!  

 

ñOh!ò I cried, suddenly pelted with gravel.  

 

ñKajirae, kajirae!ò I heard, a sing- song, mocking chanting of children. 

ñKajirae, kajirae!ò Small stones, stinging, one after another, apparently from 

almost at my elbow, were hurled against me, and, from the disturbance in the 

coffle, the rattl e of chain, and cries of surprise and pain, I knew I was not 

the only victim of this petty aggression. ñKajirae, kajirae!ò they mocked, 

running beside us, now on each side. I cried out with pain, struck by a supple, 

barkless branch, a childôs makeshift switch. I heard the sound of such 

implements strike elsewhere, as well. ñPlease, no, Masters!ò cried out more than 

one member of the coffle. They had addressed the word óMastersô to children! 

Then I realized the children were doubtless free persons. ñPlease be kind, 

please be kind, Masters!ò I wept, stung twice again. ñBe off with you,ò said one 

of the guards to our young assailants. ñIf you would beat a slave, buy your 

own!ò There was laughter, from adults about. We tried to hurry, stumbling on. 

ñDo not gaze upon such worthless, disgusting things!ò I heard a womanôs voice 

say, perhaps admonishing a daughter, a child, one paused to look upon the 

coffle. Then we were beyond the children.  

 

We continued on.  

 

My body still stung.  

 

The coffle was stopped, twic e, before discharging one or more of its occupants, 

once when, apparently, a line of wagons was passing near us. They were probably 

produce wagons. We were pressed to the side, against a wall to our left. Some 

such wagons are driven by teamsters, others ar e conducted by small boys, with 

sticks. In the better part of the city such wagons move only at night, when they 

are less obstructive of traffic. I heard the creaking of wheels, their sound on 

the stones, and some grunting, and snorting, apparently of larg e beasts. These 

were draft tharlarion as I now realize, but I had not, at the time, seen such 

animals. Most Gorean streets are narrow, winding, and crooked. The boulevards, 

on the other hand, are spacious and straight, often with plantings. Many Gorean 

str eets have no names, really, other than, say, the street of the ñsmithy of 

Marcus,ò the alley ñwhere Decius the cobbler has his shop,ò and so on. The 

streets are familiar, of course, to those who live in their vicinity. Others may 

inquire their way, or fee a guide. The second time we were stopped we were 

ordered to the side, and ordered to kneel, our heads to the stones. The 

palanquin of a free woman was passing. It stopped. Perhaps the free woman had 

parted the curtains of the palanquin for a moment, to reg ard us. The palanquin 

then moved on.  

 

ñUp, beasts,ò we heard. 

 

We struggled to our feet.  

 

We continued on, for another twenty Ehn, or so.  

 

In what district of the city might we be?  

 

I was sure we had passed through more than one.  

 

My Gorean was  acute enough, now, to detect some differences in accents. The 

local diction, with its lapses, and grammar, and vulgarities, its rapidities, 

its simplicities, its contractions, its elisions, unusual words, and 

vulgarities, was quite other than that of my i nstructresses, intelligent women 

who uniformly spoke, as nearly as I could determine, an educated, excellent 



Gorean. Four had supposedly attained to the ñSecond Knowledge,ò whatever that 

was. All could write. I had some difficulty in even understanding the  speech 

about me. I would learn that some members of some castes even reveled in a 

deliberately barbarous or vulgar Gorean, as though this were some badge of 

quality or superiority by means of which they might distinguish themselves from 

their despised ñbetters.ò It was sometimes said that the power of Marlenus, the 

Ubar himself, rested ultimately on the lower castes, whom he cultivated and 

flattered. Is it not, ultimately, in the mass that the power lies? Who else, at 

a word, might swarm into the streets, armed with paving stones and clubs? Woe to 

the former free Gorean woman of high caste who, enslaved, might fall into the 

power of her hitherto despised ñinferiors.ò Each Gorean caste, interestingly, 

regards itself as equal to, or superior to, all other cas tes. Accordingly, each 

member of each caste is likely to have his caste pride. In some sense this 

doubtless contributes to social stability, and, surely, it tends to make the 

average fellow content with his own person, profession, background, antecedents, 

and such. He respects himself, and these things. Even the Peasants, commonly 

regarded as the lowest of castes, regards itself proudly, and with 

justification, as ñthe ox on which the Home Stone rests.ò A casteless society, 

an open society, in which elevati on, wealth, and success is supposed to depend, 

or does depend, on the outcome of merit and free competition will obviously 

generate an enormous amount of frustration, jealousy, envy, and hostility. In 

such a society most will fail to fulfill their ambition s and must almost 

inevitably fall short of achieving at least the greatest rewards and highest 

honors which such a society has to bestow. In an open race to which all are 

invited and in which all are free to run there will be only one winner, and many 

lose rs. It is natural then for the loser to blame not himself but the course, 

the starter, the conditions, the judge, the rules of the race, even that there 

is a race, at all.  

 

The free woman of a high caste and the free woman of a lower caste commonly have 

one thing in common which unites them, securely, as free women. That is their 

contempt of, and hatred for, the female slave.  

 

How strange they find it that men should prefer the helpless female slave, 

lovely, obedient, needful, desperate to please, to th emselves!  

 

How could such a thing be?  

 

But it seems that it might be.  

 

Do the free men not attend the auctions, do they not scout the exposition cages, 

do they not saunter to the gates, to witness the arriving coffles, to see the 

former free women of  another city being marched naked to local markets, do they 

not want a shapely collar slut trembling at their slave ring, do they not 

frequent the paga taverns, and surely not always for conversation or kaissa. How 

detestable, think the free women, are sla ves! How horrifying to want to be 

owned, to want to belong to a man, wholly, and desire to love and serve him, 

forever, abjectly, and unquestioningly, to the best of oneôs ability! And how 

terrible men are that they should unaccountably prefer a cringing c ollar beauty, 

perhaps shackled, desperate to please them wholly, and as a female, to one of 

their own kind, forward, noble, splendid, proud, and free. What is so special 

about their terrified, groveling rival, licking and kissing at her masterôs 

feet, with  her marked thigh, and band - encircled throat? What could she, a slave, 

an animal, possibly have, or offer, that might begin to compete with the 

accorded favor of a free woman, standing on her dignity, and jealous of her 

rights? Why then, given such clear o ptions, between the noble and the worthy, 

and the despicable and the meaningless, will men seek the despicable and the 

meaningless, the slave? Why then will they seek so zealously to leash and 

bracelet her, the slave, to rope her, hand and foot, to kneel h er, to collar 

her? Why will they bid so zealously, and recklessly, to purchase her? Why do 

they fight to possess such things? Why are they willing to kill for them?  



 

I cried out in sudden sharp pain. I knew the stroke. It was across my right 

shoulder. I had felt it often enough when I had displeased the instructresses, 

or made some error in diction, serving, position, or such. It was the result of 

a blow not from some childôs makeshift implement, a plaything, a pretended 

disciplinary device, but from an a ctual device of the sort his diversion 

mimicked, a supple, nicely crafted leather switch, an instrument designed to 

improve the discipline and service of a female slave. We most fear the whip but 

it is not pleasant, either, I assure you, to feel the correc tive blow of the 

switch.  

 

We will do much to please our masters!  

 

ñSluts!ò I heard, a womanôs angry voice. ñSluts! Sluts!ò 

 

I heard the sound of more blows, cries of pain.  

 

ñWriggle to that!ò screamed the woman. ñJump to the pleasure of that, you filthy 

sluts!ò 

 

ñPlease forgive us, Mistress!ò cried a member of the coffle. But this plea, I 

gathered, did no more than earn its source another two or three blows.  

 

I had been informed by the instructresses that free women were to be feared. If 

accoste d by one, particularly if accosted unpleasantly, it is wise not only to 

kneel, as before a man, to ascertain his interests, intentions, or wishes, 

perhaps he wishes directions, or such, but to put oneôs head to her feet, to, in 

effect, assume first obeisan ce position. In no way, either by word, tone of 

voice, act, expression, or attitude is one to show the least disrespect. The 

slightest suggestion of such a thing may result in severe and prolonged 

punishment. The woman is free, while one is a slave.  

 

ñShe-tarsks!ò cried the woman. ñShe- tarsks! She -tarsks!ò 

 

I heard the sound of more blows, cries of pain.  

 

ñOh!ò I wept, struck as well. 

 

ñLet them alone,ò said a man. 

 

ñThere are better things to do with little vulos than beat them,ò said a fellow. 

 

ñYes,ò cried the woman. ñYou would know about that!ò 

 

ñMercy, Mistress!ò begged one of the slaves. ñOh!ò she cried, struck. 

 

I was silent. I sensed the figure pass me.  

 

Some fellow off to my right began to sing a little song about ñTastas.ò 

 

ñBe silent!ò screamed the woman. 

 

ñDemetrius will be home soon,ò said a fellow, reassuringly. 

 

I and one or two others were then struck again. I bent over, as I could, for the 

chain, cringing.  

 

ñMove the chain,ò said someone to the side. ñMove the chain.ò 

 

There was laughter.  

 



ñGive me back the switch!ò screamed the woman. ñGive me back the switch!ò 

 

ñMove the chain!ò a fellow urged, again. 

 

ñStep!ò said one of the guards, and, gratefully, we moved forward. 

 

ñGive me the switch!ò demanded the woman, now behind us.  

 

We hurried forward, as we could.  

 

I remembered a remark from one of the instructresses. I had not been more than 

two days in the house. ñBe beautiful, and desirable,ò she had said. ñIt is the 

men who will protect you.ò 

 

ñPlease the men,ò said another. ñIt is the men to whom you will belong.ò 

 

ñThey will protect you from the women,ò said another. 

 

ñIf you are pleasing,ò added another. 

 

I was frightened from what I had heard of free women. I resolved to be pleasing 

to the men,  as pleasing as I could be, and I understood what that meant, to be 

as pleasing as one could, and as a slave.  

 

Soon the coffle was stopped, and, apparently, one individual was removed from 

it. We then continued on our way  

 

I shortly became aware that a nother was removed from the coffle. We were 

apparently being delivered to different addresses. Some of the girls might have 

been purchased within the house. Usually a girl is sold in - house when the price 

offered seems clearly superior to what might be expe cted from vending her off an 

open block. Too, such a sale requires few arrangements, and little time. 

Sometimes, too, the capture and enslavement of a woman has been arranged by an 

enemy or admirer, and, in such a case, it is usually that particular woman that 

is wanted. She may have been paid for in advance, the price having been earlier 

negotiated and agreed upon. There is little difficulty in delivering such women 

through the streets, as they are hooded. Rich men, to whom money is of less 

interest than w hat it might purchase, sometimes buy in - house, putting out three 

or four times what a girl might bring in the open market. But most on the 

coffle, I supposed, and perhaps all, were being delivered to local markets, some 

possibly owned by the house itself.  

 

As girls were removed from the coffle, their chaining, with the bracelets and 

coffle collars, was hung about the neck and shoulders of others. In the vicinity 

of the Tenth Ahn, as I guessed, I was alone, several loops of chaining, and 

such, slung about me or wrapped about my body. This was not pleasant, but, too, 

it was not much of a burden, as the chain was light, being girl chain. We were 

quite helpless in such bonds, but a man, it seemed, or some men, might have been 

able to pull apart such links. Thi s is a way in which a woman may begin to 

understand that she is not a man. The sexes are quite different, and on Gor such 

picayune details have their role in helping to make the distinction clear. One 

is suitably master; one is suitably slave.  

 

I was sto pped by a hand on my shoulder.  

 

I was also aware that the chaining which I was carrying was being unlooped, and 

unwound, from my body.  

 

I gathered I was at my destination, wherever it might be. I did not inquire, of 

course. I did not wish to be struck.  I had not been given permission to speak.  

 



There had been two guards with the coffle.  

 

One or both must now carry the chaining and such back to the house.  

 

In the beginning, hooded, I did not know the number of beads on the small 

necklace. Counting their removal, and adding myself, there had been six.  

 

I felt the coffle collar removed.  

 

I stood there.  

 

Now I was only hooded, and back - braceleted.  

 

I felt a manôs hand on my left arm. ñThere are steps here, kajira,ò he said. He 

then guided me, c arefully, and assisted me up some five or six steps, onto a 

circular platform, cement, it seemed, but covered with a carpet, or heavy cloth, 

and then to the left. I heard a gate open, I would see later it was one of bars, 

and was conducted through it. With in he removed his hand from my arm, and I 

stood still. I stood on cement. The bracelets were removed.  

 

ñYou have the papers?ò a voice asked. 

 

ñHere,ò said the guard. 

 

I heard a movement of papers.  

 

ñBarbarian,ò said the first voice. 

 

ñYes,ò said the guard.  

 

ñIs she any good,ò asked the first voice. 

 

ñI do not know,ò said the guard. ñI have not put her to slave use.ò 

 

ñI see she is red-silk,ò said the first voice. That, I thought, must be on the 

papers. What right had they to know that?  

 

ñRecently,ò said the guard. 

 

ñGood,ò said the first voice. ñThere is no place for virgins here.ò 

 

I heard feminine laughter, from a few feet away.  

 

On the whole, they had not been unkind to me in the Room of White - Silk. I had 

been handled with authorit y, of course, and was left in no doubt that I was 

within the grasp of masters, Gorean masters. I was not sure how many, as I had 

been hooded, had utilized me for slave pleasure, as some may have done so more 

than once. It was done to me in various ways. I was not freed of the ankle 

shackle until they were finished with me, and left, and the instructresses 

summoned, to unhood me and conduct me to my new domicile, a small, iron cage. I 

had occupied that cage, at night, until this morning, and my hooding and 

coffling. The cushions and furs in the Room of White - Silk had been deep. 

Occasionally the wrist and ankle rings were used, perhaps to accustom me to 

helpless slave service. I could still remember the feel of the heavy bar of the 

trestle against my belly. To ward the end, when I was half drunk, lost between 

confusion and disbelief, with the shocking and flooding of my belly, scarcely 

able to feel, I was thrown to the cushions and, for a time, left alone.  

 

ñMasters?ò I said. 

 

Were they done with me?  



 

I wa s aware of blood on my thigh.  

 

Some of it had been thrust to my lips, and into my mouth, that I might taste my 

virgin blood, which could be shed but once.  

 

ñMasters?ò I whispered. Were they still in the room? 

 

Strong hands put me on my back, over the  cushions, my head back, and down. My 

ankles were pulled apart, widely. I left them as they had been placed. I 

supposed I was again to be put to use, routine, meaningless, forcible use.  

 

I waited.  

 

I did not know how many times it had been done to me.  

 

Then I felt a gentle, soft, moist, caressing touch, and I cried out, startled, 

drew my legs together, as I could, and reached out, and felt my fingers close in 

a manôs hair. 

 

ñOh,ò I said, softly. 

 

Surely such a caress would never be inflicted on a free woman. It would be 

disgracefully inappropriate to subject a free woman to such an indignity. It 

might pull them out of themselves, and make them beg for the collar. It was not 

for free women. It was fit only for slaves.  

 

ñPlease, Master,ò I whispered. ñAgain!ò 

 

ñOh, yes!ò I whispered, my fingers in his hair. 

 

At least, I thought, I was not chained helplessly in place. It was hard to 

imagine what might be the sensations which a master might inflict, even 

casually, upon a helpless slave, one wholly  at his mercy, their subtlety, their 

variety, their length, and nature.  

 

How helpless she would be, so in his power!  

 

I feared to be so chained. I wanted to be so chained!  

 

How many ways a man has to conquer a woman I thought, the chain, the whip, th e 

switch, the commanding her to her knees, her lips to his feet, a gesture, 

admitting no questioning, the casting to her of a rag, fit only for a slave, the 

ordering of her to her tasks, the masterful seizure of her beauty, a kind word, 

a caress!  

 

ñMore, more, more, Master!ò I begged. ñYes,ò I whispered. ñYes, Master!ò 

 

Well now was I aware of how I might have responded had they been concerned less 

to routinely open a young slave and had they been more patient, slower, less 

merciful. What if they had be en tortuously slow, reading my body, playing upon 

it, as on a czehar or kalika, bringing forth what music they wished? Could I 

help what I was, female, and slave? A thousand modalities attend the mastership, 

and the slave learns a thousand yieldings, and s ubmissions. She may be seized, 

and put to use in any place, at any time, in any way. She may be used abruptly, 

and cast aside, and rejoices to have been granted even so much. Does this not 

inform her, to her delight, that she is a slave? This thrills her t hat she is 

such, only slave, that she may be so used. And she may be utilized at length, 

should he wish, for Ahn at a time. The master may put aside days for slave 

sport, mastering her in a hundred ways at his leisure. She learns the blindfold, 

the gag, ro pes, wrapped silken cords, thongs, bracelets, and chains. She learns 



to bring the master the whip in her teeth, crawling to him, on all fours. She 

cooks, and sews, launders and cleans, and he may observe her at her lowly, 

servile tasks, until he summons he r to his arms, that she may attend to her 

truest task, the pleasing and pleasuring of her master. She will bathe him, and 

he may comb her hair. Her garmenture, if she be granted such, depends upon his 

will. He may dress her and undress her, considering how  she may best be 

displayed. He is concerned with her appearance. In the promenades she must look 

well on her leash. Perhaps he will have her taught the kalika, or dance, dance 

such as is appropriate for such as she, slave dance.  

 

ñPlease, more, Master!ò I begged.  

 

Had I been capable of wondering, on Earth, if I were a slave, a rightful slave, 

a slave by nature? How foolish now seemed such abstract, idle ruminations! It 

was now confirmed upon me, that I, the former Allison Ashton - Baker, was a slave, 

and not only by law, however absolute that legal shackle might be, but by right, 

by nature! Not only was I slave, but I needed to be a slave!  

 

ñMaster?ò I asked, within the hood, the light of a lamp dimly sensed through the 

closed, buckled artifact.  

 

I lif ted my belly, pathetically, piteously, shamelessly, in the darkness.  

 

ñMasters?ò I said. 

 

But they were gone.  

 

Later the instructresses came to free me of the shackle, and conduct me from the 

room. They did not ask me anything. I was left alone with my thoughts.  

 

I stood now, hands free, but hooded, on the cement flooring of what I supposed 

to be a holding area, or cell, of some sort.  

 

There were some about, at least two men, and some women.  

 

I tried to stand proudly.  

 

I was chagrined with how  I had behaved, particularly later, in the Room of 

White - Silk.  

 

I resolved that I must never again behave as might have a slave.  

 

I must never again let myself be so shamed.  

 

I found it hard to believe that I had begged. How shameful! Happily that la pse 

would remain a secret of the house. I resolved that that indiscretion must never 

be repeated.  

 

But even in my righteous self - castigations, which I, of Earth, deemed I should 

proclaim, at least to myself, and even behind the fragile curtain of that 

re solve which I thought to interpose between what I supposed I should be and 

what I suspected I was, there seemed a subtle, elusive whispering, mocking and 

insistent, kajira, kajira. Then I stood less proudly, and lowered my head. 

Already, in the scarlet swi rl of memory, rising and falling like some warm 

fluid, I was uneasy. In my belly were clear stirrings. Had I not sensed the 

beginning of such things, even before my red - silking? Does not being barefoot, 

tunicked, and collared have its effect, in knowing th at one, so degraded, is a 

slave? What was going on in my body? How was I changing? What had been done to 

me? I remembered the arms of the guards, so strong about me, I so weak in their 

grasp. And I remembered those last, brief sensations, casually bestowed  on a 

slave, so unexpected, so different, so startling, so irresistible, which I had 



so wanted to have prolonged, which I had piteously begged might be continued. 

Something within me knew, or suspected, that such things might be not only 

riches in themselv es, exquisite and transformative, but were, as well, the 

promise, the hint, of something beyond them, the explosions and creations of 

worlds.  

 

What right had I, I asked myself, to arrogate to myself the prerogatives and 

prides of the free woman?  

 

And t he slave, I reminded myself, does not belong to herself. She belongs to her 

master. She has no self to defend, no honor to preserve, no person to strive to 

keep isolated and inviolate.  

 

I am not a free woman, I thought.  

 

In a sense, I have never been o ne.  

 

I was not free.  

 

I did not want to be free.  

 

I was content to be a shamed slave. It was what I was and wanted to be. Then I 

was no longer chagrined at my behavior in the Room of White - Silk. I regretted 

only that I might not have been as pleasing  as possible to the masters.  

 

Too, I had begun to suspect what I might become, and was willing to become, and 

wanted to become, in their arms, a slave.  

 

The hood was removed, and I drew in a deep breath, and shut my eyes against the 

hurtful light.  

 

Some cloth was thrust against me, and I took it.  

 

Blinking, clutching the cloth, I looked about myself.  

 

I was in a cell, a relatively small cell, about eight feet square, with a wall 

of bars on one side, facing a street. The floor of the cell was some four feet 

above the level of the street. In this way what was in the cell, given the bars, 

could be easily viewed from the street. To the left of the bars was a cement 

platform, at the same level as the floor of the cell, too, about four feet high, 

on whic h was spread a worn, soiled scarlet rug. There were steps on the outside 

leading up to this circular, cement platform, the steps which I had doubtless 

recently ascended, assisted by the guard. The guards had gone. A barred gate, to 

the left of the cell, wo uld open to a small passage, which connected with the 

platform. It was through this passage that I had been introduced into the cell.  

 

I looked about. There were six other girls in the cell. I looked up at a large 

man, stripped to the waist, who was rega rding me.  

 

He would be a slaverôs man. 

 

I clutched the cloth.  

 

Each of the girls wore a brief, wrap - around tunic, and each had, either about 

herself, or at hand, a short, white sheet.  

 

What I held was such a tunic, and such a sheet.  

 

ñShe is stupid,ò laughed one of the girls. 

 

I did not know what to do.  



 

I desperately wanted to clothe myself. Now that I was not hooded, I was suddenly 

muchly aware of my nudity. I stood there in anguish. I did not have even a 

collar. What if someone should look into the cell, from the outside? I was, of 

course, well marked.  

 

ñHow stupid,ò said another girl. 

 

ñShe is a barbarian,ò said another. 

 

ñMay I clothe myself, Master?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said, and turned away. In a moment he had left the cell, closing and 

locking the gate behind him.  

 

I had remembered, belatedly, that a slave may not clothe herself without 

permission. Most slaves, of course, have a standing permission to clothe 

themselves, a permission which is subject to revocation by the master.  It is a 

bit like speech. A slave is not to speak without permission, but many have a 

standing permission to speak, a permission which may, of course, be revoked at 

any time. For those who might be interested in such matters, the standing 

permission to clo the oneself is more often granted than the standing permission 

to speak. There are few things more likely to convince a woman of her bondage 

than the need to request permission to speak. Sometimes a standing permission to 

speak is revoked for a few Ahn or a day, or even a week, that she may be the 

better conscious that permission is required, and need not be granted. Perhaps 

she is desperate to speak. ñMay I speak, Master?ò ñNo,ò she is informed. She is 

then well reminded of her collar and mark.  

 

I glance d through the bars, out to the street. There were men, and women, here 

and there, passing, and, at some stalls, shopping, these on the other side of 

the street, but none seemed interested in the cell, or its occupants.  

 

I quickly, gratefully, drew the br ief, wrap - around tunic about me, tucking it in 

on the side. It occurred to me how simply it might be parted, and removed. I 

then clutched the sheet about me. It came midway to my thighs.  

 

The bars were sturdy, some six inches apart, reinforced every ten horts or so by 

horizontally placed, flat, narrow plates of ironwork. The cell would have held 

men.  

 

That made me feel particularly helpless.  

 

I looked out, through the bars. Save for the bars the wall was open. It was easy 

to look out, into the street.  And I was very much aware, as well, obviously, 

that it would be as easy to look within. Anyone outside might simply look 

within, and see us. Given the shape of the cell, there was nowhere to hide. I 

was suddenly reminded of a shop window on Earth, a windo w before which passers -

by might stop, and, at their leisure, peruse what might be for sale.  

 

And I, and the others, would be for sale!  

 

I looked to the other occupants, the other merchandise, six girls, in the cell. 

Each was in a wrap - around tunic. Fou r were brunets, and two blondes, one a 

darker blond, one lighter. None were collared. But I had no doubt each was well 

marked. Gorean merchants do not neglect such details.  

 

I folded the sheet, and put it about my shoulders. I was tunicked, and the 

tunic , while ñslave short,ò was not unusual. A girl would not be likely to 

expect more, unless she were a ladyôs serving slave. 

 



I went to the bars, grasped them, and looked out.  

 

I was not pleased with what I saw. This could be no high market. One might as  

well have been chained on a slave shelf!  

 

Surely a mistake had been made.  

 

This was not a market in which such as I was to be sold. This was surely not the 

Curulean, a market of which I had been apprised, a palace of an emporium with 

its statues, carv ings, columns, fountains, tapestries, and cushioned tiers, with 

its exposition cages of silver bars, with its great, torch - lit, golden 

auditorium which might hold more than two thousand buyers, with its great 

central block, with its height and dignity, fro m which might be expertly vended 

even the stripped daughters of Ubars. I looked about. The slaverôs man was 

nowhere in sight. I must complain. I must call their attention to their mistake.  

 

I thought of calling out, but thought the better of it.  

 

What if there had been no mistake?  

 

I had been the last on the coffle to be delivered.  

 

I had dared to suppose then that I was the best, that saved for last. But what 

if I had been saved for last, as I had been thought not the best, but the least? 

Could it be that others might regard me as less beautiful, less desirable, than 

I regarded myself? Was I less beautiful, less desirable, than I had thought? 

Surely I had been regarded as one of the most beautiful girls in my sorority! 

But, of course, we had never b een put beside Gorean slaves. I did not know my 

ranking in the coffle, nor if I had a ranking in the coffle. I had no idea of 

the quality of the coffle as I had been hooded.  

 

I looked about.  

 

ñWhat do they call you?ò asked one of the girls, one of the brunettes.  

 

ñAllison,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are a barbarian,ò said one of the girls. 

 

ñI am from Earth,ò I said. 

 

ñWhere is Earth?ò she asked. 

 

ñIt is far away,ò I said. 

 

ñBarbarians are ugly, and stupid,ò said the darker blonde. 

 

ñI am neither ugly nor stupid,ò I said. 

 

ñIf she were ugly and stupid,ò said another of the brunettes, ñshe would not 

have been put under the iron, she would not be here, she would not be kajira.ò I 

could not place her accent.  

 

ñShe has skinny legs,ò said another of the brunettes.  

 

ñNo,ò said the brunette, she with the unusual accent, ñthey are shapely and 

slender. Many men like that.ò 

 

ñWell,ò said the first brunette, ñthey are well exposed.ò 

 

ñTrue,ò said the girl with the accent, ñand it goes nicely with her height.ò 



 

I was not especially tall. I was of medium height. Nora was taller than I. So, 

too, was Jane. I had been a bit taller than Eve. I was pleased to hear that my 

legs might be acceptable to a man. Some doubtless bought with such things in 

mind.  

 

ñI do not want to be sold with a barbarian,ò said the light blonde. ñIt is 

humiliating.ò 

 

ñI would rather be sold with a barbarian than with you, traitress!ò snarled the 

darker blonde.  

 

ñI was high in the Merchants!ò said the light blonde. 

 

ñAnd you are now yourself merchandise,ò laughed one of the brunettes. 

 

Tears brightened the eyes of the light blonde.  

 

ñYou are fortunate to be such,ò said another of the brunettes. ñYou misread your 

politics. You thought Ar irrecoverably fallen. You betrayed your  Home Stone, as 

much as Talena of Ar or Flavia of Ar. You cast your lot with the occupation, 

abetting their crimes, conniving with the enemy, flattering officers, feasting 

and jesting, profiteering, exploiting a starving citizenry, battening on the 

misery of a confused, leaderless, beaten, subdued populace.ò 

 

ñOne must do what one can! One must look out for oneôs self!ò wept the light 

blonde.  

 

ñYou did not know Marlenus would return,ò said one of the brunettes, 

unpleasantly.  

 

ñNone did,ò said another. 

 

ñI am not a slave,ò wept the light blonde. ñI am the Lady Persinna, high in the 

Merchants, the Lady Persinna of Four Towers!ò 

 

One of the brunettes laughed. ñListen to the branded piece of collar meat,ò she 

said.  

 

ñNo!ò said the former Lady Persinna.  

 

ñYou are now only goods, goods, slut,ò said one of the brunettes. 

 

ñNo! No!ò said the former Lady Persinna. 

 

ñAnd you are fortunate to be goods,ò said the darker blonde. ñYou were on the 

proscription lists. You should have been impaled!ò 

 

ñPerhaps you were saved because you had pretty flanks,ò said one of the 

brunettes.  

 

ñPerhaps,ò said another, ñbecause someone wanted you at his slave ring.ò 

 

She who had been the former Lady Persinna paled. Perhaps she knew of someone of 

which such a sugges tion might be true.  

 

I understood little of this at the time, but it became clearer later. Before I 

had been brought to Gor it seems a revolution had taken place in the city, Ar, 

in which upheaval an occupying force deriving from, or given fee by, the is land 

ubarates of Cos and Tyros, and perhaps other states, had been ejected. It seems 

that a former Ubar, one named Marlenus, had returned from banishment or exile, 



or some prolonged absence, had rallied the city, and, in several days of fierce 

and bloody f ighting, had cast out the invaders. Even while war was waged in the 

streets proscription lists had been posted and many traitors, profiteers, and 

such, hundreds, were seized by maddened citizens and publicly impaled. Later, 

the invaders flighted and the bl ood lust of an outraged citizenry largely spent, 

numbers of surviving profiteers and collaborators, as apprehended, were placed 

in several underground dungeons scattered throughout the city. Many were later 

executed by impalement, but others were embonded,  men usually destined to the 

quarries or galleys, and women remanded to slave houses.  

 

ñIt must be near the Tenth Ahn,ò said a brunette. 

 

I supposed that so. There were few shadows in the street. So what did it matter, 

if it were near the Tenth Ahn, no on?  

 

Was that, in some way, important?  

 

One girl, one of the brunettes, went to stand near the bars, sideways, fingering 

her hair. I saw her smile at a fellow, who seemed scarcely to notice, and did 

not stop from his way. She tossed her head, annoyed. Her sheet was at her 

ankles. Another girl stood at the bars, her hands over her head, holding to the 

bars, her sheet about her shoulders. Her hands might have been fastened there. 

She had her right cheek pressed against a bar. Another girl, one of the 

brun ettes, now sat a bit back from the bars, her head up and back, leaning back 

on her hands, her knees slightly bent, her legs extended. Then she would sit 

differently, her knees drawn up, her hands clasped about them, looking out, 

between the bars. Her sheet  was beside her. The dark blonde now reclined back, a 

few feet from the bars, on one elbow, on her sheet, her legs partly extended, 

one more than the other, looking out. She did this in such a way that the view 

of her between the bars would not be much obs tructed by the positions of the 

other girls. It seemed she would not be much interested in what might lie 

outside the bars. What was that to her? Her attention seemed casual, at best. I 

suddenly recalled that I had been taught that pose. It is languid, but  

seductive. It lifts the hip nicely, in such a way that the hip - waist curve is 

nicely emphasized, this drawing attention to the promising delights of her love 

cradle.  

 

I, and two others, were now at the back of the cell, by the rear cement wall. I 

and th e brunette who had spoken for me were standing. To my right, kneeling, was 

the light blonde, a lovely female, the former Lady Persinna, of the Merchants. I 

supposed someone would be glad to get his hands on her. She seemed to be trying 

to make herself smal l. She was frightened. I, too, was frightened. The brunette 

with us, too, seemed frightened.  

 

I gathered that this might have something to do with the approach of the Tenth 

Ahn.  

 

ñLook at them,ò whispered the former Lady Persinna, regarding the others, the 

other three brunettes, and the dark blonde, all nearer the wall of bars. ñSee 

them! See them, the disgusting sluts!ò 

 

ñThey are slaves,ò said the brunette with us. 

 

ñDisgusting sluts!ò said the former Lady Persinna. 

 

ñYou, too, are a slave,ò said the brunette.  

 

ñNo,ò said the blonde. ñI am free, a free woman! I am the Lady Persinna, of the 

Merchants, of Four Towers.ò 

 



ñIf you wish to obtain a good master,ò said the brunette, ñperhaps you, too, 

should strive to present yourself well, subtly, o f course.ò 

 

ñNo, no!ò said the blonde. 

 

ñYou are not so presenting yourself,ò I observed. 

 

ñNo,ò said the brunette. ñI am afraid.ò 

 

ñI, too, am afraid,ò I said. 

 

ñI do not want to be sold,ò she said. 

 

ñNor I,ò I said. 

 

Yet what else might we expect, as we were slaves?  

 

My feelings concerning my bondage, at that time, as you may have surmised, were 

highly ambivalent. I was frightened to be a slave. Did it not hold its terrors, 

to be a property, to be owned! Yet I knew myself a woman who shoul d be a 

property, who should be owned! I knew that I was a slave, and should be a slave. 

My entire Earth conditioning had informed me that I should lament my bondage, 

that I should regard it as a condition of unmitigated misery and woe. But I knew 

in my hea rt this was far from so. I could not, and would not, speak for all 

women, but I could speak for myself. And why should I allow others to speak for 

me, to tell me how I should feel, to decide how I should be? I was a female. I 

wanted to belong to a man, a m aster, wholly and unconditionally, to be his in 

the fullest sense that a female can belong to a man, as his rightless slave. 

Nothing short of this could fulfill the secret needs of my heart. But now, to my 

terror, on this world, it was done. I was a slave!  I would be subject to a 

collar, and bonds, the rightless chattel of a master! The sense of this was 

devastating and overwhelming. And I would have nothing to say as to my 

disposition. This frightened me, alarmed me, terribly, but, too, as I waited 

with th e others, in the cell, filled with a slaveôs anxiety and apprehension, 

knowing she may soon be sold, I felt an unspeakable thrill. And then, again, I 

was terrified! Here, on this world, I was only a slave!  

 

ñThey cannot sell me, they cannot sell me,ò said the former Lady Persinna.  

 

ñYou are mistaken,ò said the brunette. 

 

ñYour accent is not like that of the others,ò I said to the brunette. 

 

ñI am of the islands, from Tabor,ò she said. 

 

ñA tabor is a drum,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is from the shape of the island,ò she said. ñI and others were taken at sea, 

by corsairs of Port Kar, not more than five pasangs from shore.ò 

 

ñThey were bold,ò I said. 

 

ñThey were of Port Kar,ò she said. 

 

I knew little of Gor. I had heard of Port Kar. It was well to the nort h and 

west, where the waterways of the Voskôs delta drained into the Tamber Gulf, the 

cityôs sea walls fronting the gulf on the south, Thassa, the sea, on the west. 

Was it not from the sea gates of Port Kar that the galleys of the dreaded Bosk, 

Bosk of Por t Kar, clove the dark waters of restless Thassa?  

 

ñAt least,ò she said, ñI was not sold in Port Kar.ò 



 

It is said the chains of a slave girl are heaviest in Port Kar.  

 

ñYou must have been sold, several times,ò I said. 

 

ñFrom one slaver to another,ò she said, ñnot like this.ò 

 

ñIt is my understanding that none here are virgins,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps the Lady Persinna,ò she said. 

 

ñNo,ò said the light blonde, bitterly. ñI was first opened in a dungeon, where I 

lay chained in the darkness.ò 

 

ñNo time was wasted with me, or the others,ò said the brunette. ñWe were first 

used on the deck of the corsair itself.ò 

 

I shuddered.  

 

ñWhat of you?ò she asked. 

 

ñIn a slave house,ò I said, ñrecently, in a room set aside for the red- silking 

of virgin slav es.ò 

 

ñHow was it?ò she asked. 

 

I was silent.  

 

ñI see,ò she said. 

 

ñBeasts gather,ò said the light blonde. 

 

I looked out. Some men had approached the circular cement platform to the left 

of the cell, four or five.  

 

I saw there were tears in the  eyes of the brunette. ñWho will own me?ò she 

asked.  

 

The brunette who had been seated, her chin on her clasped, raised knees, now 

rose to her feet and stretched, lifting her hands over her head, and arching her 

back.  

 

ñThe slut!ò whispered the former Lady Persinna.  

 

Two or three more men had now joined the few near the platform.  

 

ñIt is near the Tenth Ahn, I am sure,ò said the brunette with us. 

 

The girl who was to the left, at the bars, put her hair back, about her 

shoulders, and then pressed a bit, softly, against the bars.  

 

That, I supposed, the softness against the iron, the helplessness of the 

softness, confined, and such, would excite a fellow. She was a confined female, 

who would be for sale. In my training I had been chained from time to  time, in 

one way or another, utterly helplessly, perfectly, by guards. It was clear my 

helplessness stimulated them. And I am sure that they, Goreans, realized that my 

vulnerability, my utter helplessness, stimulated me, as well. There are, after 

all, mas ters, and there are slaves.  

 



There were now four slaves, the three brunettes and the dark blonde, at the 

bars. Three were standing, and one kneeling, one of the brunettes, who was 

clutching the bars.  

 

There were now some ten or eleven men outside the b ars. They were close. I was 

reminded of visitors at a zoo, peering through the bars. The analogy was 

imperfect, of course, as we were for sale. A better analogy would doubtless be a 

sales kennel.  

 

One of the fellows reached through the bar and seized a b runetteôs ankle. ñOh!ò 

she protested, trying to draw back, but she could not free herself of the grip. 

He then released her, grinning.  

 

ñBuy me first, Master,ò she said. 

 

There was laughter.  

 

They are flirting, I thought, all of them. And is not flir ting, I thought, even 

on my former world, an act of display, hinting, alluding, presenting oneself as 

something vivacious, attractive, sparkling, as something of interest, something 

worth investigating, and acquiring, an object of desire? I had muchly enjo yed 

such games, the suggesting, the teasing, the luring, the playing with the 

feelings of men, the sensing of the power of my beauty and its effect on them, 

how it could arouse, disturb, excite, and torment them, and then, when weary of 

the sport, the plea sure one could take in the chilling, the turning away, the 

feigned surprise and indignation. How I had despised the boys. How pleasant it 

was to make them suffer. But now I was a slave, and would probably belong to a 

man, one who might exact from me, at a mere snapping of fingers, everything that 

a frightened, docile slave might give. I did remember occasions when it was I 

who had been rebuffed. How that had stung! Did they think I was unworthy of 

them, because they were richer, of a better - known, more - dist inguished family, or 

such? How I hated them! I did not think, really, on the other hand, that they 

were that immune to my charm, my beauty, and such. Now, I supposed, if they 

might recall me, and find me of some interest, they might buy me, and hide me 

fro m their wives.  

 

ñSee them!ò said the former Lady Persinna of the girls at the front of the cell, 

those near the bars. ñDisgusting! Disgusting!ò 

 

It is a received wisdom that the higher the price for which one goes the more 

likely it is to obtain a rich er, better - fixed master, and to find oneself in a 

larger, better - appointed, wealthier household where the labors are likely to be 

lighter and less frequent. Accordingly, it is recommended, as a prudential 

matter, to display oneself in oneôs sale as attractively as possible. There is 

much to be said for this, particularly when one might be sold at night, under 

torchlight, and one cannot well make out the buyers, save for some on the first 

tiers. One often hears only the calls from the darkness. Who is biddin g? One 

might discover oneôs master only when one is unhooded, in a strange domicile. 

 

It is not unknown, of course, even on my world, for a girl to barter her beauty 

for gain, for access to exclusive, desirable precincts, to use it in such a way 

that it might obtain for her advantages and advancement, to win for her wealth 

and position, and such. Surely I and my sisters in the sorority were well aware 

of such things. I certainly endeavored to apply my beauty to such purposes, if 

unsuccessfully, as did the y. If one were to obtain our beauty, one would pay our 

price. We had no intention of selling ourselves cheaply. And how furious I had 

been when my overtures, so to speak, had been rejected, or worse, ignored. Could 

they not see the value of what I was offe ring? On Gor, of course, to my chagrin, 

I realized that the profit on my beauty, if any, would accrue not to me, but to 

another. It is that way when one is oneself merchandise. Still, it is commonly 

to oneôs advantage, as noted, to present oneself well on the block, hoping 



thereby to obtain a richer master, a better house, lighter duties, and such. 

Yet, at times, how meaningless are these prudential, mercenary considerations! 

Does the slave not hope that she will be purchased by a strong, handsome, 

powerful , virile master, rich or not, who will know well what to do with her, 

before whom she will know herself well in her collar? Are we not all looking for 

the master who will weaken our knees and heat our thighs, the master before whom 

we know we can be only s lave, and desire to be no more? And what, too, of the 

love slave and the love master? In such cases, who can understand the mysterious 

chemistries involved? Let us suppose that a fellow is examining women on a slave 

shelf. They are kneeling, cringing, shac kled, head down. Who can explain how it 

is that he, pulling up the head of one after another, by the hair, that her 

features may be examined, suddenly pauses, startled. What is different about 

this particular cringing, shackled slave? How is she different from another? She 

looks up, her eyes widened. He sees before him, his hand in her hair, his love 

slave, and she, looking up, tears in her eyes, for the first time, sees her love 

master. How is she more than merely another helpless, cringing, shackled slave , 

and how is he more than merely another male, another possible buyer, in his 

robes, so free, and strong, looking down on her? But he has found his love 

slave, and she, to her joy, has been found by her love master. Who can explain 

such things? Perhaps he has been keeping a collar for just such a one? Certainly 

a girl can attempt to interest a buyer; consider the differential zeal of the 

ñBuy me, Masters,ò as one fellow or another peruses a sales line; but, in the 

end, despite our efforts and hopes, we are not the buyers, but the bought. It is 

they who will choose, not we.  

 

ñAh!ò cried one of the slaves. 

 

The bar had begun its sounding.  

 

Some more men began to move toward us, gathering about the circular cement 

platform.  

 

ñIt is the Tenth Ahn!ò said the darker blonde.  

 

There were few shadows in the street now. Tor - tu - Gor was at its zenith.  

 

The former Lady Persinna burst into tears, and put her head in her hands. I 

wondered that one such as she, one apparently once of some prominence, was with 

us.  I clutched the sheet more closely about me. I wished it was longer. My legs 

were not well concealed. Was it to demean her that she was put with us? Or did 

some estimate her beauty as equivalent to ours, worthy only of such a vending? I 

wondered if some mi ght be interested in her, tracking her, informing themselves 

as to her market, and time of sale. I supposed that some men, for reasons other 

than her beauty and her promise as a slave, might be interested in obtaining 

her, perhaps an enemy, perhaps one red uced or ruined by her in her time of 

power, perhaps one she had once slighted, and did not even recall. Perhaps some 

lowly clerk once in her employ, mistreated, despised, scorned, and overworked, 

had saved some money and thought it might be pleasant to hav e her, once so 

socially and economically superior to him, chained at the foot of his couch.  

 

I heard the second and third soundings of the bar.  

 

Outside, approaching, I saw the slaverôs man, he stripped to the waist. 

 

The bar was struck again.  

 

That sound would carry for better than two or three pasangs, and I could hear, 

in the distance, other bars, taking up the ringing.  

 

ñI do not even know where I am,ò I said to the girl from Tabor. 

 



ñThe Metellan district,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not even know the city,ò I said, in misery. Curiosity, I recalled, was not 

becoming in a kajira.  

 

ñAr, of course,ò said she from Tabor. 

 

I had thought that. But why had I not been told that in the house? Was that not 

a simple enough thing to tell a girl?  

 

Ar, I kn ew from my reading, was the largest city in the northern hemisphere of 

Gor. It was the center of many trade routes. I was to be sold in Ar! Given the 

size of the city, and its many markets, I supposed it constituted a major 

market. Certainly it would be a convenient, easy place in which to sell a slave.  

 

ñWhat is the Metellan district?ò I asked. 

 

ñLook about you,ò she said. ñI am from Tabor.ò 

 

I groaned.  

 

The bar rang again.  

 

ñIt is a shabby district,ò she said, ñbut there are many worse, worse, and more 

dangerous. It is not much patrolled. Many free women arrange their trysts and 

assignations to take place in this district. It is a popular venue for such 

ventures. Few questions are asked. Little, if any, attention is paid to 

strangers.ò 

 

She was  surely much better informed than I.  

 

Perhaps her former masters had been less strict with her.  

 

The bar sounded twice more.  

 

Several men, now some twenty or so, perhaps more, had gathered about the 

circular platform.  

 

ñWe will soon be on the block,ò said the girl from Tabor. 

 

ñThat circle of cement,ò I said, ñthat is the block?ò 

 

ñOf course,ò she said. ñThis is not a high market.ò 

 

ñAre we worth so little?ò I asked. 

 

ñAsk the masters,ò she said. 

 

The bar rang again.  

 

The former Lady Per sinna was weeping.  

 

I saw a small, wiry fellow, with a straggly beard, in soiled blue and yellow 

robes, approaching. He wiped his mouth with a dirty sleeve. In his right hand he 

held an implement I recognized well. It was a switch.  

 

ñIt is he who will auction us,ò said the girl from Tabor. 

 

That seemed likely to me.  

 

Certainly he wore the colors of the Slavers.  



 

The small fellow, at the foot of the platform, conferred briefly with the 

slaverôs man. 

 

I did not know if the small fellow owned the m arket, or owned us, or both. For 

all I knew I was still owned by the house, and I was merely being vended through 

this outlet, and the small fellow might be merely a professional auctioneer, 

hired for each sale. I supposed, beside his fee, he might receive  some sort of 

commission on the sales. That meant he would be likely to do his best to get a 

good price. It also suggested to me that he might, then, be quick with his 

switch.  

 

ñI will not go on that block,ò said the Lady Persinna, resolutely, sobbing. 

 

ñYou will,ò the girl from Tabor assured her. 

 

ñNo!ò she said. 

 

ñHave you ever felt the slave whip?ò asked the girl from Tabor. 

 

The former Lady Persinna paled.  

 

ñIf summoned, you will hasten to the block,ò said the girl from Tabor. ñAnd you 

will smile, pose, and perform.ò 

 

ñAs a slave?ò she moaned. 

 

ñAs any slave,ò said the girl from Tabor. 

 

ñNo, no,ò whispered the former Lady Persinna. 

 

I wondered what she would bring, standing on that scarlet rug, on the platform, 

being displayed.  

 

I r ecalled that on Earth it had been speculated that I would sell for between 

forty and sixty. I had supposed, at the time, that meant between forty and sixty 

thousand dollars. Here I conjectured that I might sell for between forty and 

sixty pieces of gold, o r, given this market, and that I was not much trained, 

and was a new slave, perhaps only between forty and sixty silver tarsks.  

 

The bar rang again, I think the ninth ring.  

 

Would she bring more than I? I did not think so. She was a mere barbarian, a 

scion of a primitive culture, and I was a civilized woman of Earth, of the upper 

classes, young, beautiful, educated, intelligent, sensitive, well - bred, refined, 

now somehow inexplicably entrapped in a barbarian world, a world where I was 

denied the protect ion of the law, a world where my Earth rights were not only 

ignored, but did not exist. On this world I was a property. Thus, here, the law, 

in all its power and rigor, in all its weight and majesty, would be used not for 

me but against me, for example, to  hunt me down and return me to a master.  

 

ñI can hardly stand,ò I said. ñI can hardly move. I will be unable to perform, 

even should I try to do so.ò 

 

ñThis is a low market,ò said the girl from Tabor. ñThey may ask little of us. We 

may only have to sta nd, and turn.ò 

 

ñAt least,ò I said, ñwe have our tunics, the sheets.ò 

 

ñNow,ò she said. 

 



ñNow?ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 

I recalled that the bar had again sounded.  

 

ñThe bar rang,ò I said. ñIt was the ninth ringing, the ninth stroke, was it 

not?ò 

 

ñI think so,ò she said. 

 

ñWhat if we are not sold?ò I asked. 

 

ñThe masters would be displeased,ò she said. ñIt is common to whip a girl who is 

not sold.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said, frightened. 

 

ñOne then tries, the next time, desperately, to be sold.ò 

 

I was suddenly overcome with the sense of my helplessness. I was wholly at the 

mercy of others. Anything could be done with me! How was it that I, a woman of 

Earth, was here, in a cell, on another world, with a marked thigh, caged with 

slaves? And ho w could it be that I, of Earth, was here, on this other world, 

also a slave, as much as they?  

 

ñI do not want to be sold!ò I said. 

 

ñDo you wish to be whipped?ò she asked. 

 

ñNo, no!ò I said. 

 

ñThen you should want to be sold,ò she said. 

 

ñI am afraid,ò I said. 

 

ñThat is not unusual,ò she said. ñOne does not know who will buy one, before 

whom one must kneel.ò 

 

Once again the bar rang out.  

 

I seemed to feel the ringing in my whole body.  

 

I looked out, through the bars.  

 

And I said to mysel f, be silent, slave. You know that it is here that you 

belong, here with a marked thigh, in a cell, waiting to be sold.  

 

This is right for you.  

 

No, no, I whispered to myself.  

 

Yes, yes, I thought.  

 

Are you a slave, I asked myself, sternly.  

 

Yes,  Mistress, I whispered to myself, I am a slave.  

 

I then well knew myself, though of Earth, a slave, a common slave.  

 

I looked to the girl from Tabor.  



 

ñPerhaps someone from Tabor will buy you, and free you,ò I said. 

 

ñYou know little of Gor,ò she said.  

 

ñHe would not free you?ò I asked. 

 

ñMy left thigh bears the slave mark,ò she said. 

 

ñEven so,ò I said. 

 

ñApparently you know little of Gor,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñI was once a free woman,ò she said. ñMen much enjoy keeping former free women 

as helpless slaves.ò 

 

ñBut,ò I protested. 

 

ñI am marked,ò she said. 

 

ñSo?ò I said. 

 

ñMy own family would not free me,ò she said. ñThey would see that I was sold 

elsewhere, in my shame and degradation.ò 

 

I regarded her.  

 

ñI am marked,ò she said. ñAre you not marked?ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said, ñI am marked.ò 

 

ñThen understand it,ò she said. ñYou are no longer what you were.ò 

 

I suddenly became aware that the bar was no longer sounding.  

 

The short fellow had ascended to the h eight of the cement platform.  

 

ñNoble Masters, noble Masters, noble Masters,ò he called, ñapproach, approach, 

gather about!ò 

 

Some twenty, or so, fellows were already clustered about the platform. Some 

others, from across the street, now approached.  

 

ñWe have here for your consideration, and delectation, this lovely afternoon, 

seven beauties!ò 

 

There was laughter.  

 

ñThe finest beads drawn from the finest of the slaversô necklaces, each worthy 

of the central block of the Curulean, each fit for the Pleasure Garden of a 

Ubar,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

There was more laughter.  

 

ñPot girls!ò jibed a fellow. 

 

ñHave you not, several of you, examined these beauties earlier in the morning, 

and pondered your bids?ò 

 



ñYes,ò said a fellow, ña copper tarsk for the lot!ò 

 

ñYou may ask,ò said the auctioneer, ñhow is it that such goods, goods of such 

quality, could be offered here?ò 

 

ñNo other market would have them!ò called a fellow. 

 

ñIt is true, noble Masters, that our modest market, as the slave shelves, is 

noted for its bargains,ò said the auctioneer, ñbut that is your good fortune and 

our pleasure, to serve you better. Would you not prefer to pay less for more? 

Would you not be pleased to obtain an exquisite pleasure slave, trim, 

responsive, and vit al, for the price of a pot girl, a kettle - and- mat girl? Those 

who know how to buy know where to buy, and here is where to buy!ò 

 

ñBegin!ò called a man. 

 

ñSlaves,ò called the auctioneer, ñcome to the bars, smile, press against them, 

reach out to the nob le masters. Good. Can you not see, noble Masters, how ready 

they are, how they hope to be well purchased?ò 

 

I, the girl from Tabor, and the kneeling blonde, shaking with sobs, the former 

Lady Persinna, of the Merchants, remained at the back of the cell.  

 

I saw the slaverôs man looking at us, from the level of the street. I shuddered. 

The girl from Tabor saw him, too. She then hurried to the bars, to join the 

other slaves. I saw her straighten her body, and lift her chin. She was 

beautiful.  

 

ñYou may plead, needful beauties, to be purchased,ò the auctioneer informed the 

girls.  

 

ñBuy me, Master,ò they called to the men. 

 

I saw the dark blonde extending both her hands through the bars, and call out, 

piteously, to a handsome fellow in the front row, ñBuy me, Master!ò He smiled. 

ñI am prettier, Master!ò called out one of the brunettes. ñNo, I, I, buy me, 

Master!ò called out the dark blonde. I supposed it was pleasant to be a man, to 

whom women would beg to belong. I wondered what it would be, to be owned  by him. 

One of my cellmates, I supposed, might learn. Perhaps I would learn! Other girls 

at the bars seemed to present themselves to one fellow or another. Most, I 

assumed, would fail to be purchased by the particular master of their choice. 

They would be  purchased by whoever bid the most for them.  

 

It is so with slaves.  

 

It would be so with me.  

 

ñEnough!ò called the auctioneer, suddenly, sharply. ñBe silent. Go back in the 

cell, away from the bars! Huddle there, together, in the back, away from the 

bars. As you can, crowd together, and try to hide! Crowd together! Do not 

speak!ò 

 

Frightened, the girls did as they were told. All of us now were together, 

standing, except for the former Lady Persinna, who still knelt, perhaps unable 

to rise, toward th e back of the cell, away from the bars.  

 

We could not be seen so well now, for the bars, and the distance.  

 

I supposed there was an order to the sales.  

 



The slaverôs man entered the cell, took one of the brunettes by the wrist, and 

drew her from the cell, through the short passage, and led her to the block, 

where she stood, small, seeming isolated, much alone, though the auctioneer was 

near, on the red carpet.  

 

The slaverôs man, he stripped to the waist, did not bother to close the gate, 

but none of  us essayed the portal. We huddled together, at the back of the cell. 

One obeys the masters. Too, it would be unutterably foolish, insanity, to try to 

flee. We were tunicked, sheeted, and marked. What would one do? Where would one 

go? Where would one run? There is no escape for the Gorean slave girl, and I now 

well knew myself such.  

 

ñA choice item,ò the auctioneer was saying. He extolled her, the brunette, as he 

turned her about. Shortly, he removed the sheet which she had clutched about 

her, continuing to exhibit her. Shortly thereafter he gracefully removed the 

wrap - around tunic, again turning her about.  

 

She is merchandise, I thought.  

 

It is said that only a fool buys a woman clothed.  

 

He then put her to all fours on the red carpet.  

 

ñSee her, noble Masters,ò said the auctioneer. ñWould you not like her crawling 

to your feet, begging not to be whipped?ò 

 

He then began to solicit bids.  

 

The dark blonde was next taken by the wrist and drawn to the block. The fellow 

she had tried to interest di d not bid on her. A fat fellow purchased her. I saw 

her hold forth her wrists and slave bracelets were clapped on them. She then 

followed her new master. She looked over her shoulder at the fellow she had 

hoped would buy her, but he did not notice her. His  attention was again on the 

block. I did not feel sorry for her, as she had been unpleasant to me earlier, 

in the cell.  

 

The girl from Tabor was next brought to the block, and, as the others, 

exhibited. At one point, she put her hands behind the back of her head, and bent 

backward. This well exhibited her figure, which was lovely. Bids increased. She 

would be, doubtless, a good buy. How dare she so display herself, I thought. 

But, if she were not sold, I thought, she would be whipped. Slavers are seldom 

l enient with their goods. They are not out to coddle them, but to make coin on 

them. What if I were not sold? I did not wish to be bound, and whipped. To my 

right, the Lady Persinna, still kneeling, head down, was weeping, her head again 

in her hands. I, to o, suddenly felt like crying. I looked about, wildly, at the 

open gate, then through the bars, to the street outside, to the men, intent upon 

the object for sale. I considered running. Then I moved back, even further. I 

felt the cement wall of the back of the cage against my back. I would remain 

where I was. Somehow, the gate open, I felt a thousand times more helpless than 

before.  

 

I did not see to whom the girl from Tabor went.  

 

The auctioneer, in his introduction of the item which was the girl from T abor, 

had mentioned her origin on Tabor, and inquired if there might be any from Tabor 

present. Apparently there were none. The auctioneer then remarked that her 

slavery then would doubtless be far easier. Laughter had greeted this remark. I 

liked the girl  from Tabor. She had spoken well to me, earlier in the cell, 

despite the fact that I was a ñbarbarian,ò and, too, we were both, so to speak, 

far from home.  

 



The slaverôs man again entered the cell, and looked about. I was terrified that 

it would be my wr ist which he would seize, in his large, manacle - like hand. But 

he took another brunette.  

 

She brought less than the girl from Tabor.  

 

Perhaps, I thought, a girl from the islands, with her accent, would have an 

exotic flavor at a fellowôs slave ring. 

 

The brunette was purchased, I gathered, for a restaurant, or tavern, of some 

sort. ñMay she serve her goblets well, and nicely grace the chains of your 

alcoves,ò had said the auctioneer to her buyer, while his man led her down the 

steps to the street, int o his keeping.  

 

Next, to her misery, the Lady Persinna was seized and drawn to the block. She 

was clutching the short sheet closely about her, and was shrieking, and sobbing. 

ñI cannot be sold!ò she cried. ñI am a free woman, a free woman!ò 

 

ñWhat is it that she is saying?ò asked the auctioneer. 

 

ñI am free,ò she wept. ñI am free!ò 

 

ñAh!ò said the auctioneer. ñCan it be that she is free?ò 

 

ñYes,ò she cried. ñYes!ò 

 

The slaverôs man then, holding her by the upper left arm with his right hand 

face d her left side to the crowd.  

 

ñNo!ò she cried. 

 

He then, with his left hand, drew up the sheet, and the hem of her tunic, to the 

waist.  

 

There was much laughter.  

 

ñIt seems we have here only another slave,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

The former Lady Persinna fell to her knees before the auctioneer, holding the 

sheet closely about her. ñDo not sell me!ò she cried. 

 

ñóDo not sell meô what?ò inquired the auctioneer. 

 

She looked stricken, before him. ñDo not sell meðMaster,ò she said. 

 

There was muc h laughter.  

 

The slaverôs man pulled her to her feet. She clutched the sheet closely about 

her. It seemed she could hardly stand.  

 

The auctioneer surveyed the crowd.  

 

ñWhat am I offered for this slave?ò he asked. 

 

ñA tarsk-bit!ò called a man. 

 

ñSurely more!ò laughed the auctioneer. ñSurely the sheet does not much hide the 

legs of this slave!ò 

 

She threw back her head, sobbing.  

 



The auctioneer then gestured, annoyed, to his man, who seized the former Lady 

Persinna by the hair, to hold her in pl ace, and then he, carefully, measuredly, 

cuffed her, twice, once snapping her head to the right, and then to the left.  

 

ñBe silent!ò said the auctioneer. 

 

ñYes, Master!ò she said. 

 

The slaverôs man then released her, and stepped back. 

 

ñWe have an unusual slave here,ò said the auctioneer. ñThis slut was once the 

Lady Persinna, of the high Merchants, housed even in Four Towers. You know her 

well for her betrayal of the Home Stone, for her profiteering, for her 

collaboration with the hated invaders. R ecall the shortages, the high costs, the 

adulterated goods!ò 

 

Angry murmurs seethed in the small crowd.  

 

Given the seeming importance of the former Lady Persinna I did not understand 

how it was that she was being vended in such a market.  

 

Was it, in spite of its appearance, a high market?  

 

Perhaps, I thought, for how could one such as I be sold in any but a high 

market? Surely I was much too beautiful to be sold in any but a high market. I 

was now muchly pleased that I had not complained about the m arket, earlier.  

 

ñBehold her,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

The former Lady Persinna stood, miserable, small, a slave, the sheet clutched 

about her.  

 

Then, a moment later, looking about myself, at the buyers, the street, the local 

buildings, the crowded sho ps across the way, I realized how foolish were my 

conjectures. In no way could this barred cell and that circular cement platform 

be thought a high market. We might almost as well have been chained on a slave 

shelf, where buyers might have examined our tee th, felt our limbs for firmness, 

and such.  

 

How then, I wondered, could it be that the former Lady Persinna was even now on 

that simple cement platform, before buyers?  

 

ñYou know her sycophancy,ò said the auctioneer, ñher privileges, her position in 

th e court of the hated Talena, false Ubara! You know the favors she received, 

the contracts accorded her by Cos and Tyros.ò 

 

ñYes,ò said more than one man. 

 

ñShe was on the proscription lists,ò said the auctioneer, ñbut she has been 

saved for your pleasu re.ò 

 

The girl held the sheet tightly about her.  

 

The auctioneer lifted the hair of the slave, displaying it.  

 

ñGolden hair,ò he said, ñsparkling as ripe Sa-Tarna.ò 

 

ñShave her head!ò called a man. 

 



ñConsider it as a sheet of pleasure, which might be spread about your body,ò 

said the auctioneer, ñor its value as a bond, fastening her wrists behind the 

back of her neck.ò 

 

ñCut it off,ò said a fellow. ñUse it for catapult cordage, that she may be good 

for something.ò 

 

ñThrow her to leech plants!ò called a man. 

 

ñFeed her to sleen!ò cried another. 

 

I knew nothing, at the time, of leech plants, and I had not yet beheld a sleen.  

 

ñCome now, noble Masters,ò said the auctioneer, ñregard her ankles, her calves, 

her small hands, so tight on the sh eet, the exquisite delicacy of her features.ò 

 

The men were silent.  

 

ñWhat are we offered for this traitress?ò called the auctioneer. 

 

ñLet us see her!ò called a man. 

 

The sheet was whipped away from the slave, half turning her about.  

 

Then she w as turned before the crowd.  

 

She was praised, as one might praise an animal. Then I realized that, as a 

slave, she was an animal. And I realized that I, too, was now an animal.  

 

This thrilled me, that I should now be no more than an animal.  

 

The men cried out with pleasure, at the removal of the wrap - around tunic. Now, 

it seemed, there was no more talk of leech plants, of sleen, or such. What they 

saw now, it seemed, was a slave.  

 

The former Lady Persinna was put to all fours on the red carpet, whil e the bids 

were forthcoming.  

 

A little later, she cried out, in misery, and terror, from all fours, not 

permitted to rise. ñNo, no! Not to him! Not to him! Do not sell me to him! 

Please! Please! Sell me to anyone, but not to him!ò 

 

But it was to that f ellow that she was sold.  

 

He came to the edge of the platform. ñPerhaps you remember me,ò he said. 

 

She would have scrambled back, on the carpet, but it was too late. The leash had 

been snapped on her neck.  

 

I saw her being led away.  

 

I now suspect ed that the fellow who had bought her, despite the shabbiness of 

his nondescript robes, had come prepared, in such a market, in such a district, 

to outbid all likely competition. Apparently he had realized she would be sold 

in this market on this day. I su pposed that was not common knowledge. It seemed 

probable to me that this matter had been arranged, perhaps even with the 

collusion of a praetor, if not the Ubar himself. Perhaps the fellow had 

requested, or been granted, such a favor, that he would purchas e the former Lady 

Persinna, to her humiliation, in a low market, for a handful of coins. Indeed, I 

wondered if the coins, even, were his. Perhaps it amused someone, perhaps an 



important personage, if the former Lady Persinna should find herself in the 

coll ar of that fellow, or someone like him.  

 

Thus, I conjectured a plausible explanation for the apparent anomaly of one such 

as the former Lady Persinna, of the Merchants, of Four Towers, which, I 

gathered, must be an exclusive residence, or an exclusive re sidential area, 

being vended in such a market. It was to demean and humiliate her. Let her learn 

quickly, and well, that she was now only a slave.  

 

As the slaves had been sold, even the former Lady Persinna, much in the street 

had gone on as it had befor e the Tenth Ahn. Many men, and women, had come and 

gone, and shopped, and bargained, without attending to, or, apparently, even 

noticing, what was going on on our side of the street. A sale of slaves, 

particularly in a low market, was a familiar, commonpla ce thing, I gathered, 

worthy of no particular attention. A lad, drawing a cart, had stopped for a 

time, to look on, but had then gone ahead.  

 

Suddenly I was much aware that only two remained in the cell, myself and another 

brunette, a darker, taller brun ette. I felt the back of the cell wall against my 

back. I looked to my left, to the opened gate.  

 

The portal was empty.  

 

The slaverôs man was at the foot of the circular platform. The auctioneer stood 

on the surface of the platform. A small breeze move d the blue - and - yellow robes. 

The auctioneer and the slaverôs man, and some of the others, as well, now turned 

about, were witnessing the departure of the former Lady Persinna, naked on her 

leash, and her master. Three or four of the fellows who had been at  the platform 

were following the pair, jeering at the miserable slave. I saw her spat upon, 

and one fellow cast dirt upon her. The only bond she wore was her leash, and, 

with her hands, and arms, she tried to cover her head. The leash was not taut. 

She tri ed to follow her master as closely as she could. It is the master who 

will protect the slave, as any other animal, should he choose to do so. Her 

current master, however, seemed not to notice the abuse to which his lovely 

acquisition was subjected, and she , of course, not having been granted the 

appropriate permission, would not dare to speak.  

 

Then, after a time, the fellows who had hung about the departing pair stood 

still, shook their fists, and, looking after the couple, the slave and her 

master, call ed out some final words, which, I gathered, may have been foul.  

 

I knew little about the former Lady Persinna, or the affairs, political and 

otherwise, which had brought her to a tiny, readying cell in the Metellan 

district, but I hoped that her master w ould put a different name on her. Given 

the veiling, and half - veiling, particularly amongst higher - caste women, I would 

suppose that few in the city would recognize the former Lady Persinna in just 

another scantily clad collar - girl, one amongst many, hurry ing about her errands, 

fearing to dally, in teeming Ar. Perhaps many might suppose the Lady Persinna 

had perished in the revolution, or in her imprisonment, in some obscure dungeon, 

perhaps strangled there, or had perhaps eventually met her end writhing on  some 

obscure impaling stake. Perhaps her secret, that of her former identity, would 

be known to few. Indeed, perhaps, eventually, for most practical purposes, it 

would be a secret shared primarily between the slave and her master. Then, as 

she knelt, and kissed and licked at his feet, she might hope that he would not 

see fit to reveal her former identity. Could she be so pleasing to him? Too, her 

life had been transformed. She was now only the slave of a master. Perhaps she 

might find in this those fulfill ments of which a free woman scarcely dares to 

dream. In the collar she might find her happiness, and a thousand times more 

freedom, though an abject slave, than she had ever known in her former life. She 

did have ñgolden hair,ò which was rare, but surely not unknown. That would 

probably not be enough to identify her to strangers. ñGolden hairò tends to 



raise prices in the south, but not in the north, where it is more common. 

ñGolden hair,ò I suspected, had brought more than one girl into the collar, at 

leas t in the south. Interestingly, auburn hair is that pelting, so to speak, 

which tends to be most favored in the markets. I am not sure why that is. It is 

probably a matter of its rarity, as it tends to be even more rare than ñgolden 

hair.ò One thing that I learned of your world, which struck me as of much 

interest, is your preference for honesty, or truth, or your dislike of fraud, or 

what you think of as fraud. On my former world, for example, it is quite common 

for a brunette to dye her hair blond, and, so  to speak, pass herself off as a 

blonde. No one thinks much of this, or much objects to this. On your world, on 

the other hand, at least amongst slaves, such things are taken seriously. If a 

barbarian slave is brought to the markets and she has dyed hair, this is made 

clear to possible buyers, and is commonly taken as a defect. Sometimes her head 

is shaved. If it is thought the girl did this of her own will on her own world, 

dyed her hair or had it dyed, it is taken as evidence of her deceitful and 

meretric ious nature, and, accordingly, the rightfulness of embonding so 

duplicitous and worthless a creature. Masters, incidentally, take seriously the 

moral character of their slaves, and commonly regard themselves responsible for 

its supervision and improvement,  by the whip, if necessary. Interestingly, to me 

at least, a slaver who misrepresents merchandise, for example, claiming former 

high caste for a girl who was actually formerly of low caste, or who tries to 

pass off a dyed blonde for a natural blonde, may b e banished and ruined, his 

goods confiscated, his house burned to the ground. On your world, honesty, 

truth, and such, are obviously of great moment. Still, I have heard rumors that 

some free women dye their hair. They may do as they wish, of course, for t hey 

are free.  

 

The fellows who had for a time pursued the former Lady Persinna, and discomfited 

her so cruelly, she now only a slave, were now returning to the area of the 

block. Too, the fellows there, who had watched, but had not left the vicinity of 

t he block, now turned about again, and began to gather again, now more closely, 

about the block. Some looked through the bars. We, the other brunette and I, 

were at the back of the cell, standing, close together. We could be seen, but 

perhaps not well. Thou gh muchly clothed, as such things go, for slaves, in the 

wrap - around tunic, and covered as much as possible by the sheet, I was uneasy at 

how I sensed myself being regarded. In the house I had often found myself well 

viewed as a slave by men, but here, in the cell, it seemed different, and 

somehow more meaningful. One of the men outside, looking through the bars, 

considering my ankles, and such, might buy me. And what would be done with me if 

I failed to please him, and fully, and as a slave? The slaverôs man was on the 

street level, and the auctioneer, on the surface of the block, looking down, 

conferred with him.  

 

We, the other brunette, the darker, taller brunette, and I, exchanged glances, 

but did not speak. At the beginning of the sales, the slaves ha d been warned to 

silence. That injunction had not been rescinded. We remained silent.  

 

Was she as frightened as I? Did she, as I, desire desperately to speak, so that 

we might comfort one another, that we might share our apprehension, our fear? 

But we, s laves, must be silent.  

 

I smiled at her, timidly, bravely, wanting to be her friend, if only for a 

moment, hoping for some understanding, some small comfort, in our common plight.  

 

But then she looked away, regally, disdainfully.  

 

Tears formed in my eyes.  

 

I recalled that I was, in her view, a barbarian.  

 

How different was I from she!  



 

Even though we were both slaves, worlds separated us.  

 

When I better learned your language, I was surprised to learn that you tend to 

regard the women of my wor ld as natural slaves, and thus legitimate and 

appropriate prey for slavers. There are apparently a large number of reasons for 

this, aside from such obvious matters as the frequent dying of hair. The fact 

that women of my world seldom veil themselves, but bare their faces, that often 

their ankles, their wrists and hands, and such, are bared, that they often 

conceal soft garments, slave garments, beneath their clothing, is taken as 

evidence that they are, and should be, slaves. Indeed, some women of my own 

world have, of their own free will, with their own consent, though you may find 

this hard to believe, pierced ears, which, on your world, is commonly taken as a 

sign of the most worthless and degraded of slaves. Without daring to comment on 

these matters, I  have heard, from men, of course, that all women are natural 

slaves, and should be slaves, that they are the natural properties of the 

dominant sex, that they are designed by nature to be owned, and pleasing, that 

they are all slaves, only that some are no t yet collared. I dare not comment on 

so bold, but so common, a view. If there is anything in it, and if it should be 

true, even obviously so, to an informed view, it may be only that the women of 

my world, in baring their faces, and such, in presenting th emselves as 

attractive objects, thus encouraging men to their acquisition, are more open 

about their nature than yours, and, if this is so, would the women of my world 

not be, on the whole, more honest than yours? I trust my master will not beat me 

for thi s speculation. I do not think, ultimately, that there is that much 

difference, if any, between the free woman of Earth and the free woman of Gor. 

We are all women, and, being women, might we not be, all of us, appropriately, 

the slaves of men, the slaves o f our masters?  

 

The auctioneer stood up, and the slaverôs man ascended the steps of the block, 

and disappeared into the short passage to the left.  

 

In a moment he entered the cell.  

 

The other brunette and I both shrank back, but he seized her left wr ist, and I 

saw her drawn from the cell. In a moment she appeared on the block before the 

small crowd, and the auctioneer began her sale.  

 

I was then alone in the cell. I clutched the sheet about me, tightly. My heart 

was beating wildly.  

 

I closed my ey es that I should not see what was occurring outside, beyond the 

bars, to the left.  

 

I could, of course, hear the auctioneer.  

 

A murmur of approval coursed through the small crowd.  

 

Then, unable to help myself, I opened my eyes. The slaveôs sheet had been 

removed.  

 

The highest price, so far, had been brought by the former Lady Persinna, who had 

gone for three and a half silver tarsks, three silver tarsks and fifty copper 

tarsks. Most of the other girls had sold for one to two silver tarsks.  

 

Whereas I had recognized that my cellmates were all beautiful, as was common 

with Gorean female slaves, I had not regarded myself as inferior to any of them. 

Indeed, I supposed myself the most beautiful. And had I not been saved for last? 

Is the very best not sa ved for last? I was pleased that the masters apparently 

shared my judgment, as to the quality of my beauty. But, then, was the matter 

not obvious?  



 

I closed my eyes briefly, and then looked quickly away, to the right, through 

the bars, that I not see the  now- bared slave on the block.  

 

I did hope that I would not be so exposed to the men. I was different. I was 

from Earth! But then I recalled the saying, that only a fool buys a woman 

clothed.  

 

How was it that one of my beauty was in this market, such a  market?  

 

I wondered how it was that a price, an actual, finite price, could be set on 

beauty such as mine.  

 

Surely it was priceless!  

 

Then I recalled that only the beauty of a free woman was priceless. But it was 

priceless only as long as she was fr ee. Once it was embonded, it would have a 

price, whatever men would pay for it.  

 

I did recall that it had been estimated, on Earth, that I would go from between 

forty and sixty. Here, of course, I realized they did not deal in dollars, forty 

to sixty tho usand dollars. Here, presumably, one would go for silver or gold. I 

accordingly had conjectured that I might go from between forty to sixty gold 

pieces, or, possibly, given my level of training, and such, from between forty 

and sixty silver tarsks. I was, after all, in their view, a barbarian. Too, 

although I had begun to sense, to my apprehension and excitement, what might be 

the whimperings and moanings of an aroused belly, natural to a slave, it seemed 

reasonably clear to me that I was not yet the helple ss victim of what the 

instructresses had referred to as ñslave fires.ò As a woman of Earth I did not 

believe that such things could exist. Surely I, of Earth, could never be so 

victimized. Too, I was sure, even if such things could exist, in some women, I 

could resist them. I did not realize, at the time, that men might not permit it. 

I did not realize at the time what they could do to my body, how they could 

force it to be, as it might please them, irremediably that of a begging, needful 

slave. And I did n ot realize at the time that already such things, such fires, 

slave fires, had been kindled, subtly, in my belly, but, merely, had not yet 

leaped into flame.  

 

I became aware, suddenly, that the auctioneer was no longer taking bids. I 

returned my attention  to the block. A fellow below the block extended his hand, 

and assisted the slave down the steps. I was struck with the courtesy, the 

solicitude, the apparent gentlemanliness, of this gesture. It might have been 

done so, I thought, by a fellow of Earth. Pe rhaps I would be so fortunate as to 

have such a master, though I did not think I wanted such a one. A slave wants to 

know that she is a slave, that she belongs to a man, categorically, absolutely, 

wholly. I wondered if he was weak. At the foot of the block , the brunette was 

facing him, looking up at him. Though taller than I, she seemed quite small 

before him, he in his swathing of robes. The fingers of her left hand still 

rested in his right hand. Was that not almost tender? She smiled up at him. I 

saw tha t she, as I, suspected that that he might be weak. I sensed that she was 

confident that her bondage, if she were clever, pouted rightly, and such, would 

prove to be a lax and light one. She had been unpleasant to me, earlier in the 

cell, and just before he r sale. I hated her. He then put his hands on her 

shoulders, turned her about, rudely, drew her wrists behind her, and braceleted 

her. She pulled against the bracelets, startled. Our eyes met, she on the 

street, I back in the cell, behind the bars. You hav e a master, slave, I 

thought. Learn it! You will be well collared, and will know yourself well 

collared, and you understand, do you not, that I know that you will be well -

collared, and know, too, that you will know yourself well - collared, and that 

that ple ases me, much pleases me. Indeed, I was much pleased. She straightened 

her body, and shrugged her shoulders, and, for a moment, glared at me, wildly, 



angrily, helplessly, but a word must have been spoken, perhaps sharply, for she 

swiftly turned about and k nelt before her master, her wrists braceleted high 

behind her, and pressed her lips to his sandals. He then turned about, and 

strode away, and she rose to her feet, and, casting one look back at me, the 

look of a now - aware, frightened slave, who might now,  I thought, welcome some 

small token of understanding or sympathy, hurried after him. No longer did I 

hate her. She was now only another braceleted slave. She increased her pace, to 

close the gap between herself and her master, that she might follow in 

pre scribed heeling position. Failure to do so may, of course, result in 

punishment.  

 

I trusted that the sales were over.  

 

There was, at least, a lacuna in the proceedings.  

 

Might I not now be returned to the house?  

 

I had not been offered, so I should  not be beaten, having not been sold.  

 

Some men, I was pleased to note, had now turned away, and were leaving the 

vicinity of the block. Two others, however, I noted, were crossing the street, 

approaching.  

 

Then the slaverôs man had entered the cell, and, taking me by the left wrist, 

drew me after him, and I was beyond the portal, and in the short passage, and 

then I was in the sunlight, outside, and I felt the nap of the worn, faded, 

scarlet rug beneath my bare feet. I blinked against the light, and pu t down my 

head. Then I felt the switch of the auctioneer beneath my chin, and I lifted my 

head, and opened my eyes, looking over the heads of the men.  

 

Much of what then went on remains a blur. At times I did not even understand the 

auctioneer. This was doubtless in part a function of my Gorean, which was new, 

and limited, with its unfamiliar grammar, and my vocabulary consisting at that 

time of only a few hundred words, but, too, I think, part of it was an 

unwillingness, or refusal, to understand what wa s being said, or done. My native 

tongue is called ñEnglish,ò and I am not sure that I would have allowed myself 

to understand the auctioneer even had he been speaking in that tongue. I had, 

incidentally, interestingly, understood him quite well, almost alw ays, when he 

was vending others. To be sure, even if I had known not a word of Gorean, but 

had found myself somehow on that platform, so clad, so regarded, perhaps having 

been magically transported from my own world, wafted away, somehow, from 

chatting, st rolling, or shopping, it would not have been difficult to understand 

what was occurring. I was a female being sold.  

 

The auctioneer was not cruel with me.  

 

The sale proceeds in three phases, in each of which the girl is turned, and 

exhibited, first in the brief sheet, then, the sheet removed, in the tunic, and, 

lastly, neither in the sheet nor tunic. The whole process takes no more than a 

few Ehn. I understood matters in disjointed patches of intelligibility. I did 

learn, for the first time, that I had been brought from the House of Tenalion, 

apparently a slaver of Ar. I was clearly identified as a barbarian, which I 

sensed was of some interest to the men. To be sure, I have gathered that we are 

no longer the novelties in the markets that we once were. S trictly, a 

ñbarbarian,ò I have been given to understand, is one whose native tongue is not 

Gorean, a language spoken pervasively but not universally on your world. The 

pervasiveness of Gorean on your world, as I understand it, has something to do 

with your  gods, the Priest - Kings, laired in the Sardar Mountains. These beings, 

it seems, encourage Gorean, perhaps that they might the more conveniently make 

known their will on this world. The caste of Initiates, it is said, act as the 

intermediaries between Prie st - Kings and men, appointing festivals, prophesying, 



uttering oracles, accepting offerings, selling blessings, performing sacrifices, 

and such. Much remains unclear, however, as I understand it, concerning the 

actual relationship, if any, between the Initi ates and the Priest - Kings. It is 

clear, however, that the Priest - Kings are not to be taken lightly. Violations of 

their weapon, transportation, and communication laws are often, when discovered, 

followed by sanctions of fearsome import, the destructions of  cities, the 

seizures and flingings of tides, the melting of mountains, the geysers and 

floodings of fiery magma, inexplicable bursts of flame, and such. The 

standardization of Gorean is accomplished largely in virtue of the meetings of 

Scribes four times a year on the neutral ground of the great seasonal fairs held 

in the vicinity of the Sardar itself. This tends to standardize lexicons and 

prevent phonetic drift. On the other hand, it is also clear that the 

connotations of the term óbarbarianô, if not its literal meaning, extend well 

beyond the matter of what might be oneôs native language. As I have learned, 

ñbarbariansò are commonly taken to be simple, stupid, ignorant, uncouth, crude, 

unrefined, untutored, uncivilized, and, in general, worthless, and fa r inferior 

to native Goreans. But even your physicians, your men of medicine and health, 

the members of your green caste, will assure you that we are much the same as 

you. Had I been born on Gor and you on Earth, would I not, then, be the Gorean 

and you th e barbarian? It is not our fault if we do not know what you know, your 

caste customs, your legends, your political arrangements, the histories of your 

cities, your holidays, your famous generals, musicians, poets, and such. How 

could we? We may be ignorant , but we are not stupid. To you we may seem lacking, 

to be simple, primitive, and barbarous, and, doubtless, in a way, we are, but 

these differences, I assure you, have to do with our history and background, not 

with what we are in ourselves, apart from su ch things. If we are so obviously 

inferior to you, it is a cultural inferiority, and only that. Certainly we have 

certain qualities which you recognize, which have value. You buy us, do you not? 

Perhaps in some respects we are objectionable. Yet I do not t hink you mind us in 

the furs, in our collars. It is generally understood we beg, squirm, and moan 

well. If you despise us for this I would suggest you put your precious, 

priceless, exalted, lofty free women at a slave ring and see if they are any 

different ! Please, Master, do not beat me for this observation.  

 

The sheet was pulled from me.  

 

I was turned about.  

 

ñBehold this barbarian vulo,ò said the auctioneer. ñSurely she is of some 

interest. Might she not be useful as a third or fourth slave in your  house, to 

relieve higher, better slaves of disagreeable tasks? Perhaps she might do as a 

starter slave, for a son, or a gift for a son or nephew, returning from his 

studies in Harfax, Venna, Besnit, or Brundisium.ò 

 

It was called to the attention of the  men that I was new to bondage and only 

partly trained, but these defects were somehow transformed into advantages, that 

a master might then have the exquisite pleasure of teaching a new girl what it 

was to be in a collar, that one might then train me more  specifically to his own 

tastes, and such.  

 

ñSpeculate,ò said the auctioneer. ñWould she not look well in a camisk, or 

less?ò 

 

I recalled I had been put in a camisk by Mrs. Rawlinson at the party on Earth, 

when I had been forced, as a part of my punish ment, for having dared to read of 

your world, to serve the guests half - naked, as though I might be a slave.  

 

ñLess!ò called a man. ñLet us see!ò 

 

ñPart your tunic, my dear,ò said the auctioneer. 

 



ñPlease, no, Master,ò I said. 

 

Laughter greeted my r equest.  

 

ñGracefully,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

I looked over the heads of the men, to the shops across the street. I dared not 

meet the eyes of any of the men. Tears sprang to my eyes.  

 

ñPosture,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

I straightened my body.  

 

I fe lt tears running down my cheeks.  

 

ñPerhaps you suspect,ò said the auctioneer, ñthat this is her first sale.ò 

 

There was laughter.  

 

I supposed it was obvious.  

 

ñTurn about,ò said the auctioneer. ñNow face the masters.ò 

 

ñA bit slender perhaps,ò said the auctioneer, ñbut not, I think, disagreeably 

so.ò 

 

Surely I had had one of the best figures in the sorority!  

 

ñLet us see all of her,ò said a fellow. 

 

He did not seem excited. The request seemed very matter - of - fact. Were they 

unaware of my feel ings? Did they not realize what was occurring? I was a female! 

I was a slave! I was being sold!  

 

ñThe tunic, my dear,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

ñMaster!ò I begged! 

 

ñGracefully,ò he said. 

 

The tunic was handed to the slaverôs man, who stood to the left, behind, on the 

platform.  

 

ñConsider her,ò said the auctioneer. ñBarbarian. Slim, lovely. Darkly pelted, 

glossy hair. Partly trained, recently red -silked.ò 

 

I dared not look into the eyes of any of the men.  

 

ñTurn about, slowly,ò said the auctioneer.  

 

ñSurely worth something,ò said the auctioneer. ñShe is a barbarian, a mere 

barbarian. She has been harvested from the slave world for one purpose, and one 

purpose only, to serve your pleasure, wholly, in all ways. It is all she is for. 

She has no Hom e Stone. She has never had a Home Stone. Do what you will with 

her, without a second thought, use her variously, however you might wish. Keep 

her nude for a year, if you wish. Conceive of her, neck - chained, ankle - chained, 

at your slave ring. Consider her s oft lips, and tongue, obedient and moist, on 

your feet, on your body. Is she not of interest? Consider her crawling to you, 

begging not to be whipped.ò 

 

I cried out, softly, in misery.  



 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñI am now prepared to accept bids,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

None had been forthcoming yet.  

 

I saw two or three of the men turn about, and leave, chatting.  

 

ñBegin, begin, begin,ò said the auctioneer. ñTwenty, twenty, twenty.ò 

 

I stood there, weak, almost faltering.  

 

The auctioneer  occasionally held my upper left arm, steadying me. I might 

otherwise have fallen.  

 

I knew myself a slave, but, still, the enormity of what was being done to me 

seemed almost incomprehensible. Where was Earth, my familiar surroundings, the 

college, the c lasses, my fellow students, the sorority?  

 

I stood there, under the eyes of buyers.  

 

I wondered if some of the young men I had known might have wondered how I, so 

aloof, so superior, so unapproachable, might have appeared on an auction block, 

reduced, rightless, stripped, a slave displayed for the perusal of buyers. I was 

not so lofty, so proud, now. They might have been amused to see me so, 

frightened, being vended. I wondered if some might have bid upon me. What if one 

had purchased me? I would then h ave been his, helplessly.  

 

ñTwenty- five, twenty -five, thirty,ò was saying the auctioneer. 

 

I feared I might fall.  

 

The auctioneerôs hand steadied me. 

 

ñThirty, thirty-five,ò he was saying. 

 

I heard coins, being rattled against one another, in the  palm of someoneôs hand. 

 

So I stood there, naked, on the platform, only half understanding what was being 

done.  

 

Was this being done to someone else?  

 

Then I realized that it was I, I, who was being sold!  

 

I recalled Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

How, in her  mindôs eye, she must have smiled, considering the fate she was 

arranging for her lovely, vain, shallow, spoiled charges, the markets of Gor!  

 

In the beginning, we had looked down on her, she merely a house mother, an 

employee, a servant of sorts, far be neath us, a woman hired to manage the house, 

to regulate mundane and domestic matters, to look after, even regulate and 

supervise, to some extent, a number of aristocratic, supercilious, patronizing 

young women, her social betters. But soon, whether becaus e of the force of her 

personality, or the uncompromising, confident sternness of her demeanor, we 

began to fear the influence she might bring to bear, the power she might 

exercise. We had soon begun to treat her with respect, even awe. We followed her 

inst ructions, and did as we might be told. Even Nora feared her. The board, it 

seemed clear, for we, in our resentment and annoyance, had sought this 



information, was behind her. It became clear to us that however she had been 

emplaced, and however she had bee n empowered, that the house, and its occupants, 

were hers to rule. In that tiny world her word would be law. The board would 

accommodate itself to her recommendations, whatever they might be. A word from 

her, a charge from her, would initiate a sequence of  actions which might 

culminate in oneôs expulsion from the house, with the shame and ruin which might 

be consequent on such a disgrace. She might disrupt our plans; she might 

jeopardize our very future. Imagine then my terror, and that of Jane and Eve, 

when forbidden literature, secret, suspect literature, literature inappropriate 

for such as we, improper, scandalous literature, was discovered in our rooms! We 

were then at her mercy!  

 

I wondered if she thought of us, I and the others, from time to time, n ow on 

Gor, owned, doubtless all of us, now the property of masters.  

 

She had done her work well.  

 

Perhaps she was now similarly employed, elsewhere.  

 

That seemed not impossible.  

 

The slave nets are carefully woven, with stout inescapable cordage, a nd they are 

cast with skill.  

 

One does not escape their coils.  

 

And so, as I stood naked on a block in the Metellan district, in Ar, the worn 

carpet beneath my feet, the afternoon sun on my body, warm, shadows across the 

street, the men about, some peo ple passing by, not noticing me, exposed to 

buyers, being sold, I thought of Mrs. Rawlinson.  

 

Yes, I thought, Mrs. Rawlinson, you are Mistress. You are a free woman, and 

here, on this world, as I had not on Earth, I have begun to sense what that 

might be , its unchallenged force, and pride, and power, and here I am a slave, 

only that, and here, naked on an auction block, being sold, I have begun to 

sense what that might be.  

 

ñForty, forty,ò said the auctioneer. ñForty- two, no more? No more? No more? 

Done!ò 

 

I realized I had been sold.  

 

At least, I thought, I have gone for forty - two. I dared not suppose it would 

have been forty - two pieces of gold, for I was new to my condition, had not been 

extensively trained, and had only recently been opened, in wha t I now had come 

to understand was the house of Tenalion, in Ar.  

 

I did not fear pregnancy, for early in my sojourn in the house I had been given 

Slave Wine. Understanding its nature, I had imbibed it willingly enough, as 

disgusting and foul a brew as it  was. Its effects are removed, I am told, if one 

is given a Releaser, which, I am told, is palatable, even delicious. As a slave, 

an animal, I knew I could be bred, as any other animal. It is done with us as 

masters please. But I was not now apprehensive. I had not been administered a 

Releaser. The breeding of slaves, as you know, as other animals, is carefully 

controlled. I would be bred only if the masters so pleased.  

 

I took forty - two silver tarsks to be a considerable amount of coin, particularly 

for a new slave.  

 

My estimation of my extraordinary beauty, I was pleased to note, was now well 

confirmed, confirmed objectively, in virtue of a block price, in virtue of a 



sober economic transaction. The matter was now beyond argument. The former Lady 

Persi nna, as I recalled, whom I had thought very beautiful, had gone for only 

three and a half silver tarsks.  

 

I recalled that it had been estimated, even on Earth, that I would go from 

between forty and sixty, an amount which I had then mistakenly interprete d as 

dollars, thousands of dollars, a form of Earth currency.  

 

I heard coins being counted out, one upon the other.  

 

I could not resist looking. Might it not, though improbable perhaps, be gold?  

 

ñMaster!ò I protested. Then I was frightened, for I had spoken without 

permission. ñForgive me, Master!ò I said. 

 

The coins being counted into the palms of the auctioneer were neither of gold 

nor silver. They were copper.  

 

ñForty-two,ò said a fellow, thick- bodied, short - bearded, in a brown robe, girded 

up to his knees. His arms were bare. His left arm was scarred.  

 

ñForty-two copper tarsks,ò confirmed the auctioneer. 

 

I could not believe that I had brought so little.  

 

ñA splendid buy,ò the auctioneer assured the buyer. ñFortune has smiled upon 

your b idding.ò 

 

ñAn untutored barbarian,ò said the fellow. 

 

ñWe had hoped to get fifty for her,ò said the auctioneer. 

 

ñShe is not worth so much,ò said the fellow. 

 

ñI trust she will prove satisfactory,ò said the auctioneer. ñIf not, we will buy 

her back .ò 

 

ñFor how much?ò asked the fellow, warily. 

 

ñTwenty,ò speculated the auctioneer. 

 

ñHow much Gorean does she have?ò asked the man. 

 

ñEnough,ò said the auctioneer. To be sure, I do not know how he knew that. And I 

surely hoped it would be enough. It is hard to be pleasing, if one cannot 

understand what is expected of one.  

 

ñShe will prove satisfactory,ò said the fellow. ñThe whip will see to it.ò 

 

The slaverôs man, from behind, took me by the arms, lifted me up, my feet some 

inches above the su rface of the platform, and descended the steps of the 

platform, to the street, and placed me before the bearded fellow in the short, 

girded - up robe.  

 

He was looking at me.  

 

I did not know what to do.  

 

ñShe is stupid,ò said the bearded fellow to the auctioneer.  

 



I quickly knelt down before the man and, the palms of my hands down on the 

street, pressed my lips to his sandals, kissing them.  

 

ñOn all fours,ò he said. 

 

I had not yet dared to look into the eyes of my master.  

 

As I was on all fours, before him, he removed something from within his robes, 

and bent down.  

 

There was a click, and a collar had been fastened about my neck. I was now 

collared. The collar proclaimed me slave, even should I be clothed, and, 

doubtless, it bore certain informa tion, perhaps something as simple, as ñI am 

the slave of so - and-so,ò ñI belong to so- and -so,ò or such. If it contained a 

name, that would doubtless be the name I would be given.  

 

ñWhat is your name?ò he asked. 

 

ñWhatever Master pleases,ò I said. 

 

ñYou see,ò said the slaverôs man, ñshe is not stupid.ò 

 

ñWhat are you called?ò asked the fellow. 

 

ñI have been called óAllisonô,ò I said. 

 

ñA barbarian name,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are Allison,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. ñThank you, Master.ò 

 

ñLook up,ò he said. 

 

I did so.  

 

It can be frightening to look up, into the eyes of someone who owns you.  

 

ñAre you any good in the furs?ò he asked. 

 

ñI fear not, Master,ò I said. That seemed the safest response I could manage. 

 

ñThe whip can change that,ò he said. 

 

ñI will try to be pleasing to my Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou looked well at my feet,ò he said. ñI think you will be responsive.ò 

 

I shuddered. I feared I might be responsive, and as a slave.  

 

He then turned abou t, and strode away.  

 

I was not braceleted, or leashed. I hurried after him, heeling him. With two 

hands I felt the collar on my neck. It was the first standard Gorean slave 

collar I had worn. It was a flat band which closely encircled my throat. Such 

col lars are common in the north. It was sturdy, but light, and not 

uncomfortable. Soon I would forget I wore such a device, but it was there. It 

was, of course, locked. I had determined that, almost immediately.  

 



Hurrying behind my master, I did not feel as  self - conscious as I might have 

otherwise. It is hard to go naked in the streets, alone, on errands, and such. 

Too, there is always the danger that one might encounter a free woman.  

 

I was a little curious as to why I had not been bound, in one way or an other, 

perhaps put on a wrist leash, or something. Did he have such confidence in me, 

that I would not try to run away? To be sure, I would have been afraid to run 

away. The instructresses had well impressed on me, in the house, that there was 

no escape fo r the Gorean slave girl, barbarian or not. There was nowhere to 

turn, nowhere to run. In my case, it would not be merely the brand, the 

garmenture, the collar, the closely knit society, and such, but the very Gorean 

I had been taught was quite possibly a s lave Gorean, subtly different in certain 

ways from the Gorean spoken by the free. In this respect a Gorean woman enslaved 

had an advantage over me. But, just as there were barbarian accents, aside from 

deliberately inserted, betraying subtleties, even the enslaved Gorean girls 

would usually have an accent different from that of their masters. I recalled 

that the girl from Tabor, the island, had had a different accent. And I had 

heard that the island accents of, say, Tyros and Cos, were clearly different 

fro m those of, say, Ar or Venna. Turia in the south was different, as well, and 

surely, so, too, would be those of Torvaldsland, in the north. Still, as I 

hurried behind my master, I continued to ponder why no bond had been put on me. 

And then I realized that  I did wear a bond, two bonds, the most inescapable 

bonds of all, a mark fixed in my thigh, and a collar, locked about my neck.  

 

My first master was Menon, of the Peasants. He did not have a holding, nor did 

he till the fields. If he had, he would have l ooked for a larger, sturdier girl 

than I, one who in harness, alone or with another, might drag a hoeing plow. 

Menon maintained a public eating house near the sun gate, so spoken of because 

it is opened at dawn and closed at dusk. Several girls worked in t he large 

kitchen, behind the eating hall, amongst whom I was placed. Our Ahn were long, 

and we were chained at night. I was the only barbarian in the kitchen, and I was 

much abused. While the kitchen master occasionally put me to his use, I think he 

prefer red others. When I tried to call myself to his attention, placing myself 

before him, making inquiries, simply to be near him, and such, this was noticed 

by the other girls, and I paid for my forwardness when we were alone. My hair 

was jerked and twisted, s hort of being torn from my head, which would have been 

a punishable offense, and my body was much bruised, by small, angry fists, and, 

often enough, from the blows of ladles and stirring spoons. When I put myself to 

my belly before the kitchen master, pres sing my lips to his feet, and 

complaining, or simply begging to be protected, I would receive little comfort. 

I was not Gorean. ñMasters,ò he would say, smiling, ñdo not much mix in the 

squabbles of slaves.ò Had there been a ñfirst girl,ò I might have assisted her 

in her tasks, done much of her work, flattered her, cultivated her, petitioned 

her, and so on, but there was no first girl. The nearest thing to a first girl 

was Marcella, who did not care for me, and was the favorite of the kitchen 

master. It was  not much comfort to me that she might regard me as a rival; 

rather, it was a source of considerable apprehension.  

 

As you might suppose, girls are eager to escape the labors of the great kitchen, 

and make the most of their turns at serving the long tabl es, hoping to come to 

the attention of one or another of the guests. I, like the others, in such 

welcome opportunities to enter the eating hall, rare in my case, would hitch up 

my tunic, and be somewhat negligent in the adjustment of the disrobing loop. It  

need not be drawn up too tightly, nor knotted too securely. I was learning to 

move, and smile, and, too, the men, many of them so strong and virile, made me 

more and more uneasy, and more and more conscious of my bondage. The 

unquestioning simplicity and naturalness with which they looked upon me, and 

accepted me, spoke to me, and commanded me, as a slave, and excited me. I was a 

female slave, and knew myself more so each day, and they were males, and 

masters. Sometimes I twisted in my chains at night, moa ned, and scratched at the 

straw and the wooden flooring, remembering one or another of them.  



 

As is well known, free women are not permitted in the paga taverns or brothels, 

and it is dangerous for them to enter them, even for those bold enough to 

disgui se themselves as slaves, but similar restrictions do not apply to the 

public eating houses. Even so, free women of high caste seldom patronize them, 

not because of any explicit impropriety in doing so, but, rather, because of the 

narrowness and plainness o f the offerings, the rudeness of the appointments, and 

the general vulgarity of the diners. Such reservations, however, are seldom 

entertained by men of high caste, who welcome an opportunity to obtain a cheap, 

convenient meal, particularly during the work day. Paga may not be served in the 

eating houses, but a variety of cheap ka - la - nas is usually available.  

 

Long tables are commonly used in the eating houses, with benches, rather as in 

Torvaldsland. In such an arrangement, the patron usually spends less time 

eating. There is no lingering over paga, taking time for a game of kaissa or 

stones, trying out one or another of the proprietorôs girls in an alcove, or 

such. One is usually in and out, without much ado, which usually means more 

coins per Ahn in the entry kettle. Two ostraka may be purchased. One pays upon 

entry. The basic ostrakon entitles one to the general meal of the day, with a 

mug of kal - da, and costs a tarsk - bit. The second ostrakon, or the ostrakon of 

privilege, costs two tarsk - bits, and entit les the patron to a choice amongst a 

number of offerings, and a glass of ka - la - na. Most patrons purchase the basic 

ostrakon. The ostrakon in question, the basic ostrakon or the ostrakon of 

privilege, is presented to the girl who serves that section of the patronôs 

table.  

 

ñIs Master pleased?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou are a pretty slave,ò he said. 

 

ñA slave is pleased should she be found pleasing by a master,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat is your name?ò he asked. 

 

ñóAllisonô, if it pleases Master,ò I said. 

 

ñI have not seen you here before,ò he said. 

 

ñAllison is seldom permitted to serve a table,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are a barbarian,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAre barbarians any good?ò he asked. 

 

ñPerhaps Master would care to try one, and see,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are apparently eager to escape the kitchen,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñFetch more suls,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

At the sorority my sisters and I, as thoughtful, informed individuals, had set 

ourselves to increase our wealth and a dvance our station in life. Certainly we 

had not come to college in order to familiarize ourselves with Medieval French 

poetry, learn about Roman band instruments, and such. The route to these ends, 

the assurance of a future of comfort and influence, was o bviously to contract a 



match with a suitable young man, one of wealth and family. Accordingly, in the 

social circles of an exclusive, prestigious institution, located high in the 

tiers of a subtly hierarchical society, one given to denying its 

hierarchical ity, and are not all societies inevitably hierarchical, we, and 

others, competed for the attentions of promising young men. It was a race or 

game of sorts, but certainly not one of simple vanity, entered into for the sake 

of outdoing others, of testing one ôs charms and such, but one, too, with 

significant consequences, bearing importantly on oneôs future. The sorority, 

with its prestige, and its relationship with the most exclusive fraternities, 

was an excellent platform from which to conduct our operations . In this light, 

then, as suggested earlier, an expulsion from the sorority, with its shame, and 

such, would constitute a social calamity to be avoided at all costs. All that, 

of course, was now far behind me. I was now half - clad in a Gorean eating house, 

a slave band encircling my throat. Still, I saw, and was well aware, that 

certain similar constants and practicalities characterized my current existence. 

Certainly I was not the only girl who hoped to escape the eating house. What 

means, what tools, or we apons, has a female slave at her disposal? Only her 

charm and beauty. She owns nothing, not even the collar on her neck. It is she, 

rather, who is owned. She has little to offer a man but herself. Once again, as 

before, I was competing with other women for  prizes we could not obtain for 

ourselves, but only through men. The nature of our life would again depend on 

men. Here the difference was that we were slaves. Men were still the masters, 

but now not subtly, almost invisibly, as on Earth, but now openly, v isibly, in 

the full force of law. Our futures, our hopes, depended on men. And we were 

literally collared. How clear then, without obfuscation, the pretenses put 

aside, the veils now removed, became the nature of reality, culturally, 

socially, and biologic ally.  

 

ñHitch up your disrobing loop, properly, pull down the hem of your tunic,ò said 

the free woman.  

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

I hoped she would finish quickly.  

 

Gorean free women of high caste almost invariably veil themselves in public. 

Gorean  free women of the lower castes tend to be less fastidious, or strict, in 

such matters. Whereas some will emulate the high - caste women, others will veil 

themselves more casually, or loosely, exposing more of their features. This is 

sometimes referred to as  half - veiling. In privacy, of course, free women seldom 

veil themselves. In public, it is easy to eat and drink behind the veil. It may 

be done with delicacy and grace. It is commonly done in the eating houses. I 

have seen low - caste free women drink throug h the veil, but this is rare. It is 

regarded as barbarous. I have seen some free women, of low caste, on hot days, 

who will eschew the veil altogether. This is, however, rare. As is well known 

the female slave may not veil herself even should she wish to d o so. That would 

be an insult to free women. Too, one would not, for example, veil a tarsk.  

 

I moved quickly away from the free woman.  

 

She had come to the eating house alone. I was not surprised. I could see 

something of her face. What fellow would wa nt her in his bracelets?  

 

There is little room between the tables and one, making oneôs way, usually 

slowly, for the crowding, taking orders, carrying platters, and such, often 

brushes against the patrons. There was a small, oval, bronze mirror in the 

ki tchen, fixed on a wall, and I often regarded myself in its reflection, turning 

my face one way or another, brushing back my hair, arranging it, and such. It 

seemed to me that certain changes were occurring in me. It is said that bondage 

makes a woman more beautiful, and I suspect that that is true. This is 

doubtless, in part, a function of appearance, and behavior, but I think it 



extends well beyond a certain deference, a tone of voice, a betraying 

garmenture, a collar, suitable postures, lowering the head,  and such. Bondage, 

whatever might be its numerous effects, feminizes a woman, radically, and the 

feminine woman is the most female, the most beautiful, of all women. She becomes 

soft, graceful, vulnerable, and eager to please. The collar removes many 

conf licts, which trouble, tighten, and coarsen a woman. She knows what she is, 

and how she is to behave. Allowed nothing else, and soon desiring nothing else, 

she accepts herself joyfully as what she is, a female, and a slave, her masterôs 

slave, her masterôs possession. She is radiant. She has never been so happy. She 

pities the free women, lacking masters. Too, she now understands herself as a 

natural, intensely sexual creature. The slaveôs sexual needs are as natural, and 

persistent and irresistible, as her needs to eat and drink. In one sense she is 

at peace with her sex, but, in another sense, periodically, if her slave fires 

burn, she is its helpless victim, a tormented slave, who will crawl even to a 

hated master, for his least touch. She now not only wan ts sex, but needs it, and 

will beg for it, and strive to be sufficiently pleasing, that it may be granted 

to her. She is grateful, in her chains or thongs, to be her masterôs pleasure 

object, his possession, and plaything. She knows herself his property, a nd would 

be nothing else. Who can recount the ecstasies of the possessed slave? Knowing 

herself a slave, she wishes to belong to a master. She could be satisfied with 

no man who would be contented with less than owning her, wholly. Gorean men are 

such. She  sings at her work.  

 

One cannot help, you must understand, in the closeness of the quarters, the 

small space between the benches, brushing against a master now and then. There 

is so little room.  

 

ñOh,ò I gasped, startled. 

 

His large hand had closed o n my leg, above the knee.  

 

ñPlease, Master,ò I whispered, smiling, protesting. 

 

Then I shuddered. His grip was strong, commanding. It would be difficult to free 

myself. I was holding a large platter of strips of roast bosk, fastened in 

threes with wood en skewers, one of the choices for the second ostrakon.  

 

I saw Marcella approaching, in the narrow aisle. She was carrying a vessel of 

steaming kal - da.  

 

She did not look pleasant.  

 

ñStruggle,ò said he. 

 

ñI might spill the platter,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are rather pretty for an eating -house girl,ò he said. 

 

In the past such compliments had been few. Of late, they had been more frequent. 

Too, of late, I had been more often assigned to the tables. Who knows how often 

fellows will come to the eating house,  or why they will seek one table rather 

than another?  

 

ñWould Master not like to have me at his slave ring?ò I whispered. ñI would try 

to please him.ò 

 

He grinned, and removed his hand from my leg.  

 

ñMay I serve Master?ò I asked. 

 

ñWhat have you?ò he asked.  



 

ñRoast bosk,ò I said. 

 

ñI have paid only the first ostrakon,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñBe off, pretty slave,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñInfamous she-sleen!ò said a woman. 

 

I had not noticed that the unpleasant free wo man, she who, some days ago, had 

castigated me for a too - casual tunicking, was again in the vicinity. Once again, 

which did not surprise me, she was alone.  

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. ñForgive me, Mistress.ò 

 

I quickly tried to hurry away, and Marcella, who was now near, between the 

benches, stood to one side, I supposed that I might pass. I smiled at her. 

Usually she would have expected me to turn about and move back, retracing my 

steps, removing myself from her path. I did not really want the attentions  of 

the kitchen master, even though he had, of late, discouraged the other girls 

from bullying me. Surely she must understand that. She could have him. I wanted 

better game, higher game.  

 

ñThank you,ò I said to Marcella, smiling, as I went to move past her, anxious to 

remove myself as quickly as possible from the vicinity of the free woman.  

 

ñOh!ò I cried, in misery, stumbling, plunging over Marcellaôs extended foot, 

sprawling between the benches, the platter of steaming meat flying ahead of me, 

meat an d gravy showering about, then the platter clattering between the benches. 

Two or three men stood up, angrily wiping gravy and hot meat from their backs 

and shoulders. Marcella, simultaneously, had screamed, and turned, as though it 

might have been she who had been so discomfited. And I, too, screamed, but in 

pain, as the scalding kal - da soaked and burned through my tunic, and drenched my 

calves and ankles. ñClumsy slave!ò cried Marcella. ñYou tripped me!ò I cried. ñI 

did not! You tripped me!ò she screamed. Several of the masters laughed, some 

brushing themselves off, some others helping themselves to a three of skewered 

slices of the roast bosk, which they retrieved from the table, the floor, their 

laps. I was on my hands and knees, in pain, from the scaldin g, tears bursting 

from my eyes. Masters, I knew, did not look lightly on clumsiness in a slave. 

Too, to make matters worse, if they could be worse, the roast bosk was an item 

available only for the second ostrakon. I recalled that one of the girls in the 

k itchen, who had spilled porridge, had been put under the five - stranded Gorean 

slave lash. I had felt it once, in the house of Tenalion. ñYou tripped me!ò I 

cried to Marcella. I did not want to be whipped! ñYou tripped me!ò screamed 

Marcella. ñNo!ò I cried. ñYes!ò she screamed. She did not wish to be whipped 

either. ñI saw the whole thing!ò said the free woman. ñThat one,ò she said, 

pointing at me, ñis to blame!ò ñNo, Mistress,ò I sobbed. ñThat one, that one!ò 

repeated the free woman, indicating me. I did no t see how she, from her 

location, could have seen what occurred. I did know that she did not like me. A 

free woman, of course, may lie, for they are free. Marcella was lying, of 

course, but she had the words of a free woman spoken on her behalf. ñThank you, 

Mistress,ò said Marcella, respectfully, much pleased at the course events were 

taking. I was sobbing, and still in pain. I did not want to be stripped, tied, 

and put under the whip. I feared the pain, and terribly, but, too, it is 

humiliating to be beate n for clumsiness, to be beaten as an inept slave, one who 

has failed to be pleasing. The slave is to be both beautiful and graceful. If 

she is not, let the lash instruct her. She is a slave. She is not permitted the 



woodenness, the awkwardness, of the free  woman. ñYou should be sold for sleen 

feed!ò said the free woman, coming angrily from her place, and hurrying about 

the table. I was still on the floor, on all fours, miserable, in pain. The 

boards were greasy. The tunic, in back, was wet, with warm fluid.  It clung to my 

body. My legs hurt.  

 

ñForgive me, Mistress!ò I begged. 

 

I felt the slipper of the free woman kick me, twice, viciously, in the left 

thigh. There would be marks there. I sensed she had spit upon me.  

 

ñI am sorry, Mistress!ò I said. ñPlease, forgive me, Mistress!ò 

 

I went to my belly, in the grease and scraps, between the benches.  

 

ñOh!ò I wept, again kicked. 

 

ñThank you, Mistress!ò I said. ñThank you, Mistress!ò 

 

Should a slave not be grateful for her improvement?  

 

ñAii!ò I wept, again kicked.  

 

ñThank you, Mistress!ò I sobbed. ñThank you, Mistress!ò 

 

ñWhat is going on here?ò demanded a voice. Someone was making his way toward us, 

pushing, between the benches. My heart sank. It was the voice of Menon, my 

master. I had been s everal weeks in his establishment, but he seldom appeared in 

the kitchen. I was not sure he would remember the miserable, frightened slave 

purchased in the Metellan district. I struggled to my knees, held them closely 

together, and kept my head down.  

 

ñThis slave tripped me, Master,ò said Marcella, indicating me. 

 

ñHave you received permission to speak?ò inquired Menon. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò said Marcella, turning white, dropping to her knees, head down. 

 

ñWell, Masters?ò inquired Menon. 

 

ñThey were passing between the benches,ò said a fellow. ñOne of the girls 

tripped, and fell.ò 

 

ñThat one,ò said the free woman, presumably indicating me, ñtripped the other!ò 

 

ñI see,ò said Menon. 

 

I kept my head down.  

 

ñYou saw?ò inquired Menon. 

 

ñCertainly,ò said the free woman.  

 

Menon turned about, a bit. I took him to be noting the place, across the table, 

with its dish and mug, where the free woman had been sitting.  

 

ñDid any others see?ò inquired Menon. 

 

No one volunteered to speak. Most, of course, would have had their backs turned 

to the aisle.  

 



ñThat one,ò said the free woman, presumably indicating me, ñshould be lashed 

bloody, to the bone, and fed to sleen!ò 

 

ñThere would not be much nourishment there,ò said a fellow. 

 

There was laughter.  

 

I could not help it if I were slighter than many slaves, more slender. Many men, 

of late, I had been given to understand, did not find fault with me on this 

score. Certainly I had been one of the most beautiful girls in the sorority, and 

here, in the garm enture of slaves, what beauty I might possess, as that of other 

female slaves, left little to conjecture.  

 

ñBe silent!ò screamed the free woman to the men. 

 

There was silence.  

 

I was afraid. As I was now well aware I was a female slave and what that meant 

on Gor, I would have been terrified to address a free man or men in that tone of 

voice, let alone utter words bearing such an import.  

 

What would have been done with me?  

 

But she was free.  

 

There was no band on her neck.  

 

She was not an anima l.  

 

She was not purchasable.  

 

She was not owned.  

 

ñThe house,ò said Menon, ñis distressed that your views have been shown less 

deference than they deserve.ò 

 

ñYou know,ò said the free woman, ñthat she, that one, is a she- tarsk, a she - urt, 

a she - sle en, one who tunicks herself provocatively, who brushes against masters, 

who lingers in serving, who leans too closely to the diners, who puts her half -

naked body before them shamelessly, who smiles so prettily, like a paga slut at 

the loading docks, advert ising her masterôs tavern.ò 

 

ñAnd she is a barbarian, as well,ò said Menon. 

 

ñYes,ò said the free woman, triumphantly. ñA barbarian!ò 

 

Menon recalled I was a barbarian.  

 

ñMy Home Stone,ò she said, ñis that of Ar.ò 

 

Menon nodded. Although his esta blishment was within the walls of Ar, it was not 

likely he shared its Home Stone. As he was of the Peasants, I supposed his Home 

Stone, the community stone, so to speak, not that of his domicile, would be that 

of some village in the environs of Ar.  

 

ñIs there no way to assuage your wrath?ò asked Menon. 

 

ñNo,ò said the free woman. 

 

Menon drew his pouch on its strings up from his belt, and opened it.  

 



ñNo,ò she said. 

 

Menon fetched from within the pouch a handful of copper tarsk - bits.  

 

ñPerhaps,ò said the free woman, ñshe needs only to be well lashed.ò 

 

Menon dropped the coins into the palm of the free woman.  

 

ñThe master, of course,ò she said, ñwill decide, as he pleases, what is to be 

the fate of a neck - banded she -tarsk.ò 

 

ñThank you, Lady,ò said he. 

 

I do not know if she looked again at me, but she hurried about the table, to her 

place and, a moment later, made away.  

 

Menon was crouching near Marcella, who was shaking.  

 

ñThere is a mark here,ò said Menon to her, ñon the outside of your right leg, 

above the ankle.ò 

 

Marcella said nothing.  

 

Menon lifted up my left leg. ñThis mark,ò he said, ñis on the front of your left 

leg, just above the ankle.ò 

 

My heart leapt. It must be, then, that I had struck against Marcellaôs ankle, 

thrust  into my path, as I had tried to hurry past.  

 

ñYou must have been hurrying,ò said Menon to me. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat happened?ò he asked. 

 

I sensed he knew well what happened.  

 

ñI stumbled,ò I said. 

 

Marcella gasped, gratefully, softly .  

 

ñI see,ò said Menon. He smiled. ñYou should be more careful,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou, too,ò he said to Marcella. 

 

ñYes, Master!ò she said. 

 

ñIt would not do,ò he said, evenly, ñfor another slave to stumble in your 

vicinity.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò she said. 

 

ñDo you understand?ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master!ò she said, pale. 

 

Menon turned to me. ñYou are Allison, are you not?ò he asked. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, ñif it pleases Master.ò 



 

ñYou are to come with me,ò he said. ñLeading position.ò 

 

I rose to my feet, and bent over, that my hair might be easily grasped. I felt 

his hand lock itself in my hair. My head was down, at his left thigh.  

 

ñMarcella,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster?ò she said, apprehensively. 

 

ñYou will return to the kitchen, and return naked, with a pan of water, and no 

rags,ò he said, ñand clean this mess.ò 

 

ñNo rags?ò she said. 

 

ñYour hair will do,ò he said. 

 

Marcella had long glossy, dark hair, which fell well behind her. She was very 

proud of it. We envied her for it.  

 

ñToo,ò said he, ñwhen this is done, you are to inform the kitchen master that 

you are to serve the tables daily for the next twenty days, but, in this period, 

you are not to be permitted clothing.ò 

 

ñMaster!ò she wept. 

 

ñAnd as your hair will be soiled,ò he said, ñyou will have the kitchen master 

crop it short, as short as that of a mill girl.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò she said. 

 

ñAnd at night, for this period, of twenty days, you are to be put in close 

chains.ò 

 

ñPlease, no, Master!ò she wept. 

 

ñWould you prefer all this, and the lash, as well, once daily, for the next 

twenty days?ò 

 

ñNo, Master!ò she said. 

 

ñPerhaps, in the future, you will be more careful,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò she sobbed. 

 

ñCome along, Allison,ò said he, and began to make his way between the tables, 

and I, in the sullied, soaked tunic, stumbled along at his side, sometimes 

brushing into patrons, sometimes striking against benches, jutting out, in the 

narrow space between the tables.  

 

ñMay I speak, may I speak?ò I gasped, dragged along, at his side.  

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñPlease do not whip me!ò I said. 

 

ñDo you deserve to be whipped?ò he asked. 

 

ñI trust not, Master!ò I said. 

 

ñDo not all kajirae deserve to be whipped?ò he asked. 



 

ñI trust not, Master!ò I said.  

 

ñBut they are slaves,ò he said. 

 

ñEven so,ò I said. 

 

ñSurely they know what they have done, or failed to do, even if masters do not,ò 

he said, ñand thus well know, given their lapses and faults, however infrequent 

or slight, which may have e scaped the notice of the masters, how richly they 

deserve to be whipped, and, accordingly, should have no objection whatsoever to 

having the lash at any time well laid upon them.ò 

 

ñI trust Master jests,ò I said, stumbling along, my hair hurting. 

 

He l aughed.  

 

How helpless we are in the hands of men, if they but choose to be masters! How 

they play with us, and use us as they please!  

 

We are so different from them!  

 

We are so small, so helpless in their power!  

 

Yet I would not trade the Gorean ma n, with all his might and will, all his 

arrogance and power, all his virility and masculinity, all his forcefulness and 

possessiveness, all his ambition and aggression, all his energy and 

intelligence, his seeing us as women, and astonishingly different, a nd rightly, 

deliciously ownable, for all the males I knew on Earth.  

 

ñSurely, surely Master jests,ò I said. 

 

ñCome along,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, as if I had any choice! 

 

Slaves, as other animals, are seldom whipped on Gor. The reason for  that is 

simple, and obvious. The slave, subject to the whip, and knowing herself so, is 

careful to avoid it, insofar as it lies in her power. She does her best to 

satisfy her master, and in all the ways of the slave, all of them. And, 

obviously, she who s atisfies a man fully has little, if anything, to fear. Thus, 

it is she who is primarily responsible for keeping the whip on its peg. She is, 

of course, subject to discipline, and this encourages diligence. The female 

slave is far more likely to be beaten b y a free woman than a free man. To the 

free man she is a joy and treasure; to the free woman she is a hated reproach 

and rival.  

 

Menonôs office was not far from the paying counter, where ostraka were vended, 

to be redeemed for meals.  

 

He pushed open th e swinging partition leading to the interior, and threw me to 

the floor before a chair.  

 

They are not always gentle with us.  

 

We are slaves.  

 

I kept my eyes down. I had never been in the office before.  

 

ñIs this the one?ò asked Menon. 

 



ñYes,ò said a voice.  

 

The back of my legs still hurt, from the scalding of the kal - da.  

 

ñRemove your tunic, my dear,ò said the voice. 

 

I instantly and unquestioningly disrobed. One of the first things a girl learns 

on Gor is that she is to instantly and unques tioningly obey. It is not Earth, 

and the college, and the sorority, were far away.  

 

Here men were the masters, at least of women such as I, totally, and absolutely.  

 

One knows oneself their slave, unequivocally, totally, and absolutely.  

 

ñShow him something,ò said Menon. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñAs in slave paces,ò said Menon, ñposings, stretchings, curlings, liftings, 

twistings, floor movements, such things.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

After a short time, from the voice, I heard, ñEnough.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I had exhibited myself as the slave I now was. How faraway was the college, and 

the sorority!  

 

ñShe is blushing,ò said the voice. 

 

ñShe is a new slave, and a barbarian,ò said Menon. 

 

ñYet she did well,ò said the voice. 

 

ñShe is born collar meat,ò said Menon. 

 

ñShe is of increased attractiveness,ò said the voice, ñdifferent from the 

Metellan market.ò 

 

ñYes,ò said Menon. 

 

I had sensed, earlier, that I was changing. The collar causes such things in a 

female.  

 

Too, the owner  of the voice must have seen my sale some weeks ago.  

 

ñHow would you like to leave the kitchen, the tables, Allison?ò said Menon. 

 

ñIt will be done with me as masters please,ò I said. 

 

ñKneel,ò said Menon. ñFace our guest.ò 

 

I knelt, my knees close ly together. I did not cover my breasts, of course, for 

they were those of a slave.  

 

ñHow, my dear,ò asked the stranger, ñwould you like a new chain, a new cage?ò 

 

ñIt will be done with me as masters please,ò I said. 

 



ñHow, my dear,ò said the voice, ñwould you like to be chained to a loom in the 

mills of Mintar, with cropped hair, or be placed in one of the public laundries, 

or sent to the mines of Argentum, or the tharlarion stables at Venna?ò 

 

ñIt will be done with me as masters please,ò I said. 

 

ñBut you would not be too pleased?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñHave no fear,ò he said, ñit is not to such a place I would send you.ò 

 

ñA slave is grateful,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat would you like?ò he asked. 

 

How absurd, I thought, that one shou ld ask that of a slave.  

 

ñPerhaps, Masters,ò I said, ñI might be purchased as a private slave, to serve a 

private master?ò 

 

ñYou would like that, would you not, kajira?ò asked the stranger. 

 

ñOh, yes, Master,ò I said, ñyes, Master!ò 

 

It was for suc h a favor, such a delight, such a privilege, that I had plied the 

tables in my serving. I dared to look up and see the stranger. He was stocky, 

broad - shouldered, and powerful. He was blond - haired. He was not bad looking. 

Immediately I began to wonder what it might be, to be owned by him. How 

glorious, I thought, to have a private master, him or another, to whom one might 

devote oneself, assiduously, as his slave.  

 

He seemed typically Gorean. He would see to it that a woman served him well, and 

doubtless w ith perfection, should she be a slave.  

 

ñI would try to serve Master well,ò I said. 

 

ñAstrinax,ò said Menon, ñwhom I have long known, is an agent, who receives 

orders, requests and such, screens merchandise, and buys for others.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said.  

 

ñHe contracts with several towers, for serving slaves,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I had occasionally been out of the restaurant, on errands, and had marveled at 

the lofty towers of Ar, so lovely and colorful, and yet so stately, solid, a nd 

formidable, each, in its way, a defensible keep, with its reservoirs, and 

emergency stores. It would take years to reduce even one to submission. These 

towers, at various levels, were joined by narrow, graceful bridges. In times of 

peace, one might move  from one tower to another, through one tower to another, 

by means of these bridges, to many parts of the city, without once descending to 

the streets. The bridges for the most part are unrailed but traversed with ease 

by urban Goreans used to them. I myse lf would have been terrified to set foot 

upon almost any one of them, the streets so far below. They were of different 

widths, some ten feet in width, many four to five feet in width. They have 

colored lanterns on them, spaced here and there, which are com monly lit at 

night. It is very lovely. On my former world, Earth, there are similar walks, 

but they are on the ground. Few of Earth would think twice about traversing such 

walks. On the other hand, if such walks were elevated, I suspect few would care 



to t ry them. One supposes it is largely a matter of that to which one grows 

accustomed. In any event, you traverse the high bridges with the same 

thoughtless nonchalance with which those of Earth traverse their own walks. Your 

bridges, slender and graceful, ar e often arched and curved, almost like branches 

in a forest, for you have an aesthetic sense, it seems, in so much that you do, 

evinced in things as intricate as the soaring melody of a skyline to things as 

simple as the carving on an oar or a wooden spoon . To be sure, you have your 

realms of crowding, ugliness, and danger as well, the dank, odorous, ill - lit 

insulae, steaming in the summer, clammy and cold in the winter, smelling of 

offal and urine, and the dark, cluttered, filthy, winding streets of some o f the 

low districts. Sometimes the towers seem to be giants, standing proudly, 

independent and mighty, soaring to the sky, touching clouds, their feet in 

garbage. Much depends, of course, on the district. In many respects Ar is a city 

of wonder, of beauty and grace, of soaring towers, large parks and gardens, and 

broad boulevards. It is in terms of those that one numbers her amongst the ñhigh 

cities.ò But she is, too, a city in which poverty and wealth, surfeit and want, 

cleanliness and dirt, may be juxtapo sed. A silken palanquin, with closed 

curtains, may be borne through slime. Here and there women, unattended, grace 

the bridges in their promenades, while below a troop of guardsmen may tread with 

care. Praetors preside in the markets, dispensing justice, w hile here and there, 

beneath their feet, in sewers, like urts, others wait for darkness. Much depends 

on the district, and the time of day. I suppose that cities are similar, on 

whatever worlds they may be found. Here a tunicked slave might wander about in  

the night without fear, there a guardsman is reluctant to enter at the Tenth 

Ahn. One thing I did not realize originally about your bridges is the military 

utility involved in their design, that they may be blocked and defended by small 

groups of armed me n; five may defend against a hundred, because of the hundred 

only five can engage at a time. Too, the bridges may be broken, this preventing 

access to the towers, turning each into a solitary, soaring, nigh - impregnable 

citadel.  

 

I supposed then that Astr inax, as I gathered his name was, was jobbing for some 

tower or another, presumably on the lookout for girls who might make acceptable 

tower slaves. There tends to be turnover in such slaves, as, in their work, in 

the corridors, on the stairwells, and in t he apartments, they may come to the 

attention of one fellow or another, who will take them for a private slave. 

Being a tower slave is usually regarded as a plausible route, even a promising 

route, to obtaining a private master. Most slaves, as you know, o r may suspect, 

long to be the slave, and wholly so, of one man alone. This is the joy of the 

slave, to kneel naked at the feet of her master, to lick and kiss his whip, and 

his feet, and then to lie before him, helpless in his chains.  

 

To be sure, she ho pes to be his only slave, as well!  

 

I had occasionally seen tower slaves in the streets, in their white, knee -

length, modest, demure tunics.  

 

It was easy to see why a fellow might want to get them out of those tunics. 

Properly caressed, and long denied  passion, it was said they were commonly as 

hot as paga sluts.  

 

I did not think I would mind being a tower slave.  

 

Surely, as one cleaned an apartment, dusted a bit, arranged furniture, and such, 

it seemed a clever girl might find ample opportunities f or calling herself to 

the attention of one fellow or another.  

 

A smile, an ankle seemingly inadvertently extended, colored string wound about 

it, a touching of oneôs collar, a shy glance, a way of turning, of looking over 

oneôs shoulder. 

 



Such things.  

 

ñSplit your knees,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. Then I went to ñposition,ò not wanting to be cuffed for 

dallying.  

 

ñAstrinax also,ò said Menon, ñscouts and buys for the taverns and brothels, as 

well.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, uneasily. 

 

ñDo you think you would make a good paga girl, or brothel slut?ò asked Menon. 

 

ñI do not think so, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñDo not worry about it,ò said Menon. ñThe lash quickly teaches a girl to be 

accommodating, and grateful.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñThe paga slave quickly becomes a passion slut,ò said Menon. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I already had sensed that such things might be possible. But my body, too, had 

assured me that not all passion sluts would be in the taverns or brothels. 

Surely often en ough, at night, I had lain uneasily in my chains.  

 

What would it be to be in the arms of a master, my own master?  

 

I would strive desperately to be pleasing to him.  

 

It was not so much that I feared being beaten, should I be found wanting in some 

res pect. Rather it was because I sensed myself a slave, and wanted his touch.  

 

ñWe are not thinking about the taverns or brothels,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps later,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñKnees,ò said Menon, gently.  

 

Quickly I widened my knees again.  

 

I gathered Astrinax was not thinking in terms of tower slaves. Tower slaves do 

not kneel so. Another sort of slave kneels so, a familiar form of Gorean slave, 

the pleasure slave.  

 

This was, of course, the sort of slavery for which, on the whole, I had been 

trained.  

 

I supposed the same would be so of my sisters, from the sorority, from the 

college, doubtless brought to collars on Gor as well as I. I recalled Eve and 

Jane, from the party, in their improvis ed camisks. Surely I had seen the eyes of 

the boys on them, as well as on myself. They were young and beautiful. I did not 

doubt but what masters would find them pleasing. Too, Nora, and her friends, 

doubtless, would no longer be so resplendent in those am ple, abundant, lovely 



garments worn at the party, put together to suggest the robes of Gorean free 

women. Perhaps here, on this world, they would be fortunate enough to be granted 

a tunic. I suspected that Nora would go for a high price.  

 

I was pleased t o think of her as collared, and owned.  

 

So, if Astrinax was not thinking in terms of the towers, and was not thinking, 

at least at present, in terms of the taverns or brothels, in what terms might he 

be thinking?  

 

ñYou are a barbarian are you not?ò asked Astrinax.  

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñBarbarians,ò said Astrinax, ñhave inferior moral characters.ò 

 

ñSurely not,ò I said. 

 

ñWhen you thought yourself free, on your former world, prior to your rightful 

collaring,ò said Astrinax, ñfor you are obviously a slave, you had some sort of 

relationship with the men of your world, did you not?ò 

 

ñI was brought to Gor as white-silk,ò I said. ñI was red- silked in the house of 

Tenalion, Tenalion of Ar.ò 

 

ñI know the house,ò said Astrinax. ñWhat I have in mind is the nature of your 

social, economic, and political relationships to men.ò 

 

ñI am not sure I understand,ò I said. ñI think that certain relationships, 

involving certain intentions, prospects, efforts, plans, ambitions, and such, 

would have been typi cal for a young woman of my background, position, wealth, 

and class.ò 

 

ñBut perhaps not for others?ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñProbably not for all others,ò I said. 

 

ñTell me something of it,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñI was of the upper classes on my world,ò I said.  

 

ñYou look well in your collar,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. ñI belonged to a group of young women chosen, among 

other things, for their beauty.ò 

 

ñSlaves?ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. ñWe were privileged. We were to be sought by men, and would 

make judicious choices amongst them, seeking thereby our advantage, bartering 

our beauty for advancement, for greater wealth, more secure position, more 

power, such things.ò 

 

ñYou were calculating in such matters,ò said Astrinax. ñYou were selling 

yourself for profit, for gain.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñIn Gorean we have a word for that,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 



 

ñóFree womanô,ò he said. 

 

ñMen must try to please us, must pay for our meals, our entertainments, and 

such,ò I said. 

 

ñThere is a politics involved in such things,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 

ñAnd to achieve your ends,ò said Astrinax, ñyou would do what seemed useful, 

flatter, pretend, flirt, intrigue, invite, and such.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said.  

 

ñGood,ò he said. ñAnd lie?ò 

 

ñI am no longer permitted to lie, Master,ò I said, frightened. 

 

ñBut then,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are not unattractive,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAnd the men whom you knew had little or no experience with female slaves,ò said 

Astrinax.  

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAccordingly then,ò said Astrinax, ñyou must have been extremely attractive to 

them.ò 

 

ñI think so, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñThey knew no better,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. Tears came to eyes. 

 

ñDo not be upset,ò said Astrinax. ñYou now have promise, even as a slave.ò 

 

ñYou are much more beautiful than when I bought you,ò said Menon. ñYou are 

becoming slave - beautiful, slave - exciting. Those young me n who found you 

beautiful then, as you were then, on your own world, would scream with pleasure 

if they could see you now, as you are, as a slave. Slavery much enhances the 

beauty of a woman. Now, sweet Allison, those young men would sweat, and cry out, 

and bid recklessly for you, in the hope of bringing you into their collar.ò 

 

I put down my head.  

 

ñI gather you were a true ófree womanô on your world,ò said Astrinax, ñwith all 

her vanities, pettinesses, impostures, ambitions, plans, manipulations, 

machinations, pretensions, schemes, deceits, and lies.ò 

 

ñPerhaps, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñBut now,ò he said, ñyou are no longer on your own world.ò 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 



 

ñIt is common for free women on your world to misuse their power,ò said 

Astrinax.  

 

ñPerhaps, Master,ò I said, frightened. I trusted I would not be punished on this 

world for faults which might have been mine on a former world. But, still, one 

does not know how men will see things, and they are the masters.  

 

ñFree women on Gor,ò said Astrinax, ñmisuse their power.ò 

 

I thought of the free woman at the tables, who had caused me such discomfiture.  

 

ñI dare not speculate, Master,ò I said. ñThey are free, and I am a slave.ò 

 

ñBut stripped and collared, and thrown to a manôs feet,ò said Astrinax, ñthey 

are not so different from you.ò 

 

ñI dare not speculate, Master,ò I said. ñThey are free, and I am a slave.ò 

 

ñYou are all women,ò said Astrinax. ñNothing more.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAllison,ò said Astrinax, ñsuppose that one of your sister slaves, in the 

kitchen, had been given a candy, perhaps as a tip from a customer, from waiting 

on the tables.ò 

 

ñYes, Master?ò I said. 

 

Some of the customers, I knew, kept such small treats about their person, or in 

their pouches. These w ere usually hard candies, which might last a long time, 

slowly savored. Sometimes they would roll them on the floor and have a girl 

pursue them on all fours, putting her head down, and picking them up, 

gratefully, in her teeth. Sometimes they would have th e girl kneel at the bench, 

put back her head, her eyes closed, tightly, and open her mouth, widely. She 

does not know, strictly, if she is to be cuffed or rewarded, but, as you may 

suppose, she usually has an excellent sense as to how matters will fall out . If 

her service is thought to have been insufficiently prompt, diligent or deferent, 

and she is likely to suspect that, she may be struck. ñForgive me, Master,ò she 

then sobs, and is hastened about her duties, now intent on improving her 

service. At least  she is not lashed. Usually, however, if so knelt, she is to be 

rewarded, a candy being placed in her mouth. ñThank you, Master,ò she breathes, 

licking and kissing the hand which has deigned to bestow so precious a gift upon 

her. How proud she is then, the  possessor of so rare a treat, and how envied she 

will be amongst her chain sisters!  

 

How she will nurse that treat, making it last as long as possible!  

 

To be sure, such tipping is frowned upon by the establishment, as the women are 

merely slaves.  

 

One wonders if the free can understand how important such a tidbit, negligible 

from their point of view, so tiny, savory, and sweet, can be to one of your 

despised collar girls.  

 

Even today such a thing is meaningful to me, and my master may or may not g rant 

it to me, as it pleases him, but, at that time, in the place of Menon, so small 

a thing seemed inordinately precious, and important.  

 

I had not had such a sweet since Earth, since my ñharvestingò as one of the ill-

protected, exposed, dangling fruits  so easily available to slavers in the ñslave 



orchard of Earth,ò no, not since my acquisition, my capture, my routine snaring, 

merely another sleek, defenseless animal, ignorant and unsuspecting, easily 

taken as the prize of methodical hunters.  

 

ñNow,ò said Astrinax, ñlet us suppose that the girl who has been given the candy 

wants to save it, to postpone the pleasure of eating it until later, perhaps to 

when her work is done, and hides it somewhere, perhaps in the straw of her mat, 

and you, unbeknownst to  her, have observed this.ò 

 

ñYes, Master?ò I said, warily. 

 

ñLet us further suppose that you might, unobserved, and unsuspected, and with 

utter impunity, steal it. Would you do so?ò 

 

I did not care for this conversation. I was much afraid, to lie, or  to tell the 

truth.  

 

ñI must tell the truth?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou are a slave,ò said Menon. 

 

ñAnd I would not be caught?ò I asked. 

 

ñNo,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñI am not stupid,ò I said. 

 

ñOf course not,ò said Astrinax. 

 

It was well known that high inte lligence was one of the properties sought in 

slaves. Who would want a stupid slave? Too, it was well known that highly 

intelligent women made the best slaves. Of all women they were the quickest to 

learn that the collar was truly on them, that they were no w actually owned by a 

master, that society wholly supported and approved their condition, and that 

escape was impossible. They were now slaves, unqualifiedly. Too, once they had 

been truly knelt, their sexual drives and needs would begin to rage within the m; 

they would become aware of their biological being and its nature, that they were 

biologically the properties of men; and, pursuant to these understandings and 

bodily changes, and knowing themselves choiceless, the collar on their necks, 

they yielded to their being and nature, submissive to, and responsive to, 

categorical male dominance, yielded helplessly and appetitiously to this, 

naturally, passionately, and gratefully, it being that for which they had longed 

for so long, that without they were incompl ete, given the radical sexual 

dimorphism of the species.  

 

They would come to long for the chain, and the caress.  

 

Even to beg for it.  

 

ñAnd she is only a slave,ò I said. 

 

ñOf course,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThen,ò said I, ñI would steal the candy. Who would not?ò 

 

ñMany,ò said Menon, regretfully. 

 

ñI think she will do very nicely,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñI fear so,ò said Menon. 

 



ñMaster?ò I said, uneasily. 

 

ñEventually,ò said Menon, ñyou will have to grow more moral.ò 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñYou are a slave,ò said Menon. ñOne expects a greater morality from a slave than 

a free woman.ò 

 

ñBecause they are afraid of being beaten?ò I asked. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò he said. 

 

ñBut, Master,ò I said, ñis the testimony of slaves in courts not taken under 

torture, that they will not dare to lie?ò 

 

ñIt would be better,ò said Menon, ñfor the testimony of free women to be taken 

under torture, for they are famous for saying whatever pleases them.ò 

 

ñUnder torture,ò said Astrinax, ñone speaks not to say the truth, but to say 

whatever will stop the pain.ò 

 

ñI am disappointed in you, Allison,ò said Menon. 

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñShe is a barbarian,ò Astrinax reminded Menon. 

 

ñTrue,ò said Menon. 

 

ñI am pleased to hear your response to my question,ò said Astrinax.  

 

ñA slave is pleased if Master is pleased,ò I said. 

 

Surely a girl is entitled to look out for herself, avail herself of 

opportunities, improve her place, take advantage of things, and so on.  

 

ñI think you are a clever slave,ò said Astrinax.  

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñThough perhaps not intelligent,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñBut clever, surely,ò he said. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

I wished he had said óintelligentô. óCleverô had a suggestion of pettiness, of 

cunni ng, of smallness about it.  

 

ñAnd pretty,ò he said. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñA pretty slave, and a clever one,ò he said. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. I was not sure I had been complimented. Was I not 

intelligent, was I not beautiful, at leas t amongst women of Earth, if not 

compared to Gorean collar girls?  



 

But is the word ócleverô not a mere disparagement, on the part of some, of true 

intelligence, that which is expedient, and prudentially wise, that by means of 

which one may pursue oneôs best interests with the least regard to extraneous 

impediments, principles, codes, rules, and such?  

 

I was annoyed.  

 

I knew myself to be quite intelligent. The girls in the sorority had not been 

selected merely on the basis of appearance, carriage, dres sing smartly, being 

economically well stationed, and so on. We were selected, at least in part, to 

enhance the reputation of the sorority, as an established avenue to wealth and 

power. Membership, this presenting us as rare prizes in marital competitions, 

above lesser advantaged girls, much increased the likelihood of our obtaining an 

enviable match.  

 

ñOn your former world,ò said Astrinax, ñone supposes you were adept in certain 

familiar female practices, commonly associated with free women, for example, 

that you were skilled in flattering males, in teasing them, manipulating them, 

playing on their feelings, raising their hopes, encouraging them to pursuits in 

your interest, or perhaps in the interest of your superiors, inducing them to 

certain activities,  by glances, smiles, words, and such.ò 

 

ñPerhaps, Master,ò I said. 

 

I had enjoyed such games, sometimes for gain, sometimes for sport. It was easy 

to find gratification in my effect on males, boys, and men.  

 

Then, of course, I was not a vulnerable sl ave, owned, subject to discipline, and 

such.  

 

Then I was free. I was not in a collar.  

 

What one did then one might not dare in a collar.  

 

ñDo you think you could engage in such activities now,ò asked Astrinax. 

 

ñI do not understand, Master,ò I said. I did not want to be lashed.  

 

ñCould you smile upon men, bring them drinks, brush against them, be at their 

side, smile, laugh, pretend to share their anxieties, their joys, their 

disappointments, and keep them engaged in certain activities?ò 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñCould you lie, if commanded, pretend interest where interest was not felt, 

simulate affection where none exists, use your beauty, for you now have beauty, 

yes, beauty, such as it is, to whisper, wheedle, stimulate, instigate, and 

influence men, even to their ruin, collapse, or destitution?ò 

 

ñI do not think I understand Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAstrinax,ò said Menon, ñis seeking slaves for a gambling house. It is one of 

several on the Street of Chance. In such a house, there are commonly slave s, 

beautiful slaves, to wait upon the men, to serve drinks and food, to contribute 

to the decor and pleasantness of the setting, to mingle with the patrons, to 

encourage betting, even to the point of recklessness.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 



ñIn the beginning,ò he said, ñyou would be a lesser slave, though not hard to 

look upon, and might assist the other girls.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. I was pleased, at least, to learn that I was not hard to 

look upon. Perhaps in such a place I might attract a man and win fo r myself a 

private master. I could make my choice judiciously, finding a fellow both 

handsome and strong, and, in such a place, quite possibly one of wealth. A girl 

has ways of course, of influencing a fellow to think of buying her.  

 

It was lonely in my chains, at night. Sometime I clutched them, hurting my 

hands, in frustration, those metal fastenings on me so fixedly, and thrashed on 

my mat.  

 

ñI think I know the house,ò said Menon to Astrinax. ñIf it is the one I think it 

is, it is rumored to be disho nest.ò 

 

ñIf so,ò smiled Astrinax, ñI think our little Allison might fit in quite 

nicely.ò 

 

I remembered my response to the question about the candy.  

 

ñDoubtless,ò said Menon. 

 

I feared I had disappointed my master.  

 

ñYou understand the sort of thing we have in mind, do you not, Allison?ò asked 

Astrinax.  

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñDo you think you could well fulfill your duties in such a place?ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñI thought so,ò he said. 

 

ñSlaves, there,ò said Menon, ñexist to loosen the strings on pouches, urge 

fellows to shower gold on the tables, to risk much, beyond reason, to pout and 

look away if there is evidence of hesitation or circumspection, to cry out in 

pleasure if an extra tarn disk is put in the plate, another card dra wn, another 

flash of dice cast.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I did not see that that was my concern.  

 

ñSome will ply them with drink,ò he said, ñand bring them food, to keep them at 

the tables.ò 

 

ñI understand,ò I said. 

 

ñYou may be expected to do such things,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAnd,ò said Astrinax, ñyou would be expected to do such things well, with an 

appearance of delight and enthusiasm. Do you think you could manage that?ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 



In such a place might on e not secure a suitable master, perhaps even one rich, 

though, to be sure, I would hope to be his only slave.  

 

ñThe price agreed,ò said Astrinax, ñas I recall, was a silver tarsk.ò 

 

I looked up, startled.  

 

I had originally sold for forty - two copper t arsks.  

 

ñThe price, now,ò said Menon, rising, looking down on me, ñis fifty, fifty 

copper tarsks.ò 

 

ñOh?ò said Astrinax, smiling. 

 

ñShe is not worth a silver tarsk,ò said Menon. 

 

I knelt between them while the tarsks were counted out.  

 

When the t ransaction had been completed, I dared to look up at Menon. ñIt is a 

shame,ò said Menon, looking down upon me, ñthat the slavers consider little more 

than intelligence, beauty, and helpless, latent passion. Perhaps they should 

concern themselves more with the character of their prey.ò 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñWomen such as you,ò he said, ñbelong beneath the whip.ò 

 

ñPlease do not whip me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñTake her away,ò said Menon. 

 

Astrinax stood up, and, from his pouch, he cast me a bit of purple  cloth. There 

was not much to it. It had writing on the back, which I could not read. It 

barely covered me.  

 

ñStand up, my dear,ò said Astrinax. 

 

I did so, hip turned, as I had been taught.  

 

Astrinax regarded me, appraisingly. And I think he was sati sfied.  

 

ñCome along,ò said Astrinax, holding open the swinging panel, which led from the 

office.  

 

ñI wish you well, Master,ò I said to Menon. 

 

ñGet out,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, and hurried after Astrinax, sobbing, my eyes filled with 

tear s.  

 

But, I thought, too, I am out of the kitchen, away from the tables. Too, I had 

little doubt I would be fetching in the sort of tunic I now wore. The angry 

glance of a free woman, outside the office, reassured me of this.  

 

I felt so superior to her in that moment.  

 

She was only a free woman. I was a slave, half clad, collared, shapely, 

desirable, ownable, the sort of woman men want, the sort of woman they prize, 

and buy.  

 



I was a thousand times more than she.  

 

I might be less than the dirt bene ath her sandals, but I was a thousand times 

more than she.  

 

It is no wonder they hate us so, and we fear them so.  

 

How special it was to be a slave, and how right it was for me!  

 

It was what I was, and should be.  

 

If one is a slave, why should one not be a slave?  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Nine  

 

 

 

 

 

The cages, of heavy, cable - like woven wire, are made for tarsks, not kajirae. 

One cannot stand in them. They are long, narrow, and low. Thus, more than one 

can be placed on a sideless, flat - bedded wagon, r oped in place. Too, like the 

common slave cages designed for kajirae, they may be stacked.  

 

I hooked my fingers in the wire, and looked out, frightened, from my knees. The 

Tarsk Market has its name, obviously enough, I suppose, because it is a general 

market for tarsks. Certainly the smell of tarsk was all about. And there was 

little doubt, from the condition of the cage, that the previous occupants of the 

cage had been tarsks.  

 

Needless to say, it is only low slaves who are vended from such a market.  

 

I lay down in the cage, on my right side, in the straw, facing the back wall of 

the warehouse.  

 

How vulnerable we were, as slaves!  

 

But, had we been free women I did not doubt but what we would have been 

abandoned, left in the house, on the Street of  Chance, to perish in the flames.  

 

The marks on our thighs, our collars, had saved us. We had been saved, but as 

what we were, only that, animals.  

 

ñThat one,ò said a voice, a womanôs voice. I did not place the accent. It did 

not sound pleasant.  

 

ñThat one?ò asked a man. 

 

ñYes,ò said the womanôs voice. ñI would see her.ò 

 

I felt a stick poke me. ñTurn about,ò said the manôs voice. ñOn all fours!ò 

 

I turned about, and went to all fours, my head down, frightened. I would have a 

bruise on my back.  

 



My hopes of obtaining a handsome, rich master, from amongst the clients of the 

gambling house, had perished, as had the house, in the furious, vengeful fire, 

set by guardsmen.  

 

No one with money would buy here, I suspected, not in such a place, not in  such 

a market.  

 

I had no doubt I smelled, of the straw, and the dung of tarsks.  

 

Too, it was a womanôs voice. 

 

ñLet us see her,ò said the woman. 

 

I heard the gate at the end of the long, low cage unfastened. ñOut,ò said the 

man. ñStay on all fours.ò 

 

I made my way to the end of the cage, and emerged, out, onto the stained, straw -

strewn floor.  

 

I kept my head lowered.  

 

ñShe must be cheap,ò said the woman. 

 

ñShe is, they all are,ò said the man. ñWe had the lot for next to nothing.ò 

 

ñTwenty tarsks,ò said the woman. 

 

ñSurely not,ò said the man. 

 

ñNo more,ò said the woman. 

 

ñShe is not bad slave meat,ò said the man. ñShall I put her in examination 

position?ò 

 

There are various examination positions, but the most common is to stand the 

slave with her feet widely spread, and her hands clasped behind the back of her 

neck, or the back of her head. The spreading of the feet makes movement 

difficult, and the position of the hands keeps them out of the way as the slave 

is examined. They shall not interfere, nor will there be an impediment to the 

buyerôs vision as the slave is considered. This position also lifts the slaveôs 

breasts nicely. Too, the girl is expected to stand erect, her shoulders back, 

which also accentuates the breasts, and her belly is to be sucked in, this 

calling attention to the width of her love cradle, the narrowness of a pleasant, 

trim waist, and the lovely flare of her body, as it rises to the beauty of her 

bosom. She may be handled rather as the buyer pleases, must open her mouth upon 

request, that her teeth may be examined, and so on. Sometimes the slave cries 

out startled, or in misery, for she may be tested for sturdiness of body, for 

firmness, for responsiveness, and such.  

 

ñNo,ò said the woman. 

 

ñShall I have her on her back or belly, and have her squirm for you?ò asked the 

man.  

 

ñNo,ò said the woman. 

 

I hoped that the woman might be a slave, buying for a master. I turned my head a 

little, and my heart sank. I saw no bared ankle, perhaps encircled with a locke d 

ring, nor some loops of binding fiber, suitable for binding a girl, but the hem 

of a robe, a rich, scarlet robe, and glimpsed the toes of small slippers, 

yellow, beneath that hem.  



 

It was a free woman!  

 

ñWhat do you want her for?ò asked the man. 

 

ñWork,ò said the woman. ñIs it true that slaves are lazy?ò 

 

I thought that a strange question for a Gorean free woman. Was she a stranger, 

from some unusual city, away from civilization, unfamiliar with some sorts of 

animals, ones such as I?  

 

ñThey had better not be,ò said the man. ñToo, the switch, the whip, encourages 

diligence.ò 

 

It suddenly occurred to me that the woman, seemingly unfamiliar with such 

obvious things, might not be Gorean. Certainly I was unfamiliar with the accent. 

Perhaps she might  buy me and free me?  

 

Then I realized how foolish was such a thought.  

 

I was on Gor.  

 

ñTwenty tarsks,ò said the woman. 

 

ñNot enough,ò said the man. 

 

ñShow me something else, cheaper,ò said the woman. 

 

ñThere is nothing cheaper,ò said the man. ñShe is the cheapest.ò 

 

ñTwenty,ò said the woman. 

 

ñForty,ò said the man. 

 

ñWhat was she?ò asked the woman. 

 

ñA gambling-house girl,ò said the man. 

 

ñWhat is that?ò asked the woman. 

 

ñA serving slave, a display slave, a lure slave, such things,ò he said. ñThey 

encourage men to drink, to eat, to spend, to wager, to linger at the tables, to 

draw further cards, to cast the dice just one last time, and such.ò 

 

ñThe gambling,ò she said, ñis not then done with lives, those of men and 

animals.ò 

 

ñNot in any obvious sense,ò said the man. 

 

ñI see,ò she said. And it sounded as though she dismissed the bouts of the 

spinning wheel, the shaken box, the buying of chances, the drawing of cards. The 

blood shed in such games is largely unseen, doubtless, but , I fear, it is there.  

 

I did know that men bet on tarn races, which could be dangerous at the rings, 

sometimes a body broken, a limb lost, a wing torn away, and that some cared for 

arena sports, sword games. Tharlarion races were regularly held at Venna , and 

other towns. Sometimes, interestingly, fortunes were wagered on kaissa matches.  

 

ñI suppose,ò said the woman, ñthat a gambling- house girl, one purchased for such 

a work, would be likely to be of interest to men.ò 

 



ñVery much so,ò said the man. 

 

ñGood,ò said the woman. ñSuch a slave upon occasion might prove useful.ò 

 

I did not understand what she meant.  

 

If she were buying for a brothel, or tavern, it did not seem she would be here, 

in this market.  

 

ñSurely,ò said the man. ñI could let her go for fifty tarsks.ò 

 

ñFifteen,ò said the woman. 

 

ñForty-five,ò said the man. 

 

ñActually,ò said the woman, ñI would prefer a barbarian.ò 

 

ñShe is a barbarian!ò said the man. ñBring a lamp!ò he called. 

 

I was pulled to my knees, and my left arm was seized, and held up. ñThe 

barbarian scarring,ò said the man, indicating my upper left arm. ñMany 

barbarians are so marked, not all.ò Then he put his hand in my hair, and yanked 

my head up, and back. ñGet your mouth open,ò he said, ñwidely, more, more!ò I 

closed my eyes against the light of the lamp, so close to me, held by his 

fellow. I felt its warmth. My mouth hurt, held so. ñSee?ò said the man. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò said the woman. 

 

ñThe teeth,ò he said. 

 

ñI see,ò she said. 

 

ñThey are in lovely condition,ò he said. 

 

ñNo,ò she said, ñthe two specks, there and there.ò 

 

ñOf course,ò said the man, ñmany barbarians have such things, not all. It is one 

way of recognizing the barbarian.ò 

 

ñWhat are they?ò she asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò he said. ñSome think they are a decoration, a thing of vanity, 

like a beauty mark, to call attention by contrast to the exquisite beauty of 

what is not blemished, others consider them an identificatory device, a subtle 

one, by means of which a slave may be recog nized.ò 

 

ñShe is clearly a slave,ò said the woman. 

 

ñObviously,ò said the man. 

 

Actually, for those who may be unfamiliar with such things, what they spoke of 

was a consequence of the work of a form of physician on my native world, one who 

concerns h imself primarily with the health and condition of teeth. The internal 

damaging of teeth is more common on my former world than on yours, a difference 

doubtless having much to do with differences in diet. In any event, the damaged 

tissue is often removed, t he resultant opening being subsequently closed.  

 

I looked up, piteously, at the man.  

 

ñYou may close your mouth,ò he said. 

 



Gratefully I closed my mouth.  

 

I remained on my knees. Slaves are commonly so, in the presence of free persons. 

Such things make clear the difference in status between the free and their 

properties.  

 

And I now well knew myself a property.  

 

The only question was who owned the property, who owned me?  

 

ñToo,ò said the man to the woman. 

 

ñóTooô?ò she said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. Then he said to me, ñSay the alphabet.ò 

 

I could not read, but I had been taught the alphabet, by rote. Interestingly, he 

had had me recite the alphabet earlier, shortly after my arrival here, before I 

had been caged. I recited the letters, again, now,  which I would not even have 

known were letters, if I had not been so informed in the house.  

 

ñThere,ò said the man, smiling. ñHear?ò he asked. 

 

ñWhat?ò said the woman, hesitantly. 

 

ñThe mistakes,ò said the man. 

 

ñOf course,ò said the woman, but I was confident she was no more aware of the 

mistakes than I was. Indeed, I suspected she could not read. But the sumptuous 

raiment she wore surely suggested wealth, if not high caste.  

 

The mistakes I had made, I unaware of them, had been taught to me, tha t they 

would mark me as a slave. Too, I was certain I had been taught certain 

pronunciations of words I was not likely to frequently hear, which were also, in 

their subtle way, entrapments. The free, of course, do not correct such 

mistakes, and let them pa ss, deliberately, as a matter of course. In this way it 

is difficult for the slave to understand what she might inadvertently be doing, 

which may call attention to her bondage. I had, some days ago, when out of the 

gambling house on an errand, barefoot, in  my short, purple tunic, with its 

lettering on the back, seen a seemingly free woman, in lovely robes and veils, 

seized and stripped by guardsmen. Normally, when there is doubt as to the status 

or condition of a woman she is given to free women, who may th en, with respect 

to her modesty should she be free, examine her body, for a possible collar, or 

brand. This one, however, was simply disrobed, bound hand and foot, and put in a 

wagon, for delivery to a market praetor, who would see to her return to her 

master, or, that failing, to her lashing, fugitive branding, and resale. I would 

not dare to speak to a free person, but I hurried to a tower slave in the crowd, 

trying to learn what had happened. The tower slave, however, would not demean 

herself by respondi ng to the inquiry of a ñhalf- naked, gambling -house girl.ò A 

laundress, however, fresh from the troughs and bearing her bundle, looked at me, 

frightened, and said, ñSlave Gorean.ò ñI see,ò I had said. ñIt is an extra chain 

on us,ò she said, ñone we do not even know we wear.ò ñYes,ò I had said, 

uneasily, and hurried on, about my way. I, too, I was sure, wore such a chain.  

 

ñI am interested in an ignorant barbarian,ò said the woman. 

 

ñA stupid barbarian?ò asked the man. 

 

ñNo,ò she said, ñone ignorant.ò 

 



Why, I wondered, would anyone want an ignorant girl? I supposed I was ignorant. 

I had not been that long on Gor. I hoped she did not want me for a serving 

slave. I did not even know the subtle fastenings of the robes of concealment, 

the layerings and arr angements of veils, the order of a womanôs bath, or such. 

 

ñGirl,ò said the man. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñWhen were you first collared?ò he asked. 

 

ñIn EnôKara,ò I said, ñin the house of Tenalion, of Ar.ò 

 

ñThat is a good house,ò said the man to the woman. 

 

ñWhat year?ò he asked me. 

 

ñThis year, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñThere,ò said the man. ñThis is your slave.ò 

 

ñTwenty tarsks,ò she said. 

 

ñFifty,ò he said. 

 

ñShe is a barbarian, an untutored, ignorant barbarian,ò she said. 

 

I was not at all sure that the speaker herself was all that informed. Might she 

be a barbarian, as well? But I did not know the accent. Perhaps it was from the 

islands, or the far south.  

 

ñBarbarians make excellent slaves,ò said the man. ñThey come from a world where 

the re is little opportunity for their bondage. Slaves are mostly held in secret. 

On her world many men are crippled, confused, divided, set against themselves, 

taught to suspect their most basic, virile impulses. They are taught to fear 

manhood, and hold it a s a thing of regret or shame. Accordingly, the women 

wander about, neglected, forlorn, lacking masters, denied the chain and whip.ò 

 

ñI see,ò said the woman. 

 

ñI did not, of course, mean women such as you, your graciousness,ò he said. 

 

ñI trust not,ò she said.  

 

ñBut the slaves on this slaveôs world,ò said the man, presumably indicating me, 

I kept my head down, ñare treated with great cruelty, a cruelty so great that it 

is difficult for such as we, scions of a high civilization, to even comprehend 

it , for they are denied what they need, and without which they cannot be 

fulfilled, their masters. It is little wonder they come hot from the block, 

tear -stained and needful, to put themselves to a manôs feet. They have come from 

a desert, to the green meado ws of Gor. No longer do they thirst, no longer do 

they starve. Here they are put in collars.ò 

 

ñTwenty,ò said the woman, evenly. 

 

ñPerhaps forty-five?ò suggested the man. 

 

ñNo,ò she said. 

 

ñMany men are fond of barbarians,ò he said. 

 



ñI am not a man,ò she said. 

 

ñYou should have seen her,ò he said, ñin the tunic of the gambling house.ò 

 

ñI am sure she was attractive,ò said the woman. 

 

ñShe was almost nude,ò he said. 

 

ñIf I buy her,ò said the woman, ñI may put her in a sack, left over from the 

transportation of suls.ò 

 

Such sacking is plain, coarse, and ill - woven.  

 

Too, such garmenture is unflattering, and likely to solicit ridicule from oneôs 

sister slaves.  

 

ñBehold the high slave!ò they might laugh. ñA slave?ò might laugh another. ñI 

must look more closely. I thought it a sack of suls!ò 

 

Such cloth, too, scratches.  

 

It is a torment to put a slave in such a garmenture.  

 

Some men avail themselves of such a means to demean or punish a girl.  

 

ñIf you are interested in her attractiveness to men,ò he said, ñfor example, you 

might wish to give her to one or another, for an evening, or such, for some 

purpose of yours, you might think in terms of a camisk, a ta - teera, a bit of 

rep -cloth, such things.ò 

 

I knew that camisks, and ta - teer as, were frowned on in the streets, in public. 

The streets of Ar were not the aisles of taverns, the vestibules and stairwells 

of insulae, the corridors in a military camp. Still one would see them. Indeed, 

in some of the lower paga taverns, the girls wore  only their bells and collars. 

Little kaissa was played in such taverns.  

 

ñTwenty,ò said the woman. 

 

ñLet us say, forty,ò suggested the man. 

 

ñI wish you well,ò she said, turning about, with a swirl of garmenture. 

 

ñThirty!ò he cried. ñYes, yes! Then twenty!ò 

 

She spun about. ñDone,ò she said. 

 

I saw a twenty - tarsk piece put in his hand.  

 

I had been sold, again.  

 

ñWhat is your name?ò asked the woman. 

 

ñWhatever Mistress wishes,ò I said. 

 

Her eyes narrowed, and I sensed, within the veil, she wrinkled her nose. ñWhat 

of Dung - of -Tarsk?ò she asked. 

 

ñWhatever Mistress wishes,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat have you been called?ò she asked. 

 



ñAllison,ò I said. 

 

ñI do not know that name,ò she said. 

 

ñIt is a barbarian name, your graciousness,ò said the man.  

 

ñGood,ò said the woman. ñWe will keep it. That way others will know that she is 

a barbarian, or no better than a barbarian.ò 

 

ñIt will help to keep her in her place,ò said the man. 

 

ñWhat is your name, girl?ò she asked. 

 

ñAllison, Mistress,ò I said, ñif it pleases Mistress.ò 

 

ñI will have her picked up later this evening, after dark,ò said the woman. ñIn 

the meantime shave her head and scrub her clean, with kaiila brushes.ò 

 

ñIt will be done,ò said the man. 

 

Why, I wondered, was I to  be picked up after dark?  

 

Why would she not take me with her, from the market? The men could thong - bind my 

wrists behind my back and cord - leash me.  

 

Suitably bound and tethered I could no more escape from her than from a man. A 

slave is often made hel pless, absolutely so.  

 

Surely it would not take long to cleanse a slave, or, if one wished, to shave 

her head.  

 

Why was I to be picked up after dark?  

 

I was uneasy.  

 

I was looking up, from my knees, these positioned closely together, as though I 

mi ght still be white -silk, when the womanôs veil seemed to slip, as though 

inadvertently. I think, however, this lapse was not inadvertent, as she did not 

immediately restore it, but let it lay loose for a moment, as she smiled.  

 

ñAii,ò said the man, softly.  

 

I myself gasped, as well. She was surely one of the most beautiful women I had 

ever seen. Her features were exquisite, her eyes a deep, soft, lovely blue. At 

the side of her hood, there was a strand of bright, blondish hair.  

 

ñI am the Lady Bina,ò she said. ñIt is in this name that my agent will call for 

the girl.ò 

 

She then refastened the veil.  

 

I gathered she had well tested her power, to her satisfaction, on the hapless 

fellow.  

 

I recalled the sternness of her bidding.  

 

This was no ordina ry beautiful woman.  

 

ñYou may find my agent unusual,ò she said. ñBut do not be afraid. He is 

harmless, save when aroused, or angered.ò 

 



I did not understand this.  

 

ñI have men,ò said the fellow. ñLet them conduct you from this place. It is a 

low plac e. The streets are not well lit. It will soon be dark.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò she said, in a way which suggested she well understood. 

 

ñThe streets are dangerous,ò he said. ñYour graciousness should be guarded.ò 

 

ñI am guarded,ò she said, and turned, and left.  

 

ñShe is beautiful enough to be a Ubara,ò said the man to his fellow, who had 

held the lamp.  

 

ñThat is an odd name,ò said his fellow. 

 

I thought it odd, as well, for óbinaô is a common word for beads, generally 

cheap beads, of colored wo od, slave beads.  

 

ñI do not think she is Gorean,ò said the man. 

 

ñWhat then?ò asked the other. ñShe does not seem barbarian.ò 

 

ñDid you see her?ò asked the man. 

 

ñOf course,ò said the other. 

 

ñWhat do you think?ò asked the man. 

 

ñTen golden tarn disks, at least of double weight,ò said the other. 

 

ñI think so,ò said the man. 

 

ñSuch women are well guarded,ò said his fellow. 

 

ñThis is an honest house,ò said the man. 

 

ñYes,ò said the other. Then he looked down at me. ñSo,ò he said, ñtwenty 

t arsks.ò 

 

I put my head down.  

 

ñIt is not a bad price for her,ò said the man. 

 

On Gor, commonly, slaves are cheap, even beautiful slaves. They are easily 

obtained. Almost anyone may own one, or more.  

 

ñAllison,ò said the man, ñfollow Petranos. He will conduct you to the tubs. 

There he will shave your head, and then the girls will scour you.ò 

 

ñMay I speak, Master?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

I put my hands to my hair. ñMust my head be shaved?ò I asked. 

 

He put his left hand in my hair, holdin g me, as I knelt, and then, first with 

the back of his right hand, and then with its palm, cuffed me, sharply, 

stingingly.  

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 



 

I then rose to my feet, and hurried after Petranos.  

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

I knelt under the sheet , it wrapped closely about me, sobbing, in an outer room, 

one with access to the street. I could see the street, through the opened door. 

It was already dark. My left ankle was chained to a ring anchored in the floor.  

 

It is usually the left ankle which is chained.  

 

My body was sore, for the slaves who had cleaned me had not been gentle. They 

were larger slaves, thick - bodied, and coarse. They tend to have something of the 

attitude of free women toward slaves of a sort likely to be of greater interest 

to  men. They tend to despise the needful, lovely, feminine slave, the sort men 

are likely to seek, capture, collar, and put to their feet.  

 

I was now much different from what I had been.  

 

I was now sparkling, doubtless.  

 

The cleaning slaves had seen to  that.  

 

The smell of tarsk was no longer on me. Surely that was to the good. But I was 

miserable. I put my hand to my head. I remembered the feel of the razor on my 

scalp. I cried out in misery. Petranos had done his work well.  

 

How ugly I now was!  

 

How could I now attract a desirable master?  

 

For what had I been purchased? For the mills, or the mines, for work at the 

carnariums, the filth pits, for work in the sewers, in the tharlarion stables, 

at the tarsk pens? I did not know.  

 

Clearly I would now be of little interest in the taverns, in the brothels, in 

the gambling houses, even in the towers, or inns.  

 

Who now would want the former Allison Ashton - Baker? Not even the boys I used to 

torment!  

 

I heard then a cry of alarm from the street.  

 

I  jerked against the chain, startled, and nearly rose to my feet, but then 

swiftly resumed my kneeling position. I was a slave. No free person had given me 

permission to rise.  

 

We are on our knees as easily, and naturally, and as appropriately, as the fre e 

person is on his feet, or sits on his bench or chair, or reclines, at ease, on 

his supper couch.  

 

Two or three men, from the market, who had been loitering outside, in the warm 

night, backed through the door, warily.  

 

Something very large, and bent o ver, boulder - like, was in the doorway. It was 

huge, the form muchly concealed within the ample, thick, sheet - like, hooded 

cloak it wore.  



 

The hood moved, from side to side, and I sensed that something deep within the 

hood was considering the room.  

 

ñAway!ò cried one of the men. 

 

I then heard a noise, a sort of noise, which, this first time I heard it, 

dismayed and terrified me. It was a noise such as one might expect from some 

large, wary, suspicious, predatory, carnivorous beast. It was clearly besti al. 

But, strangely, it seemed no ordinary noise, some sort of signal, or a 

revelation of a mood, but a subtly articulated stream of sound, and scarcely had 

it ceased than I heard Gorean, the words clearly sounded, but oddly spaced, 

produced, apparently, by  means of some sort of device, some sort of machine or 

contrivance.  

 

ñDo not be afraid,ò it said. ñI bear no weapons. I mean you no harm. I come in 

peace. I come in the name of the Lady Bina, that I might claim on her behalf a 

female slave.ò 

 

ñWho are you?ò said a man. 

 

ñWhat are you?ò said another. 

 

ñAre you human?ò asked another. 

 

ñWhat is human?ò rejoined the mechanical voice. ñA mind, a shape, a form? Are 

you human?ò 

 

ñIt is a beast,ò said another. ñThey are dangerous. They are hunted. They lurk 

in wildernesses. Some are north, in Torvaldsland.ò 

 

ñI come on behalf of Lady Bina, to claim a slave,ò said the voice. 

 

ñWe await another,ò said a man, he who had bargained unsuccessfully with the 

lovely Lady Bina, ñher agent.ò 

 

ñI am he,ò said the voice.  

 

ñHow do we know that?ò asked a man. 

 

ñI come in her name,ò said the voice. 

 

I knelt, chained in place, in terror. I do not think I could have spoken, had I 

wished to do so.  

 

ñWhat is the name of the slave?ò asked the fellow who had dealt with the Lady 

Bina.  

 

ñMy translator,ò said the voice, ñdoes not carry the name.ò 

 

ñTranslator?ò said a fellow, puzzled. 

 

ñThe speaking thing,ò said another. 

 

ñThen,ò said the man who had sold me, ñyou cannot have her.ò 

 

At this point a sound ca me from within that enormous, cloaked, hooded figure 

which was not translated, but its menace was clear, and the men moved further 

back.  

 

I found my voice, to scream, and hide my head.  



 

A hairy, large, paw - like thing had come from under the cloak and b rushed back 

the hood, revealing a broad, furred head, perhaps a foot in width, with large 

eyes. The ears, large and pointed, moved back, gently, against the sides of the 

head. The mouth opened, enough to see the movement of a large, restless tongue, 

and af ford a glimpse of thick, spike - like, moist, curved fangs.  

 

I had the sense that those massive jaws might have been capable of biting 

through a beam, and could easily, like tearing paper, snap away a manôs head, or 

womanôs. 

 

The beast approached me, the  cloak dragging behind it. I could now see its 

furred chest, and could see, against the chest, the small device, the 

translator, which was slung about its neck. One massive paw reached toward me.  

 

ñDo not!ò said the leader of the men, he who had dealt with the Lady Bina. ñShe 

is chained! You would tear her foot off!ò 

 

The beast reached to the chain that fastened me to the ring, and wrenched it 

from the floor, with a splintering of wood.  

 

ñStop!ò said the leader. 

 

The beast turned and looked at him.  

 

I would not care to have such a thing so look at me.  

 

ñI will unchain her!ò he said. 

 

ñThe slave is female,ò came from the translator, mechanically, unemotionally, a 

placidity quite at odds with the roiling, tensed power that seemed to rise now 

like  lava within that immense, living frame, ñthe price was twenty tarsks, and 

the buyer is by name Bina, and by title, the Lady Bina.ò 

 

ñI will unchain her,ò said the man. ñForgive us. We wished to be sure of 

matters. Our mistake is natural. We were not war ned, or sufficiently warned. We 

did not expect an agent such as yourself, noble Master.ò 

 

I did not think the beast was flattered.  

 

He seemed to be measuring the distance between himself and the rear entrance, 

leading to the cage area. The ears were li fted. I heard nothing. There was 

moisture about its jaws and the fangs were wet with saliva.  

 

Words came again from the translator.  

 

ñTell them not to use their bows,ò it said. ñBefore they could appear in the 

portal, I could strike away your head.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò said the man, disconcerted. 

 

ñTell them to put their bows down, in the portal, where I can see them.ò 

 

The man turned about. ñIs anyone there?ò he called. 

 

ñNow,ò came from the translator. 

 

ñThere is no one there,ò said the man.  

 

ñNow,ò repeated the translator. 

 



ñThere is no one there,ò said the man. 

 

ñDo you wish to live?ò came from the translator. 

 

ñDo it, do it,ò said the man, ñput your bows down, in the portal.ò 

 

Two fellows, whom I recognized from the market, t hen appeared in the portal, and 

placed crossbows on the floor.  

 

I had heard nothing, nor, apparently, had the others in the room, only the 

beast.  

 

Could one hear a step so soft, the drawing of a cable, the laying of a quarrel 

in the guide?  

 

ñYou will live,ò came from the translator. 

 

A key was thrust into the lock on my manacle, and it was turned, moving the 

bolt, after which the sides of the device were opened, on their hinges.  

 

The sheet was removed from me and I was put to my belly before the b east. I 

scarcely dared raise my head.  

 

I saw heavy, furred, clawed feet before me.  

 

ñYour principal,ò said the man, rising to his feet, ñmade an excellent buy. She 

is a beauty. But perhaps you cannot see that, as you are different.ò 

 

The large head l ifted and regarded him. ñI can see that,ò it said. 

 

I trembled.  

 

ñThere is an additional charge, of ten tarsks,ò said the man. 

 

ñPerhaps, after all,ò came from the translator, ñyou do not wish to live.ò 

 

ñIt will be waived, of course,ò said the man.  

 

The beast then, bent over, wary, began to back toward the street. It paused in 

the portal. ñCome with me,ò came from the translator. 

 

I saw the large eyes on me.  

 

ñWhat would such a thing want of a slave?ò asked one of the men. 

 

ñFood?ò suggested another.  

 

I screamed in terror, sprang to my feet, and tried to run back toward the cages, 

but had moved not a step or two before I was caught in the rear portal by one of 

the fellows there, and held. I struggled, wildly, but my strength was no more 

th an that of a child in his arms. I began to shudder. I turned to look at the 

beast, saw the eyes and fangs, screamed again, and lost consciousness.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Ten  

 

 

 



 

 

I folded the ironed sheets carefully.  

 

Afterwards I would deliver them ab out. One launders the sheets at the public 

troughs, and later sprinkles them, and puts them under the handled irons, heated 

on the plate over the house fire.  

 

The tunic I wore was suitable for a womanôs slave, brown, high- necked, and mid -

calfed, rather d ifferent from what a man would be likely to put on a slave. On 

the other hand, it was surely not the cruel farce of sul cloth which had been 

mentioned during the bargaining at the Tarsk Market. In the markets and the 

streets I had seen the typical garmentu re of other womenôs slaves, following 

their mistresses, heads down, modestly, supposedly that they might not reflect 

upon their mistresses by exchanging glances with passing men, garmentures which 

served to demonstrate at once the status and taste of the m istress and the 

presumed, irreproachable deportment of her slaves. To be sure, many a quick 

smile and sly glance was passed now and then between such a putatively virtuous 

pet and one hardy, bold fellow or another. Occasionally, caught in such a 

contretemp s, I had seen a girl mercilessly switched, until she cowered, rolling 

under the blows, sobbing and crying out, and I scarcely dared to speculate what 

might occur when she was marched home to a whipping ring.  

 

In the outer room of the Tarsk Market I had b een revived abruptly and 

unpleasantly by a canister of cold water splashed on my body. It took only a 

startled, miserable instant to recall the occasion of my loss of consciousness, 

and one of the first sights to greet me were the eyes of that enormous, 

cr ouching beast, regarding me, peering out from within that dark, loose, 

blanket - like robe and hood within which he concealed, as he could, his massive, 

but strangely agile frame, that of some sort of hirsute, large - chested, muscular 

bipedalian, or near - bipe dalian, form of life, surely one with which I was 

unfamiliar. It could rear upright, freeing its grasping appendages for the 

manipulation of tools, but, as I would later learn, it could also move on all 

fours, using the knuckles of its forelimbs, with grea t speed, much faster than a 

man could run, or a woman. Its entire mien suggested a kind of animal which was 

predatory, aggressive, and carnivorous. Yet I had gathered from the utilization 

of the device, or translator, which still hung from its neck, I coul d see the 

loose chain, it was rational. Interestingly this reassurance of rationality did 

not allay my trepidation but increased it, for it bespoke no ordinary beast but 

one which might pursue its ends not blindly, or even merely cunningly, but 

patiently, wisely, calculatedly. Surely it was an unfamiliar, fearful robe for 

intelligence to wear. It was no more than a dozen feet from me. None of the men 

were near it. I struggled a bit, and fell to my side. While unconscious I had 

been tightly bound. My wrists had been fastened together behind my back, and my 

arms had been tied tightly to my sides. Also a leather collar was on my neck, 

from which a leash dangled, and the end of the leash was clutched in one of the 

beastôs massive paws. 

 

ñPlease save me, Masters!ò I wept to the men about. ñI will be a good slave! 

Keep me! Am I not pretty? I beg to please you, and wholly, unquestioningly, and 

abjectly, responding to your least whim, in all the ways of the female slave! I 

will please you muchly. Rescue me! Do not let me be taken by this beast!ò 

 

Surely they must have some pity, or feeling, for one who was, after all, a 

female of their own species, though one with a brand incised into her left 

thigh.  

 

ñPlease, Masters!ò I wept. ñPlease, Masters!ò 

 

ñYou have been paid for,ò said the leader of the men. 

 



ñReturn his money!ò I begged. ñSell me to another!ò 

 

ñThe money was good,ò said Petranos. ñEverything is in order.ò 

 

ñPlease!ò I wept. 

 

ñIt is too late,ò said a fellow. 

 

ñPlease, please, please!ò I begged, thrusting my head to the floor.  

 

ñThis is an honest house,ò said the leader of the men. 

 

I felt the leash draw taut and my head was pulled up, and I must, along the 

length of the leash, regard the beast.  

 

With a last, wary look about the room, bef ore which the men shrank back, he 

backed through the portal, and I could not gain my feet, and was dragged from 

the room, my shoulder abrading on the wooden floor, and then I was on the stones 

of the street.  

 

ñDo not eat me!ò I begged, from my side, looking to him, frightened, sore, lying 

on the street, he much as a gloomy boulder in the shadows.  

 

Two or three of the men appeared in the doorway, dark against the light behind 

them from the room.  

 

A low growl, of obvious menace, was emitted from the thr oat of the beast, and 

then men withdrew, and the door was shut, and I heard it bolted.  

 

There was then little light in the street.  

 

The leash was slackened, and gently snapped, twice.  

 

This was a signal, to a trained animal.  

 

I must try to rise to my feet, to be led.  

 

Perhaps, then, I was not the first woman he had had on his leash! Who had taught 

a beast this? What of the others? Had they been eaten?  

 

I tried to rise, but my legs gave way beneath me.  

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. ñI cannot stand. I am too weak. I am too 

frightened.ò 

 

I cowered then, and expected to be beaten with the free end of the leash, but my 

legs would still not hold me.  

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I whispered. 

 

Again he administered the simple leash signal.  

 

I tried to rise, struggling, but again slipped to the stones.  

 

He then approached me, and sat me, facing him. He then crossed my ankles, and, 

with the free end of the leash, bound them together.  

 

I watched, with an odd fascination.  

 

In the house, of course, the slaves are familiarized with various bindings and 

tetherings to which they might be subjected. Accustoming them to bonds of 



various sorts is part of their training. Additionally, they are instructed in 

various responses to various bindings, for example , how to exploit them to their 

advantage, how to wear them attractively, how to move seductively within them, 

how to utilize them to enhance their desirability, how to use them in such a 

way, by movement and expression, as to excite and stimulate the maste r, and so 

on. To be sure, ropes, thongs, bracelets, chains, and such, are not only 

attractive on the slave, but, as she understands her confinement, her 

vulnerability, and her helplessness, they have their role in intensifying her 

sexuality, in heightening  her receptivity, her readiness, and passion, as well. 

A slave will often beg for binding. To be sure, the very condition of bondage 

itself, aside from questions of restraint, with its signals, rituals, 

garmentures, behaviors, accouterments, expectations, and such, is richly and 

profoundly sexual; it is a way of life, a richly sexual way of life, and, given 

the radical sexual dimorphism of the human species, and the selections of 

millennia, a very natural way of life, one in fulfilling accord with the 

biotr uths of human nature.  

 

As I watched my ankles being tied I noted the beast was using warrior knots, the 

sort which quickly and easily secure a woman. As women are common loot on Gor, 

of greater interest than, say, goblets and tapestries, warriors are ins tructed 

in such knots. By their means a woman may be rendered wholly helpless in a 

matter of Ihn. I moved my ankles a little. They were well tethered.  

 

Where, I wondered, would such a beast have learned such knots? Surely it was not 

itself a member of th e Scarlet Caste. Perhaps it had once known a warrior, 

somewhere, on some world or other.  

 

I knew little of Gor, but it did not seem likely to me that this form of beast 

would be indigenous to this world.  

 

ñI know you understand Gorean,ò I whispered. 

 

It looked at me, one lip moving back a bit, revealing the tip of a fang.  

 

ñIn the Tarsk Market,ò I said, ñthe device, the translator, transformed your 

language into Gorean, but it did not translate the mastersô Gorean into your 

language. Thus, you know Gorean.ò 

 

I knew that some individuals can follow a language which they do not care to 

speak, or are not adept at speaking Too, how could a beast such as this 

articulate the phonemes of a human language, presumably no more than we could 

recreate the soun ds of its own speech. How could one speak the language of a 

jard, a vart or tharlarion, even if they had a language?  

 

The beast reached to the small device on its chain, slung about its neck. It 

pressed a portion of the device, at its center.  

 

I had th e sense that the device had been deactivated.  

 

Then, straightening up, it seemed to growl, a guttural rumbling, some Ihn in 

duration, perhaps ten or fifteen, above me, and I shuddered. ñPlease, Master,ò I 

said. ñUse the device, the translator. You cannot expect me to understand you.ò 

 

I fought not to understand, for I thought I could not, or should not, 

understand, and perhaps I did not want to understand, and perhaps I would refuse 

to understand, and then, to my astonishment, it occurred to me that I h ad 

understood.  

 

I looked up at him, in amazement.  

 



He had said that he was Grendel, high Kur, once from the world of Agamemnon, 

Eleventh Face of the Nameless One, self - exiled from his world, that he might 

accompany and guard a woman, the Lady Bina, onc e, too, of that world.  

 

ñYou understand,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

To be sure, I understood very little of what had been said.  

 

ñMost of my kind, if I have a kind,ò he said, ñcannot articulate Gorean, or 

well, certainly not without a trans lator. My throat is different, and my tongue, 

a little. There are reasons for this, which need not concern you. I can make 

myself understood in Gorean, if you will make the necessary adjustments. It is 

hard, at first, easy later.ò 

 

ñAgamemnon,ò I said, ñwas an ancient king, on Earth.ò 

 

ñThat is not his name, of course,ò said the beast, ñbut you could not pronounce 

his name. óAgamemnonô seemed a suitable substitute for the true name. It was 

suggested by humans, for some reason. They wanted, or needed, so me name, it 

seems. Similarly, you cannot pronounce my true name. But I am called Grendel. 

That name, too, was invented by humans. I gather it is the name of a monster, a 

grotesque anomaly, a lonely thing of bogs, and marshes and wildernesses, 

unpleasant to  look upon, hated and feared, perhaps the result of an experiment 

which turned out badly, so that seems appropriate.ò 

 

ñI am a slave,ò I said. 

 

It occurred to me an instant later that I might have claimed to be a free woman, 

and thus, suitably, to be f reed. Might I have confused or deluded him? Would he 

even understand these things? I would not have dared such a stratagem with a 

native Gorean, of course, even in my terror, for fear of the frightful 

consequences attendant on being discovered in such a de ception.  

 

I did not want to live the rest of my life in ankle chains, my throat locked in 

a high collar, of weighty iron, with points.  

 

How one would long then for a common collar, and the simple exposure of a common 

tunic!  

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

But of  course I was a slave, and must be understood as such by the beast. I wore 

no collar, true, for the collar of the gambling house had been removed, but the 

slave mark was in my thigh, small, lovely, obvious, unmistakable. Too, I had 

been purchased. And I ha d been bound, and leashed, as a slave.  

 

There was no doubt as to what the former Allison Ashton - Baker now was. She was 

slave.  

 

ñSell me, sell me!ò I said. 

 

Again the lips moved back a bit, about the fangs.  

 

ñPlease do not eat me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñI do not eat human,ò it said. 

 

I caught my breath. I shuddered with relief.  

 



Was he telling the truth?  

 

The mien of the beast, the size, the fangs, the eyes, set forward in the head, 

suggested the carnivore.  

 

It reached down and scooped me up, g ently, in its arms.  

 

I felt very small within them.  

 

ñPlease sell me,ò I begged. 

 

ñI do not own you,ò it said. 

 

I twisted, helpless, in the bonds.  

 

ñLie still,ò it said. 

 

I supposed that she spoken of as the Lady Bina owned me. Had she bought m e for 

another, I wondered. Had she bought me for the beast?  

 

Had I been bought as food for it, cheap food?  

 

ñBe still,ò it said. 

 

I then lay quietly, enfolded in its mighty arms, miserable, and it moved 

swiftly, but warily, along the dark street.  

 

Once a fellow appeared, a shadow, in a doorway, but was greeted with so sudden, 

and fierce, a snarl, that he quickly withdrew.  

 

I think I was as frightened as the fellow in the doorway, who withdrew so 

quickly, so silently, a shadow vanishing back amongs t other shadows.  

 

It was I, after all, goods, who was within the arms of the beast.  

 

We continued on, for better than several Ehn.  

 

I realized, as our journey continued, that I was being carried as a free woman 

is carried. The slave is commonly carri ed over the left shoulder, head to the 

rear, steadied by the bearerôs left arm. In this way the slave may not see where 

she is being taken, what lies before her bearer, and, too, she may understand 

herself as goods, so carried, as much so as a sack of suls , a roll of matting, a 

crate of larmas, a bundle of tur -pah. In this way, too, her bearerôs right arm 

is free.  

 

I realized I had spoken, and more than once, without permission.  

 

I had not been punished for this, nor even warned of so untoward an 

indisc retion, so culpable a presumption.  

 

Too, I was being carried as a free woman.  

 

I was reasonably sure that the Lady Bina, from her accent, was not of Ar, and 

from her demeanor, perhaps not of Gor itself. I suspected that I, in my 

ignorance, might be as much informed as she of Gorean ways and culture. Too, the 

beast, I suspected, was not of Gor. He did not even understand, I gathered, how 

a slave was to be carried. Thus, he might not understand many things about the 

treatment of slaves. This I might turn to my advantage. But he had tied me as a 

slave, and well. Too, had he not spoken of another world? I suspected then that 

not only the beast but the strikingly beautiful Lady Bina herself might derive 

from such a world. She, I was sure, was human, quite hum an. I did not understand 



the nature of the beast. It was a form of life, a fearful form of life, with 

which I was hitherto unacquainted.  

 

I lay as quietly as possible in the arms of the beast, being carried through the 

dark streets.  

 

My hopes of acquir ing a suitable master had been muchly dashed after the burning 

of the gambling house, and my translation, with that of my chain sisters, to the 

Tarsk Market. What suitable master would have recourse to such a market for a 

slave? One would hope to find ther e, if slaves at all, only pot girls, kettle -

and- mat girls, she - tarsks, so to speak. I certainly did not consider myself a 

she - tarsk. I had been popular enough, and as a slave, in the gambling house. Its 

patrons had not found the former Allison Ashton - Baker , barefoot, collared, 

briefly and seductively tunicked, remiss as, or displeasing as, a slave. And how 

she had enjoyed the eyes of the men upon her, well understanding such appraisals 

as evidence of her value! The free woman is doubtless priceless, but the  slave 

has an actual value, what men are willing to pay for her. My thoughts of a 

master had varied from time to time. Sometimes it seemed to me that I would like 

a weak master whom I might control, manage, and manipulate, rather as a typical 

female compan ion on my native world was accustomed, given the culture in 

question, to control, manage, and manipulate their male companions, rather to 

the unhappiness, distress, and frustration of both. Would it not be pleasant to 

be owned by a weak man, with whom one would be sure of having oneôs own way? To 

be sure, one must be careful. I would be in his collar, and there would be a 

whip on its peg. But I thought, rather, I must be a true slave, as I wanted a 

true man, one who would lust after me with power, who would  be satisfied with 

nothing less than owning me, wholly, one who would be to my slave a master, one 

who would have me kneel before him, naked and collared, perhaps chained, my head 

to his feet, one who would own me, unequivocally. I wanted to be his, his 

pr operty, a helpless object, goods, possessed by him, in all the fullness of 

law, in all the fullness of culture, in all the fullness of nature. I supposed 

then that I must be in my heart a slave, one radically female, and needful. To 

such a man I would have  no choice but to submit, and wholly, and to such a man I 

longed to submit, and wholly. It was in the collar of such a man I wanted to be; 

it was the collar of such a man I longed to wear. It was the touch of such a man 

which would make me weak and helples s, a yielding, submitted slave. It was the 

touch of such a man which would set me afire. It was the touch of such a man for 

which I would beg. But, alas, how can oneôs slave be satisfied, as in the lament 

of so many women of my world, where one has no mast er?  

 

I was confident that I might exploit the ignorance, the weakness, of those 

unfamiliar with the nature of Gor.  

 

Could I not win for myself, with a smile, a tear, a word, a frown, an easy life?  

 

But I was unsure of these things, for much here seem ed paradoxical, the nature 

of she who had bargained for me, and bought me, and the nature of he who was her 

agent, and had claimed me in her behalf.  

 

I was being carried with all the gentleness and courtesy of a free woman.  

 

Had I not seen free women s tanding as though forlorn before tiny lakes of 

drainage water and mud at intersections, until a suitable male approached, alert 

to her seeming distress, to whom she granted the daring privilege of carrying 

her to safety on the other side of the street? I s upposed he knew what was 

occurring. I hoped so. There is a timing in such matters. Sometimes one had to 

circle a block in order to strand oneself opportunely.  

 

Yet, though I was carried in dignity, as though I might be free, I was tightly, 

helplessly bou nd, bound as a slave.  

 



I was a slave.  

 

Would I be freed?  

 

That seemed unlikely to me. There is a Gorean saying that only a fool frees a 

slave girl, and I suppose it is true. What man does not want a slave? Even on my 

native world I was sure that the men and boys I knew would not have minded in 

the least owning me. That sort of thing had been clear enough in the party on 

Earth, where they had looked delightedly and unabashedly on the collar on my 

neck, and my half - naked limbs.  

 

I supposed they though t, how pleasant it would be to own Allison Ashton - Baker. 

What shall I name her?  

 

Too, I had gathered, during my sale, that the Lady Bina had wished to reassure 

herself that I might be of interest to men.  

 

I did not understand that.  

 

Was a coin box to  be chained about my neck and I would be sent into the streets? 

Was I to be put at the disposal of guests when I had finished serving a supper? 

Was I to be rented out?  

 

To be sure, it is not unusual for a free woman to want her serving slaves to be 

attra ctive to men. A double cruelty is involved in this. In this way, by denying 

her girls the arms of masters she frustrates them, which pleases her, as she 

hates slave girls, and she also, in a way, punishes, or thinks she punishes, 

men, to whom she denies he r girls, for their interest in slaves, which interest 

she, as a free woman, resents.  

 

How could one care for a slave when a free woman was present?  

 

But how could one care for a free woman, when a slave was present?  

 

But how, I asked myself, could I now be of interest to men, given the work of 

the razor of Petranos?  

 

ñWe are here,ò said the beast. 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

One commonly irons, as one launders, on oneôs knees. This is, of course, not 

different from the usual custom of free women, those of  the lower castes. One of 

the things about your world which I found striking was the paucity of clutter 

and furniture in your dwellings. You do much with mats, cushions, and low 

tables, about which men will usually sit cross - legged, and women kneel. Wherea s 

chairs, benches, and higher tables are familiar to you, as in the public eating 

houses, and common in the north, such things are much more common on my former 

world. There, almost anyone may sit upon a chair, whereas here, particularly in 

private dwellin gs, such an ensconcement is often reserved for individuals of 

status or importance. And certainly a slave would much fear to take a place on a 

chair, or, say, on a supper couch. It is not for such as we. Much storage is 

done in chests, kept at the edges of  a room. Perhaps things are different in 

wealthier domiciles, with their larger kitchens and pantries, their walls, the 

interior colonnades, the fountains, and gardens, the rooms opening onto them, 

and such. I glimpsed something of that, once, when a porta l had been briefly 

opened. From the outside, of course, little of luxury is suggested. Much seems 



drab, and plain, heavy, even forbidding. Sometimes bills are posted on the 

exterior walls, as though in public places.  

 

I finished folding the sheets.  

 

The Lady Bina had rented the upper - floor of a small, two - floor, common - wall 

house on Emerald. The front of the first floor, facing the street, was the shop 

of a pottery merchant, Epicrates, who, with his family, lived in the rear. His 

companion, Delia, like himself, could read. This is common amongst the 

Merchants. Indeed, thanks to her instruction, and a handful of coins, 

distributed over a few days, the Lady Bina was now passably literate. Certainly 

she could now manage the public boards and, I gathered, ty pical scrolls. She was 

apparently an apt pupil. Indeed, I gathered she could already read better than 

many allegedly literate Goreans. I had no doubt that my Mistress was not only 

extremely beautiful, but extremely intelligent, as well. She was very quick,  and 

very ambitious. I was unclear as to her background, as much, or more, than that 

of the beast. It was almost as though she had never been taught, or socialized. 

There was something about her which, for all her intelligence, suggested the 

innocence of t he animal, something wild and unconstrained, something immediate, 

direct, and untutored. As nearly as I could tell she was unencumbered by 

restraints or scruples. What she might want she would see to it, if possible, 

that she would have. In that small, bea utiful body, slightly smaller than mine, 

there was a nature innocently prudential, vain, self - centered, independent, and 

calculating. I did not understand her. How had she been raised, or, in a sense, 

had she been raised at all? In her way she seemed as un settlingly innocent, and 

as impatient, occasionally nasty, and possibly dangerous, if crossed, as an urt, 

or a small, lovely she - sleen. Oddly, I suspected more of humanity, or a sort of 

humanity, in the beast. It had, for example, or at least seemed to hav e, a sense 

of duty, of loyalty, of honesty, of honor. I recalled how my ankles had been 

bound outside the Tarsk Market. They had been fastened together with warrior 

knots. Might it be, somehow, familiar with the scarlet codes?  

 

The beast had informed me that it was self - exiled, and had accompanied the Lady 

Bina to this world, from their former world, as a guard. I had, however, never 

noted coins passed between them. Guard he might be, but I did not think him a 

guard in any normal sense. Why, I wondered, h ad he left his own world, truly, 

and with her? It did not seem she owned him, or he her. Had he been outlawed, 

had he fled? What was his relationship, truly, to the Lady Bina? Had others 

banished him, denying him bread, fire, and salt? Was it substantially  a 

coincidence that they were together, merely fellow expatriates? I did not think 

so. How had they come here? There must have been a ship. Indeed, how had I come 

here? There must have been a ship. The translator I had seen suggested a 

sophisticated techno logy. Yet here, on this world, I had seen little that would 

suggest such things. There were mysteries, apparently. And there were the 

mysterious Sardar Mountains, within which, supposedly, resided the gods of Gor, 

called Priest - Kings. It seemed a primitive  world, but I, and others, had been 

brought here, and there was the translator.  

 

The beast, in all things, save those in which her safety or health might be 

jeopardized, would give way to the Lady Bina. She was, of course, a free woman. 

Sometimes she wou ld stamp her small foot, and pout, in annoyance, but he would 

be adamant, as a rock, if he feared for her welfare. He would even, with all his 

size and might, accept abuse at her hands, patiently, unflinchingly. I had seen 

her, in frustration, strike him, again and again, but he would make no effort to 

protect himself, or fend her away. I myself would have been afraid to lift my 

hand to him, lest it be bitten off. I had been purchased, obviously, at least in 

part, for the work of a female slave, that I migh t labor on behalf of my 

mistress, keep the domicile, clean and launder, purchase, prepare, and cook 

food, as I might, fetch and carry, in particular bringing water from the 

fountains, run errands, indulge her whims, tend to her wants, accompany her, 

head d own, in the streets, and such. I did not care for the slavery, as I was a 



female slave, and had no master. It is one thing to perform such tasks for a 

master, knowing that even in small things I was serving him, each task then 

being subtly imbued with subm ission and sexuality, for a womanôs sexuality is 

subtle, warm, profound, and pervasive, and another to perform them for a woman. 

To the slave, shining the masterôs boots can be a sexual experience, serving 

him, and being so close to something he has touche d. How privileged is a slave 

to be permitted to kneel before such a man, put down her head, and lick and kiss 

his feet! How she hopes to please him! She will fondle the chain that fastens 

her to the foot of his couch. She is his. May he never sell her! But  I had no 

master.  

 

Lady Bina, I gathered, was proceeding splendidly in her literacy. She could now 

print, in the odd Gorean fashion, ñas the bosk plows,ò where the first line 

proceeds from left to right, the second from right to left, and so on. I did no t 

know if the beast could read or not. Certainly it was not taking lessons from 

the companion of Epicrates. Few instructors, I supposed, would welcome so 

terrifying a pupil. I could not read, of course, not even my own collar. It 

said, I was told, ñI belong to the Lady Bina, of Emerald Street, of the house of 

Epicrates.ò Slaves are seldom taught to read. On the other hand, many are 

literate, as free women, particularly of the higher castes, are commonly 

literate. Free women of the upper castes, taken in war , and such, exposed on the 

block, often bring nice prices. Gorean men enjoy having former free women, 

particularly those who were formerly rich, or of the higher castes, in their 

collars. It is probably difficult for one of my former world to understand th e 

awesome dignity and importance, the social and cultural status, of the Gorean 

free woman, for she possesses a Home Stone, a status incomparably far above that 

of the usual free woman of my former world. Accordingly, it would be difficult 

for one of my fo rmer world to understand the cataclysmic reversal of fortune 

involved should such a creature, formerly so powerful, exalted, and revered, 

suddenly find herself stripped and collared, a caught beast, helpless at a 

strangerôs feet. No longer is she a manôs equal, or superior, the haughty, 

protected possessor of a Home Stone, but a masterôs property. But in time, they, 

too, lick and kiss the whip lovingly, for they, too, are women.  

 

There is a common Gorean saying that curiosity is not becoming in a kajira. 

Certainly few things help us to keep our condition as clearly in mind as our 

being kept in ignorance. Why should we be informed? We are slaves. Would you 

speak to your kaiila or sleen about prospects, plans, projects, and such? I 

think the masters enjoy ou r frustration. We want so much to know, and feel so 

keenly our deprivation! How we wheedle, how we lie about the ankles of our 

masters and beg to be informed! But often our entreaties are greeted with 

laughter, and a foot may spurn us to the side. Is it no t another way to remind 

us that we are in our collars? So, obviously, keeping a slave illiterate helps 

to keep her in ignorance. I am, incidentally, highly literate in my own first 

language, but here, I am only another ignorant slave girl, as it pleases ma sters 

I should be. One advantage to having a slave who cannot read is that one may use 

the girl to carry messages amongst friends or associates, messages which she 

cannot read. She does not even know if the message pertains to herself or not. 

More than one  girl has been so delivered to a new master. A message might read, 

ñHere is Lana, whom I sold to you yesterday evening. Put her at your ring, that 

she may know she is now yours.ò A literate slave may deliver messages placed in 

a small leather tube, tied by  a string about her collar. Her hands are thonged, 

or braceleted, behind her back. In this way she will be as ignorant of the 

messageôs content as an illiterate slave. Messages of great importance, such as 

might be transmitted between armies, or cities, ar e carried by free persons, and 

are sealed with wax, bearing the imprint of a signet ring. In this way one is 

assured of the sender, and, if the seal is unbroken, of the security of the 

message.  

 

As the sheets were now folded, and readied for delivery, I put the kerchief 

about my head.  



 

It had been some weeks now since my purchase from the Tarsk Market. I was still 

terribly sensitive as to my appearance, following the work of the razor of 

Petranos. The hair that had been shorn from me had been discarded.  That was from 

the soiling in the tarsk cage, lying on the straw, sleeping there, and such. The 

most common reason slaves are shorn is for punishment or cleanliness, or both. 

For example, slaves who work in the tharlarion stables are often shorn, and the 

girls in the mills, too. Too, when girls are put on slave ships, chained in 

their wire cages on tiered shelves in a hold, they are commonly shorn, and 

depilated, completely, to reduce the infestations of ship lice. The shorn hair 

is often utilized for catap ult cordage, as it is much more resilient, and 

dampness resistant, than common cordage. Too, there are rumors that some shorn 

hair, taken from slaves, is used for wigs and falls, for free women. Naturally 

the hair is certified as having been that of other free women.  

 

I did not think I was all that unattractive, as long as the kerchief was on me.  

 

Interestingly, the Lady Bina was, in many ways, rather different from the 

typical Gorean free woman. She had observed other free women, with serving 

slaves, a nd so she had me heel her, at the proper distance, on the left, 

appropriately, head down, but she was not at all strict about my looking about, 

and I frequently did so. Might I not be of interest to a master, and might not 

one or another of the fellows abo ut inquire of the Lady Bina, sooner or later, 

what she might be willing to take for her kerchiefed girl? My tunic was 

certainly not that of a pleasure slave, a paga girl, or such, or even a tower 

slave, but, too, it was not as calculatedly concealing as th e common tunic of a 

serving slave. On the other hand, I had seen more than one serving slave, in 

such a tunic, unseen by her mistress, move in such a way that a passing fellow 

would be in no doubt that within that tunic there was a slave.  

 

Once, before w e were to exit the domicile, Lady Bina instructed me to hitch up 

the tunic a bit.  

 

ñAre you beautiful, Allison?ò she asked. 

 

ñA little, perhaps,ò I said. 

 

ñLet us see more of your legs,ò she said. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñThey are a little thin, are they not?ò she asked. 

 

ñI do not think so,ò I said. 

 

ñShow more of them,ò she said. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñGood,ò she said. ñI may have use for your beauty.ò 

 

ñMistress?ò I said, uneasily. 

 

ñFor men,ò she said. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said.  

 

ñCome along,ò she said. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 



As it was daylight the beast did not accompany us. It seldom went out until 

darkness.  

 

One reason I had been purchased, I gathered, was to have a companion for the 

Lady Bina when she left t he house.  

 

We were in the Sul Market one afternoon.  

 

ñAllison,ò said the Lady Bina, ñare you attractive to men?ò 

 

ñI think so, Mistress,ò I said, ña little, sometimes, perhaps.ò 

 

To be sure, I thought myself quite attractive. Had I not been one of the most 

beautiful girls in the sorority, a sorority in which membership, clearly, was 

not unrelated to beauty? And now, of course, I was enslaved, and slavery much 

enhances the beauty of a woman. Collared and slave - clad what woman would not be 

beautiful? And there is the meaning and nature of the condition which in itself 

enhances the beauty of a woman a thousandfold, for she is then slave.  

 

To be sure, not every woman is attractive, or particularly attractive, to every 

man. Too, of course, not every wom an who yearns to be at the feet of a man 

yearns to be at the feet of every man. A woman who might plead for the collar of 

one man might tremble at being placed in the collar of another.  

 

ñDo you like being attractive to men?ò she asked. 

 

ñMust I answer, Mistress?ò I said. 

 

ñCertainly,ò she said, ñand remember that you are a slave.ò 

 

Slaves may not lie.  

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I whispered. 

 

Every woman likes to be attractive to men. Even women who hate men like to be 

attractive to them, if only to humi liate and torture them. In the college I had 

taken great pleasure in my attractiveness to boys and men, even those I held in 

contempt. Now, I realized, such might own me.  

 

An important aspect of a slaveôs life is closely associated with her 

attractivenes s to men. The quality of her life is muchly affected by her 

desirability. How will she be fed, clothed, treated? Who will buy her? Must she 

compete with other slaves for the attention of the master? It is no wonder the 

slave strives to make herself excitin g, attractive, and desirable, and as a 

slave. It is no wonder she strives to be pleasing to her master.  

 

Too, it is not unknown for the slave to discover, sooner or later, perhaps to 

her trepidation, that she loves the man whose chain she wears.  

 

Let h er hope then that she will not find herself hooded and returned to a 

market.  

 

ñI would make test of your attractiveness to men,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñMistress?ò I said, puzzled. 

 

ñIt is one thing for which you were purchased,ò she said. 

 

ñThere are no men in the house,ò I said. 

 

ñThere are many here, in the market,ò she said, ñlarge men, strong men.ò 



 

ñMistress?ò I said, frightened. 

 

ñHave you had what they call Slave Wine?ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said, ñin the house of Tenalion.ò 

 

ñI shall give you ten Ehn,ò she said. 

 

ñMy head was shaved!ò I said. 

 

ñYou now have less than ten Ehn,ò she said. 

 

ñSurely Mistress jests,ò I said. 

 

ñYou were purchased for twenty copper tarsks,ò she said. ñI am sure, now that 

you are cleaned up, and such, I could get at least twenty - five for you, if I 

sold you to a butcher, for sleen feed.ò 

 

ñSurely Mistress would not do so,ò I said. 

 

ñI could then purchase another girl, perhaps again at the Tarsk Market, one more 

attractive,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not want to die,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are a slave,ò she said. ñYou are supposed to want sex, even need it.ò 

 

ñPlease, Mistress!ò I protested. 

 

Certainly I had felt uneasiness, and, from time to time, after I had been 

collared, I had felt it acutely.  

 

But, from the lingering effects of my Earth conditioning, and my newness to the 

state of bondage, I was not yet the helpless victim of the raging slave fires 

which so frequently tormented and dominated the bellies and bodies of many 

slaves.  

 

Had I been I would hav e begged on my knees, or belly, for sex.  

 

ñSomething like nine Ehn now,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñPlease, no!ò I cried. 

 

The blue eyes of the Lady Bina regarded me, over the street veil, seemingly 

pleasantly, seemingly impassively. I did not sense that she was angry, or cruel. 

Again the mystery of her background alarmed me.  

 

I cried out in misery and fled away, a few yards, and put myself to my knees 

before a stallsman.  

 

I put down my head and pressed my lips to his sandals. ñI am a slave vessel for 

your pleasure!ò I said. ñI am docile. I will be obedient. I am sure your touch 

would heat me, and well!ò 

 

ñAre you mad?ò he said. 

 

ñNo, Master!ò I said. ñI beg use!ò 

 

ñHere?ò he laughed. 

 



ñAnywhere,ò I said. ñBut soon, soon!ò 

 

ñWhere is your coin box, your pan?ò he asked. 

 

ñI have none!ò I said. 

 

ñWhat do you want?ò he said. 

 

ñA copper tarsk!ò I said. I thought it well to say something, that I might be 

more believable.  

 

He laughed.  

 

ñA tarsk- bit, a tarsk -bit!ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñAnd how do I know you would give it to your master.ò 

 

ñI have no master,ò I said. 

 

He regarded my tunic. ñYou are a womanôs serving slave?ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master!ò I said. 

 

ñNo coin, no coin, nothing!ò I said. 

 

ñOn your way,ò he said. ñI am selling.ò 

 

ñMaster!ò I begged. 

 

He then pushed me with his foot to the stones, and turned to a customer, a free 

woman. 

 

ñHow disgusting,ò said the free woman. 

 

The stallsman shrugged. ñShe is a slave,ò he said. 

 

I looked back, to where the Lady Bina was watching.  

 

I then leapt up, and looked wildly about.  

 

I next approached a fellow of the Leather Workers, or so I supposed, for he had 

several loops of harness slung about his shoulders. I barely noticed that 

several of harnesses slung about his sho ulders were slave harness, a form of 

ingenious harnessing in which a slave might be variously, pleasingly, 

constrained and exhibited. In such fastenings, easily and conveniently applied, 

attractive and adjustable, a slave is well apprised of her bondage, a s would be 

any who might care to look upon her.  

 

ñPlease, Master!ò I begged. 

 

ñWhy are you wearing a kerchief?ò he asked. 

 

Tears sprang to my eyes, and he jerked it away. I heard men laugh. I put down my 

head, shamed.  

 

When I looked up, he had gone .  

 

Quickly I put the kerchief once more about my head.  

 

ñA mill girl,ò I heard a fellow say. 

 



ñShe has a serving-slave tunic,ò said another. 

 

ñProbably she looked at a man,ò speculated another. 

 

There was more laughter.  

 

I had no better fortune  with two others.  

 

I rushed back to my Mistress, and knelt and wept, ñNo one wants me! I am shorn! 

I am shorn!ò 

 

ñI am disappointed, Allison,ò said the Lady Bina. ñIt seems to me that you would 

be of interest to men, not that I am a likely judge in suc h matters.ò 

 

ñI am sure I could be of interest, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñI am sure some would find you of interest, Allison,ò she said. 

 

ñYes Mistress!ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps sleen,ò she said. ñWould you like to be thrown, naked and bound, into a 

sunken sl een cage?ò 

 

ñNo, Mistress!ò I said. 

 

ñFive Ehn,ò she said. 

 

I rose up, again, and ran a few feet away. I tried to tear the collar from my 

neck. It read, ñI belong to the Lady Bina, of Emerald Street, of the house of 

Epicrates.ò It was locked on my neck.  

 

I did not want to die!  

 

ñFour Ehn, Allison,ò called the Lady Bina. 

 

Then I straightened by body, and, carefully adjusted the collar on my neck, the 

lock directly at the back. Too, I adjusted the kerchief. I put back my 

shoulders. I recalled my i nstructresses from the house of Tenalion. ñRemember,ò 

they had told me, ñyou are a female slave, and the female slave is the most 

helpless, vulnerable, exciting, and desirable of all women.ò I put up my head, 

and walked, unhurriedly, in the measured saunte r of the slave, proud of her 

collar, and proud of her womanhood, and well demonstrating it, toward the 

buildings at the edge of the market. Thus I could be pinned against them. Thus I 

would have nowhere to run. In its way was this not an invitation? Might it not 

suggest to someone a convenience, an opportunity? I recalled how the 

instructresses had drilled me in that gait, at once arrogant, vulnerable, and 

ready, a gait that said, in effect, ñI am a slave, what will you make of that, 

Masters?ò When they were satisfied, they had invited two guards into one of the 

large training rooms. In this exercise I had been permitted a house tunic. One 

must learn to wear, and move well within, tunics, camisks, gowns, slave strips, 

ta -teeras, and such, of various sorts. ñWalk,ò had said the leader of the 

instructresses, ñwalk, Allison, in the third walk of the slave.ò 

 

There are, of course, a repertory of behaviors, walks, postures, prostrations, 

obeisances, and such, with which a slave is trained.  

 

They are, after all , intended to be sold as dreams of pleasure to men.  

 

ñAii!ò had cried one of the fellows, leaping up. 

 



In a moment I had been seized by both. I struggled in their arms. I felt myself 

being lifted from the floor.  

 

ñNo, no!ò laughed the chief instructress. ñShe is white- silk, white -silk!ò 

 

I was much shaken by this experience, but I had learned something of the power 

of the slave, for she is not without her power.  

 

The two guards left, disgruntled. Doubtless they felt cheated. I am sure they 

made th e instructresses pay later in the ñcoin of the furs,ò not that the 

instructresses would much mind that. Indeed, I suspected I might have 

unwittingly figured in their plans.  

 

ñDisgusting slut, disgusting, half-naked slut!ò hissed a free woman. At least 

sh e did not order me to kneel, to be beaten. They so hate us! Or so envy us? She 

was then away, somewhere. Actually, I was not really half - naked, as many men put 

their slaves into the streets, but reasonably modestly garbed, as I wore the 

tunic of a womanôs serving slave, to be sure, one rather more revealing than 

most.  

 

I walked at the edge of the market, the walls of buildings to my right.  

 

I had been told that larls stalking tabuk would sometimes delay their charge 

until their prey grazed beside a clif f, a wall of stone, a dense thicket. 

Indeed, sometimes they would herd, and drive, their prey against such barriers.  

 

It was not so strange then that tabuk commonly grazed in open, or lightly 

wooded, areas.  

 

The walls were at my right, at my right shou lder.  

 

I gave as little evidence as I could of my fear.  

 

I did not know how many Ehn might be left, perhaps two, perhaps three?  

 

Suddenly an arm, abruptly, startling me, blocked my way, the palm of its hand on 

the side of the building.  

 

ñServing slave,ò pronounced a voice, a harsh, masculine voice. The arm before 

me, and the hand, were large.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said, stopped. 

 

ñWhere is your Mistress?ò asked the man. 

 

ñSomewhere,ò I said. 

 

ñYou do not walk like a serving slave,ò he said. 

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAre you running away?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master!ò I said, frightened. 

 

I was well aware there was no escape for the Gorean slave girl.  

 

ñBut you have slipped away,ò he said. 

 

ñPerhaps, Master,ò I said. 

 



He removed his ha nd from the wall, so it no longer blocked my passage. But he 

now stood before me. I did not try to move about him, or turn, or run away. I 

was a slave.  

 

He pulled off the kerchief, and freed it of its knot.  

 

ñI see this is not the first time you have slipped away,ò he said. 

 

I did not respond to him. I let him think that my shearing was a punishment 

shearing, perhaps from some indiscretion, for which a womanôs serving slave 

might be punished.  

 

ñPerhaps,ò he said, ñyou were also well lashed.ò 

 

ñPerhaps, Master,ò I said. 

 

My kerchief dangled in his right hand.  

 

ñTurn about,ò he said, ñand place your hands, crossed, behind your back.ò 

 

ñMaster!ò I protested. 

 

ñNow,ò he said. 

 

My hands were then tied behind my back. He tied them tightly.  

 

ñKneel down, and put your head to the stones,ò he said. 

 

I obeyed, a slave, but I expected my Mistress, at any moment, to intervene.  

 

Surely she was about!  

 

ñAii!ò I cried, startled. ñOh, please, oh!ò Then I cried, ñMaster! Master!ò 

 

He then turned me about, and tore my tunic down, to the waist.  

 

I was then thrown forward, on the stones.  

 

ñIs this your slave?ò asked the man. 

 

I looked up, from my belly.  

 

ñYes,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñI return her to you, for the lashing she deserves,ò he said.  

 

I gathered the fellow had a righteous, proper streak. I was, after all, a 

womanôs serving slave. 

 

ñDid you find her attractive?ò asked the Lady Bina. 

 

ñWhat?ò he asked. 

 

ñDid you find her attractive?ò asked the Lady Bina. ñCould you conceive of men 

wanting her? Willing to buy her? Do you find her well shaped? Did she squirm 

well?ò 

 

I kept my head down. I had been given little opportunity to squirm.  

 

ñWhat are you asking me?ò he asked. 

 



ñYou are a man,ò she said. ñI am asking for your assessment of the girl.ò 

 

ñShe was made for the collar,ò he said. 

 

ñGood,ò she said. 

 

ñBut she is to be as a womanôs serving slave, is she not?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo matter,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò he said. 

 

ñShe is a barbarian,ò said the Lady Bina. ñDoes that dismay you, or give you 

pause?ò 

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñBarbarians make excellent slaves.ò 

 

ñGood,ò she said. 

 

ñThey kick and juice as well as any other woman,ò he said. ñForgive me, Lady, as 

well as any other slave.ò 

 

ñOf course,ò she said. ñI now bid you good-day.ò 

 

ñMay Tor- tu -Gor warm you,ò said the man. 

 

ñThank you,ò she said. ñCome along, Allison.ò 

 

ñMy tunic, Mistress,ò I said, ñand I am bound.ò 

 

ñNo matter,ò she said, ñcome along.ò 

 

So I followed her through the market, m y head down, until we reached a stall, 

where the Lady Bina, I standing beside her, bargained for a stone of suls. It 

was late in the day, and the prices tend to be lower at such a time.  

 

ñI will need you,ò she said, ñto carry the suls.ò 

 

She looked abo ut. ñYou,ò she said to a tall, strapping fellow, in the gray and 

black of the Metal Workers, ñuntie this slave.ò 

 

He came to stand before me, and I felt his eyes, Gorean eyes, peruse me. I 

lifted my head, and turned away, angered. He looked at me as thou gh I might have 

been on a block.  

 

ñYou are in the presence of a free man,ò he said. ñGet on your knees.ò 

 

I suppose few women of Earth had heard such commands, but, hearing them, and in 

such a tone, I expect there would be few who would not obey.  

 

I,  collared, a slave, knelt immediately, frightened.  

 

I looked up at him, from my knees, and our eyes met. I suddenly had the strange 

feeling that I was kneeling before my master.  

 

I turned aside my head, no longer daring to look into his eyes.  

 

Was I before my master?  

 

ñUntie her,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 



ñI do not free slaves,ò he said. ñI bind them.ò 

 

Then he turned away.  

 

I sensed he was a master who would well know what to do with a slave.  

 

ñYou,ò said the Lady Bina to the stallsman. ñUntie her.ò 

 

He looked at her.  

 

ñThe knots are tight,ò said the Lady Bina. ñI am a woman, with only a womanôs 

strength.ò 

 

ñSurely,ò said the stallsman, and freed my hands. 

 

I rose to my feet, and tied up, as I could, the torn tunic, and replaced the 

kerc hief. I then, carrying the suls, heeled my Mistress from the market.  

 

ñMay I speak?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. ñYou have, as of now, a standing permission to speak.ò 

 

ñThank you, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñSo speak,ò she said. 

 

ñIs Mistress pleased?ò I asked.  

 

ñYou may put that differently,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñIs Mistress pleased with Allison?ò I asked. I feared that the Mistress was 

learning more of Gor each day, perhaps, in part, from Delia, the companion of 

Epicrates.  

 

ñYes,ò she said, ñI am pleased. I think you did very well, Allison. I am quite 

pleased. I think you will do very nicely.ò 

 

I was not clear as to Mistressô intentions. 

 

I followed behind her, carrying the suls.  

 

I could not forget the Metal Worker, who ordered me to his f eet. I thought I had 

seen him before, and more than once.  

 

How strange had been the moment when our eyes had met.  

 

Could I be, I wondered, his slave?  

 

I was sure that, in his collar, I would indeed be his slave, and might not any 

woman? 

 

In him I s ensed a strange sense of power. I had the feeling that if I knelt 

before him I would lift my wrists to him, closely together, that they might be 

braceleted. Was his the leash, I wondered, which belonged on my neck?  

 

How his eyes had roved me, my tunic ha lf gone from me! What a beast, and 

monster, he was! How I scorned him, the large, callous, appraising, imperious 

brute! What could a woman be to such a man but a slave! His collar would be well 

locked on a womanôs neck! How he had looked upon me as a mere object, and yet, I 

sensed, as an object which he might find of some interest, slave interest. How I 

loathed him!  



 

Then I dismissed these thoughts, for we had turned onto Emerald, and would soon 

be at the domicile.  

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

As the sheets were  now folded, and readied for delivery, I put the kerchief 

about my head.  

 

I then lifted the bundle, and held it on my head, steadying it with both hands.  

 

It was in this fashion that I had seen tunic - clad girls bearing burdens.  

 

It was my impression that my Mistress, and her guard, the beast, Grendel, had 

come to Gor, and, later, to Ar, with considerable resources, and might still 

retain an ample portion of these. These were in the form, I gathered, of jewels, 

in particular, rubies. I had accompanied the Lady Bina to the Street of Stones, 

actually a tiny district, only a few establishments, near the Street of Coins 

which, in effect, is itself not truly a street, but a district, where banking is 

done, credit extended, loans made, moneys changed, and suc h. In this ñStreet of 

Stonesò she had exchanged a single ruby, which she had earlier shown to me, 

proud of its size, cut, luster, and hue. ñThis would purchase ten or more of 

you,ò she said, ñeven if you were a silver-tarsk girl.ò ñYes, Mistress,ò I had 

sa id. I supposed it true, and that her estimate might well have been 

conservative. I do not know what she received for the stone, as I was not 

permitted in the shop. I must kneel outside, in the sun, head down, chained by 

the neck to a public slave ring. Suc h things are apparently common in Gorean 

cities, at least in the high cities, the tower cities, for the convenience of 

masters and mistresses. As slaves are animals it is easily understood that there 

are many places in which they are less than welcome. One  would scarcely, for 

example, bring a kaiila into a shop. In particular, slaves are not permitted 

within the precincts of temples, lest these edifices be considered defiled by 

their presence. A free person might seek sanctuary in a temple, but a slave 

migh t be killed, if found within one, after which the temple must be purified.  

 

I avoided, whenever possible, the bridges. This was usually possible as, in 

times of peace, one may enter most towers at the level of the street, and use 

the stairwells within th em, to gain access to the various levels, with their 

corridors, from which one might reach apartments, ranging from simple one - room 

cubicles to large, elegant suites. Laundering is done variously in the cities. 

Most cities have public laundries to which ga rments, sheets, linen, and such, 

may be taken, weighed, and washed, and, for an additional fee, ironed. On the 

other hand, the public laundries do not deliver. There are, in addition, public 

laundering troughs, which are divided into those reserved for fre e women and 

those accessible to slaves. Women of high caste seldom launder, but women of low 

caste often do. If a household contains a slave or slaves they will do the 

laundry, as well as other domestic tasks. Many lower - caste households do not 

contain sla ves. There are two primary reasons for this. Whereas slaves are 

abundant and cheap, it costs to keep them. Most obviously, they must be fed and, 

to some extent, clothed. Secondly, if the household is small, and a free 

companion is in the household, she may  not care to have a slave on the premises. 

For example, Delia, the companion of Epicrates, was such a woman. In the towers 

there are often ñtower slaves,ò most often owned by the management of the tower. 

These slaves will launder, amongst attending to othe r domestic duties, sweeping, 

dusting, polishing, cleaning, scrubbing, and such, but there is an additional 

charge for such services. Accordingly, some residents in the towers rent work 

slaves whose services, being more intermittent and casual, are less exp ensive. 



Advertisements for such may be found on certain of the public boards. It was 

through Delia that the Lady Bina was first apprised of such matters.  

 

It seemed important to the beast, and this did not much please the Lady Bina, 

who would surely have  preferred a suite in a lofty tower, and an opulent mode of 

life, that they should live obscurely and appear impoverished. I supposed the 

beastôs desire for privacy was easy enough to understand, given its unusual 

nature and appearance. In the streets it w ould surely be noted, watched, 

followed, called to the attention of guardsmen, and so on. It would no longer be 

possible to move freely. It might be subjected to ridicule, derision, and abuse. 

Too, it was scarcely the sort of thing to parade on the bridges  or keep in some 

exclusive residential tower. So, it was thus that it had taken up residence over 

a small shop on Emerald. Its existence, of course, was not entirely concealed 

from the world, as Delia and Epicrates were obviously aware of its presence, and  

it was occasionally seen in the streets, usually after dark. It was understood 

to be an unusual pet of the Lady Bina. Few understood it as a rational form of 

life. In some respects, despite its tendency to indulge the will of the Lady 

Bina, it ruled, and categorically, and the Lady Bina, however fretful and 

resentful, must abide by its will. Their housing was one such instance. The 

point of appearing impoverished was involved in this, as well, as the 

impoverished attract less attention and are less likely to be the target of 

aggression. Few thieves will rob where robbery seems pointless. It is a fool who 

dips his bucket in a dry well. To be sure, the Lady Bina did insist on raiment 

befitting a free woman of station. But the beast would seldom let her out at  

night, and, when he did, he was often in the vicinity, beside her, or following, 

sometimes lightly, stealthily, watchful, on the adjacent roofs.  

 

Goreans tend to be curious as to whence oneôs income is derived. If one has no 

obvious means of support sus picion is aroused. Few would suspect that the Lady 

Bina might have at her disposal a cache of rubies, or similar stones. And it 

would be well that such suspicions were not entertained, lest they provoke the 

interest of the unscrupulously acquisitive.  

 

In deed, I was not sure what resources the Lady Bina and the beast retained. Had 

the aforementioned ruby been their last? They had no new source of income of 

which I was aware, lest it might be from investments in the Street of Coins, but 

I knew of no such in vestments, and I suspected they would not wish their 

principal to be tethered to a particular location, nor, perhaps, would they care 

to have their wealth, if wealth they had, recognized.  

 

In any event, whether as a mere aspect of their disguise, or beca use the 

pittances of my earnings might actually be important to their economy, I found 

myself serving as a work slave, a laundering slave, several customers having 

been located on the public boards by Delia, companion of Epicrates. The 

inference to be draw n, correctly or not, was apparently that the Lady Bina was 

so tragically impecunious that it seemed advisable for her to take in laundry, 

by means, of course, of her slave, the girl, Allison. I was never permitted of 

course, to touch this money. Delia woul d collect coins from some customers, the 

richer ones, and others, the ones less well off, would deliver the coins to the 

shop of Epicrates.  

 

And so it came about that the former Allison Ashton - Baker, once of the upper 

classes of her world, once so superi or and haughty, once so special and 

important in her own eyes, once one of the beauties of an exclusive sorority, at 

one of her countryôs most selective and expensive schools, now tunicked and 

barefoot, carried laundry in Ar.  

 

I had at first rebelled at this suggestion.  

 

This had occurred after the incident of the Sul Market, that dealing with the 

Metal Worker. I was still smarting from that episode. I recalled my humiliation, 



my helpless fury, on my knees before him, put there by his words, half stripp ed 

and bound, and he one of lesser caste, only a Metal Worker! This may have 

motivated, at least in part, my transient, foolish recalcitrance. Did I think I 

was still Allison Ashton - Baker? Did I not know I was now a slave? I would be 

reminded. I would be l eft in no doubt. I would test my limits. I would be taught 

them.  

 

When I had first been brought to the house of Epicrates I suspected little more 

than the fact that the Lady Bina and the beast were not native to Gor. I thought 

this might constitute my op portunity for a manipulable, easy bondage. Certainly 

neither the beast nor the Lady Bina had treated me as I might have expected to 

be treated in a Gorean household, at least at first. For example, I had not been 

carried across the portal bound, thrown to the floor, and put under the whip. 

This is sometimes done to inform the slave that this is a household in which she 

is truly a slave, and must understand herself as such. Subsequently there is 

likely to be little doubt about the matter. And if doubts persi st, they may be 

quickly dispelled. I took this lapse, if lapse it be, on the part of the beast, 

as an indication of indulgence or weakness, or perhaps merely a lack of 

interest, and, on the part of the Lady Bina, to be a consequence of ignorance, 

of her la ck of familiarity with Gorean customs, and the attitudes and behaviors 

expected of a free woman. For all her petulance, pettiness, willfulness, vanity, 

and nastiness, she did not yet have the acculturated arrogance and sense of 

social power of the typical Gorean free woman. To be sure, she was highly 

intelligent and might be expected to learn such things. Delia, I am sure, would 

be an excellent tutor in such matters. She, like Epicrates, was of the 

Merchants, and the Merchants often take themselves as a hig h caste, though few 

others do. The five traditional high castes are the Initiates, the Scribes, the 

Builders, the Physicians, and the Warriors. Many would prefer not to count the 

Warriors as a high caste, but there are few who would openly deny their title  to 

the status, as they are armed.  

 

ñI do not do such things,ò I had told them, ñlaunder, and such.ò 

 

ñWhat?ò had asked the beast. 

 

ñGrendel?ò had said the Lady Bina, puzzled, turning to the beast. 

 

I was standing, facing them.  

 

ñI was an important person on my world,ò I said. ñI am not the sort of person 

who is set to such tasks.ò Then I straightened my body. ñYou must find another,ò 

I said.  

 

I would never have had the courage, or the stupidity, to speak so in a normal 

Gorean household.  

 

In s uch a household, I would have been only too aware of what I was.  

 

Before a man, for example, I would have knelt, head down, waiting to be 

commanded, hoping, at any cost, to be found pleasing.  

 

A bit of lip pulled back about a fang on the beastôs jaws. In this instance, it 

had an unpleasant look about it.  

 

I thought it best to kneel.  

 

ñWhat?ò said the beast. 

 

I lifted my head.  

 



ñI was an important person on my world,ò I said, falteringly. ñI am not the sort 

of person who is set to such tasks.ò 

 

From the throat of the beast their emanated a low sound, scarcely audible to me, 

though doubtless quite audible to the beast.  

 

It was not a pleasant sound.  

 

ñYou must find another,ò I said, boldly. 

 

Then I was frightened, for I suddenly feared that the beast, though only a 

beast, might be familiar with how slaves were to be treated. Why might he not 

know such things? He may have learned them from others, or another.  

 

I remembered then not the gentle graciousness with which I had been borne here 

fro m the Tarsk Market, carried nestled in its arms, as though I might have been 

a free woman, but remembered, rather, the perfection with which I had been 

bound, bound as a slave. And the knots had been warrior knots!  

 

I was scarcely aware of its movements so swift it was, and I felt myself seized 

up, lifted, in mighty paws, and I sensed nails within them, and heard a roar of 

rage, and I was flung a dozen feet across the room, striking into a wall. Then I 

was pulled back, by one foot, to the center of the ro om.  

 

I was on my belly.  

 

The beast, with its size and weight, knelt across my body.  

 

I was pinned to the floor.  

 

It leaned forward.  

 

ñDo not! Do not!ò I heard the Lady Bina scream. 

 

It was my first experience of the sudden rage of that form of life, a rage 

easily aroused, swift, unexpected, unpredictable, terrible and overwhelming, a 

rage almost impossible to subdue.  

 

I would learn later that it was the rage of the Kur.  

 

Whatever might be the nature of that body in it coursed the blood of th e Kur.  

 

I felt massive jaws close about my head. I felt the tongue, and saliva, of the 

beast, its hot breath.  

 

ñNo, no!ò screamed the Lady Bina. 

 

The jaws seemed to tremble. They tightened, relaxed, then tightened again. Had 

they closed my head would  have been bitten away.  

 

ñNo! Stop!ò screamed the Lady Bina. I sensed she was dragging at the fur on the 

beastôs back. 

 

I sensed a titanic struggle being waged within the beast.  

 

Then the jaws were removed from my head.  

 

ñGood, good,ò said the Lady Bina, soothingly.  

 

ñIt seems you do not know you are a slave, and are in need of discipline,ò said 

the beast.  



 

ñNo, no!ò I said. ñI am a slave. I am a slave, only a slave! I am not in need of 

discipline, Master! I will obey! I beg to obey!ò 

 

ñCord,ò said the beast to the Lady Bina.  

 

A Gorean male might have so spoken, calmly, one recognizing what must be done.  

 

Then, as I lay on my belly, helplessly, pinned down, I felt my wrists drawn up, 

over my head, behind me, and then, held, they were bound together.  

 

ñYou will beg on your belly,ò said the beast, ñfor the privilege of serving your 

Mistress, and other free persons, as they might please, in whatever manner they 

might please.ò 

 

ñI am on my belly, Master!ò I cried. ñI so beg! I so beg!ò 

 

My hands were still held up, bound, behind my head.  

 

He then rose up and drew me to my feet, and to the side of the room, where there 

was a slave ring fastened in the ceiling, some two or three feet in from the 

wall. I was then bound to the ring, my hands high over my head. I could barely 

reach the floor, with my toes.  

 

ñGo downstairs,ò said the beast to the Lady Bina. ñFetch a slave whip.ò 

 

ñThey have no slave,ò she said. 

 

ñThey will have such a device,ò he said. 

 

I did not doubt it.  

 

Such things  are common in a Gorean household. Delia, companion of Epicrates, a 

free woman, I was sure, would not be without one. Who knew when a slave, perhaps 

near the shop, at a fountain, on the street, might be displeasing? Free women, 

abroad, often have a switch about their person.  

 

The Lady Bina scurried away.  

 

I heard her descend the stairs.  

 

I half turned about, muchly suspended from the ring. ñIt will not be necessary 

to whip me, Master,ò I said. ñI was foolish! I am sorry! I will obey, 

unquestioningly i nstantly. I am a slave. I beg for the privilege of serving 

masters and mistresses to the best of my ability!ò 

 

ñI see you have felt the whip,ò said the beast. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, ñin the house of Tenalion of Ar!ò 

 

I had no wish for that experienc e to be repeated.  

 

Soon the Lady Bina had returned.  

 

ñPlease do not whip me, Master!ò I said. 

 

ñBut you have not been pleasing,ò he said. 

 

I was then whipped.  

 



When I was released from the ring I fell to the floor, on my belly, my hands 

still bou nd.  

 

ñHave you anything to say, Allison?ò inquired the beast. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I wept. ñI am on my belly. I beg for the privilege of serving 

masters and mistresses, unquestioningly, instantly, as they might please, in 

whatever manner they might please.ò 

 

ñAnything else?ò he asked. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, recalling my training. ñI thank Master for my whipping. I 

hope that it has improved me.ò 

 

ñHas it?ò he asked. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñGo downstairs,ò said Grendel to the Lady Bina. ñReturn the whip. But buy one. 

We should have one here.ò 

 

She left.  

 

ñYou will not need a whip, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñThat is for me to say,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I later learned that the beast had indeed learned how to treat slaves, and that 

he had learned this on another world, a steel world, the former world of 

Agamemnon, Eleventh Face of the Nameless One.  

 

He was, of course, a beast, only a beast. I wondered what it might be to have a 

human master. That I thought might be even more frighteni ng, for the human would 

be of oneôs own kind, selected for according to the radical, dimorphic 

relationships of master and slave over countless generations, one well aware of, 

and sensitive to, the psychology, the needs, the fears, the vulnerabilities, the  

tricks, the wiles, the vanities, the pettinesses, the weaknesses, the 

helplessnesses of his natural prey and possession, the female slave.  

 

How terrifying, I thought, it would be to belong to a Gorean male, a natural 

male, one by whom one would be uncom promisingly exploited and mastered, as, of 

course, in oneôs secret heart, one would wish to be. 

 

I thought of the Metal Worker, in the Sul Market. How arrogant and hateful he 

was! How I loathed him!  

 

My wrists were freed by the beast.  

 

ñWhat are you going to do now, Allison?ò he asked. 

 

ñPrepare supper, Master,ò I said. 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

I made my way toward the tower of Six Bridges.  



 

I was wary, as I did not wish my laundry to be soiled.  

 

There was a reason for my fear.  

 

All this was befo re the incident of the blind Kur.  

 

I had had no idea, of course, when I and my sisters were transported to Gor 

where we would be sold. I was delivered to the house of Tenalion of Ar. Had 

others been, as well? I did not know. The house was large. And in a  city the 

size of Ar there are many slave houses, many markets. The most famous is the 

Curulean. And, of course, there are hundreds of cities, mostly small, even in 

known Gor, and each would presumably have its emporium for collar - girls.  

 

Still, upon ref lection, though one supposes the catch from the sorority, the 

harvested items in that particular ñslaverôs basket,ò so to speak, would be 

distributed about, it is also plausible, upon reflection, that it might be more 

convenient to the masters, from the po int of view of transportation, that 

several, if not all, might be disposed of in one location, or a limited number 

of such locations. From such a location, or locations, they might then be 

distributed variously. In this way, the wholesaler, so to speak, ne ed not march 

coffles about, bundle his beasts into closed slave wagons, ankles chained to the 

central bar, ship them bound hand and foot in tarn baskets, and so on. Such 

things may be done by retailers.  

 

I had hopes, of course, at least at first, that I might meet some of my sisters 

in Ar.  

 

Surely that was a possibility.  

 

Ar is large, but the number of laundry troughs, with their flowing water, is 

limited. So, too, is the number of wells and fountains, where water may be 

drawn. Kajirae, as is well kno wn, though I think we are no different in this 

from many of our sex, delight to chat, gossip, observe, speculate, exchange 

views, recount anecdotes, waft rumors about, and so on. And the foremost 

gathering places for this sort of thing, for kajirae, at any  rate, as they are 

not allowed in the baths unless they are bath girls, are the laundering troughs, 

those to which they are permitted access.  

 

In any event, I had hoped, at least at first, that I might, at the troughs, or 

fountains, or in the markets, or  on the street, encounter some of those I knew 

from the sorority, but I had not done so.  

 

Then later it seemed to me that it was just as well, and perhaps better, that we 

not encounter one another again.  

 

I assumed they would not have been freed. They were comely, and it is said that 

only a fool frees a slave girl.  

 

How could I bear that they might look upon me now, in my shame and degradation, 

now no more than a barefoot, tunicked, collared slave? And what of them? How 

could I bear to look upon my fo rmer sisters, shamefully garbed, their necks 

clasped in the circlet of bondage?  

 

Yet I knew I would be thrilled to see them so, owned, but, too, so free, so 

natural, so alive, so basically and radically female.  

 

But how could I bear to have them see me , as a slave?  

 



It was no dog collar now buckled, and locked, about my neck, as at the party, 

but, on my neck, now, a true slave collar, marking me as what I now was, a true 

slave.  

 

Yet somehow, though I scarcely dared admit it to myself, I had never fe lt so 

healthy, so alive, so excited, so meaningful, so female, as here. I suppose this 

had something to do with the air of Gor, and the food, fresh, wholesome, tasty, 

and uncontaminated. But even more, I thought, it had to do with the culture, and 

the etho s, in which I found myself. These were so natural, so open, so innocent, 

so honest, so real. Here I could be what I always sensed I was. Here it seemed I 

had found myself. I found I loved what I was. And there was no doubt about what 

I was, no confusion, n o uncertainty, no ambiguity. I was slave. Here, in a 

collar, I felt myself a thousand times more free than I had on my own world. 

Forgive me, Mistresses, if you are reading this, but it is true. I must speak 

the truth, for I wear a collar.  

 

Whereas the L ady Bina was extremely intelligent, she was not always well 

informed, nor always realistic, and, I fear, she was not always wise.  

 

She thought very highly of herself, and justifiably.  

 

But she knew very little of Gor, or, I suppose, of any other comple x human 

world.  

 

From what sort of world, I had often wondered, had she been derived.  

 

She was certainly well aware that she was unusually beautiful.  

 

Indeed, she seemed to believe that she might well be the most beautiful woman on 

Gor.  

 

For all I k new she might be, but, too, I had little doubt that there were 

thousands of other quite beautiful women who entertained the same suspicion, if 

not conviction. It was rumored that the former Ubara, Talena of Ar, daughter of 

Marlenus, the current Ubar of Ar,  until disowned, might have regarded herself, 

or been regarded by many, as the most beautiful woman on all Gor. To be sure, 

given all the veiling of free women, and the dispersal of the population, who 

can speak practically of such things? Perhaps the most  beautiful woman on all 

Gor is in some tiny village in Torvaldsland or herding bosk on the plains of the 

Wagon Peoples. Too, I had little doubt there were thousands of fellows about who 

thought that their companion or slave was the most beautiful woman on all Gor, 

for any woman, even ones whose appearance might frighten tharlarion, may appear 

beautiful when seen through the eyes of love. No one knew where Talena might now 

be. A large reward had been offered for her capture and return to Ar but the 

reward ha d never been claimed. I supposed she was in a collar somewhere. 

Certainly if she were as beautiful as many said, it would be almost certain she 

would have a collar on her neck. For some fellows, Goreans, having such a woman 

in a collar might be worth more than what she will bring in gold, thrown 

stripped and shackled to the foot of a Ubarôs throne. But, of course, for 

others, the gold might be preferred. Much would depend on the man, and here men 

are the masters. I was pleased I was not Talena of Ar.  

 

I h ave suggested that the Lady Bina, my Mistress, while highly intelligent, may 

not have been as informed as would have been desirable, or as wise as might be 

desired, or such. In some respects she was an interesting, indeed, a remarkable, 

combination of vani ty, ambition, and naivety.  

 

I dared not speak to her of such things, even in hintings or allusions, as I was 

only a slave, and was now well aware of that, and her mind was muchly made up, 

and even the concerned, well - intentioned counsels of the beast wer e ineffective. 

He, though a stranger to Gor, was at least no stranger to matters of rank, 



distance, and hierarchy, no stranger to questions of status, no stranger to 

probabilities, nor to politics and political relationships.  

 

In short, the Lady Bina, co unting on her unusual beauty, and well aware of its 

usual effect on men, and bolstered by an unchastened vanity, one as yet little 

bruised by the contact with reality, planned to become, however unlikely or 

incredible it might seem, literally the Ubara of Ar, Gorôs greatest city, unless 

it be rivaled by Turia, in the far south. She seemed to believe that little more 

would be necessary to bring this astonishing elevation about than bringing 

herself to the attention of the Ubar or his advisors.  

 

ñDo not proclaim such ambitions,ò warned the beast. ñYou will be thought mad.ò 

 

ñBut I am not mad,ò she said. 

 

ñNo,ò said the beast, ñbut you do not understand these things, at all.ò 

 

ñHow so?ò she asked. 

 

Once again I wondered about her background, her seemi ng lack of socialization, 

and such. How could she understand so little? Might it not have been better if 

she had undergone some frustrations and disappointments? Had she no sense of her 

place, or her limitations, or that limitations even existed? Did she t hink that 

only a dozen or so individuals might be involved, as in a tiny village? Ar was 

profound and complex, socially and economically. Her population consisted of 

hundreds of thousands of citizens. Most did not even know one another. What were 

her antec edents? What had been her experiences? Again, from what sort of world 

had she derived? It was as though she had been told of something important and 

precious, say, a particular jewel, and had decided she would have it. Did she 

not know that a jungle, formi dable and dangerous, exacting and competitive, 

existed in the streets of Ar, a jungle which, as in many communities, for all 

its reality, was invisible?  

 

ñA Ubar, a great lord, a potentate,ò said the beast, ñdoes not companion 

casually or lightly. There are slaves for that sort of thing, hundreds, 

scattered about in various pleasure gardens. He companions to forge alliances, 

protect borders, acquire cities, extend dominions, obtain access to trade 

routes, a port on the shores of Thassa. You are unknown, a nd unconnected, you 

bring no cities or armies into his grasp, no fleets, or cavalries of tarns. You 

do not even have a Home Stone.ò 

 

I knew little of Home Stones, at that time.  

 

Nor would I be permitted one, as I was a slave. Sleen, kaiila, verr, and s uch, 

other animals, too, have no Home Stones.  

 

ñI see,ò said the Lady Bina. ñThings would then be difficult.ò 

 

ñA Ubar might companion a Ubara from another city, a coveted city, one of wealth 

and power, or companion the daughter of another Ubar, of suc h a city, such 

things.ò 

 

ñI see,ò she said, not pleased. 

 

As I knelt in the background, inconspicuous but at hand, I saw that the Lady 

Bina was not so much dissuaded of her astonishing ambition, as convinced that 

its realization might be less easily ac hieved than hitherto anticipated.  

 

ñOccasionally,ò said the beast, ña Ubar may companion the Ubara of a captured 

city, forcing companionship, however unwelcome, upon her, making of her free 

spoils, so to speak, thereby, as she is then companioned, entitl ing himself 



legally to the wealth of her treasury and the allegiance of her subjects. In 

such a case she may sit beside him, on a throne, within her fine robes, 

chained.ò 

 

ñI suppose,ò said the Lady Bina, ñhe may do this severally.ò 

 

ñNo,ò said the beast, ñfor one may have but one companion, at one time.ò 

 

I had no doubt, of course, that a Ubar, or, indeed, any person of means, might 

have several slaves.  

 

ñWhat if a second Ubara is conquered?ò asked the Lady Bina. 

 

ñYou are thinking of companioning?ò asked the beast. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 

ñThen the Ubara of less consequence,ò he said, ñwill be demoted to bondage, and 

then kept, or put up for sale, or such.ò 

 

ñBut surely,ò she said, ñcompanioning is not always involved in such matters.ò 

 

ñCertainly not,ò he said. ñThe conqueror holds rights to all in virtue of the 

right of conquest, in virtue of war rights. The usual ensuance in such matters 

is that the conquered Ubara will be marched naked in the triumph, chained to the 

stirrup of the victorôs tharlarion or kaiila, after which she, and the women of 

her court, similarly paraded, will serve naked at the victory feast, during 

which they will be enjoyed, and after which, in the morning, they will be lashed 

and fitted with their collars.ò 

 

ñI see,ò she said.  

 

ñAccordingly,ò said the beast, ñabandon your unrealistic ambition.ò 

 

ñPerhaps if I presented myself at the Central Cylinder,ò she said. 

 

ñI would not do so,ò said the beast. ñYou lack a Home Stone.ò 

 

ñSo?ò she said. 

 

ñYou might be collared,ò he said. ñSometimes unauthorized women are rounded up 

and held for bidding, house biddings, thence to be distributed amongst the 

various slave houses of the city.ò 

 

ñI suppose there are others of wealth and power,ò she said, ñother than Ubars, 

in  a city such as this.ò 

 

ñDoubtless,ò said the beast. 

 

ñBut,ò she said, ñI think a throne would be nice.ò 

 

ñPerhaps,ò said the beast. 

 

The Lady Bina then cast me a glance, which made me uneasy. That night, when the 

beast was absent, the Lady Bina su mmoned me to her.  

 

She entrusted to me a message, which was written in black ink on cheap rence 

paper, in simple block letters, at that time almost childishly formed letters, 

as she, for all her dexterity and intelligence, was still far from adept in 

Gorean. Certainly she was not yet the mistress of cursive script.  

 



I had learned from the laundry troughs that a ladyôs notes, having to do with 

her small secrets, private exchanges, intrigues, affairs, arrangements, 

assignations, rendezvous, and such, were  generally carefully crafted, written in 

a tasteful, dainty script, usually on small sheets of fine linen paper, or 

parchment, subtly scented, and attractively sealed. There would be no doubt that 

their authors were women of refinement, breeding, sensitivi ty, taste, and 

intelligence. Surely much thought went into these things, well beyond the 

delicacy of the message itself. After all, the ink, the paper, or parchment, the 

script, the perfume, the seal, and so on, are, I suppose, in their way, a part 

of the message itself. Do they not themselves convey much without a word being 

spoken? In content the letters were often carefully ambiguous, designed to seem 

to promise much but guarantee little. I supposed the Gorean free woman was 

entitled, as with her veils a nd concealing robes, to balance concealment with 

revelation, mystery with the hint of possible abandon, even rampant disclosure.  

 

A Gorean saying, seldom heard in the presence of free women, has it that beneath 

the robes of every free woman there is a na ked slave.  

 

These notes, of course, are commonly carried about by the womanôs slaves, often 

concealed within their tunics.  

 

Discretion is of the essence.  

 

And then one hears about it at the laundry troughs.  

 

I had no doubt that many a fellowôs breath came faster, and his heart beat more 

rapidly, when he received such a note.  

 

ñMay I inquire, Mistress,ò I asked, ñthe content of the note which I am to 

carry?ò 

 

At that time I did not realize how unwise was such a question. Happily, at least 

at that  time, the Lady Bina lacked many of the habits, dispositions, and 

responses of the Gorean free woman.  

 

ñCertainly,ò she said. ñI am proposing myself to be Ubara of Ar.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. ñIs Master Grendel to be informed of this?ò 

 

ñNo,ò she said. ñHe might not approve.ò 

 

I did not doubt that.  

 

ñYou will leave in the morning,ò she said, ñat dawn, as though on a common 

errand. Indeed, I will give you two tarsk - bits and you may later purchase some 

larmas which we may press for breakfast.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

In that way, I supposed, my true mission, that of import, might be judiciously 

veiled.  

 

ñNow,ò she said, ñrelieve yourself, and we will chain you for the night.ò 

 

ñI need not be chained, Mistress,ò I said. ñI will not run away.ò Indeed, where 

would one run? By noon I had little doubt but what I would be returned, bound, 

on a leash, to the house of Epicrates.  

 

ñI suppose not,ò she said. ñBut the Lady Delia has told me that a slut like you 

belongs on a chain.ò 

 



ñYes, Mistress,ò I said.  

 

I knew that males commonly kept their girls chained at night, usually to the 

foot of their couch, where they might be conveniently at hand, if desired in the 

night. In larger houses, girls were sometimes slept in their cages, perhaps to 

help them keep in mind that they are animals, and thus suitably caged.  

 

The Lady Bina, perhaps on the advice of the Lady Delia, chained me so that my 

mat would lie across the threshold, at the height of the stairs. My left ankle 

was chained on one side of the port al and my right wrist on the other side. In 

this way an intruder would have to pass me, indeed, step over me, and, in this 

passage, would be likely to be discovered. The left ankle is the ankle most 

commonly chained, probably because most masters are right - handed. Too, it is the 

ankle most often fitted with bells or an ankle ring, presumably for the same 

reason. And I was right handed. Master Grendel slept on the roof. Were I a 

slaver, or a raider, I do not think I would have cared to have my tarn alight in  

his vicinity.  

 

Master Grendel, as the Lady Bina apparently was not, was well aware of the 

possible jeopardy in which an unguarded free woman might find herself on Gor. 

Too, she had no Home Stone, no family, no clan, no caste.  

 

I wondered if the beast was aware of how beautiful the Lady Bina actually was, 

how attractive she might prove to a human male. Probably not, I thought. She was 

not of his kind. He, a beast, would be unaware of such things.  

 

The next day, about the Seventh Ahn, miserable and sor e, walking stiffly, I had 

returned to the second floor of the house of Epicrates.  

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò asked Master Grendel. 

 

ñPut the larmas here,ò said the Lady Bina. ñIs there change?ò 

 

ñA tarsk-bit,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are improving in your bargaining,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñI did not let them know I had two,ò I said. 

 

ñExcellent,ò she said. ñShe is clever,ò she said to the beast. 

 

One learns such things.  

 

ñWhy are you bruised?ò asked the beast. 

 

ñNo matter,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñNo,ò said the beast. ñWhy?ò 

 

I looked to the Lady Bina, frightened.  

 

ñYou may speak, Allison,ò she said. 

 

ñSoldiers,ò I said. 

 

I had not been within a hundred paces of the Central Cylinder when a lowered 

spear had blocked my way.  

 

I had made clear my busin ess, that I was to deliver a message to the Ubar, or to 

some high officer, who might then convey it to him, and the note was then taken 

from me by an officer, not of high rank, perhaps the commander of a ten, who 



read it, laughed uproariously, slapped his thigh, and then, to my unease, shared 

it with others, while I knelt.  

 

It, and its bearer, were obviously the cause of much amusement.  

 

ñIs there an answer, Master?ò I had asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said, and availed himself of a marking stick, and wrote something on 

the back of the note.  

 

Still kneeling, I took the note.  

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñIs your óMistressô free?ò asked the officer. 

 

I fear he thought some jest was afoot, perhaps sprung from the humor of some 

fellow officer.  

 

ñCertainly Master,ò I said. 

 

Surely a mistress would be free.  

 

ñWe will give you something for her then,ò he said. Then to four of his 

subordinates, he said, ñSeize and spread her wrists and ankles and belly her.ò 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñThis,ò said he, ñis for your Mistress.ò 

 

He then, and some others, with feet and spear butts, belabored a slave.  

 

I wept with misery.  

 

ñHere is one for your Mistress!ò said a fellow. 

 

ñAnd here is another!ò said another fellow. 

 

ñAnd another!ò said yet another. 

 

ñAii!ò I cried. ñPlease no, Masters! Please, no, Masters!ò 

 

Then I was released, and lay before them, on the stones, sobbing, and bruised, a 

beaten slave.  

 

One may not, of course, strike a free woman. They are not to be struck. They are 

to be held immune f rom such corporeal indignities. They are free. Indeed, there 

are penalties for such things. On the other hand, I then learned, and later 

confirmed, that a slave may stand proxy for a Mistressôs punishment. 

 

Supposedly this is disconcerting to the free wo man, and she much suffers, being 

outraged, scandalized, and humiliated at her subjection to this vicarious 

chastisement.  

 

The Lady Bina, however, who knew little of Gorean culture, failed to detect the 

insult intended, and bore up well under the ordeal.  

 

ñI do not think anything is broken,ò said the beast. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. 

 



When a slave is beaten the point is usually to correct her behavior, or improve 

her, not to injure or maim her.  

 

Still they had not been gentle.  

 

ñIt is past the Seventh Ahn, Allison,ò said the Lady Bina. ñDid you dally, 

flirting about the stalls and shops?ò 

 

ñNo, Mistress,ò I said. I had been pleased, incidentally, that I had seen 

nothing of the offensive Metal Worker, for whom I had looked, the better to 

avoid him, of course . Certainly I would not have wished him to see me as I was 

then, stiff and aching, miserable and bruised.  

 

ñFour larmas for a tarsk-bit, especially in the morning, is quite a good buy,ò 

said the Lady Bina.  

 

ñI did smile at the stallsmen,ò I said. 

 

ñExcellent,ò said the Lady Bina. ñMen are such manipulable weaklings.ò 

 

ñSome men,ò said the beast. 

 

ñSqueeze the larmas,ò said the Lady Bina. ñThere are biscuits, and honey breads, 

in the pantry.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñWait,ò said the beast. ñThere was a response to the note?ò he said. 

 

ñWritten on its back,ò I said. 

 

ñIt will not be important,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

The large paw, five - digited, like a human hand, was thrust toward me, and I 

withdrew the note from my tunic, and, head down,  handed it to the beast.  

 

The beast perused the note.  

 

Apparently he could read, unless he was merely taking the scent of the hand 

which had written the note.  

 

ñOh!ò I said, for the beast then did something which seemed shockingly 

incomprehensible. T he lips of the beast drew back about its fangs, and it 

uttered a snorting exhalation of air, and then, three or four times, it leapt 

into the air and spun about.  

 

I was muchly alarmed.  

 

The beast was very large, and I did not know its ways. Had it gone  suddenly, 

unexpectedly insane the apartment might have been damaged, and life lost. How 

long might such a behavior, or fit, endure? I backed away, on my hands and 

knees, terrified. The Lady Bina, on the other hand, seemed more annoyed than 

frightened.  

 

I gathered she was familiar with such spontaneous, apparently irrepressible, 

exhibitions.  

 

ñSurely,ò she said, ñit is not so amusing as all that.ò 

 

Apparently the beast could read.  

 



Such exhibitions I would later learn may, with slight variations, be token 

enthusiasm or jubilation, high spirits, the appreciation of a deft witticism, an 

excellent move in a game, pleasure at unexpectedly glimpsing a friend, a fine 

shot in archery, a victory in the arena, oneôs foe slaughtered at oneôs feet, a 

splendid je st, and such.  

 

ñWhat does it say?ò asked the Lady Bina, for the beast seemed in no hurry to 

surrender the paper.  

 

ñóPut on a collar, and visit the barrackô,ò read the beast. 

 

ñDo you think that would further my project?ò she asked. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. Then he turned to me. ñSqueeze the larmas,ò he said to me. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

And so I made my way toward the tower of Six Bridges.  

 

I was wary, as I did not wish my laundry to be soiled.  

 

There was a reason for my fear.  

 

All this was before the incident of the blind Kur.  

 

I had taken a roundabout way to Six Bridges, to avoid encountering the laundry 

slaves of the establishment of the Lady Daphne, a private laundering house in 

the vicinity of Six Bridges. In Ar there are  several private laundering houses 

and they tend to live in an uneasy truce with one another, allotting districts 

amongst themselves. Six Bridges was in the district of the house of Lady Daphne. 

These houses do not relish intrusions into their territory, e ither by other 

houses or by independent services. Two of her girls, large girls, for such are 

best at such things, had intercepted me twice, once a month ago, and once last 

week.  

 

ñDiscard your laundry,ò had said one last month. 

 

ñNo,ò I had said. ñGo away. Let me alone.ò 

 

ñA barbarian!ò had said the other. 

 

ñWhat do you have under that kerchief?ò inquired the first. She yanked it back, 

down about my neck.  

 

ñNothing!ò laughed the second. 

 

ñGo away!ò I had implored them, tears springing to my eyes.  

 

ñAs bald as a tarnôs egg!ò said the first. ñShe must have been quite 

displeasing.ò 

 

I was not bald now, but there was not much hair there either, little more than a 

brush of darkness, soft to the touch. Still I was happy to have so much.  

 

ñShe does not please me,ò had said the second. 



 

ñIs the laundry heavy?ò asked the first. 

 

ñNo!ò I said, frightened. 

 

ñYes it is. It is too heavy for you,ò said the first. 

 

ñStop!ò I said. 

 

The bundle was pulled away from me and cast into the gutter, whi ch, in this 

district, runs through the center of the street. The two then trod it underfoot, 

into the drainage and mire.  

 

ñYou are to accept no more customers here,ò said the first girl. 

 

ñThe tower of Six Bridges,ò said the other, ñbelongs to the house of Daphne.ò 

 

I had then recovered the garments and returned to the house of Epicrates.  

 

After that, for four trips, though I was terrified of the bridges, I had 

ascended a tower several Ehn from that of Six Bridges and warily made my way, by 

stairwel ls, and connecting bridges, to the tower of Six Bridges. Once I had seen 

the two ruffians lurking below in the street, presumably alert to intercept 

either me or another.  

 

I kept to the center of the bridges as much as possible, kneeling to the side if 

a free person was passing. The bridges I utilized were not really narrow. Most 

were two to three paces in width. But they were high, and railless. Sometimes I 

became dizzy. It made me sick to look over the edge of such a bridge. I stayed 

as far from their e dges as possible. ñA barbarian,ò laughed more than one person 

passing me. How superior they felt to me! How superior they were to me! Too, you 

tread roads, paths, and bridges to the left. I suppose this is natural, and 

rational. In this way your right hand , which might wield a weapon, a dagger or 

staff, faces the stranger whom you pass. Thus, on the left, you are better 

positioned to defend yourself, if necessary. On the other hand, in the part of 

my old world, that called Terra, or Earth, that part from wh ich I derived, one 

treads to the right. How uneasy that would make you! Presumably there are 

historical, political reasons for that, perhaps involving a blatant declaration 

of differences amongst states, different symbols, different currencies, 

different c ustoms, different practices, different ways of doing things. One does 

not know. In any event treading on the left, for a long time, made me uneasy, 

particularly on the high bridges.  

 

To be sure, it was easy enough, soon enough, for the delivery girls of the house 

of Daphne to ascertain, from amongst their customers, that competition lurked 

about.  

 

Accordingly, it took Lady Daphneôs ruffians, both natively Gorean, little time 

to extend their surveillance to the local bridges, this easily done from a 

high er bridge, or even from the roof of the tower of Six Bridges itself.  

 

Accordingly, last week, seeing one of the two approaching rapidly on the 

connecting bridge, I turned about to flee, only, to my consternation, to see the 

other, who had been following me.  

 

Caught between them, on the high bridge, I sank to my knees, dizzy and sick, and 

put down the bundle, frightened, trembling.  

 

I knew, weak and unsteady, I could be easily swept from the bridge, and might 

even, trying to stand and move, stagger, an d precipitate myself over the edge.  

 



I began to shudder.  

 

How close the edge seemed, the sharp drop much closer than it could have been in 

reality.  

 

I could then not even manage to kneel.  

 

So I lay on my belly, my hands at the side of my head, unab le to move. I just 

did not want them to touch me. I felt wind on my tunic, I saw a wisp of cloud 

pass by.  

 

ñWhat is wrong with her?ò asked one of the girls. 

 

ñI do not know,ò said the other. 

 

I was aware of the laundry being lifted, and, piece by pie ce, cast from the 

bridge, doubtless fluttering to the street far below.  

 

The two girls from the house of Lady Daphne then withdrew.  

 

I lay there for a long time, not daring to move, while occasionally a man or 

woman moved past me.  

 

ñAre you all right?ò asked a man. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñDo you want me to carry you into the tower?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

Later, inch by inch, I crawled on my belly to the edge of the bridge and looked 

over the edge.  

 

Here and there below, on a lo wer bridge, and on the street, I could see bits of 

the laundry, cast about, scattered, and crumpled. While I watched, a sheet was 

taken by a wind and swept from the lower bridge, whence it fluttered to the 

street below. An occasional person looked up, and then moved on.  

 

After a time, I backed away from the edge, and then, on my hands and knees, 

carefully made my way to the security of the tower and the descending stairwell.  

 

I recovered what laundry I could from the lower bridge, and the street, and 

re turned to the house of Epicrates. I was not beaten. Lady Delia, companion of 

the pottery merchant, Epicrates, with coins received from the Lady Bina and the 

beast, later remunerated a number of customers who had lost their goods.  

 

ñIt would be better, in the future,ò said the Lady Bina, ñif you kept to the 

streets, for it would then be easier to recover lost articles.ò 

 

ñMistress wishes to continue her enterprise?ò I inquired. 

 

ñCertainly,ò she said. 

 

ñPerhaps we could avoid the district of Six Bridges,ò I said. 

 

ñIf it were not the district of Six Bridges,ò said the Lady Bina, ñit would be 

another district.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I had said, in misery. 

 



ñToo,ò she had said, ñSix Bridges houses several of our best customers.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I had said.  

 

And so it came about that I was taking a roundabout way to Six Bridges, this 

time, at least, again on the street level. Once more I was hoping to avoid the 

laundry slaves of the establishment of the Lady Daphne. I had first encountered 

them a month ago on the street, and then, more frighteningly, on the bridge last 

week. Usually, of course, I did not encounter them. Had I done so regularly our 

service would have been irreparably disrupted. Twice I had been accompanied in 

my rounds by the Lady B ina, and once by the Lady Delia. If the laundry slaves 

had been about then, and noted my passage, they had not disturbed me, as I was 

accompanied by a free person. The beast, of course, did not accompany me. It 

seldom went out while Tor - tu - Gor reigned amon gst the towers. Had he been with me 

I would have had little doubt but what the laundry slaves of the Lady Daphne 

would have kept their distance, if not have fled altogether back to her house. 

Men sometimes became embroiled, as mercenaries, in the disputes between the 

laundering houses, but the routine policing of territories was generally 

entrusted to slaves.  

 

I was within fifty paces of one of the lower entryways, a back entryway, to Six 

Bridges when, to my dismay, I saw my two nemeses, one emerging from  a doorway to 

the left, the other from a doorway to my right. I had little doubt they had been 

waiting there, watching, for me to come close enough to surprise. Carrying the 

laundry, a rectangular bulk of it, steadying it on my head with two hands, I 

could  not well have turned about and fled.  

 

They were too close.  

 

Both were smiling.  

 

Both were carrying a peeled, supple branch.  

 

I did not know how long I could hold the laundry, if those branches were laid 

against the back of my thighs, or across my arms and shoulders. They would avoid 

my face, I was sure, lest I be permanently marked or damaged.  

 

I was, after all, goods, perhaps goods of some value.  

 

The first of the two laundering slaves whipped her branch viciously through the 

air, twice. I hea rd its swift rush through the air. The other slapped her branch 

in her palm.  

 

ñWhy are you not on the bridge?ò laughed the first. 

 

ñYou looked well, paralyzed, unable to move, cowering on your belly,ò said the 

second.  

 

ñShe is a barbarian,ò said the first.  

 

ñI will enjoy this,ò said the second. 

 

ñI mean you no harm,ò I said. ñPlease! Please let me pass. I must do as I am 

told.ò 

 

ñSo, too, must we,ò laughed the first. 

 

ñYou were warned,ò said the second. 

 



They then, improvised switches at the  ready, stepped forward. They lifted their 

arms, eager, grinning, but then, to my amazement, they stopped, and turned 

white.  

 

ñFirst obeisance position,ò said a voice behind me, sharply, a male voice, 

ñswitches in your teeth.ò 

 

The two laundry slaves s wiftly went to first obeisance position, kneeling, head 

to the ground, palms of their hands on the ground, the switches crosswise in 

their teeth.  

 

Both were discomfited, frightened, in the presence of a man, presumably a free 

man.  

 

ñYou, you with the laundry,ò said the voice. ñRemain standing, where you are, 

and do not turn around.ò 

 

I think the man then withdrew a few feet behind me.  

 

Then he said to the two laundry slaves, ñGet on all fours, and approach me, the 

switch in your teeth, both of you.ò 

 

I watched them, frightened, crawl past me. The first one cast me a look of 

terror, of misery.  

 

In the house I had been trained to crawl thusly to a man, humbly, the switch 

held crosswise between my teeth. It is one way in which a slave may bear the 

whip or switch to her master.  

 

She does not know how, or if, it will be used.  

 

She will soon learn.  

 

I did not turn around.  

 

ñNow turn about, and belly,ò said the voice. 

 

Then I sensed that the slaves had been put to their bellies, their heads tow ard 

me.  

 

I then heard some small, frightened sounds, as though limbs had been jerked 

about, behind backs, and then tiny noises, as though wrists had been thonged 

together, and not gently.  

 

I then heard two small cries, accompanying a ripping of cloth.  

 

ñNow,ò said the voice, ñlet us see about these switches.ò 

 

ñMercy, Master!ò said the first of the two laundry slaves. 

 

ñWere you given permission to speak?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master, forgive me, Master!ò said the girl. 

 

A moment later I heard the switch being applied to the two slaves, a blow for 

one, and then a blow for the other, and so on.  

 

There was much sobbing.  

 

ñKnees,ò said the voice. 

 



ñHenceforth,ò said the voice, ñyou are not to bother this slave, or any other, 

as they are about the ir work. If you do, you will be placed on a slave ship for 

Torvaldsland or Schendi. Do you understand?ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò they said. 

 

Then they cried out with pain, as though they might be being dragged at a manôs 

hip, in leading position.  

 

ñMove,ò he said, and I saw the two slaves pass me, on the right, tied together, 

closely, head to head, by the hair, their tunics torn to the waist, their hands 

thonged tightly behind them, their backs and the back of their thighs richly 

striped from the blows of a sw itch.  

 

ñStop!ò he called. 

 

Instantly they stopped.  

 

ñTell your Mistress,ò said the voice, ñthat this district is open, and will not 

be defended, or contested. It, and its pricings, are not to be managed, or 

controlled. If the Lady Daphne does not fin d these arrangements acceptable, her 

house will be burned to the ground.ò 

 

ñYes, Master!ò they said. 

 

ñNow, go,ò said the voice. 

 

The two bound, chastised slaves then, awkwardly, as they could, uncomfortably, 

half stumbling, fled down the street.  

 

ñDo not turn around,ò said the voice behind me. 

 

I remained still, looking ahead, frightened, balancing the laundry, holding it 

in place with my two hands.  

 

ñA slave thanks Master,ò I said. ñA slave is grateful.ò 

 

I trusted he would not now, himself,  take the laundry and cast it to the gutter. 

Would that not be a rich Gorean joke, at the expense of a helpless slave, a joke 

worth recounting in the taverns?  

 

ñYou are Allison, the barbarian slut of the Lady Bina, are you not?ò asked the 

voice.  

 

ñI am Allison,ò I said, ñgirl of the Lady Bina, who resides in the house of the 

pottery merchant, Epicrates.ò 

 

ñThe barbarian slut,ò he said. 

 

ñI am barbarian,ò I said, ñMaster.ò 

 

ñA barbarian slut,ò he said. 

 

ñIf Master pleases,ò I said. 

 

I sensed I was being regarded, from behind, as a slave may be regarded.  

 

ñHow is it that Master knows a girlôs name, and that of her Mistress?ò I asked. 

 

ñHold still,ò he said. 

 



I stiffened, angrily.  

 

I felt his hands at the side of my body, and then at the s ides of my waist, and 

then at my hips, and then a bit down, at the sides of my thighs.  

 

Had I been on Earth, and free, I would doubtless have spun about, and struck 

him. But I was on Gor, and a slave.  

 

ñNot bad, for a barbarian,ò he said. 

 

ñI assure Master,ò I said, ñthat many of us are quite as good as his native 

Gorean girls.ò 

 

Certainly we were all of the same species, and all in our collars.  

 

ñI am told we sell well,ò I said, angrily. 

 

ñFor copper tarsks,ò he said. 

 

My fingers dug into the  laundry, angrily.  

 

Did he know of the Metellan district, or the house of Menon?  

 

ñDo not turn around,ò he said. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñStraighten your body, girl,ò he said. 

 

ñIs Master pleased with what he sees?ò I asked. 

 

ñI have seen worse,ò he said. 

 

ñA slave is pleased, if Master is pleased,ò I said, acidly. 

 

I was sure now whose was the voice whose face I could not see.  

 

It was he from the Sul Market, he whom I loathed.  

 

I had seen him about, from time to time.  

 

ñIt seems Master follows a slave,ò I said. ñPerhaps Master will make an offer 

for her.ò 

 

ñYou are a vain slut,ò he said. ñWhat makes you think anyone would want you?ò 

 

ñI am lovely,ò I said. 

 

ñThat is all you are,ò he said. 

 

ñAt least that is something,ò I said. 

 

ñCertainly,ò he said. 

 

ñHow did you know my name, and that of my Mistress?ò I asked. 

 

ñCuriosity is not becoming in a kajira,ò he said. 

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAre you any good in the furs?ò he asked. 



 

ñPerhaps Master would care to try me, and see,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are boldly spoken,ò he said. 

 

I shrugged.  

 

ñPerhaps I will try you,ò he said, ñand see.ò 

 

ñI am owned by another,ò I said, quickly. 

 

ñBut a woman,ò he said. 

 

ñShe might hire men,ò I said. 

 

ñIf she could hire men,ò he said, ñyou would not be doing laundry.ò 

 

ñSurely a barbarian slut could be of no interest to Master,ò I said. 

 

ñBarbarians look well,ò he said, ñnaked, collared, chained, licking and kissing 

at oneôs feet, bringing the whip to a fellow in their teeth, and such.ò 

 

ñI have laundry to deliver,ò I said. 

 

ñRemain where you are,ò he said. 

 

ñThere is another, of course,ò I said. 

 

ñI know,ò he said. 

 

ñOh?ò I said. 

 

ñWhat do you know of it?ò he asked. 

 

ñVery little,ò I said. ñIt is the pet of Lady Bina.ò 

 

ñDo not be naive,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster?ò I asked. 

 

ñDo you know what form of life it is?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is Kur,ò he said. 

 

So he knew that word.  

 

ñI know little of such things,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat,ò he asked, ñis it doing on Gor, and what, too, is the Lady Bina doing on 

Gor?ò 

 

ñI do not know,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are stupid,ò he said. 

 

ñI find Master hateful,ò I said. 

 

ñYou would look well at my feet,ò he said. 

 



ñI have laundry to deliver,ò I said. 

 

ñDo not move,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou would find out what it is to be owned by a man,ò he said. 

 

ñA slave thanks Master,ò I said, ñfor his intervention in her behalf, in the 

matter of the laundry. With his permission, she now begs to be dismissed,  that 

she may be about her work.ò 

 

ñAre you red-silk?ò he asked. 

 

ñOf what business is that of Master?ò I asked. Then I said, quickly, ñYes, I am 

red -silk.ò 

 

One must be careful how one responds to a Gorean male, if one is a slave.  

 

ñBut perhaps not yet,ò he said, ñin frequent, desperate need.ò 

 

ñIt seems not,ò I said. 

 

ñYou look well,ò he said, ñyour arms up, bearing your burden.ò 

 

I was silent. I did not dare release the laundry and yet, holding it, my arms 

were lifted and, in effect, held i n place, as much as though they were at the 

sides of my head, held in shackles, chained to a ceiling ring.  

 

ñDo women of your world bear burdens thusly?ò he asked. 

 

ñSome do,ò I said, ñbut not in the part of my world from which I derive.ò 

 

ñYou do it attractively,ò he said. 

 

This was partly an effect, I supposed, of the position of the arms, and its 

effect on the girlôs body. A common examination position, as noted earlier, 

requires the hands to be placed behind the neck, or at the back of the head.  

Too, there are chaining arrangements which fasten a girlôs wrists together, at 

the back of her neck.  

 

ñOn my world,ò I said, ñI did not bear burdens.ò 

 

ñYou were of high caste?ò he asked. 

 

ñI was well placed,ò I said, ñand of high social station.ò 

 

ñAnd now you are a mere slave,ò he said. ñExcellent.ò 

 

ñóExcellentô?ò I said, angrily. 

 

ñCertainly.ò he said. ñThat makes you more interesting, once of superior 

station, now a reduced, meaningless chain slut.ò 

 

ñPlease release me, Master,ò I said, angrily.  

 

To this plea, there was no response.  

 

I dared not turn my head.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said. ñMaster?ò 



 

He then came about, and was facing me.  

 

It was indeed he of the Sul Market!  

 

He was close to me, very close.  

 

ñSteady,ò he said. 

 

I turn ed my head away. There was a faded, stained, half - torn poster, advertising 

a carnival, on the wall opposite.  

 

He then gently took my head in his hands, turned it to him, and held it, and I 

tried to pull away, but could not do so.  

 

ñNo!ò I begged. 

 

He drew me to him.  

 

ñNo,ò I said, ñno!ò 

 

Then I felt his lips on mine.  

 

I tried to pull back, but could not do so.  

 

ñPart your lips, more,ò he said. ñGet your mouth open, more.ò 

 

I tried to shake my head, negatively, but could scarcely manage it.  

 

ñI want to feel your teeth,ò he said. ñDo not bite, of course, or your teeth 

must be torn from your head.ò 

 

I tried to protest, but could not well form words.  

 

ñYou have good lips,ò he said, ñsweetly soft, bred for a masterôs kiss.ò 

 

I struggled, f utilely.  

 

ñTouch teeth, gently,ò he whispered. ñNow,ò said he, ñtongue, tongue. Surely you 

have been trained.ò 

 

ñPlease, no, Master, please, no, Master,ò I murmured. 

 

Then suddenly, unexpectedly, tears ran from my eyes, forcing their way between 

the clenched lids.  

 

ñYou are in a collar,ò he whispered. 

 

ñYes, yes,ò I said. ñI am in a collar!ò 

 

My body then shook, and I felt weak, and I pressed my lips to his, piteously. 

But almost at the same time, suddenly, unexpectedly, spasmodically, I thrust 

myself against him, needfully, beggingly.  

 

I recalled slaves in the house, moaning in their kennels.  

 

I remembered the kitchen of the eating house of Menon, at night, late at night, 

how I had thrashed in my chains.  

 

I pressed myself against him, my f ingers clawing into the laundry I carried.  

 



ñInteresting,ò he said. ñI suspect our barbarian slut is now just another well-

oiled, nicely lubricated, juicing slave.ò 

 

ñI hate you!ò I said. 

 

ñYou might do for a paga tavern,ò he said. 

 

How I hated him , but might he not be my master?  

 

I knew I was ready, open, wet, gaping, and a masterôs. 

 

ñYes,ò he said, ñyou are red-silk.ò 

 

ñI am yours, I know I am yours!ò I said. ñBuy me, buy me, Master!ò 

 

ñYou are anyoneôs,ò he said. 

 

He then thrust me bac k, away from him, and held me at armôs length. 

 

ñI have now established what I wished to ascertain,ò he said. ñYou are, as I 

thought, just another piece of collar meat.ò 

 

ñYours,ò I said. 

 

ñAnyoneôs,ò he said. 

 

ñI cannot help it if I am a woman!ò I wept.  

 

ñNor should you,ò he said. 

 

ñBuy me!ò I begged. 

 

ñOnly a slave begs to be bought,ò he said. 

 

ñI am a slave!ò I said. 

 

ñObviously,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster!ò I wept. 

 

ñIt is a pity to waste you on a woman,ò he said. ñYou are a manôs slave.ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said, ñyes, Master!ò 

 

ñI thought you might be a hot little thing,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster,ò I said, but I could not reach him. 

 

ñYou have laundry to deliver,ò he said. 

 

Two or three fellows were standing about, smiling.  

 

ñYou have aroused me, as a slave!ò I said. 

 

ñYou are scarcely warmed,ò he said. ñYou do not even suspect what might be done 

to you.ò 

 

I knew Goreans sometimes set aside two or three days for a slave. It was common 

to devote a day, a morning, or an afternoon, to dallianc e, a dalliance in which 

the slave, from time to time, might scream her need. But, too, of course, the 

use of a slave could be brief, dragging her to oneself by her leash or chain, 



throwing her over a saddle, or the arm of a couch, thrusting her, as one wis hed, 

to the carpet, kneeling, head to the floor, hands clasped behind the back of her 

neck, and such. Too, of course, the slave may be commanded to serve her master 

in a medley of modalities, at so little as a hand sign or a snapping of fingers.  

 

ñYou have made me show myself slave,ò I said, ñpublicly, in a street. I have 

been humiliated! I have been treated with contempt, I have been scorned!ò 

 

ñAll women are slaves,ò he said. ñYou are no different.ò 

 

ñI hate you!ò I cried. 

 

ñThough not all are in collars,ò he said. 

 

ñI hate you!ò I screamed. 

 

ñYou, at least, are in a collar,ò he said. 

 

I shook with frustration.  

 

ñBe careful of the laundry,ò he said. 

 

He then turned about, and left.  

 

I turned to look after him.  

 

After a bit, he turned,  looking back. ñPerhaps sixty copper tarsks,ò he called. 

ñNot a silver tarsk!ò 

 

Tears burst from my eyes.  

 

He then resumed his departure.  

 

After I had delivered the laundry, I returned to the street, to make my way back 

to the house of Epicrates.  

 

On the wall opposite the back entrance, one of several, to Six Bridges, there 

was a faded, half - torn poster.  

 

I had seen it before, but had paid little attention to it.  

 

But, somehow, I had not forgotten it.  

 

I now went to it, and, for the first time , regarded it with care. Amongst the 

animals portrayed on the poster, snow larls, large, striped urts, snarling 

sleen, performing tharlarion, prancing kaiila, there was another, where the 

poster was half torn. It was a beast, much like Master Grendel. It w as clearly 

Kur.  

 

Then I dismissed the matter from my mind.  

 

As I made my way back to the house of Epicrates I recalled the Metal Worker. 

What a hateful brute he was. How I loathed him!  

 

How he had humiliated me, and taught me my collar!  

 

But it was  nice of him, was it not, to have protected me from the girls of the 

house of Daphne? He needed not have done that. And how had he been there so 

opportunely? Was that a coincidence? I did not think so, which thought gave me 

considerable satisfaction. Too, I was sure I had seen him, from time to time, 

even before the Sul Market. It seemed likely that, at least from time to time, 



he had followed me. Certainly some men will so follow a slave about, or even a 

free woman. What then might be his motivation? Might  he have some interest in a 

slave, even one who might be a mere barbarian slut?  

 

Surely he was muchly different from most of the men I had known on my former 

world.  

 

He was Gorean.  

 

And I was a slave.  

 

On the way back to the house of Epicrates, I h ummed, and sang.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eleven  

 

 

 

 

 

ñWe think it is in the sewers,ò said Antiope, rinsing a masterôs tunic, at the 

public troughs, late in the afternoon.  

 

ñWhat?ò I said. 

 

I knew little of what might be about. Perhaps my mistress, the  Lady Bina, and 

her escort, or associate, or colleague, or guard, whatever he might be, the 

beast, Grendel, might know, but they had not spoken to me of such things, nor 

before me of such things. I think the Lady Bina may have been as uninformed as 

I. I wa s less sure of the beast.  

 

ñIt,ò she said, ñthe thing, or things.ò 

 

Shadows were long, near the troughs, at this time of day.  

 

Patrols of guardsmen were more frequently about, of late.  

 

ñYou know something, or think something,ò I said, ñI am sure of it. Tell me.ò 

 

I had been trying to cultivate her, and some others, for several afternoons now.  

 

ñYou are a barbarian,ò she said. 

 

ñForgive me,ò I said. 

 

ñSoak, and rinse, these coverlets for me,ò she said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said, adding, ñMistress.ò 

 

This pleased her.  

 

A few Ehn later I mentioned, ñI have a candy.ò 

 

ñOh?ò she said. 

 

ñIt is as large as a tiny tospit,ò I said, ñhard, and yellow- and- red striped, 

and has a soft center.ò 

 



ñCuriosity,ò she said, ñis not becoming in a kajira.ò 

 

I had wheedled this prize from Grendel, who sometimes purchased such things for 

the Lady Bina. After my beating, following my brief essay at assertiveness, and 

discovering that even the least impertinence or forwardness was not acceptable 

in a woman who wore  the collar of Gor, I had gotten on quite well with the 

beast. The beast was male, and, as with other males, males of the Gorean type, 

it is easy to get on with them, provided one is, so to speak, at their feet, 

intent to please and zealous to obey. On its  peg hangs the whip. One hopes to 

keep it there.  

 

ñBut not unknown,ò I said. 

 

Neither the Lady Bina nor the beast were particularly cruel or demanding. I 

rejoiced that the Lady Bina had not been acculturated as a Gorean free woman, 

with their usual con tempt for, and hostility toward, female slaves. Accordingly, 

she saw no point in the exercise of arbitrary, gratifying authority, nor in the 

infliction of humiliation or pointless pain. Part of this may well have been 

because it never occurred to her, in h er unquestioning confidence in her own 

beauty and intelligence, to think of me, as other free women might, as some sort 

of rival. ñThe beauty of a free woman,ò she once said to me, perhaps having 

acquired such views from Lady Delia, downstairs, the compani on of Epicrates, ñis 

a thousand times beyond that of a mere slave. It is as the moons, and the stars, 

and other things, which I forget. A slaveôs beauty, on the other hand, is that 

of a mere accessible, squirming beast, chained at a manôs ring.ò ñOh?ò I said. 

ñWhat do you think?ò she asked. ñPerhaps it depends on the woman,ò I said. 

ñQuite possibly,ò she said. ñI shall soon deliver the laundry,ò I said. ñGood,ò 

she said. I did not doubt but what the Lady Bina, herself, properly stripped and 

collared, would make an exquisite little bundle at a manôs feet. Perhaps she 

might then better assess the views of the Lady Delia, whom, I suspected, might 

not do all that well at a manôs slave ring. It was fortunate, I thought, that 

she, the Lady Bina, had not ventured h erself to the Central Cylinder several 

days ago, when I had been belabored with boots and spear butts in proxy for her 

naive importunity. She would doubtless have been recognized as barbarian, 

suspected to lack a Home Stone, and one thing might have led to  another. To be 

sure, I would not, in such situation, have cared to deal with a pursuing, 

vengeful beast. And with the beast, as I have suggested, I had little, if 

anything, of which to complain. Despite his hirsute, ferocious, dangerous 

appearance, he was  invariably kind to me, and was extraordinarily understanding, 

patient, and gentle with the Lady Bina, who seemed, if anything, to despise him 

for this indulgence. I often wondered about the nature of the beast, and his 

unusual devotion to her, a devotion so profound, it seemed, that he would 

abandon a world for her. It sometimes seemed to me that he was almost human, and 

then I recalled his fangs, and how I might once, in a moment of rage, have had 

my head torn from my shoulders. He was clearly Kur. All in  all, as you may have 

surmised, my bondage in their loft, if one may so characterize it, was a fairly 

light one, save, of course, for labors involved in the business of the 

laundering, which business did accrue, from month to month, a small store of 

copper  tarsks, some delivered, some collected, for her commission, by the Lady 

Delia.  

 

As the weeks had sped forth, however, particularly at night, when I was chained 

across the threshold of the apartment, at the head of the stairs, I had grown 

increasingly un easy. It was sometimes difficult to sleep. I would sometimes 

twist, and sweat on my mat. Sometimes I would pull a little at the chain on my 

left ankle, fastened on one side of the threshold, and that on my right wrist, 

fastened to the other side. I knew my self chained, and as a slave. Chains are 

arousing to a female who knows she is a slave, and what she is for, and yet 

these were not the chains of a man, a master whose helpless possession and 

plaything one might know oneself to be, but those of a mistress and a beast, to 



neither of which, I gathered, was I of more interest than a small, silken, pet 

sleen.  

 

I would with my left hand sometimes touch the collar on my throat. Sometimes I 

would try to pull it off, but it was locked on me. What is the point, I 

wondered, of being in a collar, if it were not the collar of a master?  

 

I was uneasy.  

 

My belly, my thighs, were restless.  

 

I remembered the kitchen of the eating house. There, at least, from time to 

time, men would put me in their hands, and do asto nishing things to me, which 

left me in no doubt as to my bondage. Too, in the gambling house, though seldom, 

for we were not to distract the men from the tables, I was put to a customerôs 

pleasure, usually when it was feared he might be on the point of lea ving. At 

such times a copper tarsk was often put in my mouth, to be retrieved by the 

customer when done with me, a tarsk which might be redeemed for tarsk - bits, to 

be spent on the tables, tarsk - bits which might, soon, result in the loss of 

tarsks, even of silver.  

 

I do not think I was truly suffering from the fiercer conflagrations of slave 

fires, not as they so acutely tormented some slaves, thrashing about, and crying 

out with need, but I had little doubt that the former Allison Ashton - Baker, so 

refined , cool, and lovely, was now muchly different than she had been on her 

native world. She was now a half - clad, collared Gorean slave girl, and her belly 

needs, as those of others, were beginning to assert themselves, muchly troubling 

her.  

 

It is no wonder free women thought themselves so superior to us.  

 

Or were they so superior? Perhaps they just had not yet been awakened. And what, 

I wondered, if anything, did they whisper to their pillows and coverlets in the 

night?  

 

ñYou have a candy?ò said Antiope. 

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 

ñLet me hold it in my mouth for a time,ò she said. ñI will not steal it.ò 

 

ñWhat is going on in the city?ò I asked. 

 

ñCuriosity,ò she said, ñis not becoming in a kajira.ò 

 

ñYou are kajira,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said, ñbut I know.ò 

 

ñTell me,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps you will let me have the candy, just for a little while,ò she said. ñI 

will not run away.ò 

 

ñI have finished this laundry for you,ò I said, rinsing the coverlets. 

 

ñThank you,ò she said. 

 

I envied Antiope. She ha d a master. I had seen him once, when he, from some 

yards off, had summoned her. How delightedly, how swiftly, she had run to him. 



He was a handsome fellow. I envied Antiope. I suspected she was excellently and 

wholly mastered. She had that look about her.  

 

ñThere are the extra guardsmen,ò I said, ñthe additional patrols, the 

uneasiness, the early closure of some stalls, some markets, the curfew.ò 

 

ñIt is understandable,ò she said. 

 

ñI think,ò I said, ñyou do not really know what is going on.ò 

 

ñOh?ò she said, archly. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. 

 

ñGive me the candy,ò she said. ñJust for a little bit. I will not keep it. If it 

is hard, as you say, it will last a long time. I will give it back to you.ò 

 

ñIt has a soft center,ò I said. 

 

ñNo matter,ò she said.  

 

ñVery well,ò I said, and I freed the small candy from its wrapper, the candy and 

wrapper extracted from a tiny sleeve inside the hem of my tunic.  

 

Antiope looked about.  

 

We were the only slaves at the troughs now, and it was late afternoon. In an Ahn 

or so the curfew bar might sound.  

 

Our laundry was piled to the side.  

 

I shivered a little, as it seemed to be cooler now.  

 

ñYou know about the killings?ò asked Antiope. 

 

ñVery little,ò I said. 

 

ñSome beast, or beasts, is in the city,ò she said. ñEight or ten men, some 

women, have been torn to pieces, in different places, in different districts.ò 

 

ñCould a larl be in the city,ò I asked, ñor a wild sleen?ò 

 

ñUnlikely,ò she said. ñThe work does not suggest the attack of such beasts.ò 

 

ñSomething different?ò I said. 

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò she asked. 

 

I must have turned white, for I thought of the beast, Grendel. Such a thing 

would be fully capable of such work. How did I know the beast remained on the 

roof of the dwelling of Epicrates? It wou ld be easy for something of its size, 

agility, and power to descend to the street. I knew it tended to leave the 

domicile only at night.  

 

Antiope, holding the candy delicately, touched her tongue to the candy, her eyes 

closed.  

 

ñThe bodies were not robbed,ò she said. ñThey were partly eaten.ò 

 

ñA larl then,ò I said, ñor a sleen?ò 

 



ñNo,ò she said, ñthe larl, the sleen, kill in their own ways. Some of the bodies 

were crushed, others had the neck broken.ò 

 

ñYou thought it came from the sewers?ò I said.  

 

ñIt is thought so,ò she said. 

 

The candy disappeared into Antiopeôs mouth. ñGood,ò she said. 

 

ñMake it last,ò I said. I wanted some of it back. 

 

ñI will,ò she said. She then removed it from her mouth, and again savored it, 

tongue - wise. In this way it would last a very long time, as it would not too 

soon melt away. It is a trick of slaves.  

 

ñThen tharlarion,ò I said. 

 

Some tharlarion, usually found in rivers, or along shores, are squat, heavy, 

sinuous, patient, and capable, under certain cond itions, of brief bursts of 

speed.  

 

ñIt does not seem so,ò she said. 

 

ñWhy do they think the sewers?ò I asked. 

 

ñWhere else?ò she said. ñToo, some thieves, some well known, in broad daylight, 

even within view of the praetorôs platform, pushing aside a grating, rushed from 

a sewer, to be shortly apprehended by rings of spear - bearing guardsmen. Shortly 

were the thieves manacled and neck -chained.ò 

 

ñWhy did they so emerge?ò I asked. 

 

ñSomething in the sewers they feared, and never saw,ò she said. 

 

ñIt was the beast, or beasts?ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò she said. 

 

ñGuardsmen, with lanterns, have surely traversed the sewers,ò I said. 

 

ñIt seems they found nothing,ò she said. ñTwo never returned.ò 

 

I conjectured then that two had apparently found som ething, or had been found by 

something.  

 

ñThere is one thought, but much rejected,ò she said, licking at the candy. 

 

ñWhat is that?ò I asked. 

 

ñSome months ago,ò she said, ñhunters in the Voltai, seeking larl, found an 

unusual beast in their net, alm ost man - like, but larger, covered with hair, 

large - jawed, fanged and clawed, fierce, twisting, and howling. Such a beast had 

never been seen. It was returned, caged, to Ar, and purchased for a carnival.ò 

 

I immediately recalled the faded, half - torn poste r, the remains of which were 

affixed to the wall opposite one of the rear entrances to Six Bridges.  

 

ñIt was a large, dangerous, stupid, simple thing,ò she said, ñand, as it proved, 

at least at the time, untrainable, it was kept for exhibition.ò 

 

ñIt was irrational?ò I said. 



 

ñClearly,ò she said. 

 

I was not sure of that.  

 

ñIt then seemed docile, and bided its time,ò she said. ñThen, one day, when it 

was to be fed, it reached through the bars and seized a keeperôs arm, and broke 

him against the bar s, and tore at his belt, where dangled his keys, but others 

intervened with spear butts, striking at the beast, and it, roaring, tore away 

the keeperôs arm, and fed on it, and the keeper died moments later, of shock and 

loss of blood.ò 

 

ñIt was reaching for the keys,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò she said, ñit only seemed so, as it was naught but a mindless, violent 

beast.ò 

 

ñIt later escaped?ò I said. 

 

ñIts danger was recognized, and the owner of the carnival, who was also its 

chief trainer, to neutralize and pa cify it, had it blinded, with hot irons.ò 

 

ñWhat then?ò I said. 

 

ñWeeks went by,ò she said. ñThen it was noticed one evening that the blinded 

beast was turning about, and moving, in time to the carnival music, when the 

kaiila were performing, and later , the striped urts. This was brought to the 

attention of the owner, the chief trainer, who brought a flautist to the 

vicinity of the cage, and, behold, the beast danced to the music of the flute. 

Thereafter this was one of the attractions in the carnival. Further, this 

suggested to the chief trainer that the beast might now prove susceptible to 

training. Apparently this proved to be the case, and, eventually, the beast, led 

on a leash, was brought regularly, in its turn, to the area of performance, 

surround ed by the crowd. There it performed simple tricks, to the snapping of a 

whip, jumping up and down, rolling over, turning about, climbing on boxes, and 

such. Then one evening, it turned on the chief trainer and tore out his eyes, 

and then, blindly, awkwardl y, rushed through the crowd. Guardsmen, and others, 

were about, and the beast was wounded, cut, and slashed time and time again. 

Then it disappeared, bleeding, and limping, into the darkness.ò 

 

ñThen it escaped,ò I said, uneasily. 

 

ñIn its flight,ò she said, ñit killed four, and injured several others.ò 

 

ñIt escaped,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is thought not,ò she said. ñIt was struck many times. It is thought nothing 

could long live so grievously wounded, so copiously bleeding.ò 

 

ñThe body was not recovered,ò I said.  

 

ñBlood led to the sewers,ò she said. ñIt doubtless died in the sewers.ò 

 

ñBut that is not known,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò she said, ñthat is not known.ò 

 

ñOne is then left with the mystery of the killings,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 



ñWhat sort of beast was it?ò I asked. 

 

ñOf an unusual sort,ò she said. 

 

ñWhat was it doing in the Voltai?ò I asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò she said. 

 

ñIt is growing cold,ò said Antiope. 

 

ñIt is getting late,ò I said. 

 

I shivered, again.  

 

We saw two guardsm en some yards away.  

 

ñHo, kajirae,ò called one of the guardsmen. 

 

ñMaster?ò said Antiope. 

 

ñIs your work done?ò he inquired. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò said Antiope. 

 

ñDawdle not then,ò he said, ñlest your collars be read.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò we said, and hurried to gather up the laundry.  

 

In leaving, it seemed we must pass them. Sometimes it is difficult to pass a 

free male, under certain conditions, without a kiss or a slap.  

 

ñGive me back the candy,ò I whispered to Antiope. 

 

ñWe must not dawdle,ò she said.  

 

ñI am not dawdling,ò I said, standing up. 

 

ñThere is not much left,ò she said. 

 

ñGive it to me,ò I said. 

 

ñThe masters may be displeased,ò she said, uneasily. 

 

ñApproach,ò called one of the guardsmen. 

 

ñThey are displeased,ò said Antiope, apprehensively.  

 

We were then standing before the guardsmen. One of them had lifted his right 

hand, slightly, the palm up, so we did not kneel. I, and perhaps Antiope, as 

well, was uneasy at this, as one commonly kneels before a free person, often 

wit h the head down.  

 

It was obvious to us that we were being looked upon, as the slaves we were.  

 

Antiope was quite attractive, and I, surely, had often enough seen the eyes of 

men upon me.  

 

ñWhat is in your mouth?ò asked one of the guardsmen of Antiope.  

 

ñA candy, Master,ò she said. 

 



ñIt is mine, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñPlease do not take it away from us,ò said Antiope. 

 

ñWho would wish a candy which has been soiled by the mouth of a slave,ò said a 

guardsman.  

 

ñYou are dawdling slaves,ò said the other. ñYou should be switched.ò 

 

ñNo, Master,ò we assured them. 

 

ñThe streets are dangerous,ò said the first guardsman. ñThe curfew bar will 

sound in a bit.ò 

 

ñHasten to your cages,ò said the other. ñYou will be safe there.ò 

 

ñMy master does not cage me,ò said Antiope. 

 

ñSurely a manacle awaits,ò said the first guardsman, ñhoping to be warmed by 

your slender, lovely ankle.ò 

 

ñThank, you, Master,ò said Antiope. ñA slave is pleased, if she finds favor with 

a master.ò 

 

ñGo,ò said the first guardsman.  

 

ñOh!ò said Antiope. 

 

ñOh!ò I said. 

 

Then we hurried on.  

 

ñHe does not own me!ò said Antiope, smarting. 

 

ñNor the other, me,ò I said. 

 

Still, we knew such things were done only when a slave was found attractive. One 

supposed one should find  some gratification, or reassurance, in that.  

 

We were then about a corner, and out of the sight of the guardsmen.  

 

ñGive me the candy,ò I said. 

 

ñI fear,ò said Antiope, ñit is gone.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. To be sure, we had been delayed by the guardsmen.  

 

ñBut I will tell you a last thing,ò said Antiope. 

 

ñWhat is that?ò I said. 

 

ñOf all the killings, in the streets, men and women,ò she said, ñall were free.ò 

 

ñNo slave was set upon?ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò she said. 

 

ñWhy is that?ò I asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò she said. 

 



ñIt is a coincidence,ò I said. 

 

ñThe attacks are commonly at night,ò she said. ñI think, then, slaves would be 

on their chains, in their kennels, in their cages, such housings.ò 

 

ñThat is doubtless it,ò I said. 

 

ñBut sometimes,ò she said, ñattacks are in the day, particularly in less 

frequented districts, and sometimes slaves are abroad at night.ò 

 

I supposed that were so.  

 

Usually, of course, they would be in the company of their masters, or, say, 

keepers, if they might  be returning late from feasts, serving slaves, flute 

slaves, kalika slaves, brothel girls, dancers, or such.  

 

Too, it was not unknown for a neglected slave, if unconstrained, to prowl the 

streets, hoping for a secret tryst, to relieve her needs.  

 

Sometimes, too, they might be dispatched under the cover of darkness to carry 

messages for their mistresses, pertaining to projected rendezvous.  

 

To be sure, it was unusual for an unaccompanied slave to be abroad at night. But 

then, indeed, few, slave or fre e, if solitary, essayed the streets after dark, 

particularly in certain districts. One, if sufficiently affluent, and lacking 

his own men, might hire guards, and a lantern bearer. There were establishments 

to provide such a service. Too, such conveniences were sometimes available, 

gratis, to the clientele of certain residences. One such residence was Six 

Bridges.  

 

ñNo slaves have been attacked?ò I said. 

 

ñNot to my knowledge,ò said Antiope. 

 

I found that of interest.  

 

ñIt will soon be curfew,ò said Antiope.  

 

We then wished one another well, and, bearing our laundries, took leave of one 

another.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Twelve  

 

 

 

 

 

I dipped the first of the two buckets into the fountain of Aiakos, where I 

usually drew water. It is at the intersectio n of Clive and Emerald, and is the 

nearest fountain to the shop of Epicrates.  

 

It, as many fountains, has two basins, water flowing first into the high basin, 

and then running over to the lower basin. As an animal I was permitted to drink 

only from the l ower basin, but there was no difficulty in filling the buckets in 

the upper basin, and we invariably did so, as it was deeper and fresher. The 

water entered the fountain through eight spouts, oriented to the eight major 

points of the Gorean compass. Below each spout, on the adjacent stone rim, there 



are two shallow depressions, or worn areas, the one on the right deeper than 

that on the left. This difference takes place over generations, as right - handed 

persons tend to brace the right hand on the rim while leaning over to drink, and 

left - handed persons tend to place their weight on the left hand as they lean 

forward to drink. Similar worn places do not appear on the lower rim as slaves, 

sleen, kaiila, and such, are expected to drink while on all fours. The w ater is 

brought in from the Voltai Mountains, or Red Mountains, which at that time I had 

not seen, far north and east of Ar, by means of long, towering aqueducts, most 

of which are more than seven hundred pasangs long. The Builders, the ñYellow 

Caste,ò one of the five castes commonly regarded as high castes, engineered 

these remarkable constructions, and are charged with their supervision, upkeep, 

and repair.  

 

ñStep aside, girl,ò said a womanôs voice, and I backed away, my head lowered. 

The free woman the n dipped her pail into the water, and left.  

 

Some free women are cruel to slaves.  

 

I was pleased she had not switched me across the back of the thighs.  

 

I dipped the second bucket into the water.  

 

Men prefer us, I thought.  

 

ñWhere is Lord Grendel?ò the Lady Bina had inquired, unfastening the shackles 

which held me in place, across the threshold of the apartment.  

 

ñIs he not on the roof, Mistress?ò I inquired, rubbing my right wrist. To be 

sure, it was light, and, by now, one would expect him her e, below, in the loft, 

or apartment.  

 

ñNo,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not know, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is not like him to be absent,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñNo, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

I feared he had departed from the roof, after dark, after the curfew had 

sounded.  

 

I feared there might have been another killing in the streets.  

 

ñI would be spoken to,ò I said to the Lady Bina. 

 

ñTo what end?ò asked the Lady Bina. 

 

ñThings have been muchly different, of late,ò I said. 

 

She did not respond.  

 

ñThere has been much reticence in the household,ò I said. 

 

ñIt has to do, I think,ò said the Lady Bina, ñwith the curfew, the killings. 

Lord Grendel has been uneasy.ò 

 

ñThere is much unease in the city,ò I said. 

 

ñThat is clear in the streets, the markets,ò she said.  

 



ñSomething is out there, at night,ò I said. 

 

ñNot always at night,ò she said. 

 

ñMay I speak?ò I said. 

 

ñSurely,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not understand Lord Grendel,ò I said. 

 

ñHow so?ò she said. 

 

ñIn the past,ò I said, ñhe cleaned his own body, oiling the fur, washing it, 

brushing and combing it, with particular care, and, of late, he has had me much 

attend to him, sometimes an Ahn at a time, often concerning myself with such 

things.ò 

 

ñYou are grooming him,ò she said, ñcleaning the fur, and such. Have you 

encountered small forms of life in the fur?ò 

 

ñNo,ò I said. 

 

ñGood,ò she said. ñHe is a cleanly brute, and, for his kind, fastidious.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñPets,ò she said, ñare often used by his kind to groom their masters. Much is 

done with the fingers, and the lips, and teeth. The small forms of life, caught 

in the fingers, or between the teeth, are eaten.ò 

 

I felt ill.  

 

ñI am not a pet,ò I whispered. 

 

ñOf course not,ò she said, ñor, at least, no more than any other slave is a 

pet.ò 

 

ñWho is he, Mistress?ò I begged. ñWho are you?ò 

 

I expected to be told that curiosity was not becoming in a kajira, but the 

small, exquisite Lady Bina, despite her selfishness and vanity, her almost 

charmingly innocent lack  of concern with the feelings and lives of others, was 

often pleasant, and communicative. Too, she was not natively Gorean. That, I 

thought, quite possibly, was relevant.  

 

ñThere are metal worlds, large metal worlds,ò she said, ñlike small planets, 

inhab ited by Kurii, rather like Lord Grendel, though he is not truly Kur.ò 

 

ñNo?ò I said. 

 

ñLord Grendel,ò she said, ñis the result of an experiment, one which apparently 

did not turn out well.ò 

 

As far as I could tell, Grendel, or Lord Grendel, was Kur. I recalled he had 

identified himself as such, on the very evening he had brought me to the 

domicile, the first floor of which held the living quarters and shop of 

Epicrates.  

 

ñI myself,ò said the Lady Bina, ñwas originally a Kur pet.ò 

 

ñA pet?ò I said. 



 

ñThere is nothing wrong with being a pet,ò she said. ñIndeed, on the world once 

of Agamemnon, Eleventh face of the Nameless One, it was a great honor to be the 

pet of a Kur, particularly if one were only a human being, and not a female Kur, 

defanged an d declawed, kept in chains and chastisable by the rod. I myself had 

the privilege of being the pet of Lord Arcesilaus, who now, as I understand it, 

is the Twelfth Face of the Nameless One, Theocrat of the World, that world. Pets 

are not taught to speak, bu t I learned to do so; the mechanical translators, and 

Lord Grendel, and some others, were helpful; and, after the dislocations of an 

insurrection, and the downfall of Agamemnon, Eleventh Face of the Nameless One, 

former Theocrat of the World, that world, l earning of this world, a beautiful, 

natural world, not a small world and one of metal, and ships which might voyage 

here, I decided to embark, reach this world, and make my fortune here, in 

particular, becoming a Ubara, a ruler or consort of a ruler, of so me great city 

-  I had heard of Ar -  or, possibly, of the planet itself.ò 

 

How naive she is, I thought.  

 

Again I tried to envisage what might have been her socialization, her 

acculturation.  

 

Then it occurred to me that, from what she had said, for mos t practical 

purposes, she had had little in the way of such customary amenities.  

 

ñYou spoke of an experiment,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 

ñIt did not turn out well?ò I asked. 

 

ñApparently not,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said. 

 

ñYou should speak to Lord Grendel of that,ò she said. 

 

ñMight he not kill me?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou could ask him, and see,ò she said. 

 

ñI do not think I will do so,ò I said. 

 

ñI do not think he would hurt you,ò she said. ñAt most you would be well lashed, 

per haps several times, over several days, and warned not to speak of it again.ò 

 

ñYou speak of Lord Grendel,ò I said. ñI gather, then, he was important on his 

world.ò 

 

ñHe came to be so,ò she said. ñMuchly so, in power and prestige, and, if he had 

been in terested in such matters, and wished it, might have become so in wealth, 

as well.ò 

 

ñWhy then would he leave?ò I asked. ñWhy would he give up so much?ò 

 

ñTo accompany me,ò she said. 

 

ñTo a new world, a strange world, an unfamiliar, perhaps hostile world?ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. 

 



ñForgive me, Mistress,ò I said, ñbut why would he, so strange and different a 

form of life, do so?ò 

 

ñI have never inquired,ò said the Lady Bina. ñHe insisted on doing so.ò 

 

ñHere,ò I said, ñhe is feared, even loathed.ò 

 

ñThat is because he is not a true Kur,ò she said. ñThe true Kur is beautiful, 

large, agile, proud, long - armed, glossy, wide - nostriled, with six - digited 

appendages, with a voice a larl might envy. Grendel has deformed paws, with only 

five digits, an d the throat, and tongue, the oral orifice are different, and the 

eyes, too. He can even approximate human sounds.ò 

 

ñI think,ò I said, ñhe is devoted to Mistress.ò 

 

ñI have never objected to his presence, despite his appearance,ò she said. ñHe 

is usef ul to have about, and I am fond of him. He cannot help his ugliness. Too, 

I suspect his presence, like that of a pet sleen, would encourage predators, 

thieves, or such, to circumspection.ò 

 

I had no doubt about that.  

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said, ñwhy, of late, Lord Grendel has had me attend to 

his grooming.ò 

 

ñNor do I,ò she said. 

 

ñMistress is well aware of the killings,ò I said. 

 

ñSurely,ò she said. 

 

ñSome fear a Kur may be involved,ò I said. 

 

ñThere are no Kurii on Gor,ò she said. 

 

ñLord Grendel,ò I said. 

 

ñNot a true Kur,ò she said. 

 

I was not so sure of that. I had sensed that the beast regarded itself as Kur, 

and prided itself on the possession of that dark, dangerous blood. As noted, he 

had certainly, and, indeed, unhesitantly, identified himself as Kur.  

 

ñThere was one, I think,ò I said, ñwho performed in a carnival.ò 

 

ñIt died, did it not,ò she asked, ñin the sewers?ò 

 

ñIt is thought so,ò I said. 

 

ñThen a larl, a sleen, or such, perhaps a sewer tharlarion, must be about.ò 

 

ñKurii are dangerous,ò I said. 

 

ñThey must eat,ò she said, ñand sometimes, it seems, they want blood.ò 

 

At that moment we heard a movement, above us, as of a large body turning about, 

moving, on the roof.  

 

ñAh,ò said the Lady Bina, pleasantly, ñLord Grendel has returned.ò 

 

 



 

* * * *  

 

 

 

I was readying myself to return to the shop of Epicrates, with the two buckets, 

freshly filled, when I became aware of a shouting about, and I saw several 

citizens hurrying to join a cluster of others, gat hered near the double doorway 

of an insula on Clive, not more than a hundred paces from the fountain.  

 

I saw a slave rushing past, hurrying away from the insula.  

 

ñWhat is going on?ò I cried. 

 

ñA body!ò she cried. ñAnother killing!ò 

 

ñWait!ò I called, but she had sped past.  

 

I remained at the fountain, the buckets put to the pavement, beside me, shading 

my eyes.  

 

The crowd parted a bit, as four guardsmen, summoned, I gathered, pressed through 

the gathering.  

 

I saw them pull part of a body by o ne foot toward the center of the street. More 

than one free woman wrapped a veil more closely about her face, and backed away.  

 

Guardsmen were motioning to the crowd, to disperse. The body, what I saw of it, 

was placed in a mat, which was folded about it .  

 

A Tarnster, come from the crowd, was passing. Near him, similarly withdrawing, 

was a fellow in the brown of the Peasants, a bundle of the leafy vangis over his 

shoulder.  

 

ñMasters,ò I called. 

 

ñA larl is loose in the city,ò said the Tarnster. 

 

ñIt was no larl,ò said the Peasant. 

 

ñA sleen then,ò said the Tarnster. 

 

They had then moved past.  

 

I then rose to my feet.  

 

ñPersinna!ò I called to a shapely slave, in a brief gray tunic, with a tiny, 

locked message box, chained to her collar.  

 

Her eyes were suddenly wild with fear. ñBe silent!ò she said, looking about her. 

ñDo not speak that name, I beg of you.ò 

 

ñDo you not remember me?ò I said. ñI am Allison. We were sold together, in the 

Metellan district.ò 

 

ñI am not Persinna,ò she said. 

 

ñYou are, or were,ò I said. 

 

ñYou see my tunic!ò she said. ñI am a state slave. I am owned by the state of 

Ar!ò 



 

ñNow,ò I said. ñAnd that is ironic, is it not?ò 

 

ñBe merciful,ò she said, looking about. 

 

ñI thought you had a private master,ò I said.  

 

ñI did,ò she said, ñbut he sold me to Ar, as a joke, for a pittance.ò 

 

ñDoubtless there are some in Ar,ò I said, ñwho would like to see you adorn the 

spike of impalement.ò 

 

ñDo not reveal me,ò she begged. 

 

ñThere is doubtless an anonymity for you,ò I said, ñbeing chained amongst state 

slaves.ò 

 

ñPlease,ò she said. 

 

ñBut, of course, if you are discovered,ò I said, ñyou would be nicely at hand, 

on a chain.ò 

 

ñWorthless barbarian!ò she hissed. 

 

ñI think I shall call out your name,ò I said, angrily.  

 

ñPlease do not,ò she whispered, ñðMistress.ò 

 

ñI am not a Mistress,ò I said. ñWe are both now no more than collar sluts.ò I 

could conceive of a fellow in whose arms I thought I might now well be no more 

than an eager, grateful, squirming col lar slut. How far I was now, a slave, from 

the cool, smug, haughty, so - self - satisfied Allison Ashton - Baker!  

 

ñYou perhaps,ò she said, ñnot I.ò 

 

ñWait,ò I said, ñuntil you are put out for public use, with a hundred others, on 

a feast day.ò 

 

ñLet me go,ò she begged. 

 

ñWhat is going on, down the street?ò I asked. 

 

ñCuriosityðò she began. 

 

ñSpeak,ò I told her. 

 

ñA body was discovered,ò she said, ñthrust between buildings.ò 

 

ñFrom last night?ò I said. 

 

ñOne supposes so,ò she said. 

 

ñThen the larl must be about,ò I said, frightened. 

 

ñIf it is a larl,ò she said. 

 

ñWhat else could it be?ò I asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò she said. She touched the message box chained to her collar. 

ñPlease,ò she said. ñI must be back within the Ahn.ò 

 



ñWho was killed?ò I asked. 

 

ñDid you not see the garmenture?ò she asked. 

 

Somehow I had refused to see it, or, better, to see it for what it was. Too, of 

course, I had only glimpsed it, some shreds, and at a distance. I suddenly felt 

very much afraid. ñYes,ò I said.  

 

ñA Metal Worker,ò she said. 

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò she asked. 

 

I could form no words.  

 

ñI am Mina, Mina,ò she said. ñMay Mina go?ò 

 

ñForgive me, Mina,ò I said. ñI wish you well.ò 

 

The former Lady Persinna then turned about and, gratefully, hu rried away.  

 

There would be, of course, hundreds of Metal Workers in Ar.  

 

ñDo you dally, Slave?ò inquired a free woman, come to the fountain. 

 

ñNo, Mistress!ò I said. ñNo, Mistress!ò 

 

I then seized up the handles of the buckets and, step by step, s lowly, 

carefully, for the weight, and that no water be spilled, frightened, miserable, 

made my way toward the shop of Epicrates.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Thirteen  

 

 

 

 

 

I had fled through the streets, terrified.  

 

ñCome back, Allison!ò had called the Lady Bina, but I had rushed, weeping, past 

her, down the stairs, and emerged on Emerald.  

 

It was now late afternoon, and I was in the closest, sizable market to the 

domicile of Epicrates, the market of Cestias, in one corner of which was the Sul 

Market. It wa s there, in the market of Cestias, we commonly shopped. It was 

there I had been commanded by the Lady Bina, when she, for whatever reason, was 

intent to satisfy herself that I might be found acceptable to men. Well did I 

remember the ten Ehn she had given me, within which time, as she was not a 

patient woman, I was to satisfy her curiosity. It was there that I, hands bound 

behind me, in half a tunic, had been ordered to my knees by a surly, imperious 

stranger, he who had later protected me at Six Bridges, b ut had seen fit to take 

his reward from my lips, I helpless to prevent his arrogant presumption.  

 

Surely I must despise him!  

 

Yet he had protected me, from the girls from the house of Daphne.  

 



From the fountain I had made my way, sick and fearful, to  the domicile, and, 

step by slow step, had brought the buckets upstairs.  

 

ñLord Grendel,ò had said the Lady Bina, ñwishes water. Carry one bucket to the 

roof.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I had said. 

 

ñToo, he wants cloths,ò she said. ñTake these.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I had said. 

 

The trap opening to the roof was open, and I climbed the stairs, and, the cloths 

over my shoulder, and two hands on the bucket handle, emerged on the roof.  

 

The beast was crouching in one corner of the area, concealed from the str eet by 

the wall surmounting the roof. Given my height, I could look over that wall. It 

came about to my shoulders.  

 

It was there the beast slept.  

 

It turned about, and lifted its head, and I saw those large, glinting eyes upon 

me.  

 

I half dropped the  bucket, and water splashed to the sun - hot roof. I threw down 

the cloths, and backed away.  

 

ñDo not speak of what you have seen,ò said the beast. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

I then turned about, and fled, running down the stairs to the apartment, and 

the n, past the Lady Bina, down stairs, to the street.  

 

The paws of the beast had been covered with dried blood, stiffening and matting 

the fur.  

 

Now I had been searching the market of Cestias, and nearby streets, how long I 

did not know. I did not see him ! It was growing late. Where might he be? Was he 

no more? Had he met his end on Clive? Who had been in those bloodied shreds of 

black and gray, the colors of the Metal Workers? Could it have been he? To be 

sure, what could he, a stranger, be to me, and wha t could I, a slave, be to him, 

a free man? Were we not muchly disparate, he a free man, a citizen, doubtless 

the possessor of a Home Stone, and I, a lowly barbarian beast, brought from a 

far world to the markets of my superiors, my masters? I tried to remi nd myself 

that I should hate him, the callous brute, that I should loathe him, he so 

arrogant and supercilious, he who looked upon me so casually and saw me as 

nothing, only a meaningless Gorean kajira, fit only to be at a manôs feet. But I 

recalled he had  ordered me to my knees before him, when I was helpless, wrists 

fastened behind me, and half - stripped, and I had knelt, as I had no choice but 

to do, as a slave, and had looked up at him, and suddenly, startled, wondered if 

it might be he, my master, befor e whom I knelt. And I remembered, too, the 

intimacy of the kisses forced upon me when I, as a slave, dared not, and desired 

not, to resist. I must have passed given stalls and vendors, given shops, an 

indefinite number of times. Surely I attracted curious glances, in the nearby 

streets, and, time and time again, in the market plaza. More than once I had 

been regarded by guardsmen. What business had I there?  

 

I did not know where else to look for him. Indeed, I feared he had been cruelly 

slain, even dismem bered. What had been folded in the mat by the guardsmen on 



Clive had not been a whole human being. Parts, I supposed, must have been eaten, 

or disposed of, elsewhere.  

 

And I remembered the blood on the paws, and arms, of the beast, and how it had 

lifted its head, and regarded me, on the roof. ñDo not speak of what you have 

seen,ò it had said. 

 

I had then, in horror, and hysteria, fled from the roof, and the domicile.  

 

I hoped it would not be thought I had run away.  

 

I knew I could not elude the cons equences of the collar, the brand, the tunic. 

There was no escape for such as I, the Gorean slave girl. At most, one might 

fall into a heavier, more severe, more terrifying bondage.  

 

But I had been unable to help myself, and had fled the house.  

 

I had not truly intended to run away.  

 

I knew the penalties which might be inflicted on a fugitive slave, the lashings, 

hamstringing, being cast amongst a foliage of leech plants, being butchered for 

sleen feed, even being cast alive to such beasts.  

 

ñKajira,ò said a guardsman. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said, kneeling. 

 

ñAre you lost?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat are you doing here?ò he asked. 

 

ñI am looking for someone,ò I said, ña Metal Worker.ò 

 

ñYour master?ò he said. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat is his name?ò he asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò I said. 

 

ñYou have been summoned to a tryst?ò he said. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. I realized that free persons do not always reveal their 

names to slaves. Many Goreans, too, I understood, particularly of the lower 

castes, had ñuse names,ò to conceal their real names, lest their real names, it 

seemed, might supply ill - wishers with grist for spells and sorceries.  

 

ñToday,ò said the guardsman, ña Metal Worker was killed, in the vicinity of 

Clive.ò 

 

ñI fear it might be he,ò I said. 

 

ñYour tunic,ò he said, ñsuggests that you are a womanôs slave.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñMany of the stalls and shops are closing,ò he said. ñYou are to be off the 

streets by curfew.ò 



 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñDo you know your way home?ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñGo home,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, and rose to my feet. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fourteen  

 

 

 

 

 

ñGroom me,ò said the beast. 

 

I brought the brushes and combs to his side, and began at th e sides of the head, 

brushing downward, toward the shoulders.  

 

ñYou tremble,ò said the beast. ñYour hand shakes.ò 

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñDo not be afraid,ò said the beast. 

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou barely arrived home before curfew,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñWhere were you?ò asked the beast. 

 

I drew the brush downward.  

 

ñThe market, the market of Cestias,ò I said. 

 

ñGood,ò he said. ñYou are familiar, then, with the market.ò 

 

Why should he be pleased with that, I wondere d. I had not been given permission 

to go there. Commonly, just as a slave may not clothe herself without her 

masterôs permission, so, too, she may not leave his domicile without his 

permission, and it would then be expected, of course, that her destination  would 

be specified and her anticipated time of return. She is not a free woman. She is 

his possession, his animal, his slave. I, on the other hand, in my misery and 

terror, hurrying past the startled Lady Bina, had precipitously fled the 

domicile. Such le ave takings are not permitted slaves. When I had returned, by 

then much aware of the enormity of what I had done, I had been contrite and 

fearful. My lapse had been significant, and I was owned. I had crept up the 

stairs, and knelt, head down, before the L ady Bina and the beast. ñForgive me, 

Mistress. Forgive me, Master,ò I had said, pressing my lips first to the Lady 

Binaôs slippers, and then to the clawed feet of the beast. Interestingly, I was 

not beaten. I was not even scolded. Had I a male master, I am  sure I would have 

been tied and lashed. Male masters tend to be exacting of their girls. I wished 

I had such a master, who would be firm, and severe, and see to it that I would 

be an excellent, and pleasing, slave. That is what I wanted, and had always 



wanted, to be well owned, and wholly mastered. To be sure, I had arrived back 

before curfew.  

 

ñWe shop there, frequently,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñDo you know the praetorôs platform, by the coin stalls?ò asked the beast. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

There were two market praetors in the market of Cestias. One was near the coin 

stalls, and Sul Market, the other, rather across the plaza, not far from the 

Paga and Ka - la - na Markets.  

 

The coin stalls were, in effect, exchanges, as, in a market of the size of t hat 

of Cestias, in a city such as Ar, buyers and sellers from diverse cities might 

mingle and carry diverse currencies. As would be expected, the most common 

denominations in the market were those of Ar, her tarn disks, and her tarsks, of 

copper, and silve r and gold. But coins of many cities circulated. Occasionally 

one encountered a disk from far - off Turia. Some prized coins were the silver 

tarns of Jad and, on the continent, the golden staters of Brundisium. Many of 

the transactions were conducted by mean s of scales. One often encounters, for 

example, clipped or shaved coins. The professional in shaving keeps the 

roundness of the subject coin as perfect as possible. Sometimes it is hard to 

tell, by eye, that a coin has been shaved. Clipped coins are easy t o identify 

but then, of course, one must bring forth the scales, and, not unoften, as well, 

rough silver or gold, unminted, is presented, perhaps melted droplets, or pieces 

cut from silver or golden vessels and goblets, which items will also require 

judici ous determinations. Negotiations and bargainings, over the scales, often 

grow heated. The advantage, of course, lies with the stallsman. Complaints may 

be lodged with either of the two praetors, who, interestingly, though 

magistrates of Ar, apparently stri ve to adjudicate matters to the best of their 

lights. Their efforts not only redound to the honor of Ar, but, too, one 

supposes, tend to preserve the value and integrity of the market, which, in the 

long view, is doubtless in the best interest of the cityôs commerce. To be sure, 

major transactions often take place near the walls, and outside them, in the 

wholesale markets.  

 

ñI have an errand for you to perform,ò he said. 

 

The beastôs wide nostrils flared slightly, as though scanning the room. I 

wondered  what might be the consciousness of the beast.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñI will explain it to you later,ò he said. 

 

I continued to brush his fur.  

 

ñWhy are you afraid?ò he asked. 

 

How could he ask such a thing? Had he not recognized my horror at the s ight of 

his body, earlier today, in the late morning, the matting, the caking, the 

stiffened fur?  

 

ñTonight,ò he said, ñyou will not be chained.ò 

 

I was then more afraid than before.  

 

Is there not, on the chain, some security?  

 



ñWhy is that?ò asked the Lady Bina. I was sure it made little difference to her 

whether I was chained or not. Indeed, I was sure that my chaining had more to do 

with the recommendations of the Lady Delia than any interest which the Lady Bina 

might have in the matter. The Lady  Delia, a Gorean free woman, had definite 

views as to the proper treatment of female slaves. To be sure, men often chain 

their female slaves, perhaps because it pleases them to have their animals on a 

chain. A discrepancy in a routine, on the other hand, w ould be of interest to 

the Lady Bina, for, as a highly intelligent woman, such things were likely to 

provoke curiosity, and require some explanation.  

 

ñBecause it is my will,ò said the beast. 

 

ñVery well,ò she said. 

 

The beast was commonly concerned,  sometimes almost pathetically so, to please 

the Lady Bina. It would unprotestingly accept her pettinesses and abuses, which 

were not infrequent, would seek to attend to her wants, which were frequent, 

and, to the extent practical, would indulge her every whim. Sometimes it seemed 

as though it were no more than a large, agile, hideous, somewhat terrifying, but 

devoted and harmless pet. At other times, however, one sensed an adamancy in 

that imposing form, an alarming core of bestial will which would brook n either 

compromise nor deviation, no more than tides and seasons, a will behind which 

lay the instincts, the blood, the fangs, and claws, of Kurii. At such times, the 

Lady Bina would remain silent, and, resignedly, gracefully, withdraw. She was 

apparently f amiliar with such things from the metal worlds of which she had 

spoken. To what end might one remonstrate with a living anvil, or winter, or 

hunger, or a quiescent volcano which, jarred, might speak with fire?  

 

The Lady Bina had now left the room, crossi ng the threshold to her chamber.  

 

It was at such times that it seemed to me that it was she, and not he, who was 

the pet. In any event, I had long been aware that in matters of moment, or times 

of crisis, there was but one voice and one will in the domic ile, that of the 

beast.  

 

I did not think the beast would kill me in the presence of the Lady Bina.  

 

She was no longer present.  

 

ñDo not be afraid, Allison,ò said the beast. 

 

ñI am afraid,ò I said. 

 

ñWhy?ò he said. 

 

ñThe roof,ò I said, ñwhat I saw.ò 

 

ñI see,ò he said. 

 

ñThere was a killing,ò I said, ñon Clive.ò 

 

ñI know,ò he said. 

 

I continued to brush him.  

 

ñFrom last night,ò I said. 

 

ñFrom shortly before dawn,ò he said. 

 

ñI will not speak what I saw,ò I said. 

 



ñI know you will not,ò he said. 

 

I felt cold.  

 

ñI think the comb now,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are trembling,ò he said. 

 

ñI think Master was not on the roof last night,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñOn several nights I have departed the roof. One may move from 

roof to roof, occasionally descending to the street, then climbing to a roof 

anew.ò 

 

I thought of that agile, large form on the roofs, in the streets, moving about, 

lightly for its bulk, a shadow amongst shadows.  

 

ñMaster has been about,ò I said.  

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñThere have been killings,ò I said. 

 

ñThey must stop,ò he said. 

 

ñA larl, in the streets,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñWhat then?ò I said. 

 

ñThe Lady Bina is sleeping,ò he said. 

 

I could hear nothing, but I gathered tha t the beast had no difficulty in making 

this determination.  

 

ñI will now explain to you what you are to do,ò said the beast. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñYou understand that you are a female slave,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. On Gor, I had no doubt of that.  

 

ñAnd how is a female slave to obey?ò he asked. 

 

ñInstantly, unquestioningly,ò I said, ñand, to the best of her ability, with 

perfection.ò 

 

ñIf you obey with perfection,ò he said, ñyou will not be hurt. If you do not 

obey with perfection, you  will undoubtedly die a quick and most unpleasant 

death. Do you understand?ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou will not wear your kerchief,ò he said. ñIn that way, your head bare, you 

will not be confused with a free woman.ò 

 

ñI do not understand,ò I said.  



 

ñAs a collar girl, I know you are vain,ò he said. 

 

ñI am a woman,ò I said. 

 

ñYour hair,ò he said, ñis still quite short, but, over the months, it is not 

badly grown out. And some masters have their girls wear it that way, that the 

girl, and other s, may understand that every aspect of their appearance is at the 

masterôs discretion.ò 

 

I supposed such girls would beg, and perform desperately, that their hair might 

be permitted to grow ñslave long.ò 

 

ñI do not understand what is going on,ò I said. 

 

ñYour hair is now attractive,ò he said. 

 

ñHow would Master know?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou are no longer permitted to wear the kerchief, unless given explicit 

permission,ò he said. 

 

I was silent.  

 

ñYou are a pretty slave, Allison,ò he said. ñIf you were also helpless in the 

furs, you might go for better than a silver tarsk.ò 

 

I was silent.  

 

ñYour helplessness would doubtless be assessed,ò he said, ñbefore you were 

brought to the block. Buyers are interested in such things. One wants not only a 

pretty girl, but a hot girl.ò 

 

ñOh?ò I said. 

 

ñOne uncontrollably hot, helplessly hot,ò he said. 

 

ñI do not think I am óhotô,ò I said. 

 

ñCoolness, inertness, and such, are acceptable in a free woman,ò he said, ñbut 

not in a female slave.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñI will now explain what you are to do,ò he said. 

 

ñWhy have I not been chained?ò I asked. 

 

ñBecause,ò said he, ñyou are leaving, almost immediately.ò 

 

ñSurely not, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñBut, yes,ò he said. 

 

ñIt is night,ò I said. ñIt is after curfew.ò 

 

ñYou will go into the streets, alone,ò he said, ñand do precisely what I shall 

explain to you.ò 

 

ñThere are guardsmen,ò I said. 

 



ñYou must elude them,ò he said. 

 

ñI do not know what is out there, in the darkness,ò I said. 

 

ñIf you obey properly,ò he said, ñI think you will learn.ò 

 

He then rubbed his heavy paw about my head, my neck, and shoulders, and drew me 

against his side, and then put me from him.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñIf all goes well,ò said he, ñyou will not have to groom me after this.ò 

 

ñAs Master pleases,ò I said. 

 

ñYou do not do it all that well,ò he said. 

 

ñI am sorry,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò he said, ñyou are curious as to why I have required that service from 

you so frequently of late.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said.  

 

ñYou cannot smell it,ò he said, ñbut my scent is now muchly upon you.ò 

 

ñI know nothing of these things, Master,ò I said. ñBe merciful to me! I am only 

a poor slave, a thigh - marked girl, nothing, a beast, a property, only another 

poor, helpless  kajira, fastened in her collar.ò 

 

ñBe pleased you are collared,ò he said. ñIt is that which I anticipate will save 

your life.ò 

 

ñKeep me here until morning,ò I said. ñChain me, chain me!ò 

 

ñHere are your instructions,ò he said. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Fi fteen  

 

 

 

 

 

I heard footsteps, and crouched down, small, in the doorway.  

 

Shortly the guardsmen, with their lantern, had passed. There were not many 

guardsmen about, after curfew, but this was the second pair I had encountered, 

on the way to the mar ket of Cestias.  

 

ñI will not speak what I saw,ò I had said to the beast in the domicile. 

 

ñI know you will not,ò he had said. 

 

I had learned his scent was on me, and I was sure I might be followed, in the 

darkness, as easily as by a sleen. Too, I had  little doubt that my slightest 

footfall might be marked by the hearing of the beast.  

 



I feared he wanted me to proceed some distance from the shop of Epicrates, and 

then, when I was far enough away, away from the neighborhood of the shop, he 

might appea r from the side, about a corner, or drop down beside me, from a roof, 

and, before I could cry out, bite through the back of my neck. I supposed, were 

I clever enough, I would have remained in the doorway of the shop of Epicrates, 

forcing him to kill me on the premises, or to refrain from doing so, for the 

proximity to his own domicile. Too, I thought of surrendering myself to the 

guardsmen, and accepting the consequences, whatever they might be, for violating 

the curfew.  

 

ñI know you will not,ò he had said.  

 

How could he know that, if he were not going to assure himself of it, with, say, 

a swift blow, a grasping paw on the throat, an embrace which might break a back?  

 

The tiniest sound, the scuttling of an urt, the fluttering of a vart, come over 

the w alls from the countryside, almost made me scream with fear.  

 

I could not escape from the city at night, for the closure of the gates. Might I 

not hide by a gate, and then run when it was opened?  

 

Could I traverse a hundred paces before being pulled dow n by boys?  

 

I feared to inform on the beast, for it might escape, and seek me out. Too, 

oddly, I did not want to inform on him. I had agreed that I would not speak of 

what I had seen. Why had I done that?  

 

I knew what I was to do, elude guardsmen, and go to the market of Cestias, near 

the praetorôs platform near the coin stalls. 

 

But what then?  

 

The market would be deserted at this hour, and ill - lit, if lit at all. Certainly 

the goods, the currencies, and such, would be withdrawn and locked away.  

 

There were few in the streets, and they were furtive, indeed. And I suspected 

this had less to do with the curfew, than with the fear of what might be loose 

in the streets, moving in the darkness.  

 

The beast, I was sure, might have most of the city at i ts disposal, moving from 

roof to roof, traversing the darkness, saving perhaps the towers and bridges.  

 

Why was I obeying the beast?  

 

Why was I moving, as I could, toward the market of Cestias? Would it not have 

been better to flee anywhere else? Why w ould he want me there, rather than 

somewhere else? Was it in the market, near the praetorôs platform that he wished 

to apprehend me?  

 

Was I proceeding blindly, foolishly, toward a predesignated place of execution? 

But why there, rather than a hundred oth er places?  

 

What might be special about that place?  

 

Indeed, why did he not simply kill me in the domicile, bloodlessly, strangling 

me, breaking a neck, and then carrying me to some other part of the city, far 

from the shop of Epicrates, to be discover ed in the morning?  

 

But, I recalled, from Antiope, that slaves, or, at least, it seemed so, had not 

been set upon. To be sure, perhaps no other slave had seen paws, and arms and 

fur, matted thickly with dried blood.  



 

I knew little of the Lady Bina, nor  of the beast, nor of the world, or worlds, 

from which they had come.  

 

I was sure, if the Lady Bina were not, that it was Kur.  

 

Why was I obeying the beast?  

 

Was I moving to my death?  

 

But, if so, why had he given me the instructions he had? Would that not have 

been meaningless, and excessive, or might it have been calculated, to assuage my 

anxieties, to put me off my guard? He had informed me that I would not be hurt, 

unless I disobeyed. But that was hard to believe. Were the streets themselves 

not  a danger? Who knew what might lurk around the next turn? Might one not be 

slain by a guardsmanôs spear, a frightened guardsman striking at a movement in 

the darkness, the source of which was unknown?  

 

I felt the soft brush of hair on my head, for I wore  no kerchief now. That had 

seemed important to the beast. I touched my collar. That, too, it seemed, might 

have some significance, that my neck was so encircled, that I was thus 

identified as no more than kajira.  

 

I was terrified of the beast, but, oddly , I was not at all sure he wished me 

ill. If he wanted to kill me, he could have done so, a number of times, 

conveniently, and with impunity. He had treated me, surely usually, with 

solicitude, even kindness. He had disciplined me only once, and that lesso n 

needed not be repeated. The former Allison Ashton - Baker was an intelligent 

slave, and she learned quickly, very quickly. My bondage in the domicile had 

been a light one. He seemed, in many ways, despite his size and appearance, more 

sensitive, more ratio nal, more human than the Lady Bina. Surely I could never 

have supposed he would have given me ten Ehn, in a public place, to demonstrate 

that I might be of interest to men, and, failing that, be sold to butchers for 

sleen feed. I wondered if the Lady Bina would have done so. Certainly I would 

not have liked to make trial of the matter. I suspected she might have done so, 

if I had failed to satisfy her curiosity in the matter, and not because she was 

thoughtless or cruel, but, rather, simply, because she was  concerned with the 

matter. If one object proved unsatisfactory, it could be discarded and replaced 

with another, one more satisfactory. I wondered sometimes if she were fully 

aware, other than intellectually, casually, or abstractly, that other human 

bein gs existed, had feelings, and such. Doubtless she understood such things, 

but perhaps did not see them as having much, if any, importance. Interestingly 

then, she who appeared most human might seem in some ways less human, and that 

which appeared least hum an might seem in some ways more human. But what is 

ñhumanò? 

 

I recalled that I had been told his ñscentò was on me. What significance might 

that have, if any?  

 

Certainly I was unaware of the scent, at least on my own body, or of any 

significance which it might have.  

 

My bondage in the domicile of the Lady Bina and the beast was, as noted, a light 

bondage, but, too, I found it dissatisfying. On this world my slavery, and its 

appropriateness, had been brought home to me. I had seen hundreds of Gorean me n 

about, as I had scarcely on my world understood such men could exist, so large, 

strong, and powerful, so naturally self - satisfied, so unassumingly proud, and 

arrogant, possessive, aggressive men, unconfused and unconflicted, so clear -

eyed, easy - moving, a nd large - handed, so innocently and unquestioningly virile, 

before whom my slightness and softness, so different from them, seemed theirs, 

an appropriate prize and acquisition of their desire and might. In the very 



sight of such men I felt it natural that I  should kneel and bow my head, hoping 

that I might be noticed, might be found acceptable, might be found such that 

they might deign to snap their fingers and indicate that I might follow them, 

hoping to be eventually awarded their collar. As a woman, or a sort of woman, I 

felt weak before such men. I did not desire pain but was prepared to accept it 

if they imposed it on me. It was to male dominance that I thrilled. How natural 

and whole, and right, and happy, and grateful, I felt in such a relationship. 

One supposes this harkens back to remote antiquities in which certain acquired 

females, as opposed to others, responded to male dominance, surrendered to 

thongs and masters, and, generation by generation, were preferentially bred. And 

so it is not so strange  that in women, or many women, one might find the 

readinesses and hopes of slaves. Let each ask herself what she desires to be, 

what she is. Celebrate the free woman, but take in your arms the slave.  

 

I was now in the vicinity of the market of Cestias.  

 

I recalled the beast had told me not to be afraid, but I was afraid. Who would 

not be?  

 

I touched my collar.  

 

Are we not, in our way, bred for the collar?  

 

On my old world I had not worn it, unless invisibly. But here, on this world, I 

wore it. It was real, and fastened on me.  

 

Any of this world who might see me would see me, and understand me, and 

instantly, as what I was, kajira.  

 

The market was muchly dark.  

 

To one side, my right, at the far edge of the market, there was a pole, on which 

was suspended a single lantern.  

 

It flickered, and moved a little, in a moment of wind.  

 

I went to all fours.  

 

I would make my way, slowly, carefully, toward the coin stalls, now deserted. I 

took advantage of what cover might be available. There were, of course, empty 

stalls, to which produce might be brought near dawn, come before light from the 

local villages. But there were also, here and there, baskets, boxes, occasional 

chests and cabinets, presumably empty, and some bare, tiered shelves, which 

mig ht be lodged against the back of a stall, or, often enough, behind a spread 

mat or rug.  

 

I nearly cried out for a small urt, presumably startled, had darted by. I could 

have held two or three in the palm of my hand.  

 

One of the moons emerged from behin d a cloud, and, for a moment, the market was 

eerily lit in its pale light.  

 

I saw, some fifty or so paces to my left, the platform of one of the two market 

praetors. It bore a single curule chair. The platform is reached by a set of 

wooden steps. Sometim es an awning is stretched over the platform.  

 

It was close to that platform that the coin stalls, perhaps advisedly, were 

stationed.  

 

I did not move until the clouds once more obscured the moon.  

 



In a bit, as I moved, listening, a few horts at a time , my hand suddenly rested 

on an iron ring, anchored in the stone. It was a slave ring. Such rings are 

often found in public places, in markets, near shops, along boulevards, and 

such, furnished by the municipality as a convenience. Girls such as I may be 

chained to them, while masters shop, or otherwise pursue their various concerns. 

The girl is usually fastened by the left ankle, or the neck, to such a ring. 

Usually she is left to her own devices there, but sometimes the masters require 

a certain position,  most often kneeling, head down. Sometimes boys enjoy 

tormenting the slaves at the rings. This is particularly the case if the girl is 

a new slave, fresh to her collar, brought in from an enemy city. This sort of 

information seems somehow to travel rapidly  about, perhaps as a result of a 

masterôs seemingly casual or inadvertent remark, overheard by some unpleasant 

urchin, a snide observation by another slave, one informed, and perhaps jealous 

of the beauty of the new slave, perhaps as the result of the ridi cule of some 

inquisitive free woman who has taken it upon herself to inquire into such 

matters, a ridicule perhaps administered to the strokes of a switch, such 

things. Sometimes a masterôs vanity is involved, and he chains the girl publicly 

in order to di splay her, that he may be envied, that his good fortune may be 

recognized, or such. If the day is hot and sunny, the girl may be chained in the 

shade. Perhaps a pan of water will be placed near her. Too, of course, a girl 

may be so chained in order to elic it bids on her. If that is the case, there 

will usually be a sign to that effect hung about her neck. The commonly 

proffered reason for using a slave ring, of course, is to prevent the theft of 

the slave. I realized that I had never been chained to such a ring. This 

produced a certain amount of annoyance. Did it never occur to my mistress, or 

the beast, that I might be stolen, that someone might regard me as worth 

stealing? My own suspicion in these matters, of course, was that the public 

chaining of slaves  was likely to have less to do with the dangers of slave 

theft, and more to do with the gratification of masters. Masters seem to enjoy 

chaining their slaves. Aside from the indubitable perfection of the custody 

involved, it is also a ritual of the mastery , in which the master shows the 

slave that she is a slave, an animal, and a possession, which may be chained at 

his pleasure. She will remain where she has been placed, helplessly so. It is 

his will. Too, of course, the chaining has its effect on the slave , who is fully 

aware of what is involved. In this act, she understands herself owned, and who 

is her master.  

 

I suddenly stopped, absolutely, straining my hearing. I thought that I might 

have heard a sound, some paces to my right. But it was then quiet. I must have 

been mistaken. I think the slightest scratch of a leaf on the stones, perhaps 

even the gentle alighting of a scrap of paper borne by the tiniest whisper of 

wind, curling about a corner, would have alarmed me. I could see the lamp, on 

its pole, far to the right. It was dim. It swung a little. I then began, again, 

my progress, bit by bit, toward the praetorôs platform, and the empty coin 

stalls.  

 

I remembered that, days ago, some thieves, fleeing, had emerged from a sewer in 

the vicinity of the praetorôs platform, and had been apprehended by guardsmen. 

The grating, of course, would have been replaced.  

 

I trusted it was securely in place.  

 

At last, to my relief, I came to the coin stall nearest the praetorôs platform. 

I understood I was to wai t there, or in the vicinity.  

 

For what was I to wait?  

 

Was it here I was to wait for Lord Grendel to arrive and, at his leisure, kill 

me? 

 



Without rising to my feet I pushed open the half - gate of the stall and crawled 

inside.  

 

I then closed and lat ched the gate.  

 

I huddled within.  

 

The wooden sides of the stall were comforting. If affording little protection, 

they would, at any rate, as they were surmounted, or thrust aside or splintered 

apart, warn me of his approach.  

 

It was very quiet.  

 

I  heard nothing.  

 

As time went by, more and more time, I began to suspect that some mistake, or 

misunderstanding, had taken place.  

 

Far off I heard the bar for the First Ahn.  

 

It was still early then, very early.  

 

Later I heard the sounding of the b ar for the Second Ahn.  

 

Was I to stay here all night?  

 

I then became afraid, even though it was the middle of the night, that I might 

be apprehended in the market, in the morning, when guardsmen, at the praetorôs 

signal, opened the market to the stalls men, merchants, and dealers.  

 

That would not be pleasant.  

 

Still, as individuals milled about, early, I thought, perhaps I could mix in, 

and, unnoticed, make my way back to the domicile.  

 

I heard, far off, the ringing of the Third Ahn.  

 

Perhaps, I thought, I should return home.  

 

It is lonely here, and dark, and cold, but, clearly, if something were to 

happen, it would have happened by now. I was heartened. Now, I was sure, 

reasonably sure, nothing would happen.  

 

Return to the domicile, Allison, I said to myself.  

 

No, I said to myself. I will stay, if only a little longer.  

 

Again the clouds parted, and, again, one of the moons was visible. I rose up a 

little, and looked over the counter of the stall. The market was again bathed in 

cool light, and then, again, with the rolling of clouds, the moon was obscured, 

and the market became once more a jumble of shadows, a weird terrain of the 

night, a frightening desert of darkness, so different from the brightness, the 

bustle, the noise and tumult of t he day. Across the plaza the lamp, on its pole, 

was still lit.  

 

I will go back to the domicile, I thought.  

 

It was at that moment that I heard a heavy, grating sound, a scraping sound, 

some yards away.  

 



Something heavy, and metal, was being moved, sh aken, being wrenched, and then 

was forced free, and thrust to the side.  

 

A moment later I heard it replaced.  

 

I knew I was to wait, and stay in place.  

 

But I could not have run then, even had I wished to do so.  

 

Run, I thought, run, but I could not  do so.  

 

I sensed something was outside, being very still.  

 

Then I sensed something moving toward me. I had tried to be silent, but it was 

approaching.  

 

Then something struck against the side of the stall. Had it not seen the 

barrier? It is clumsy, I  thought.  

 

I looked up, toward the ridge of the counter and there, a darkness against a 

darkness, I saw a wide, shaggy, massive head.  

 

It is Lord Grendel, I thought, come to kill me.  

 

I heard a snuffling sound, as though scent were being taken. A dar k tongue moved 

about fangs. Broad ears, pointed, like lifted hands, seemed to emerge from that 

head, against which they must have been laid. They turned toward me, as though 

they might have been eyes, inclining downward, peering downward.  

 

I knew that I was not to cry out, and that I was not to struggle. The 

instructions of Lord Grendel had been clear on that point. Oddly, I did not 

think I could even whisper, or speak, let alone cry out, nor could I move.  

 

I was terrified.  

 

Suddenly the stallôs frontage was torn away, from before me, and struck 

clattering to the side, and I saw the large shape there, intent, crouched down. 

Then it moved a little forward, reaching out, moving its arms back and forth, 

uncertainly, as though it could not see for the dark ness, but even I could see 

that much.  

 

I sobbed as it scrambled forward, and seized me.  

 

It held me tightly, clutching me to it, and I sensed filth, and slime, from the 

sewer, and was almost overwhelmed by the smell of Kur. I was aware of a broad, 

deep  chest, hot and covered with damp, matted hair. In some parts of its journey 

it must have moved through water. I sensed a mighty heart beating within that 

expanse. I heard again the snuffling sound and felt the broad, distending 

nostrils of the beast movin g about my neck and shoulders. Then one paw was 

placed on my head, carefully, and I felt it moving about, through my hair. I 

wore no kerchief. Then I felt the paw, feeling about, clumsily, under my chin. I 

feared then I was to be strangled, or that my neck  was to be broken. I now knew 

this was not Lord Grendel for Lord Grendel was not awkward; for all his size, 

and power, he was remarkably graceful; his movements were as sure as those of a 

stalking sleen; too, he was dexterous; the same paw which might tear  the iron 

handle from a gate could lift a pin from the floor, and fetch a stone of choice 

from a ladyôs jewel box. But the paw did not crush me, but thrust up, seizing 

the collar, briefly, which it then, almost immediately, relinquished.  

 

It then thrust me back, away from it, against the back of the stall. My shoulder 

was bruised.  



 

I half lay against the wood, regarding it with horror.  

 

I had not cried out, I had not resisted.  

 

Then there issued from that monstrous thing on the other side of the sta ll a 

series of low noises, almost as though they might have been those of larl, or 

sleen. There was nothing human there, but the stream of sound was clearly 

articulated, and I knew it was speaking to me. I understood nothing. Did it hope 

I might understand  it? Did it think I might have a translator?  

 

The scent of Lord Grendel, I knew, was on me. At least he had said so. Had that 

encouraged it to speak? Did it suspect that something was in the vicinity, or 

even in the stall, which might understand it? Coul d it not see we were alone?  

 

ñI do not understand you,ò I whispered, though I was as sure it could not 

understand me as I knew I could not understand it.  

 

Lord Grendel, I knew, had superb night vision. The Kur, like the sleen, I 

suspected, might be at home in the night. What then, I wondered, is wrong with 

this terrible thing, scarcely a bodyôs length away? Why is it so tentative, so 

uncertain?  

 

Then again, as it had from time to time, one of the moons, white and cold, the 

only one now visible, was di scernible, if only for a moment, but the moment was 

enough to tell me that the thing so near, so near I could almost touch it, was 

blind. There were twin darknesses in that massive head, flesh, and hair, where 

eyes, large, bright and glistening, must once have been but no longer were.  

 

The thing then, as grievously wounded as it might have been, had not died in the 

sewers, as conjectured, but somehow survived. Blind, unable to defend itself 

save erratically, awkwardly, it must have been struck an innumera ble number of 

times. Trails of blood had led to a sewer, the grating of which it must have 

felt with its feet. None had cared to follow it into that darkness. It had been 

supposed it had bled to death somewhere below the streets.  

 

Its eyeless head was fa cing me.  

 

How could it be alive?  

 

But it was alive.  

 

It must be hard, I thought, to kill such things. It was hard to conceive how 

tenaciously and unsurrendering, how difficult to quench, how stubbornly, the 

fires of life might burn in so mighty a fra me, in the dark, sheltered furnace of 

so awesome a physical engine.  

 

It did not move.  

 

Was it waiting for me to move?  

 

It would be difficult to catch urts in the sewers, so alert and quickly moving. 

It would have to feed. It would come, occasionally,  out of the sewers, however 

clumsily, to seek slower, easier game.  

 

It was blind, but it could smell, and it could hear.  

 

I remembered the last instruction of Lord Grendel. I was to hurry home.  

 

I suspected that Lord Grendel would have been almost ce rtain that the killings 

in the city were the results of the attack of a Kur. Indeed, he may have 



examined bodies. Perhaps that explained the blood on his paws, and arms, which 

had so dismayed me. Certainly he would, in any case, well know the work of a 

pre datory Kur, the nature of its stalking, its strike, how it was likely to 

feed, and such. As the Kur from the carnival had disappeared into a sewer, that 

clear from the trail of blood, Lord Grendel, in his peregrinations at night, may 

have scouted various a ccesses to the sewer system of Ar, of which there are a 

great many. Then there had been word of the seemingly rash flight of the 

thieves, seemingly so inexplicable, emerging in daylight in the market of 

Cestias, in the vicinity of the very platform of a pr aetor, with guardsmen 

aplenty about, amongst the vendors and stalls. He must have come, then, I 

supposed, after dark, to the deserted market. There he may have established, to 

his satisfaction, by the trail of scent, that the Kur may have emerged, even 

fre quently, perhaps habitually, from this particular opening, which, at night, 

would be in an area unlikely to be traversed by humans. I recalled he had said, 

ñThe killings must stop.ò Too, I supposed, some relationship must exist, or be 

supposed to exist, am ongst Kurii. Might not a human, or some humans, be disposed 

to aid another human, in similar straits? Perhaps he and the Kur shared a world, 

or a sort, a kind of being, or a blood. Were they not, despite the views of the 

Lady Bina, both Kur?  

 

I knew I wa s to hurry home.  

 

But might it not, if I should move, leap forward, reach out, and seize me?  

 

I unlatched the half - gate of the stall. Surely I was not going to exit the stall 

where the one side had once stood, until broken away by the beast, for that 

opening was behind it. I would have to pass the beast. I was very quiet in 

unlatching the gate, but there was a tiny sound, and the ears moved alertly, 

slightly, forward, toward that tiny sound.  

 

I rose to my feet, and, not taking my eyes off the large, c rouching, dark shape 

across the stall, opened the gate, and backed through. I was then a few feet 

outside the stall. I heard the beast strike against the wood, and then, feeling 

for the opening, pull the gate from its hinges. A sweeping paw convinced it th at 

the opening was not to its liking. Wood was torn aside, and the thing was 

outside the stall.  

 

There had been noise when it had torn away the frontage of the stall, a brief, 

clear shattering of the marketôs silence, which I trusted no one heard, and now, 

too, though less, when it tore away the gate and forcibly enlarged the 

threshold, that its bulk, paws extended before it, might exit frontally. Kurii, 

I would later learn, tend to avoid constricted spaces, and will seldom enter a 

space which has but a s ingle opening. A narrow space is one in which it may be 

difficult to defend oneself, and a space with but a single opening is a space in 

which one might be cornered, or trapped.  

 

The beast and I, separated by some feet, faced one another.  

 

I heard a vo ice, behind me, one I recognized.  

 

ñGet behind me,ò it said. 

 

ñMaster!ò I breathed. ñYou live!ò 

 

ñThe thing is dangerous,ò he said. ñGet behind me.ò 

 

ñI feared you slain,ò I whispered. 

 

There was a low, growling sound from the beast. Clearly it w as uncertain as to 

what was occurring.  

 



I did not turn around. I did not wish to take my eyes from the beast.  

 

ñPlease, leave, Master,ò I whispered. ñI am sure it is more dangerous to you 

than to me.ò 

 

ñOh!ò I said, startled, for a leash loop was dropped about my head, pulled 

close, and snapped shut. I was leashed!  

 

ñI see, barbarian,ò he said, ñyou must be taught to obey.ò 

 

How I would have been terrified to hear those words, under different 

circumstances! But I needed not be taught to obey; the former Allison Ashton -

Baker, on Gor, had well learned how to obey!  

 

ñFlee, Master,ò I whispered. ñIt may not kill you. I think myself in small 

danger. I think you are in great danger.ò 

 

A hand on my arm, my right arm, jerked me to the side, and back, o ver an 

extended foot, and I sprawled, twisting, to the stones of the market. It is a 

simple, effective, unpleasant, crude way to put a slave to her belly. The leash 

was now behind me, looping up to his hand. I twisted about, to my side. ñRun, 

Master!ò I said. ñI have no way to communicate with it. Run, run, Master!ò 

 

But he stood between me and the beast.  

 

He cast down the leash, back. The strap was over my legs.  

 

ñRun, Master!ò I begged. 

 

He stood between me and the beast.  

 

He was unarmed!  

 

There could be no mistaking then the menace in the sound which now emanated from 

the throat of the beast.  

 

It did not know what was occurring. It was impatient. It was growing angry. It 

was displeased.  

 

He waved his arm, angrily. ñBegone!ò he said. ñAway! Away!ò 

 

ñRun, Master!ò I begged. ñPlease, run, Master!ò 

 

But he stood his ground, and would not abandon me.  

 

Clearly the beast, blind as it was, must be aware that I was not in motion, and 

that something, with a different scent, a different voice, b elligerent and 

obstructive, now stood between us.  

 

I would have given much for a translator.  

 

ñAway!ò he cried to the beast. 

 

At that moment the beast hurled itself forward, with startling, incredible 

swiftness, and I saw him whom I had earlier sough t, him whom I had earlier 

feared lost, dismembered, on Clive, struck to the side with a reckless, wide, 

sweeping, indiscriminate, mighty blow, one that might have loosened or dislodged 

planking or a beam. The Metal Worker was flung a dozen paces to the sid e, to 

strike amongst chests and boxes beside a stall. I saw him struggle to his feet, 

amongst the debris, waver, and then fall.  

 



I had heard no snapping of a neck or spine.  

 

I think he was then unconscious, or half unconscious.  

 

I feared the beast mi ght then go to the body and, while it yet lived, begin to 

feed, but, rather, it turned, again, to face me.  

 

I rejoiced, even in my terror for his life, that the Metal Worker lived. It was 

not he then but, I supposed, one of his caste, who had perished on  Clive, or in 

the vicinity of Clive.  

 

But then I recalled that he was naught but another arrogant Gorean brute with 

little respect for women, a natural master, who would survey women appraisingly, 

conjecturing what value they might possess, if any, in a collar. There was a 

leash on my neck. I pulled at it. It was his! I feared it was locked there.  

 

I tore, futilely, at the leash!  

 

I was pleased that he lived, if only that I might despise him the more, and 

loathe him ever the more deeply.  

 

How dared he put me on a leash?  

 

But I was, of course, a slave.  

 

I was thus fittingly to be leashed, thonged, braceleted, roped, chained, gagged, 

blindfolded, should masters please.  

 

The beast was facing me.  

 

I had a sense of its power, from the stall, the b roken wood, from the strength 

of Lord Grendel, as one of its sort, from killings in the streets of Ar, from 

the improbable, sightless blow it had delivered, which had struck a large, grown 

man stumbling, reeling, yards to the side.  

 

I fear I then lost wh at little nerve or courage I might have had, for I turned 

about, and, frantic, wanting only to escape, sped toward the perimeter of the 

market. I knew I could not outrun the thing, but I could see, and it could not. 

Surely then one might be able to elude i t!  

 

I kept hearing it behind me, and then I did not hear it, and, then, suddenly, it 

was almost at my side, reaching out.  

 

I realized then how foolish my flight had been.  

 

It might not be able to see, but it could hear, and it could take my scent, 

mi ne, I suppose, and, more importantly, that of Lord Grendel. Indeed, why else, 

unless to feed, would it follow me? It smelled Kur about me, and was following 

me, to make contact with another, or others, of its kind.  

 

How it must have welcomed the message which I bore, a message I would not even 

have known I bore, had it not been for the words of Lord Grendel.  

 

Did it know I had tried to escape?  

 

If it did, it did not seem to object, perhaps for it knew also that I could not 

escape.  

 

I feared I might be killed, for my flight, but it was crouched near me, 

unperturbed, expectantly. From my experience with Lord Grendel, I realized it 

was not angry.  



 

Then I realized it would not kill me, of course, at least not now, for I was the 

link between it and one or more of its kind, the key to its rejoining one or 

more of its kind.  

 

I sank weakly to my knees.  

 

I became aware that the beast had picked up my leash. I was then startled, for 

it had snapped the leash, twice. I responded instantly, as the trained be ast I 

was. When I was standing, and I stood very straight, shoulders back, belly in, 

slender, and slimly erect, as one must, for one is a slave, the leash was 

snapped again, once. That is the signal to move. It is common, as in promenades, 

when the slave i s to precede her master. If the slave follows her master, no 

such signal is required. The pressure on the collar ring makes clear that she is 

to move, as any other owned, tethered beast. I then began to make my way, 

preceding the monster, on its leash, tow ard the shop of Epicrates. I now knew 

it, as Lord Grendel, was not only rational, but informed. It knew how to manage 

slaves, how to handle and control them, and what to do with them. Perhaps, on 

some world or other, it even owned slaves. I was also now mo re willing to credit 

Antiopeôs conjecture that slaves were exempt from the predations of the beast, 

or beasts, in the street. The slave, after all, as the free woman does not, has 

uses. Of what value is a woman, save for her pretensions and vanities, until  she 

is collared, after which she will learn there are uses, a large number of them, 

to which she may be put? The free woman may be beheaded or impaled; the slave, 

an animal, will be preserved and protected, to be distributed or sold.  

 

How was it, I wond ered, that the Metal Worker had been in the vicinity of the 

market of Cestias tonight?  

 

He stalks me, I thought. He finds me of interest. He wants me. It is not 

unusual, of course, for a man to want a slave. What male does not want one or 

more slaves?  

 

Well, I thought, he, the arrogant brute, will never have me!  

 

He knew my name. I recalled that from the vicinity of Six Bridges. So he must 

have made inquiries. Yes, I thought, the curves of this slim barbarian have 

intrigued the mighty master.  

 

Let h im pine then in vain!  

 

I recalled how he had commanded me to my knees in the Sul Market, leaving me 

half - stripped and tied at his feet, how he had pressed himself upon me in the 

vicinity of Six Bridges, I unable to resist.  

 

I did not even know his name .  

 

I wondered if he were truly of the Metal Workers.  

 

How I despised him!  

 

He would never have me. I would run away. To be sure, it is hard to run farther 

than the length of the chain on oneôs ankle. 

 

I wondered what it would be like to be in his a rms.  

 

Would he find me pleasing, acceptable, as a slave? I knew that I, a slave, would 

have to do my best to please him, and in all the ways of the slave. The slave 

has no choice in such things, nor does she want one. She soon learns to beg, 

even patheti cally, that she may be permitted to so serve.  

 



How humble, and hopeful, she is, at the feet of her master!  

 

Once, but only once, we were in the vicinity of guardsmen, two, one with a 

lantern. The beast would not know they were guardsmen, but he must ha ve heard 

their footsteps, and voices, two voices, male voices. He drew me back, into a 

small side street, little more than a space between buildings, from which we had 

just emerged, for I had sought a most clandestine, unfrequented route to the 

shop of Epi crates, and, holding me tightly against him, covered my mouth tightly 

with one vast paw. I could not have begun to utter a sound.  

 

The guardsmen passed.  

 

I thought the guardsmen were fortunate that they had not discovered us. Even 

blind I had little do ubt that the beast, from a small sound, the scrape of a 

boot on the stones, from the movement of a weapon departing from a sheath, from 

breathing, might locate an enemy. In such an altercation I would run or throw 

myself to my belly and cover my head with my hands. In such an altercation three 

might die.  

 

We reached the shop of Epicrates well before the bar signifying the end of 

curfew. In another Ahn or so, some of the smaller gates would open, and many 

Peasants, with their baskets and sacks of fresh pro duce, would begin to make 

their way to the various markets in the city.  

 

It was with relief that I, on the beastôs leash, it following me, slipped into 

the doorway to the left of the shuttered front of the shop, and climbed the 

stairs to the domicile of the Lady Bina and Lord Grendel.  

 

The Lady Bina was asleep, but Lord Grendel was waiting for us.  

 

I collapsed to the floor of the domicile.  

 

I was aware of low noises from the beasts, conversing in Kur.  

 

Shortly after dawn the lantern on its pole at  the edge of the market of Cestias 

would be extinguished, and, a bit later, the market pennon would be hoisted to 

the height of the pole, above the lantern arm, after which, at the praetorôs 

signal, guardsmen would open the market.  

 

There would doubtless  be some speculation as to the damage undergone by one of 

the coin stalls.  

 

I then fell asleep.  

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Sixteen  

 

 

 

 

 

ñAre you comfortable?ò he asked. 

 

ñYou!ò I cried. 

 

His head was thrust through the curtain, at the front of the wago n. His smile 

was that of a master, gazing on a slave.  

 



I drew back, with a rattle of chain in the wagon bed, the chain sliding along 

the central bar. I was the only girl in the wagon. It was drawn by a tharlarion. 

The canvas was a common white, not the b lue - and- yellow covering, sometimes silk, 

usually decorating, covering, a slave wagon. The central bar runs linearly the 

length of the wagon bed. It is hinged at the forward end and fits into a 

coupling, within which it is commonly locked, at the back end o f the wagon bed. 

My ankles were shackled, and a foot of chain joined them, the chain looped about 

the central bar. If one wishes to remove a girl from such a wagon, one either 

unshackles her, or, more commonly, that she remain ankle - shackled, for example, 

in a camp, one lowers the back of the wagon and unlocks the bar from the 

coupling at the rear of the wagon, which, lifted, allows the girl to leave the 

central bar and wagon.  

 

I moved toward the rear of the wagon and covered myself, as I could.  

 

ñDo not bother,ò he said. ñI like you naked.ò 

 

ñBrute, beast, monster!ò I said. 

 

ñDo not tell me the little barbarian is modest,ò he said. 

 

ñI am untunicked,ò I said. ñDo not look at me!ò 

 

ñDo you really think a tunic, a slave tunic, makes all that much difference?ò he 

asked.  

 

ñGo away,ò I begged. 

 

ñTo be sure, it is nice to see you slave naked,ò he said. 

 

ñPlease leave,ò I said. 

 

In slave wagons, girls are nearly always transported naked.  

 

He did not ask me to uncover myself. I was somewhat ann oyed, as I think he 

gathered, at this. Did he not really want to see me bared before him, as the 

slave I was?  

 

ñI saw you at the road camp,ò he said. ñYour new tunic is quite nice, much 

better than the one you wore in Ar.ò 

 

ñGo away,ò I said. ñPlease.ò 

 

Five days ago, for whatever reason, the tunic to which I had become accustomed 

in Ar, one suitable for a womanôs serving slave, was taken from me. 

 

ñPut this on, Allison,ò had said the Lady Bina, and handed me what seemed little 

more than a tiny scra p of rep cloth.  

 

ñSurely not, Mistress,ò I had said. 

 

ñYes, yes,ò she said. ñIt is time you were put in a more revealing garment, one 

more suitable for a pretty slave.ò 

 

ñBut, Mistress,ò I said, ñthis is the sort of garment in which a strong man 

migh t choose to display a slave, to boast of the beauty and pleasures he has at 

his disposal.ò 

 

ñWe have business,ò said the Lady Bina, ñand we must recruit some fellows to 

help us with it. If you are about, one of our beasts, especially so clothed, we 

antic ipate things will proceed apace.ò 



 

ñMistress?ò I had said. 

 

ñYou will remember,ò she said, ñthat I was concerned, even at your purchase, 

with your attractiveness to men.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

I recalled, too, her test in the market. How frigh tening had been that 

experience!  

 

ñIt might serve my purposes,ò she said. 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

I did not inquire what purposes she might have in mind. The services and use of 

a slave, of course, may be bestowed as the master or mistress might w ish. One 

advantage of a private male master is that they are commonly rather proprietary 

where their slaves are concerned, even jealous. It is a common act of courtesy 

at a feast, or a visit, to offer a guest the use of a slave, but too, it is 

understood t hat the sensitive guest will graciously forgo this gift. It is 

different, of course, with the girls kept at inns, and such, for such purposes. 

Also, feast slaves may be cheaply rented for the night, and longer. The Lady 

Bina, of course, was not a male mast er, let alone a jealous, possessive one, and 

I was afraid she might be generous, perhaps excessively so, in such matters. To 

be sure, I had not been put to slave use since the eating house and the gambling 

house, and that was long ago. I was uneasy, of cou rse, for a masterôs hands on 

my body, for which I subtly longed, but I was in no way in the sorry straits of 

many miserable girls, the conflagrations of whose slave fires periodically 

plunged them into acute torment.  

 

And so I would have a new tunic.  

 

To casually glance upon me, I supposed most would assume that I was a manôs 

slave. They enjoy putting us in such things. It was the sort of garment which, 

in Ar, might elicit a switching from a free woman.  

 

ñToo,ò she had said, ñwe may buy two or three other girls, stupid girls, 

barbarians, as you.ò 

 

ñI am not stupid, Mistress,ò I said. 

 

ñThen uninformed, ignorant girls,ò she said, ñas you.ò 

 

ñBarbarians, then?ò I said. 

 

ñOf course,ò she said. 

 

ñMay I inquire,ò I had asked, ñthe nature of Mistressô business?ò 

 

ñNo,ò she said. ñNow put this on, and we will put you before men, and see if it 

should be shortened, or altered, a bit, perhaps slit at the hems, torn down some 

about the neck, such things.ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I had said. 

 

At least, I had thought, it is not a camisk.  

 

I did not mention this, of course, for fear I would be camisked.  

 

 



 

* * * *  

 

 

 

ñPlease do not look at me in that fashion,ò I said. 

 

I drew up my legs further. He did not require that I change the position of my  

hands.  

 

ñYes,ò he said, ñI like you slave naked.ò 

 

ñWhat are you doing here?ò I said. 

 

ñLooking at a naked slave,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster!ò I sobbed. 

 

ñI am of your party,ò he said. ñPerhaps if you are very nice, I will let you 

cook for me.ò 

 

ñI would salt your food so that you could not eat it,ò I said. 

 

ñThen,ò said he, ñit would be you who would eat it, after which I would have the 

pleasure of lashing you.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñYour ankles look well in shackles,ò he said. 

 

ñWhere are we going?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou may thank me,ò he said. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said, drawing my ankles a bit further back, with a rustle 

of chain.  

 

ñWe are north of Ar, on the Venna road,ò he said. 

 

ñWe are bound for Venna?ò I said. 

 

ñDoubtless for the tharlarion races,ò he said. ñIt is the season.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñActually,ò he said, ñI do not know.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñIf you were to peep out, between the side boards and the canvas, you might 

occasionally see a tharlarion ranch.ò 

 

ñOh?ò I said.  

 

ñBut doubtless you are afraid to do so,ò he said. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. 

 

I did not know how long he had been with us. Perhaps he had noted, for all I 

knew, several times, the tiny lifting of the canvas. If the wagons were in the 

care of slavers, I  supposed girls might be punished for such things. Slavers 



like to keep the girls in their wagons ignorant of their surroundings, their 

destinations, and such. Indeed, even in coffles the destination of the coffle is 

seldom made explicit to, so to speak, t he ñbeads on the slaverôs necklace.ò 

Native Gorean girls, of course, coffled, are rampant in their speculations in 

such matters. Here, however, in our party, there seemed to be permissiveness in 

such matters. Even so, I did not care to be discovered in my small, furtive 

reconnaissances.  

 

ñYou have probably never seen a racing tharlarion,ò he said. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps they do not have them on the barbarian world,ò he said. 

 

ñPerhaps not,ò I said. 

 

ñSome,ò he said, ñare quadrupedalian, others bipedalian.ò 

 

ñI do not even know your name,ò I said. 

 

ñWhy?ò said he. ñDo you want it on your collar?ò 

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps I will buy you,ò he said. 

 

ñDo not!ò I said. 

 

ñAre you comfortable?ò he inquired, reverting to his initial question. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñI am naked, the boards are hard, the Ahn are long.ò 

 

ñBe glad,ò he said, ñthe road is smooth. It may not be so later.ò 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñI think we are going beyond Venna,ò he said. 

 

ñWhere?ò I asked. 

 

ñSomewhere in the Voltai,ò he said. 

 

ñWhat is there?ò I asked. 

 

ñI do not know,ò he said. 

 

ñPlease, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñMountains,ò he said. 

 

I suspected that I might know more than he. There were three wagons in our small 

party. In the first, the stateliest and most c omfortable, was the Lady Bina, 

and, possibly, Lord Grendel. I, as yet alone, occupied the second wagon, and, in 

the third wagon, its covering drawn tight, I was sure, was the blind Kur. It had 

been captured in the Voltai, and, I suspected, it was the inten tion of Lord 

Grendel to return it to its savage haunts, if savage haunts they were. 

Presumably, it might have fellows in the Voltai, who might look after it, if 

Kurii were concerned with such things.  

 

ñIt is warm, and close, in here, is it not?ò he asked.  

 



ñMaster is perceptive,ò I said. 

 

ñBeware you are not cuffed, girl,ò he said. 

 

ñForgive me, Master,ò I said. 

 

He seemed more amused with my insolence than annoyed. How, from the heights of 

his freedom, he looked upon me as nothing, only a slave! I was pleased, however, 

that he was not angry. I was quite certain that if a girl deserved a cuffing, 

or, in an ambiguous situation, it seemed she might deserve a cuffing, she would 

receive one, and sharply, at his hands. She must strive to keep things cle ar. It 

is dangerous for a slave to approach such borders. It is not wise for a girl to 

test the limits of a masterôs tolerance. They do not care for such games, and 

the whip is theirs.  

 

He smiled upon me, the beast!  

 

I did not care to be so looked upon , as a meaningless chit. But before such men 

what could women be but meaningless chits?  

 

ñPerhaps Master has duties to which he might attend,ò I suggested. 

 

I was furious.  

 

I lacked no confidence in my own excellencies, in my own qualities, and such,  

which I had deemed considerable, certainly for my former world, but I sensed, 

too, to my fury, that he, this brute, like so many Gorean men, was in many ways, 

and by far, my superior.  

 

What could we be to such men but meaningless chits?  

 

How angry tha t made me!  

 

And yet, too, it made me want to yield to them, and serve, and please them.  

 

How different he and so many others were from most of the men I had known on my 

former world. What had been done, I wondered, to the men of my former world? How 

su perior to me, in so many ways, were these brutes of Gor! How slave I felt 

before them! Were such as I not fittingly owned by such as they, as the females 

of so many species of my former world were, in effect, owned by their males? To 

my chagrin such things  were now, on Gor, indisputably obvious to me. I was 

unable to deny them, as much as I might wish to do so. And such relationships on 

Gor were institutionalized, fixed in law! I was collared! I sensed that I 

belonged on the block, stripped, before such men , who might, fittingly, purchase 

me as an object, or toy. It is strange how one can sense such things, but, to my 

irritation, I was in no doubt about it. Before such men women could be but 

properties; they belonged at the feet of such men, as slaves.  

 

But if one were a slave, why should one not be a slave?  

 

Is there not a freedom, a liberation, a relief, in such an acknowledgement?  

 

Are the miseries of a free woman so superior to the joys of a mastered, loving 

slave?  

 

Let each consider the matter fo r herself.  

 

With two hands, he thrust open the canvas curtains at the head of the wagon and 

light, and fresh air, surged into that narrow, rectangular, hitherto oppressive 

wood- and - canvas enclosure.  

 



I blinked against the light. I could see, over the w agon box, the broad, arched 

back of the plodding tharlarion which was drawing the wagon. It was tied by its 

nose ring to the back of the preceding wagon. Its reins were looped about a hook 

to the left of the wagon box. The Metal Worker, if that were indeed  his caste, 

was on the Teamsterôs bench, which was, too, the lid of the wagon box. Within 

it, parts, harness, and other tackle can be stored. Within it, too, I supposed, 

would be other sets of chains and shackles, should other girls be added to the 

party. I had gathered that two or three might be purchased in Venna, though I 

knew not for what purpose, if we were proceeding to the Voltai. Slave girls do, 

however, I knew, make lovely gifts.  

 

I was at the back of the wagon bed, to which I had retreated, draw ing back along 

the central bar, to distance myself from the Gorean scrutiny of the unexpected, 

offensive intruder.  

 

I hated him.  

 

I wondered what it would be, to have his collar on my neck. I knew it would be 

easy enough to put there.  

 

I recalled he had stood between me and the beast nights ago, in the market of 

Cestias. It was fortunate for him that he had not been slain. What had he been 

doing there? I smiled to myself. He might have followed me there, as a man might 

follow a slave. If he were tangl ed in the coils of my beauty, such as it might 

be, fastened there, he might prove to be the slave and I the mistress! Much 

power I knew could reside within a collar. Have not Ubars succumbed to the smile 

of a kajira? I could taunt and torment him, I suspec ted, if I were clever, to my 

heartôs content. As long as he did not own me, I could enact a girlôs vengeance 

on the hapless tarsk. I reminded myself that I despised him, that I loathed him. 

I was sure I could make him suffer. But then I wondered what might  be the feel 

of his bracelets on my wrists. If he were kind enough to bracelet my hands 

before my body I might, when no one was about, lift them to my lips and kiss 

them.  

 

Strange, I thought, how a woman can desire to be owned, and helplessly so.  

 

ñGirl,ò he said. 

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñThe air, and light, is better forward, and there is not much dust.ò 

 

The countryside was beautiful, mostly meadows. The road stretched ahead, a 

gleaming line between hills, beyond the first large - wheeled, lumbering w agon, 

that of the Lady Bina, and, perhaps Lord Grendel, a road, I learned, of layers 

of fitted stone blocks, feet deep. Like the Viktel Aria, the road was designed 

not to last some years, or a decade, but centuries, even millennia.  

 

ñWith Masterôs permission,ò I said, ñI shall remain where I am.ò 

 

He reached to the side, and bent down, and, from in front of the wagon box, 

lifted up a carefully folded blanket. My body roughened, and sore, I eyed it 

covetously. He dropped it inside the wagon, to the right  of the central bar, 

just behind the wagon box. He then turned away, to look down the road.  

 

The blanket lay there, neatly folded.  

 

Why did he not cast it back to me? I knew.  

 

ñOh!ò I said, for the wagon had lurched. 

 



The Venna road is smooth, but even so it has its irregularities. Indeed, over 

the years, its surface, in shallow grooves, records the passage of countless 

wagons. A wheel may scrape into, dip into, or climb from, such a groove. Too, 

the shifting of the earth, the occasional softening o f the soil by rain, 

differences in weathering, various temperature changes, and such things, may 

produce a shifting of one stone in relation to another.  

 

I crawled forward, to the back of the wagon box, the chain sliding along the 

wooden floor, along the  metal bar.  

 

I seized the blanket there and spread it beneath me. It was but one blanket, but 

it was welcome. I did not take it to the rear of the wagon, as it seemed clear 

its placement was meant to bring me, if I wished its comfort, to the front of 

the  wagon. I was then close enough that he might turn and touch me, but he did 

not do so.  

 

Was I not smooth, and attractive? Why did he not reach back and touch me? What 

difference would it make? Was I not a slave?  

 

ñA slave is grateful for the blanket,ò I said.  

 

ñIt rained a while ago,ò he said. 

 

I knew that, from the sound, earlier in the afternoon, the light patter on the 

canvas. It darkened, but, closely woven, it had not leaked.  

 

ñI think it will rain more, later,ò he said. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. 

 

ñIt rained last night,ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 

ñThis morning,ò he said, ñI saw strange prints about the edge of the camp. Do 

you have an account of such things?ò 

 

ñNo,ò I said. How would I know what beasts might lurk about the camp? I 

suspecte d, of course, that they might be the prints of Lord Grendel, or his 

fellow, the blind Kur.  

 

ñPerhaps you have a conjecture?ò he said. 

 

ñCuriosity,ò I said, ñis not becoming in a kajira.ò 

 

He had seen the blind Kur in the market of Cestias, though I s uspected he had 

not realized it was blind. If he had been with the party, with the wagons, I 

suspected he knew of the presence of one, or both, of the beasts. Presumably, as 

might others, he thought them some sort of pet, or guard animal. I doubted that 

he recognized them as a form of rational life, of fearfully rational life.  

 

I wondered if he had been testing me. Certainly he knew I would be aware of the 

existence of such things, from the market of Cestias that earlier night, some 

days ago.  

 

I suppose d that I had inadvertently told him what he wanted to know, that the 

wagons undertaking this mysterious journey might harbor secret denizens, of 

which I, and others, were not to speak, denizens which might be embarked on 

projects of a nature best concealed  from public scrutiny.  

 

ñTomorrow, we should reach Venna,ò he said. ñHave you ever been to Venna?ò 



 

ñNo,ò I said. 

 

ñNor I,ò he said. 

 

ñCan you cook?ò he asked. 

 

ñI am not a cook slave,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat sort of slave are you?ò he asked. 

 

ñI am a womanôs slave,ò I said. 

 

ñYou should be a manôs slave,ò he said. 

 

ñWhat sort of manôs slave?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou have the curves of a pleasure slave,ò he said. 

 

ñOh?ò I said. 

 

ñAre you hot?ò he asked. 

 

ñPerhaps Master remembers, from Six Bridges,ò I said. 

 

ñAs I recall, you begged, liked a piteous little bundle of collar meat, to be 

bought.ò 

 

I was silent.  

 

How he demeaned me!  

 

How I loathed the brute!  

 

But I knew I was a slave, in need of a master. What would it be, I wondered, to 

be hi s slave? I had little doubt I would be an excellent slave to him. He would 

see to it.  

 

ñI wager,ò he said, ñin a matter of Ehn, I could have you kicking and squirming, 

and moaning, and begging for more.ò 

 

ñI am stronger now,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said, ñyou are weaker now, and more needful, for you have been longer 

in bondage.ò 

 

I feared it was true. Slaves need their masters.  

 

ñI am a free woman,ò I said, ñwho has had the misfortune to be placed in a 

collar.ò 

 

ñNo,ò he said, ñyou are a slave.ò 

 

ñOh?ò I said. 

 

ñYou were never a free woman,ò he said. ñYou were always a slave, though perhaps 

not always in a collar.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. How often I had sensed that true, even from girlhood. 

 



ñI tasted your lips, at Six Bridges,ò he said. ñThey are those of a slut, and 

slave, a slab of worthless, needful collar meat.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

I well recalled, to my humiliation, how he had aroused me, so profoundly, so 

quickly, so easily. But I, a slave, had been unable to help myself, even had I 

desir ed to do so.  

 

ñIt is fortunate,ò he said, ñthat you were captured on the barbarian world and 

brought to the markets of Gor. Otherwise you might never have fulfilled your 

birthright, heritage, and destiny, that of a female, to be a slave, to be owned, 

and  mastered.ò 

 

ñPerhaps you believe all women are slaves,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñI am not your slave,ò I said. 

 

ñYou would be, if I bought you,ò he said. 

 

We then drove on, for a time.  

 

He pointed to the side, to the left. ñThere is a pasang stone,ò he said. 

 

ñI cannot read,ò I said. 

 

ñFifty,ò he said. 

 

On the Venna road, from Ar, there is usually a well every ten or twenty pasangs. 

Sometimes there is an inn, or a camping ground, where there will be shops.  

 

ñFifty pasangs to Venna,ò I said.  

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñWe will camp tonight,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said, ñin an Ahn, or so.ò 

 

ñI am in your care, I gather,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñWill you let me leave the wagon?ò I asked. 

 

ñCertainly,ò he said. 

 

ñWhen I am out of the wagon, will you remove my shackles?ò I asked. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñóNoô?ò 

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñDo not be concerned. There will be many wagons there, and there 

will doubtless be other kajirae there, several more closely shackled than you.ò 

 

ñMore closely shackled than I?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 



 

ñWhy?ò I asked. 

 

ñPresumably because they will be regarded as more valuable,ò he said. 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñA single chain, run through their shackle chain, and fastened between trees, 

will secure the lot. You may be added to such a chain.ò 

 

ñMy Mistress,ò I said, ñusually buys at the camps.ò 

 

ñI know,ò he said. ñI have been with the wagons since Ar.ò 

 

ñWhy are you with us?ò I asked. 

 

ñI have taken fee,ò he said. 

 

ñAnd why have you taken fee?ò I asked.  

 

ñI thought it might be nice to see Venna,ò he said. 

 

I smiled to myself. I thought I might be able to manipulate him. But then, too, 

I thought, it is difficult to manipulate a man when one is chained at his feet.  

 

ñYou can cook, can you not?ò he asked. 

 

ñOn my former world,ò I said, ñI did not do such things.ò 

 

ñBut here,ò he said, ñyou find that the lowliest, the most trivial and servile 

of tasks, are yours to perform, unquestioningly, and perfectly.ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 

ñSo?ò he said.  

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. ñI can cook, a little. I was taught in the slave house, 

that of Tenalion of Ar.ò 

 

ñI know the house,ò he said. 

 

ñThen Master knows it handles the most beautiful, and prized, slaves in Ar,ò I 

said.  

 

ñAll the houses do,ò he said. ñThe house of Tenalion is also known for 

distributing she - tarsks amongst minor markets, for quick, cheap sales, some even 

in the Metellan district.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

I recalled the small cell, facing the market area, behind the bars of which I,  

with others, as merchandise to be vended, were publicly displayed to passers - by, 

and then my sale, being turned about, exhibited naked, on the small cement sales 

dais.  

 

ñI am thinking of having you prepare my food tonight,ò he said. ñDo you think 

you co uld do it, passably?ò 

 

ñA slave must do her best to please,ò I said. 

 

ñIf I am not satisfied,ò he said, ñyou will be beaten.ò 



 

ñA slave will do her best,ò I said. 

 

ñIf I am satisfied,ò he said, ñI will let you feed.ò 

 

ñA slave is grateful,ò I said.  

 

ñWould you prefer,ò he said, ñto have the food cast to the ground, or to take 

it, kneeling, or on all fours, from my hand?ò 

 

ñFrom Masterôs hand,ò I said. 

 

He well knows, I thought, how to teach a woman that she is a slave. I recalled a 

lesson in  such things from the house of Tenalion, in which I fed, kneeling, 

leaning forward, from the hand of a guard, my right hand clasping my left wrist 

behind my back. Such things can enflame the belly of a woman.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñYes?ò he said. 

 

ñI think my tunic may be in the wagon box.ò 

 

ñSo?ò he said. 

 

ñMay I wear it, outside the wagon?ò I asked. 

 

ñDo you beg it?ò he asked. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said, ñI beg it.ò 

 

ñVery well,ò he said. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Seventeen  

 

 

 

 

 

It was hard not t o be excited by the roar of the crowd. I leaped to my feet, 

with thousands of others. ñHurry on!ò I thought to myself, feverishly, with 

respect to the blue colors. He in whose care I was favored them. Perhaps, then, 

I thought, as I hated him, I should favo r another color, say, yellow, or red, 

just so that it would be different, to spite him, though it would not do, of 

course, to call such a discrepancy to his attention. It could be my private 

concern. But I did not. He had wagered on blue, he in whose charg e I was. Thus, 

insofar as I might have a color, which, of course, I was not permitted, it was 

his color, blue. How strange! His desire was my desire, his wager as though my 

wager. Odd, I thought. As I loathed him, what difference was it to me, his fate, 

hi s fortune? To be sure, it occurred to me that if he lost, he might be 

displeased, and I might be beaten. ñHurry on, blue!ò I thought, rising to my tip 

toes. Across the track it was hard to see for the dust. Much was the noise about 

me. Some had glasses of the builders, though shorter than the usual glass. I 

felt myself immersed in the surf of screaming, shouting, cheering adherents. I 

did not cry out, of course. I had not been given permission to speak. We were in 

the high tiers. There were five in our part y, if I include myself. I pulled a 

little at my wrists, which were braceleted behind me. It is only so that my sort 



were permitted in the stadium. To be sure, if the master lacks bracelets, oneôs 

wrists may be thonged or corded behind one, or, with a strip  of cloth, tightly 

scarfed in place. Venna was far more permissive than Ar, for in Ar slaves, 

unless discreetly concealed, were not permitted in the stadiums, let alone 

theaters. For example, one would almost never see them at the pageants, the 

plays, the concerts, the song dramas, the epic readings, the great kaissa 

matches, and such. This was in deference, supposedly, to the feelings of free 

women, whose sensibilities might be offended by the presence, in their vicinity, 

of the half - clad, shapely beasts o f masters. One sort of slave, however, is 

likely to be more visible in a stadium, a certain sort of stadium, a ñstadium of 

blades,ò a more vulgar, violent milieu, the sort helplessly chained naked to a 

post, a sack of gold tied about her neck, she and it p rizes to be awarded to a 

successful fighter.  

 

ñHurry on, red!ò cried another slave, two rows below me. 

 

She had permission to speak, to cheer for her masterôs favorite! I felt like 

pulling her to the ground by her hair, but I would not dare to do so. I  knew it 

would be I who would soon be weeping, and pleading for mercy! It would not be 

another, but I, I knew, who would soon be the cringing, beaten slave. This was 

clear to me, even from my former world. I had sensed this ever since the party 

on my forme r world, when I had been disgracefully camisked and forced to serve, 

in a locked leather collar, and had found myself tearfully, stung again and 

again, helplessly groveling under the switch of the imperious Nora. It takes but 

one such experience to realize  that one is a slave. I still, after all these 

months, dreaded and feared Nora, terribly. She was Mistress and I was slave. She 

had taught me that.  

 

As you know, as in the tarn races, there are various factions, the blue, the 

yellow, the orange, the red,  and so on.  

 

Many Goreans take their allegiance to a given faction with great seriousness. 

This may continue for generations in families. There are sometimes riots between 

the adherents of these factions.  

 

Orange won the race.  

 

I sat down, on the tie r. Many filed down the tiers, to place new bets. Hundreds 

clutched programs, which listed the mounts, and their riders.  

 

The last race, just witnessed, was one of quadrupedalian tharlarion. These are 

bred for endurance and speed, but, even so, they are p onderous beasts, and no 

match for the more typical racing tharlarion, which is lighter and bipedalian. 

It is also carnivorous and more aggressive. In the race they commonly have their 

jaws bound shut. There have been several cases in which such beasts, bef ore a 

race, or in the stable or exercise yards, have attacked their competitors, even 

their handlers. They are occasionally used for scouting or communication. Some 

hunt wild tarsk with lances from their saddles.  

 

ñOrange won,ò said he in whose charge I was.  

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

There were five in our party at the stadium, the Lady Bina; Astrinax, who was 

our jobber; a man named Lykos, hired, I think, for his sword; he in whose 

keeping I was; and myself. I remembered the man, Astrinax, from Ar, as  it was he 

who had arranged my sale to the gambling house. He had been hired in Ar by the 

Lady Bina to facilitate our journey, buying tharlarion and wagons, hiring 

teamsters, putting in supplies, arranging the stages of our journey, and such. 

Clearly such matters could not have been well handled by the Lady Bina, Lord 

Grendel, or myself.  



 

I was pleased to have been permitted to come to the stadium. It would have been 

easy enough to have left me in the wagon, in the fenced - in wagon lot, shackled 

to the cen tral bar.  

 

I looked about myself. As I, the other slaves I noted in the audience were 

tunicked, and some more scantily than I. One, I saw, who regarded me 

disdainfully, and tossed her head proudly, was even camisked. How proud her 

master must have been o f her, the arrogant brute, to so display her. And how 

smug, and how vain, she was, how proud of her beauty, to be so displayed, 

camisked.  

 

ñI am going below, to bet anew,ò said he in whose care I was. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I felt my left ankle gri pped, and, a moment later, it was shackled to the iron 

ring anchored in the cement under my seat.  

 

He then departed, to seek the betting tables beneath the stadium tiers. The Lady 

Bina, Astrinax, and Lykos accompanied him.  

 

I sat on the tier, alone, mo ved my ankle a little, and pulled a little at the 

bracelets. Had my hands been free, I would have better adjusted the tunic at my 

left shoulder.  

 

I was an unattended slave. I was apprehensive. I realized what that might mean. 

Such a slave might be accost ed, even fondled, with impunity. Still, there were 

many about.  

 

We had arrived in Venna early this morning.  

 

Apparently the small collation I had prepared for the Metal Worker yesterday 

evening had proved satisfactory. In any event, after he had eaten for a bit, I 

kneeling back, he signed me to all fours, a simple gesture, and indicated that I 

might approach, beside the small fire. Then, from time to time, as he fed, he 

held out tidbits to me, and I fed, too, delicately, from his hand. Afterwards he 

per mitted me to lie by his side, ñbound by the masterôs will,ò I crossing my 

shackled ankles, and holding my hands behind my back, my left wrist held in my 

right hand.  

 

He said, ñSpeak.ò 

 

ñSurely Master is not interested in hearing a slave speak,ò I said. 

 

ñSpeak,ò said he. 

 

ñOf what shall I speak?ò I said. 

 

He then told me to speak, as I would, telling him about my former world, my 

former life, my capture, my training, my sales, my owners, even my thoughts and 

feelings.  

 

I fear much that was fooli sh gushed forth from me, but words had tumbled forth, 

seemingly endlessly, for Ahn, even amidst grateful tears.  

 

ñWhat have you done to me?ò I said, at last, lying in the dirt beside him, by 

the reduced embers of the fire, looking up at him from my side,  bound by his 

will.  

 

ñIs it not clear?ò he asked. 



 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñI have stripped you,ò he said. 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is time to put you on the common chain,ò he said. ñYou are unbound.ò 

 

I struggled to my feet, and he then conducted me,  his right hand on my left 

upper arm, to the common chain, on which several girls were already placed. He 

sat me by the chain, removed the shackle from my right ankle, looped it about 

the chain, and fastened it on me again, thus tethering me to the common chain. 

In this camp it was strung not between two trees, but between two heavy posts, 

to which it was bolted, the posts some twenty paces apart.  

 

ñSo, Master,ò I said, ñthe slave is stripped.ò 

 

ñThere are many ways to strip a slave,ò he said. 

 

ñI understand,ò I said. 

 

ñOrdering her to disrobe, or tearing away her tunic, are but two,ò he said. 

 

ñI understand,ò I said. 

 

ñTo be sure,ò he said, ñthat is pleasant.ò 

 

ñDoubtless,ò I said. 

 

After I had confessed so much of myself to him, so revealed  who was in my 

collar, I had almost hoped I would hear the issuance of a disrobing order, or 

that his hands, at my neckline, would have torn away my tunic.  

 

But he had conducted me to the girl chain.  

 

ñIt is all of the slave which is owned,ò he said. 

 

ñThat is understood by the slave,ò I said. 

 

ñThe slaveôs every thought,ò he said, ñeven her subtlest, least feeling, is 

owned by the master.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

He rose to his feet. I swiftly knelt, and looked up at him. ñMaster,ò I said. 

 

ñKeep your knees closed,ò he said, annoyed, his voice brusque. 

 

I quickly closed them. I smiled to myself, a little. I do have power, I thought.  

 

ñIt seems this slave is in the care of Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñYou hold the key to her shackles?ò 

 

ñAs of now,ò he said. 

 

ñYou knew the slaveôs name, óAllisonô, even from Ar,ò I said. 

 



ñSo?ò he said. 

 

ñBut the slave,ò I said, ñdoes not even know Masterôs name.ò 

 

ñDesmond,ò he said. 

 

ñThat is not a Gorean name,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is,ò he said, surprised.  

 

ñSurely not,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is, in the vicinity of Harfax,ò he said. 

 

ñOh,ò I said. 

 

ñMy Home Stone,ò said he, ñis that of Harfax.ò 

 

ñWhat was Master doing in Ar?ò I asked. 

 

ñCuriosity,ò said he, ñis not becoming in a kajira.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñI have heard,ò said he, ñthere are tharlarion races in Venna tomorrow. To be 

sure, it is the season. Would you care to attend?ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said, ñyes, Master!ò 

 

ñYou may, if you wish,ò he said, ñremain chained in the wagon, with the curtains 

tied shut.ò 

 

ñI beg to accompany Master,ò I said. 

 

ñIf you do so,ò he said, ñyou will do so as a kajira.ò 

 

ñWhat does that mean?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou will see,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I had said. 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

The crowd milled about, some descending the tiers, others climbing them.  

 

The robing of a Gorean crowd is colorful, particularly on holidays, or in 

attendance at public events, races, and such. Doubtless that is all very 

familiar to you, but perhaps, as it is so f amiliar to you, you do not much note 

it.  

 

Some slaves, as I, were on short ring chains, but many were loose, wandering 

about, though back - braceleted. I supposed it would then be difficult for them to 

pilfer small objects, dared they to do so. On the othe r hand, I suspected there 

were subtler reasons underlying this lovely constraint. Does it not remind the 

girl that she is a slave, and only a slave? Certainly she is constrained as one. 

But men, too, the monsters, seem to enjoy having women helpless before  them, 



fully at their mercy, and what woman, rendered so helpless, does not then the 

better understand that she is a woman. Too, of course, it helps to draw a 

sharper distinction between us and free women, as though the scantiness of our 

tunics, and the ob viousness of our lovely, slender, locked collars, compared to 

the richness of their robes, and veils, and half veils, were not enough!  

 

I saw a lovely - legged, long - haired girl in a brief blue tunic. I did not know if 

that were because her master favored the blue, or if he might be a scribe.  

 

A vendor went by, just below our level, on the walkway, hawking tastas.  

 

I wished he in whose charge I was, Desmond, in the black and gray of the Metal 

Workers, would return. Though I hated him, I wanted to be hel pless near him. I 

wanted to be such that he might exploit me, as he pleased.  

 

Far below, on the broad, level area, inside the rail, I saw two girls, in tunics 

of yellow and blue, the Slaverôs colors, back- braceleted as other slaves, but 

also, interesting ly, joined together, neck to neck, by a yard of chain. I stood 

up, to get a better look. There seemed something different, or interesting, 

about them, or something familiar, something I could not place. Perhaps, I 

thought, I had seen one or the other, perh aps both, somewhere in Ar, perhaps at 

the laundry troughs, or in a market. Perhaps in some way they were a matched 

pair, and were to be sold as such. It did not seem likely, on the other hand, 

they were twins, as one was blonde and the other darkly haired,  rather like 

myself. Perhaps, then, they were matched in some other sense, or, even, not 

really matched at all, save in the sense of each being undoubtedly of slave 

interest.  

 

After the rescue, if that be the word, of the blind Kur, I had learned more of  

the past of Lord Grendel. Some I had learned from the Lady Bina, but more, 

interestingly, from the translator. As the newcomer to our domicile was 

incapable, for most purposes, of uttering intelligible Gorean, Lord Grendel 

taught me the use of the transla tor, so that I might have a means of 

understanding the newcomer, and communicating with him. The Lady Bina was 

already familiar with the device. Interestingly the Lady Bina seemed muchly to 

esteem the newcomer, and even to stand in some awe of him. ñHe is true Kur,ò she 

had whispered to me. Certainly she showed him more respect, or deference, than 

she commonly accorded to her own colleague, or friend, or guard, Lord Grendel, 

for whom she often seemed to entertain, for all his devotion to her, and for all 

her dependence on him, something like a patient, tolerant, pitying contempt. She 

regarded him as imperfect, and malformed, as if he might be a monstrosity or 

cripple of some sort. Perhaps, in some sense, he was. I did not know. To be 

sure, she realized that he had his uses. Sometimes, before we had left the 

domicile, I had lingered in the vicinity of Lord Grendel and the blind Kur, 

whose name I had heard many times, but could not begin to say. No equivalent to 

it, in Gorean phonemes, had been programmed into the translator. When it was 

pronounced in Kur the translator, in Gorean, would be silent. I had sometimes 

stayed by the two beasts while they spoke in Kur, turning on the translator, but 

lowering the volume, putting my ear to the device. They could hear th e Gorean 

from the translator, even from across the room, and probably more clearly than 

I, who was adjacent to it, but it was of no interest to them, and they paid it 

little, if any, attention. After a bit, it was probably not even noticed by 

them. The bli nd Kur had expressed interest, in the beginning, in the machineôs 

being on, but Lord Grendel had authorized the harmlessness of its use with the 

explanation that ñthey are curious little beasts.ò ñYes,ò had said the newcomer, 

ñthey all are.ò It seemed then that he knew something, as I had earlier 

suspected, about human female slaves. The newcomer had never seen me, of course, 

but I had no doubt he could have picked me out promptly from a hundred slaves by 

scent. To be sure, I had no doubt he could have perf ormed the same feat with the 

Lady Bina, from, say, a hundred free women. So, too, of course, and more 

fearfully, might have a sleen, put on our scent. Much from the Lady Bina and 



from the translator I did not understand, that having to do with distant worl ds, 

exotic engineerings, unusual weaponries, strange customs and holidays, diverse 

races and cultures, troubled histories, and such, and with mysterious projects, 

factions, and wars, seemingly current, but some things were clear, or reasonably 

so, that the y were the remnants of advanced peoples who, having destroyed their 

ancestral world, and having migrated to the exile of artificial spheres, 

uncontaminated and unpolluted, livable and unradiated, coveted new and better 

worlds. I did learn, in passing, some thing, too, of Lord Grendel. In the plans 

of some Kurii, it had been hoped that an alliance might be formed between 

themselves and the humans of Gor, that the surface of Gor might be shared, 

putatively in peace, for a time. Supposedly this would be accepta ble to those 

who were the guardians of two worlds, my world, called Earth in my native 

language, and Gor, the Priest - Kings of Gor, a mysterious set of beings regarded 

with great awe, both by humans and Kurii. Supposedly the Priest - Kings, whoever 

or whateve r they might be, concerned to protect the two worlds of Tor - tu - Gor, in 

particular, Gor, a generally undamaged world, and their own, would allow this 

alliance, provided their weapon and technology laws were respected, laws 

designed to keep dangerous power o ut of the hands of species too aggressive, or 

stupid, to manage it with intelligence. Lord Grendel speculated that the Kurii 

would begin in peace, and then, bit by bit, eliminate Gorean humans, save 

perhaps for those which might be kept as work beasts and food, and have the 

surface of the world for themselves. The next phase would be when Kurii were 

abundant on Gor, and suitably emplaced. Then, by means of smuggled weapons, and 

the aid of the technology of the metal worlds, the Priest - Kings themselves might  

be attacked and eliminated, following which the world would belong to Kurii, who 

might then, with their various, competitive factions, contest it as they might. 

As a phase in this program, in order to facilitate an approach to humans, a 

series of experime nts were to be performed, producing a set of hybrids, part 

Kur, part human, who, hopefully, could profitably interact with Gorean humans. 

This program was abandoned, after one such experiment, the result of which was 

the supposed monstrosity, Grendel, late r Lord Grendel. He had several fathers, 

interestingly, as the genetic materials of several male Kurii were injected 

into, and fused within, a single human egg, which was eventually brought to term 

in the human female from whom the egg had been originally e xtracted. She, after 

the offspring was shown to her, had killed herself. Lord Grendel, part Kur and 

part human, was apparently not found acceptable by humans, and so the program 

was discontinued. Interestingly, for most practical purposes, he was not found  

acceptable by Kurii either, and became, in effect, an outcast on the steel world 

of his birth. A second plan was formed, to convert, bribe, or suborn, and then 

support, with power and riches, a human to further their projects. There was an 

attempt to recr uit a disaffected human, one alienated from, and inimical to, 

Priest - Kings, a warrior, whose name was not spoken. Apparently this warrior not 

only declined to accept this commission, but became involved somehow in the 

politics of the steel world itself, pa rticipating in a revolt which brought 

about, in the steel world in question, a change in governance.  

 

I, personally, saw little difference between Lord Grendel and another Kur. To 

the Kur, on the other hand, certain differences were apparently offensivel y 

obvious. For example, the paws and feet of Lord Grendel had but five digits, 

rather than the six found in the paws and feet of a normal Kur. There were other 

apparently subtle differences of appearance, as well, but these, or most of 

them, seemed negligi ble to me. Perhaps most interestingly, Lord Grendel could 

approximate human phonemes. One supposes, of course, that there might also be 

other differences, internal differences, of a sort less easy to detect, in 

physiology, and, perhaps, in sensibility, dis position, consciousness, and such. 

Lord Grendel, as I have mentioned before, claimed to be Kur. The newcomer 

accepted him as Kur. But the newcomer, of course, was blind.  

 

I looked about myself.  

 



The next races were with bipedalian tharlarion. Such race s, given the beasts, 

are faster, rougher, and more dangerous. Such races are apparently difficult to 

anticipate and analyze, presumably from the unpredictability of the beasts, 

which are sometimes refractory, and sometimes wayward and aggressive. Sometimes  

a favorite will balk, and an unknown bound to victory. Some people will not bet 

on such races.  

 

I could no longer see the two back - braceleted, neck - chained kajirae. As they had 

been in a blue - and - yellow livery, the colors of the Slavers, I supposed they  

might have been brought to the races to be offered. I supposed them such then 

that men might bid well on them. I suspected that if I were to be put up now, 

men might bid well on me, as well. Was I not different now than I had been, now 

that I was collared ? Had I not been stalked by the Metal Worker? Had he not 

stood between me and a beast? To be sure, he had treated me with abruptness and 

authority in the market of Cestias, long ago, and had availed himself of my lips 

near Six Bridges, taking so presumptuo us a liberty, when I was in no position to 

resist. He had given me a blanket in the wagon. But he had forced me to cook for 

him, the same night, and had put me to the indignity of all fours, as though I 

might have been a she - tarsk, and had fed me by hand. To be sure, I was grateful 

for the food. He had then had me lie beside him, ñbound by his will,ò reclined 

as the mere slave I was, and had had me speak, and speak. I had told him so 

much, and revealed so much of myself, baring myself, my past, my thoughts,  my 

hopes, fears, and feelings before him, as only a slave might bare herself before 

a master, and then, when I was so open, so confessed, so exposed, so vulnerable, 

so helplessly exhibited, he had informed me that he had ñstripped me.ò And well 

then had I  been stripped, stripping myself, before that man! How well he then 

knew me! What had I left to hide from him, but then it is all of a kajira that 

is owned. He had then put me on the girl chain. But as I lay there that night, 

in the dirt, shackled to the c ommon chain, I was pleased, so pleased, that I had 

been able to speak. But, I wondered how it was that he, a master, should be 

interested, if indeed he had been, in the thoughts and feelings of a kajira. 

Surely we kajirae were only beasts to be worked and put to use, and to be 

whipped if we were not pleasing. But, I thought, perhaps he is the sort of 

master who would be satisfied with owning nothing less than all of a kajira. The 

kajira, of course, knows that it is all of her that is owned. That is clear in  

law. But how frightening it sometimes is for her to realize that that is true, 

that it is all of her that is owned.  

 

I supposed the saddle beasts, the racers, were now being prepared for the final 

races, which would culminate the day.  

 

Tor - tu - Gor was still bright, but there were long shadows, from the awnings, 

lying across the nearer track. Across the way, at the far track, male work 

slaves were scattering water on the track.  

 

People were now beginning to return to the tiers.  

 

I sat there on the ti er, tunicked, my legs closely together, my hands braceleted 

behind me, my left ankle fastened to the tier ring. I picked out the slaves in 

the crowd, in their colored tunics. I saw one slave in a short tunic which was 

white, with broad, diagonal black stri pes. Her master, I thought, must be an 

old - fashioned fellow, a traditionalist, or such. Such tunics, it seemed, were 

once quite common, indeed almost a universal uniform of kajirae, but, later, 

happily, a great deal of variety had been introduced into slav e tunics, in 

color, cut, neckline, and such. Masters now had a great many options at their 

disposal when it came to clothing their properties, if they chose to clothe 

them. We girls, muchly concerned, like all women, with enhancing our appearance, 

with bei ng attractive, even beautiful, muchly approved this state of affairs. 

And, of course, though the final word is the masterôs, it is a rare master who 

is immune to the delights which a lovely slave might choose to present for his 

consideration. Surely he doe s not wish his girl to be out of fashion, which 



might cast discredit on his taste, or wallet, or both. And now we might compete 

in a hundred new ways with one another, almost like free women who compete by 

means of the many luxurious varieties of their own  bright, colorful, beautifully 

draped garmentures. To be sure, there is no danger of mistaking the brief, 

slight, dramatically revealing tunic of a slave with the concealing robes and 

veils of a free woman. I noted, again, the slave in the white, black - str iped 

tunic. It was not unattractive. She had good legs.  

 

I pulled a little at the bracelets which held my hands confined behind my back. 

How different this is from my former world, I thought. Here one thinks nothing 

of lovely, collared, back - braceleted, briefly tunicked slaves moving about in a 

crowd. Such a striking contrast with the others about, those well robed, so 

fully clothed! But how taken for granted here such beauties are! It is no more 

than a cultural commonplace. But on my former world this so rt of thing would 

attract a great deal of attention, say, the appearance in a crowd of a lovely 

young woman, barefoot or sandaled, half naked, briefly tunicked, her neck in a 

collar, clearly locked on her neck, her hands braceleted closely, helplessly, 

beh ind her, perhaps even on a leash.  

 

ñOh!ò I said, for a cloth had been, from behind, suddenly slipped over my head. 

It was looped twice about my head and knotted in the back. I was blindfolded! 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

There was laughter from about.  

 

I felt  my head pulled back by the hair, and I was then, head back, facing 

upward, toward the billowing, striped awning, which I could not see.  

 

I felt harsh masculine lips crush my lips.  

 

I could not move, for the hand in my hair.  

 

I could not speak, for t he pressure.  

 

Too, I had not been given permission to speak.  

 

Then I moaned, and squirmed, and fought, and feared, and involuntarily trembled, 

for I sensed my body might yield to him.  

 

How could I help myself?  

 

I was a slave!  

 

I feared that, in a  moment, I might, to the amusement of those about, press 

myself piteously against him.  

 

Had he touched me, as one might touch a slave, so confidently, so certainly, and 

possessively, I feared I would have leaped to his touch, even spasmed.  

 

Then the li ps were gone, and I heard more laughter from those about.  

 

I leaped to my feet, in consternation, in misery, unable to see, helpless, 

jerking against the bracelets.  

 

ñKneel down, slut,ò said an unpleasant masculine voice, and I instantly knelt, 

frighte ned, before the tier, putting my head to the cement.  

 

ñShe is indeed a slut,ò said another voice. 

 

Had they detected the incipience of my response?  

 



ñWorse,ò commented another, ña slave.ò 

 

ñHow helpless they are,ò said another. 

 

ñShe is a hot little beast,ò said another. 

 

ñTen tarsk-bits for her,ò said another. 

 

There was more laughter.  

 

I heard, amongst the laughter, the peels of feminine mirth. I thought, angrily, 

put you in a tunic, and blindfold you, and subject you to such attentions, a nd 

see if you are any different!  

 

A bit later, I felt myself drawn up, kneeling, and hands undid the blindfold. 

ñMaster,ò I cried, ñwhat was done to me!ò 

 

I was quickly, brutally cuffed.  

 

My face stung. Tears sprang to my eyes.  

 

ñI do not recall,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñthat you were given 

permission to speak.ò 

 

I looked at him, wildly, pathetically.  

 

ñYou may speak,ò he said. 

 

With him were the Lady Bina, with her program, Astrinax, and the guard, Lykos.  

 

ñWhat was done to me!ò I exclaimed, tearfully.  

 

ñYou were put to lip rape,ò he said. ñYou were not used under the tier, were 

you?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñIt does not matter, anyway,ò he said, ñas you have had, as I understand it, 

your slave wine.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

He held up, before me, a tarsk - bit. He handed it to the Lady Bina, who placed it 

in her pouch.  

 

ñI did not see who did it to me,ò I said. 

 

ñNo matter,ò he said. ñThe tarsk-bit was paid.ò 

 

ñThe tarsk-bit?ò I said. 

 

ñLook there,ò he said, ñand there,ò pointing. 

 

I followed his direction, and, in two places, I saw a slave on a tier, one below 

and well to my right, and another down, four tiers, to my left. They were 

blindfolded. I then saw another slave, looking down the tiers toward a ve ndor, 

which slave suddenly stiffened, fighting a blindfold wrapped about her face. I 

saw a large fellow hold her head back, and feast, at his pleasure, on her lips. 

She struggled, helplessly. I wondered if it were the same fellow who had pressed 

himself up on me.  

 



ñIt is a jollity of the Vennan races, a game,ò he said, ñto harvest kisses from 

the lips of unattended kajirae.ò 

 

ñSo why was I unattended?ò I asked. 

 

ñI do not understand,ò he said. 

 

ñI am in your charge,ò I said. ñWhy did you leave me? Why did you not stay, and 

protect me?ò 

 

ñThe tarsk-bit was paid,ò he said. 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are not a free woman,ò he said. ñYou are kajira. Surely, on the street, in 

the market, or elsewhere, you have received a sudden slap, or pinch, on the 

fu ndament, when unattended, even though you were in the tunic of a womanôs 

slave?ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said, angrily. 

 

ñPerhaps, even,ò he said, ñan occasional kiss.ò 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. It did not seem to me that he, or the Lady Bina, or the 

beast, needed to kn ow about such things. Occasionally a fellow had taken me in 

his arms, suddenly, unexpectedly, held me to him, and kissed me. Such things 

were done almost as one might glance at a sunset, ruffle the fur of a pet sleen, 

or bestow a familiar slap on the flank  of a kaiila. I was, after all, goods, a 

property girl, a collar girl, a vendible animal, a purchasable, perhaps lovely, 

thigh - branded beast, a female slave, a mere kajira. Once a ruffian, lounging 

against a wall, as I made my way to the market, summoned m e to him. As he was a 

free person, I had to obey, of course. He put me before him, and said, ñClasp 

your hands behind your back.ò I did so, of course. Much may be done with an 

unattended slave. Is she to disobey a free person? He then put his hand under my  

chin, lifted it a little, and said, ñSlave lips.ò He was very close to me. I 

complied, and waited, eyes closed, and then he took my head, and pressed my lips 

to the wall. ñKiss it, slut,ò he said, ñfor three Ehn; then be about your 

business.ò I remained thusly, my lips pressed against the wall, my hands clasped 

behind my back, for three Ehn. I counted the Ehn, for fear he might be behind 

me, watching. Some passers - by laughed. Doubtless I was not the first slave they 

had seen, so discomfited. I then, tears in my eyes, my fists clenched, then 

better aware of my slavery, left. Too, I was distraught. He had been cruel, but 

had I been found wanting? Was I so poor a slave, so unattractive a slave? Had my 

lips not been formed, at his command, as a slaveôs lips, readied for attention? 

Had I not, eyes closed, waited, until I had been ignored or rejected, and my 

pursed lips put to a stone wall, against which I foolishly stood, my hands 

clasped behind my back, while strangers, some amused, passed by? How helpless, 

weak, and meaningless I felt! I had been neglected, ignored, and scorned, and 

not scorned as any slave is scorned, for she is a slave, but scorned even for 

the purposes of a slave! Is a woman fastened in a collar only to be fastened in 

a collar? Is its placeme nt meaningless? Is that all she is to be left with, that 

there is a collar on her neck which she cannot remove? Was I such as to be put 

aside, dismissed, collared? Was I adjudged of no interest? Could I be so 

lacking? Was I so poor a slave? Was I not attra ctive, even beautiful, at least a 

little? My sense of my own worth, as a woman and a slave, was shaken. Was I so 

lacking? The young men I had known on my former world would have sought my kiss. 

Had I been interested in such things they would have been eage r to pay for it! 

If I were truly of no interest to men why would I, and my sisters of the house, 

beauties all, have been brought to this world, for its girl markets, to be 

stripped, trained, caged, exhibited, and sold? I recalled a paga girl I had seen 

sol iciting outside her masterôs tavern. I had thrilled to her profound, vital, 



needful sensuousness. I felt a need to reassure myself, perhaps because I was a 

womanôs slave, and not a manôs slave. Of what value is a slave if she, in her 

collar, is not of inte rest to masters? I waited in the street for a time, and 

then chose a handsome, young Tarnster. Such, I was sure, would be interested in 

the lips of a slave. I trusted he would not strike me from him. I hurried before 

him, and knelt down, blocking his way, humbly, and seized his left leg, and 

pressed my head, lowered, against his leg, as I had seen the paga girl do. I 

then lifted my head and eyes to him, and said, as she had, ñA slave would be 

kissed, Master.ò ñVery well,ò he said, and lifted me up, and spent a few Ihn 

with me. ñIs Master pleased?ò I asked. ñVery much,ò he said, ñwhich is your 

tavern?ò ñEla, Master,ò I cried, hurrying away, ñI have only the tavern of my 

beauty.ò I was much pleased, but, too, I was uneasy, for his touch had made me 

restless. I  had suffered little in the way of slave fires, but I was a slave, 

and well aware of the deeper meanings of my collar. My most memorable experience 

along these lines, of course, was the interlude with the Metal Worker himself, 

in the vicinity of Six Bridge s. After he had saved me from the girls of the 

house of Daphne, he had dealt with me at his leisure, and as he pleased, my 

hands incapacitated, unable to interfere, held over my head, balancing the 

laundry, my fingers, as he went about his inquiries, clawi ng into that large, 

soft bundle of sparkling sheets and linen which I dared not release lest it fall 

and be soiled, arousing me until, I fear, I had well shown myself, to his 

satisfaction, as he had apparently intended, slave.  

 

ñYou were not concerned,ò I asked, ñwith what was done to me?ò 

 

ñThe tarsk-bit was paid,ò he said. 

 

ñDid you see?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñAll of you?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñThe Lady Bina,ò he said, ñwas quite pleased.ò 

 

ñOh?ò I said. 

 

ñYes, Allison,ò said the Lady Bina. ñI was curious to see if you would be 

selected for the game.ò 

 

ñMistress?ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò she said. ñIt seems clear that you are of interest to men, or to some 

men.ò 

 

I was silent.  

 

ñI think,ò said Astrinax, ñwe will need two or three more.ò 

 

I gathered then that I might not be the only slave for whom the Lady Bina might 

have use. I gathered, too, that oneôs interest to men might be pertinent to the 

use, or uses, she might have in mind. But that is common to ka jirae, that they 

are of interest to men. Why else would men brand and collar them?  

 

ñDid you note the behavior of our little barbarian?ò Desmond asked the Lady 

Bina.  

 



ñOh?ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñShe started to squirm,ò said Astrinax, ñand was on the verge of beginning to 

yield, as the collar slut she is.ò 

 

ñMistress!ò I protested. 

 

ñIn another moment,ò said Desmond, ñshe would have thrust her pretty little 

body, bare under the nothing of rep cloth, against him.ò 

 

ñMaster!ò I said. 

 

ñCome now, pretty slut,ò said Astrinax, ñit was obvious. Many about noted it.ò 

 

ñWhat do you think, noble Lykos?ò asked the Lady Bina. 

 

ñShe has nice thighs,ò he said. ñShe might, in a good market, bring nearly a 

silver tarsk. She is a hot little tart. That is im portant. I think she would do 

well on an alcove chain.ò 

 

ñThe taverns are interested in such girls,ò said Desmond. 

 

ñHave your slave fires been lit?ò asked Astrinax. 

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

Desmond was looking upon me, grinning.  

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

I knew,  of course, that I would be no more immune than any other slave should 

men decide to do such things to me, making me then irremediably their needful, 

begging slave.  

 

ñIt is pleasant,ò said Desmond, regarding me, ñto stoke such fires in a slaveôs 

belly.ò 

 

I looked away.  

 

How I hated him!  

 

He saw me as what I was, a slave.  

 

And never had I met a man before whom I felt weaker, more helpless, more slave.  

 

ñWe will need some more men, too,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñWhy is that?ò asked the Lady Bina. 

 

ñFor the wagons,ò he said. 

 

I did not understand that, as it seemed one driver for a wagon, particularly as 

the wagons were small, would be sufficient. There were, as of now, three wagons. 

Astrinax drove one, Lykos the last, and Desmond mine, the second wag on. Indeed, 

the tharlarion of the second wagon, my wagon, was attached, by its nose ring, to 

the back of the first wagon, and the tharlarion of the third wagon was attached, 

by its nose ring, to the back of my wagon. Accordingly, it seemed three Drovers, 

or teamsters, would be enough. To be sure, I knew little about such matters, 

and, possibly, Astrinax might be returning to Ar, rather than accompanying us 

into the Voltai.  

 



ñThe race is about to begin,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñOn what have you wagered, Desmond?ò inquired the Lady Bina. 

 

ñBlue, as I would in Harfax, Lady,ò he said. 

 

ñI thought, this time, I would hazard yellow,ò she said. 

 

ñAn excellent wager,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñLoyalty is admirable, Desmond,ò said the Lady Bina, ñbut not invariably 

prude ntial.ò 

 

ñOne supposes not,ò he said. 

 

ñIs this all there is to it,ò I asked, ñthat I was taken in hand, blindfolded, 

and kissed, and that is all?ò 

 

ñThe tarsk-bit was paid,ò said he in whose charge I was. 

 

ñAll?ò I asked. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñI,ò I said, ñwould favor red.ò 

 

ñWhy?ò asked Desmond. 

 

ñBecause it is not blue,ò I said. 

 

ñI see,ò he said. 

 

ñWhat are you doing, Master?ò I said. 

 

I was turned about, and the blindfold, retrieved from his belt, where he had 

placed it, keeping it a t hand, was again wrapped about my head, twice, and 

knotted, behind my head, and I was, as before, securely and perfectly 

blindfolded. I jerked at the bracelets which held my hands behind me, in 

frustration.  

 

ñI will be unable to see the races,ò I said. 

 

ñPossibly,ò he said. 

 

ñIt matters not to me, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAnd what does that matter?ò he asked. 

 

ñMaster!ò I said. 

 

ñYour permission to speak has been rescinded,ò he said. 

 

I felt tears spring to my eyes, dampening the cloth of their pri son.  

 

I was not permitted speech!  

 

On the tier, I writhed in helplessness, and fury, back - braceleted and on the 

short ring chain, and then the race began, and I could not see it. I heard 

movements about me! I sensed the agitation, the diverse partisans hips abounding 

about, the excitement of the crowd, heard the cries, the cheering, the stamping, 

the screams and shouts, and I could see nothing!  



 

It does not matter I said to myself, reassuring myself of my lack of interest in 

such things.  

 

I sometimes  heard cries of protest, even of rage, for some reason, which I did 

not understand, and, twice, I heard gasps of dismay, or of fear, perhaps as a 

beast fell, or was forced from the track.  

 

It was nothing to me, of course.  

 

I had never seen the bipedali an tharlarion compete. Also, actually, as a matter 

of fact, I had never seen the smaller, quicker quadrupedalian tharlarion compete 

either. There are classes of such beasts. I had seen, earlier, some races of the 

heavier - class quadrupedalian tharlarion, th e larger, more ponderous beasts, the 

maneuvering, the shifting about for position, the lurching, thrusting, and 

buffeting, the grunting, the crowding. Below, near the rail, one could sense the 

ground shaking beneath their tread. These were similar to war t harlarion whose 

charge can shatter phalanxes, breastworks, palisades, and field walls.  

 

You must understand that I did not care that I was blindfolded.  

 

Who was interested in such things anyway?  

 

I sensed people rising up, screaming, about me.  

 

How helpless and frustrated I was! How I loathed the brute in whose keeping I 

was. I would be treated not as I might wish or please, but precisely as he would 

wish or please.  

 

I was collared!  

 

How excited was the crowd!  

 

How often might a kajira have th e opportunity to see such things? Did I prefer 

the shackles looped about a central bar, and the tied - shut canvas of a wooden 

slave wagon?  

 

Too, this was all new and different, and thrilling, to me. I was not natively 

Gorean. I was only a slave girl, brou ght from a different world. I so wanted to 

see, to realize what was going on, to be a part, if only as a slave, of what was 

going on about me.  

 

I tried to put my head back, and peep beneath the blindfold, if only to perceive 

an undecipherable line of mea ningless light, but I could see nothing. The 

device, twice wrapped and then knotted, had been put about my head broadly, in 

the Gorean fashion.  

 

I moaned to myself, helplessly.  

 

I decided I must not yield, I must give him no satisfaction.  

 

But I real ized, almost simultaneously, that my concerns, so important to me, 

would be absolutely immaterial to him.  

 

I might remain in darkness, or petition him for relief, as a slave her master.  

 

I endured my privation for two races  

 

Then, wildly, desperately , in misery, I threw myself to my knees at the feet of 

he in whose keeping I was, pressed my sodden cheek to his leg, and then began to 

kiss his leg, repeatedly, beggingly.  



 

I felt his hand in my hair, not tightly, but holding my head in place.  

 

ñI beg to speak, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñSpeak,ò he said. 

 

ñI would see,ò I said. 

 

ñDo you beg it?ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. ñOh, yes, Master!ò 

 

He then undid the blindfold.  

 

ñA new race will soon begin,ò said Astrinax, turning to Desmond. ñMay I place a 

bet for you?ò 

 

ñOn blue,ò said he at whose knee I knelt. A coin passed from him to Astrinax. 

 

The Metal Worker put his hand near me, and I put down my head, and kissed it. 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are a pretty little thing, Allison,ò he said. 

 

ñA slave is pleased if Master is pleased,ò I said. 

 

ñMaster,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñI am pinioned,ò I said, ñhelplessly so. Perhaps Master might adjust my tunic at 

the left shoulder.ò 

 

I had been concerned with this for some time .  

 

ñNo,ò he said. 

 

ñóNoô?ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñI like it the way it is.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñPerhaps it might improve your price, a tarsk-bit or two.ò 

 

ñAs Master pleases,ò I said. 

 

He was a beast, of course, but then what girl would obj ect to her price being 

improved a bit?  

 

ñI am sure,ò he said, ñthe fellow who pressed himself upon an unattended kajira 

did not object.ò 

 

ñDoubtless not,ò I said. ñPerhaps it was to that tiny inadvertence of 

habiliments that I owed the attention bestow ed upon me.ò 

 

ñNot at all,ò he said. ñEven in a serving slaveôs tunic you would be an 

attractive little prey animal.ò 

 

ñóPrey animalô?ò 



 

ñYes,ò he said. ñAn interesting little quarry beast.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñSurely you are aware of how men see women,ò he said. 

 

I was silent. I was afraid. But, too, I was thrilled. We are sought, hunted, 

captured, and owned, possessed by masters, who will deal with us as they please. 

They make us theirs, in reality, and law.  

 

ñThe day is warm,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñWho would you favor in the next race?ò he asked. 

 

ñBlue,ò I said. ñBlue, Master.ò 

 

That seemed to me appropriate, as it was in his keeping that I was.  

 

ñAn excellent choice,ò he said. 

 

ñThank you, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñAllison,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYour permission to speak is revoked,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

So I was not then to speak. He did not care for me to do so. It was then as 

before. I was silenced.  

 

There were four more races, and in some there were as many twenty or thirty 

tharlarion encircling the long track as many as five times. The competitions 

were at times unruly, even violent, but no riders or beasts were lost. There 

are, of course, races of different length, and some beasts  are favored in 

shorter races, and some in longer races, depending on differences in speed and 

stamina. It is similar with racing slaves, bred or otherwise, and kaiila. Some 

are superior at short distances, others at longer distances.  

 

For the remainder of the day, to my relief, I was not left unattended. Either 

Astrinax, Lykos, or Master Desmond remained with me. When the Lady Bina went 

below to the tables, the shops, or such, she was always accompanied. I gathered 

that she was never to be left unattende d. In this I suspected something of the 

will of Lord Grendel.  

 

At the end of the day we were making our way from the tiers, descending toward 

the broad open area between the rail and the stands, from there to exit toward 

the wagon - and- cart yard, some adj acent inns, and some of the closer camps. 

Indeed, during the races, it is often crowded, for many prefer to watch from 

there, possibly for the better view of the beasts, and the greater proximity to 

the betting tables.  

 

Debris was about, useless betting tickets, discarded programs, tasta sticks, 

food wrappers, and such. Such things would be cleaned up by male work slaves. I 

saw such a fellow, brawny, with a heavy collar on his neck. Such as I were not 

for such as he. To be sure, we might be cast to one or  more, as a punishment, 



or, perhaps, put at the disposal of one, as a reward for, say, a successful 

fighting slave. Interestingly, we had the sense that such as they, even in their 

collars, were our masters. On Gor, I had the sense that, in some natural se nse, 

perhaps in the order of nature, we belonged to men. Not all of us, of course, 

were owned, and collared.  

 

I suddenly stopped, startled, and almost cried out, but realized I could not do 

so, as I had not received permission to speak.  

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò asked Desmond. 

 

I wanted to weep with elation. I jerked at the bracelets, holding my wrists 

behind me.  

 

The two of them regarded me, disbelievingly.  

 

Then, wisely or not, but unable to help ourselves, we rushed to one another, 

they in the brief bl ue- and-yellow tunics, the Slaverôs colors, the chain on 

their neck, joining them, and I.  

 

They, too, had their small wrists pinioned behind their back, as was required of 

kajirae in the Vennan stadium.  

 

But, weeping, sobbing with joy, we kissed one ano ther, I them, and they me, 

again and again.  

 

I realized, suddenly, that they, too, as I, did not have permission to speak. 

They, as I, doubtless in their training, had learned fear, and discipline. In my 

joy, overwhelmed with emotion, I had inadvertently  fled from my heeling 

position, behind and to the left of he in whose charge I was, to approach them, 

but he did not rebuke me. I think all there were surprised, the Lady Bina, 

Master Desmond, Astrinax, and Lykos, and the keeper of the pair on the chain, 

with his switch, who was in his holiday regalia, that of the Slavers. Often 

enough, they wear dark robing or tunics, with only a small pair of chevrons 

visible, one blue, one yellow, on the left sleeve of their robe, near the wrist, 

to indicate their caste.  Sometimes they do not identify their caste, as when, 

say, approaching free women.  

 

We pulled futilely at the bracelets on our wrists; were it not for the obdurate 

impediments of masters imposed upon us, we would have doubtless embraced one 

another, joyf ully.  

 

As it was, tears streamed down our cheeks.  

 

Perhaps it was the slaver who first saw fit to impose order on this small scene.  

 

ñDown!ò he snapped, and his two barefoot charges, in their tiny tunics, 

immediately knelt, with their heads lowered.  

 

How moving it was to see them as slaves!  

 

And how well they had been trained!  

 

And doubtless this was the first time they had seen me, as well, as what I now 

was, barefoot, tunicked, and collared, a slave.  

 

ñLet us see them,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñLift your heads,ò said the slaver, and his two charges complied, instantly. 

 

ñPretty,ò said Astrinax, appraisingly. 



 

I noted that their knees were placed closely together. I wondered how long that 

would be permitted to them.  

 

Our eyes met, those o f the two slaves, and mine.  

 

Each was nicely collared, the thin, flat band, encircling the neck, closely. 

Their collars would be fastened on them, the lock at the back of the neck.  

 

Both were now kajirae, and lovely. I thought they were now even more a ttractive, 

as I thought myself to be, as well, than they had been before, in the house, in 

the sorority, on Earth.  

 

ñYou may speak,ò said the slaver to his charges. 

 

ñAllison!ò they cried. 

 

I looked wildly, piteously, at he in whose charge I was. ñYou may speak,ò he 

said.  

 

ñJane!ò I cried. ñEve!ò 

 

ñGet on your knees,ò said he in whose charge I was. 

 

I knelt, instantly.  

 

ñJane, Jane!ò I said. ñEve! Eve!ò 

 

ñAllison!ò they cried, joyfully. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter Eighteen  

 

 

 

 

 

The road here wa s narrow, and rough.  

 

I looked up, at the stone channel of the aqueduct, some hundred feet over my 

head.  

 

I do not think the road really has a name, or, if it does, I did not know it. It 

is called, however, like other such roads, the Aqueduct Road, for  it follows the 

line of the aqueduct, to enable the approach of crews and service wagons, which 

tend regularly to the massive conduit, bringing fresh water from the snows and 

streams of the Voltai to Ar. This was the Vennan aqueduct, one of some five 

suppl ying the city.  

 

Master Desmond had informed me that the Vennan aqueduct, the third longest, was 

some eight hundred and ten pasangs long.  

 

Eve, Jane, and I were identically tunicked, as I had been before, in brief white 

rep cloth. Too, we now had identi cal collars. Given the roughness of the 

terrain, we were now sandaled. We were grateful for this.  

 

We had left Venna four days ago.  

 



ñI cannot read my new collar, Master,ò I had said to Master Desmond. 

 

ñNo,ò he said, ñyou are illiterate. I like you that way. It makes you more 

helpless.ò 

 

ñA girl,ò I said, ñwould like to know what is on her collar.ò 

 

ñCome closer,ò he said. 

 

I then stood close to him, and lifted my chin, that he might the more easily 

read my collar.  

 

ñYou seem uneasy,ò he said.  

 

ñMaster is very close,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are very close,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou would like to know what is on your collar?ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou may then,ò he said, ñpetition me properly. Kneel, kiss my feet, and make 

your request.ò 

 

I knelt, and pressed my lips to his feet, and kissed them.  

 

I was thrilled to do this, before this man. How right it seemed to me that I 

should be so before him. But what was he to me? Could he be, I wondered, my 

master? Again and again  I kissed his feet, I now only a slave, and he so far 

above me, standing, formidable and powerful, a Gorean male. How far I was now 

from my former world, from the former Allison Ashton - Baker.  

 

ñI would know what is on my collar, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñDo you beg it?ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

He then indicated that I should stand, and he took my collar in his hands, and 

lifted it a little.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñIt is very simple,ò he said. ñIt says only óI belong to Lady Binaô.ò 

 

ñThere is nothing about the house of Epicrates, or Emerald Street?ò I asked. 

 

ñNo,ò he said, ñbut do not be concerned. Many collars are similarly simple.ò 

 

ñAnd if I were in your collar?ò I asked. 

 

ñYou are a bold slave,ò he said. ñIt would presumably be something like óI am 

the property of Desmond of Harfaxô.ò 

 

ñIt would not even contain my name?ò I said. 

 

ñOne may then change your name as often as one might wish, without changing the 

collar,ò he said. 



 

ñIt is fortunate I am not in your collar,ò I said. 

 

ñIt is perhaps more fortunate than you realize,ò he said, quietly. 

 

ñI hate you,ò I said. 

 

ñThat might make it more pleasant to have you at my feet,ò he said. 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

The dayôs races had been recently finished and our party, the Lady Bina, 

Astrinax, Lykos, Desmond, and myself, had descended the tiers, and were 

preparing to leave the grounds when we had encountered a neck - chained, matched 

set of slaves, both barbarians.  

 

ñIn what way,ò inquired the Lady Bina, ñis this a matched set?ò 

 

ñThey are both barbarians,ò had said the slaver, ñand, apparently, speak the 

same barbarous tongue. Your girl seems to know them.ò 

 

ñCan you speak to them, Allison?ò asked the Lady Bina. ñIn their barbarous 

tongue?ò 

 

ñYes, Mistress,ò I said. ñIt is called English.ò 

 

ñThere are several barbarian languages, Lady,ò said the slaver. 

 

ñSpeak to them, a little, in that English,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

Words burst forth amongst us, eager, wild, grateful words. ñWe are all collared, 

all slaves!ò I cried. ñYes, yes,ò cried Jane and Eve. It seemed that my 

apprehension, which had been separate from the others, had been an accident of 

my location in the house. The rest had been brought to the parlor, stripped, 

bound hand and foot, gagged, and placed in a truck , as though they might have 

been kindling, and taken to a transportation point. Apparently Mrs. Rawlinson 

had much enjoyed the scene, observing the reduction of her former charges to the 

status of captures destined for Gorean markets. Jane and Eve had been  brought to 

Venna. I, and perhaps others, had been delivered to Ar. Others must have been 

variously distributed.  

 

ñThat is enough,ò said the Lady Bina, sharply. We were then silent, frightened. 

One obeys free persons. One hopes to please them. One does n ot wish to be 

punished.  

 

ñInteresting,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñYes,ò said Lykos, regarding Eve. 

 

The fair Earth - girl slave put down her head.  

 

ñYes,ò said Astrinax, scrutinizing Jane, as a slave may be scrutinized. 

 

I saw that Jane knew herself so  scrutinized. She looked to the side, her lip 

trembling.  

 



I then saw my friends, Jane and Eve, familiar from a thousand interactions on a 

former world, afresh, as they now were, as I had never thought of them before, 

as mere slaves, as lovely, exquisite,  delicate animals, half naked, purchasable, 

timid under the eyes of men. But why not, I thought. They were young, they were 

beautiful, they were desirable. And they were now, as I, on Gor.  

 

How different were things now, from my former world!  

 

How far were we all, now, from the banalities, the boredoms, the competitions, 

and trivialities of the sorority!  

 

How meaningless we had been, how worthless!  

 

We now had worth, some value, at least what coin we might bring. And we must 

strive to please!  

 

We were now such that men would have their will of us.  

 

We were slaves.  

 

And had I seen something in Eveôs eyes, before she thrust down her head, 

frightened, before Lykos, and had I not noted a momentary start in the eyes of 

Jane, before hurrying to look away from the gaze of Astrinax?  

 

How can a kneeling slave, looking up, not wonder if he who looks down upon her 

is not her master?  

 

Surely she knows she has a price.  

 

Perhaps he before whom she kneels will pay it. She does not know. She will then 

be his. She will then be bought.  

 

The Lady Bina then addressed herself to the men. ñCan you understand them?ò she 

asked.  

 

ñNo,ò said the slaver. ñNo,ò said the others. 

 

ñNor I,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñI assure you that they are competent in Gorean,ò said the slaver.  

 

ñI trust so,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñIt is certified,ò said the slaver. 

 

It was in no way unusual, after the brief indulgence accorded us, consequent 

upon the curiosity of the Lady Bina, who was apparently curious as to the nature 

of o ur native speech, that we had been abruptly silenced.  

 

In the presence of masters it is expected, of course, that the slave will speak 

in the language of the masters. Not to do so is to invite the lash. Whatever she 

says is to be comprehensible to the ma ster. In all ways, verbal and otherwise, 

the slave is to be open to the master. This is fitting, as she is a slave.  

 

ñYou are offering them, I take it,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñCertainly,ò said the slaver. 

 

ñBut you have failed to sell them,ò she said, ñand the races are over.ò 

 

ñFor the day,ò said the slaver. 



 

ñBut you do not wish to return to the house with them still on your chain,ò she 

said.  

 

ñI would rather not,ò he said. 

 

ñI wonder,ò said the Lady Bina, ñif these two slaves might be of interest to 

men.ò 

 

ñCertainly they would be of interest to men,ò said the slaver. ñThey are lovely. 

They would grace any block.ò 

 

ñAstrinax,ò she said, ñdo you think these two slaves might be of interest to 

men?ò 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñAssess them,ò said the Lady Bina.  

 

ñRemove their bracelets, and the neck chain,ò said Astrinax. 

 

This was done.  

 

ñTunics off,ò said Astrinax. 

 

I turned aside while they were assessed.  

 

ñOh!ò said Jane. 

 

I heard Eve whimper.  

 

ñKneel,ò said Astrinax. 

 

Both, I g athered, were found suitable for slave meat.  

 

ñI will let you have both for ten silver tarsks,ò said the slaver. 

 

ñOne, for both,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñImpossible,ò said the slaver. 

 

ñYou may as well debracelet Allison,ò said the Lady Bina to Desmond. ñWe are 

leaving the grounds.ò 

 

I rubbed my wrists, the bracelets removed.  

 

ñBoth for five silver tarsks,ò said the slaver. 

 

ñThey are barbarians,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñThen four, for both,ò said the slaver. 

 

ñWe are looking for cheap girls,ò said the Lady Bina, ñfor we are going into the 

Voltai.ò 

 

ñNo, please, Mistress!ò cried Jane, and then, frightened, put her hand before 

her mouth. ñForgive me, Mistress!ò she begged. Clearly Eve was in consternation, 

as well.  

 

ñYou may speak,ò said the Lady Bina.  

 



ñNot the Voltai!ò said Jane, kneeling with Eve, wearing only their collars, 

their knees in the dirt. ñThere are beasts, bandits!ò 

 

ñYou need have no fear,ò said the Lady Bina, ñfor obviously you are not to be 

sold for a reasonable price.ò 

 

ñSurely you could not be thinking of taking merchandise of this quality into the 

Voltai?ò said the slaver. 

 

ñOne silver tarsk for both,ò said the Lady Bina, ñif you throw in the tunics. 

They will do until something more suitable may be arranged.ò 

 

ñMore suitable?ò said the slaver, looking at me, grinning. I stepped back. My 

tunic was such that I might have easily been thought to be a manôs slave. 

 

ñLet us return to the wagons,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

ñThree,ò said the slaver. ñNo? Very well then, one for each!ò 

 

I was not a good judge in such matters. A girl often does not know what she will 

bring until she had been thrust from the block. I did know that I had never 

brought as much as a full silver tarsk.  

 

I looked upon Jane and Eve. Slaves are  often naked, and one thinks little of 

looking upon them, and, commonly, they think little of being so looked upon. 

Still, I had known them from my former world. Our eyes met, and they lowered 

their hands. I saw that they now realized they were slaves.  

 

ñThe tunics must be included,ò said the Lady Bina. 

 

We were at the gate of the grounds when we heard the slaverôs exasperated cry, 

ñHold! Done!ò 

 

We turned about and watched him approach. He had Janeôs upper left arm in his 

right hand, and Eveôs upper right arm in his left hand, and was conducting them 

toward us. Each had her tunic thrust crosswise in her mouth.  

 

The Lady Bina withdrew a silver tarsk from her pouch and gave it to the slaver.  

 

ñThey will be reluctant to enter the Voltai,ò the slaver warned the Lady Bina.  

 

ñWe will keep them well chained until we are well in the Voltai,ò said the Lady 

Bina. ñThen we will unchain them and they may run off, if they wish, to be eaten 

by animals.ò 

 

Jane and Eve knelt before the Lady Bina, looking up at  her, pathetically, and, 

against the tunics thrust in their mouths, whimpered.  

 

ñOf course,ò said the Lady Bina. ñYou may clothe yourselves.ò 

 

The two slaves gratefully slipped into their tunics, drawn over their head, 

fastened at the left shoulder, wi th a disrobing loop. Their tunics, I noted, 

were not much more ample than mine. When one is offering a woman, of course, one 

wants it to be clear that she may be worth buying. To be sure, long ago, at the 

party, we had, all three of us, been even more scan dalously clothed, for we had 

been camisked.  

 

Desmond, at a nod from the Lady Bina, fastened Jane and Eve together with the 

bracelets which he had removed from me a bit ago, the left wrist of Jane 

fastened to the right wrist of Eve.  

 



Astrinax removed hi s belt, briefly, and, looping it, struck Jane twice, sharply, 

across the back of the thighs, and then served Eve identically, and they cried 

out, softly, and better understood themselves slaves. Astrinax then replaced his 

belt, and we continued on our way.  

 

I went beside Jane and Eve, at Eveôs side. ñWe are slaves,ò said Eve, ñslaves!ò 

ñWe are all slaves,ò I said. ñWe are afraid to enter the Voltai,ò said Eve. ñIt 

will be done with us as masters please,ò I said. ñYes,ò said Jane, ñit will be 

done with us as masters please.ò 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

Lykos was a spare fellow, dark - haired, familiar with the wicked blade, called 

the gladius, who had been hired by Astrinax in one of the camps between Ar and 

Venna. He was, as far as I knew, a mercenary, with a poss ible background in the 

Scarlet Caste. It was well that we had at least one such with the wagons, for 

the two beasts, Lord Grendel and the blind Kur, who were usually concealed, or 

shadowing the wagons from a distance, could scarcely accompany the Lady Bina  

about, for example, to the races. I did not know the caste of Astrinax, but it 

seemed likely, if he had caste, that he was of the minor Merchants. Master 

Desmond, of course, as far as I knew at the time, was of the Metal Workers. He 

was seldom visibly arm ed, but I supposed that he would have a weapon somewhere, 

perhaps in his pack, at least a knife, as few male Goreans are likely to be 

without a weapon of some kind. Slaves, of course, are seldom permitted to touch 

weapons. They might lose a hand for doing so, if not be cast to leech plants or 

sleen. This had been so ingrained upon me, in my training, that I was afraid 

even to look upon a weapon, beside a chair, hanging on a wall, or such.  

 

Astrinax, I recalled, had wished to hire two or three more men. It  did not seem 

likely, however, that he would be successful, as few fellows, even of the 

Scarlet Caste, cared to enter the Voltai, particularly on some obscure mission 

which might prove to be of some indefinite duration.  

 

So it was our last night in Venna , before leaving for the Voltai.  

 

Astrinax would make one last try, it seemed, in one of Vennaôs larger, more 

popular paga taverns, The Kneeling Slave. He would be accompanied by Desmond and 

Lykos. The Lady Bina would remain near the wagons, in the campôs ñpalace of free 

women,ò a small, closely guarded area, scarcely a palace, more a small house, 

supplied with certain amenities, cakes, ka - la - na, and such. It was also within 

earshot of our wagons, within one of which was Lord Grendel. The Lady Bina 

enjoye d the company of free women, which she found instructive, and, in its way, 

profitable. I well recalled Lady Delia, the companion of the pottery merchant, 

Epicrates. As a slave, I trusted that the Lady Bina, who was an apt pupil in 

many things, would not le arn too much about the character and behavior of Gorean 

free women, or, at least, would not strive to adopt or emulate it. In the house 

of Tenalion, I had heard certain slaves, being readied for their sale, 

beseeching Priest - Kings that they not fall into t he clutches of a free woman. I 

had gathered, more than once, that I was fortunate to be owned by the Lady Bina, 

who, while often demanding, petty, and vain, entertained toward me, as far as I 

knew, not the least animus or hostility. This was quite differen t from being the 

slave of a typical Gorean free woman, particularly if one should be attractive. 

Such slaves, it seems, can seldom please, and they are often scolded, 

humiliated, and beaten. If they so much as look at a man they may be tied and 

lashed.  

 



So I had learned, earlier in the day, that Astrinax would visit one of Vennaôs 

more patronized taverns, The Kneeling Slave, to search again for two or three 

fellows to join our small caravan. He would be accompanied by Lykos, whose 

opinion, because of his blade skills, it seems, would be relevant and perhaps 

important. Indeed, from what I had heard of the Voltai, I gathered that blade 

skills might be as important as wagon skills. Too, I learned that Master Desmond 

would accompany them. ñI need a goblet of paga,ò he had told me. ñAnd what of 

me, Master?ò I had inquired. ñAm I to be put on the common chain at the camp, or 

am I to be fastened to the slave post, nearer the wagons, with Jane and Eve, or 

am I to be merely left in the slave wagon, shackled to the c entral bar, or 

what?ò ñHave you ever been in a paga tavern?ò he asked. ñCertainly not,ò I said. 

ñWould you like to see one?ò he asked. ñIf I were to exhibit enthusiasm,ò I 

said, ñwould you then be certain to shackle me in the wagon?ò ñAnd tie shut the 

canvas?ò he asked. ñYes,ò I said. ñNot necessarily,ò he said. ñThen,ò I said, 

ñMaster, I would very much like to go.ò ñDo you think you can take it?ò he 

asked. ñI would suppose so,ò I said. ñI would think so, too,ò he said, ñas The 

Kneeling Slave, as I underst and it, is a large, clean, expensive, well -

appointed, superior sort of establishment, one catering to an elegant, elite 

sort of clientele. The girls may be belled, but they are not even chained, and 

they are clothed.ò ñI see,ò I said. ñIt is not like the dingy holes in which one 

such as you might serve as a paga girl, nude and chained.ò ñOh?ò I said. ñI 

understand it that one may even stand upright in some of the better alcoves,ò he 

said. ñI see,ò I said. ñI will take you along,ò he said, ñthat you may see some 

truly beautiful slaves.ò ñAnd at what time,ò I asked, ñwill Master call for the 

girl.ò ñYou will be unshackled after supper,ò he said. ñWill Lady Bina accompany 

us?ò I asked. ñCertainly not,ò he said. ñFree women are not permitted in paga 

taverns.ò ñOh?ò I said. ñRejoice,ò he said, ñit is one place kajirae need not 

fear free women.ò ñI do not fear free women,ò I said. ñThat is because you have 

never been owned by one,ò he said, ñthat is, a typical free woman.ò ñI see,ò I 

said. ñIt is dangerous for a free woman to enter such a place,ò he said. ñThey 

may be marked by slavers. It is commonly supposed that a free woman who enters 

such a place courts the collar, and wants her bare feet in the yellow - dampened 

sawdust of the slave block. Sometimes a free woman , as an adventure, will 

disguise herself as a slave, even to the collar, and enter such an 

establishment.ò ñHow bold they are,ò I said. ñAnd sometimes,ò he said, ñthey end 

up in a different collar, one to which they have no key.ò ñI understand,ò I 

said. ñIt is easy,ò he said, ñto transport a woman from a city, nude, bound, 

gagged, in a slave sack.ò ñDoubtless,ò I said. 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

It was after dark when I approached the slave post.  

 

ñWho is there?ò whispered Jane. 

 

ñIt is I, Allison,ò I whispered. ñI have brought you something to eat.ò 

 

I could not well see the slaves, but, when they moved, I could hear the linkages 

which secured them to the post. Each was on a chain which led to a collar. 

Further, the left ankle of each was chained to the po st, as well. Accordingly, 

they were twice secured. Beyond that, each was ankle shackled and wrist 

shackled. The Lady Bina, it seemed, had taken the warning of the slaver 

seriously.  

 

ñWe have taken our gruel, face down, from the pans,ò said Eve, bitterly. 

 



ñI have brought you some tiny honey cakes,ò I whispered, ñfrom the food cart of 

the masters.ò 

 

ñYou will be beaten,ò said Jane. 

 

ñNo,ò I said. ñIt is with the permission of the Lady Bina.ò 

 

ñThe Mistress?ò said Jane. 

 

How easily, I thought, tha t word now comes to us!  

 

ñYes,ò I said. ñDo not be concerned. They were left over. No one wanted them.ò 

 

ñGarbage,ò said Jane. 

 

ñI suppose so,ò I said, ñin a way.ò 

 

ñThen when crumbs are found on our mouth, we will be whipped!ò said Jane. 

 

ñI will take them away,ò I said. 

 

ñNo!ò said Jane. ñPlease, no!ò 

 

ñWe have not had a sweet in weeks,ò said Eve. 

 

ñPerhaps you remember how, on Earth,ò I said, ñwe might indulge ourselves as we 

pleased.ò 

 

Small hands, shackled, reached toward me. ñPlease, Allison,ò said Jane. ñPlease, 

please, Allison,ò begged Eve. 

 

I had brought four of the small honey cakes, and I gave two to each of the 

slaves.  

 

They thrust them into their mouths, with soft cries of gratitude, and pleasure.  

 

ñThank you, oh, thank you!ò they breathed. 

 

Simple things, a sweet, a kind word, a comb, a scrap of cloth, can mean much to 

a slave.  

 

Then they shrank back, with a rustle of chain, frightened, for the light of a 

lantern had fallen upon us.  

 

ñWhat is going on here?ò asked a voice, that of a camp guard, on his rounds.  

 

ñI am bringing food to the slaves, Master,ò I said. 

 

He held the lantern high, regarding us.  

 

ñFood is included in the post fee,ò he said. 

 

ñThis is extra, Master,ò I said. ñTomorrow they are to be taken into the 

Voltai.ò 

 

ñAnd what is in the Voltai, for pretty slaves?ò he said. 

 

ñI do not know, Master,ò I said. 

 



Eve and Jane knelt by the post to which they were fastened, their heads down. I, 

too, remained kneeling, as I had been, as I was in the p resence of a free man, 

though I lifted my head to the lantern. I could not well see the guardôs face. 

 

He did not lower the lantern.  

 

ñGet your heads up,ò said the guard to the chained slaves. 

 

Instantly they complied.  

 

At the post slaves are chain ed nude. A nude slave is quickly noticed. It is 

another way in which escape is made more difficult.  

 

I remembered Eve and Jane from Earth, from the college, from the house. Here 

they were Gorean slave girls, naked, chained to a post.  

 

ñThe Voltai,ò said the guard. ñToo bad.ò 

 

He then left.  

 

ñTomorrow,ò I said to the slaves, ñyou will receive new tunics, and collars. We 

are to be identically tunicked and collared.ò 

 

ñYou are well exhibited,ò said Jane. 

 

ñAs will be you,ò I said. 

 

ñMrs. Rawlinson arranged things well, did she not?ò said Jane, shaking her 

chains.  

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 

ñDo not let us be taken into the Voltai,ò begged Eve. 

 

ñAs I understand it,ò I said, ñwe are to be back- braceleted and chained by the 

neck to the back of a wagon. A t night, we will probably be shackled to the 

central bar, in a slave wagon. After a day or two, you will be released, to 

accompany the wagons.ò 

 

ñWe might then run,ò said Eve. 

 

ñTo be taken by bandits, or eaten alive by beasts,ò said Jane. 

 

ñStay near the wagons,ò I said. 

 

ñThere is no escape for us,ò moaned Jane. 

 

ñNo,ò I said, ñwe are kajirae.ò 

 

I then prepared to withdraw.  

 

ñThank you for the cakes,ò said Jane. 

 

ñYes,ò said Eve, ñso much!ò 

 

ñYou might remember,ò I said, ñthat at the party we had been refused permission 

to feed, and had been denied lunch that day.ò 

 

ñWe were so hungry,ò said Eve. 

 



ñNora cast you some scraps to the floor,ò said Eve, ñon which you must feed, as 

a slave.ò 

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 

ñAnd she placed a pan of water on the floor from which you, head down, not using 

your hands, on all fours, were to drink, as a she -beast,ò said Jane. 

 

ñI recall,ò I said. 

 

ñWhich water she spilled,ò said Eve, ñfor which you were punished.ò 

 

I shuddered, and put my arms about me . How I had been punished, so mercilessly, 

so richly, switched! I had then, groveling and weeping under the blows, sensed 

that I was a slave, and should be a slave. I still feared Nora, terribly. I 

still thought of her as Mistress and myself as slave.  

 

ñTonight,ò I said, ñI am to be taken to a paga tavern.ò 

 

ñTo be sold?ò said Jane. 

 

ñI do not think so,ò I said. 

 

It could, of course, be done to me. It would have to be at the instructions of 

the Lady Bina, of course, my Mistress.  

 

ñI must let you rest,ò I said. 

 

ñHere in the dirt, nude, in our chains,ò said Jane. 

 

ñDo you not feel,ò I whispered, ñthat they are right on you?ò 

 

There was a pause, in the darkness.  

 

ñYes,ò Jane whispered. 

 

ñYes,ò Eve whispered. 

 

I then withdrew.  

 

 

 

* * *  *  

 

 

 

ñNow those are slaves,ò said Master Desmond, with an expansive gesture about the 

room, he in whose keeping I was.  

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

I knelt beside the low table, about which Masters Desmond, Lykos and Astrinax 

sat, cross - legged.  

 

It was a high tavern.  

 

ñNot one would go for less than two silver tarsks,ò he said. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. 

 



I supposed men had much sweated in their bidding on them. I saw one fellow knot 

the wrists of a slave behind her and thrust her toward an alcove.  

 

I recalled that he in whose keeping I was had said that in some of the alcoves a 

man might stand upright. The alcoves, I understood were furnished with a variety 

of conveniences, bracelets, chains, thongs, cords, scarves, hoods, switches, 

whips, and such,  by means of which a girl might be encouraged to perform 

excellently, to do her best for one of her masterôs customers. It was in her 

best interest to see that no client was disappointed, in the least.  

 

I looked about. The girls were belled, on the left ankle. Each was clothed, in a 

sense. Each was silked, but diaphanously. In my brief, rep - cloth tunic, kneeling 

by the table, I felt myself less exhibited than they, in their soft, colorful, 

swirling silks.  

 

I could understand how it was that men would se ek the paga taverns.  

 

Still, to one side, at more than one table, fellows were intent upon a game of 

kaissa.  

 

How could that be? Were the slaves not beautiful enough?  

 

I knew that a yearning slave, to one side, lying in her chains, must often await 

t he outcome of such a game  

 

There was music in the tavern, a czehar player, a drummer, utilizing the small 

tabor, two flautists, and a pair of kalika players. He with the czehar was the 

leader. That was common, as I was given to understand.  

 

I could sme ll paga, and roast bosk.  

 

A bit of silk flashed by. I drew my head back, for it had brushed across my 

face.  

 

He in whose keeping I was laughed.  

 

I did not care for that.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said. 

 

ñYou were insulted,ò he smiled. 

 

ñWhat flanks!ò said Astrinax.  

 

ñWhy do you not pursue her and tear her silk from her?ò asked Lykos. 

 

ñShe would tear out my hair, and beat me,ò I said. 

 

Master Astrinax had been, so far, unsuccessful in his recruiting. He had 

approached more than one table, without succe ss.  

 

Master Desmond, I noted, had an eye for the paga slaves. That was nothing to me, 

of course. Why, then, was I so angry?  

 

ñI have brought Allison here,ò said Master Desmond, ñthat she might see what 

true slaves are like.ò 

 

ñMy collar is on my neck as well as theirs are on theirs,ò I said, angrily. 

 

ñThen,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñyou are a true slave, as well?ò 

 



ñMy thigh is marked,ò I said, ñmy neck is collared, I am owned.ò 

 

ñThen you are a true slave?ò he said. 

 

I looked at him. ñYes, Master,ò I said, ñAllison is a true slave.ò 

 

ñLook at me, and say it,ò he said. 

 

ñI am a true slave,ò I said. ñAllison is a true slave.ò 

 

ñThat is known to me,ò he said. 

 

ñI hate you,ò I said, tears in my eyes. 

 

ñPut your hand on her,ò said Lykos.  

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

ñHow would you like to be taken to an alcove?ò asked he in whose charge I was. 

 

How I had dreamed of being in his power, as a slave is in a masterôs power. 

 

ñNo,ò I said, ñno!ò 

 

ñWhy not?ò he asked. 

 

ñYou do not own me!ò I said.  

 

ñTrue,ò said Master Desmond. 

 

ñI have seen her like,ò said Lykos. ñPut her in your chains, and she will leap, 

begging, to your touch.ò 

 

ñNo, no!ò I said. 

 

ñShe would be an easy one to master,ò said Lykos, ña little resistance, and then 

she is yours.ò 

 

ñNo, Masters!ò I said. 

 

ñSee that one!ò said he in whose charge I was, pointing toward the paga vat. 

 

She was indeed beautiful.  

 

ñSee that auburn hair,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThat color,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñis prized in the markets.ò Then he 

looked at me. ñIt is not common,ò he said, ñlike brown hair.ò 

 

ñBrown hair is beautiful,ò said Lykos. 

 

I cast him a look of gratitude.  

 

ñBut common,ò said he in whose charge I was. How angry I was with him. 

 

ñThe hair of the Lady Bina,ò said Lykos, ñwhat I have seen of it, is beautiful.ò 

 

That was true. I had often seen the Lady Bina unhooded, unveiled, and her hair 

was strikingly blond, and her eyes were a soft, sometimes, sparkling blue. She 

was exquisite, in face and figure. I  supposed, though the speculation was 

inappropriate, as she was a free woman, that she might bring a fine price off a 



block. I had sometimes wondered what she would look like, if marked and 

collared.  

 

She with auburn hair, the paga slave, had dipped her goblet into the vat, and 

then, holding it with two hands, had turned, and conveyed it to a table.  

 

ñThere is another beauty,ò said Astrinax, gesturing with his head to another 

slave.  

 

She had a swirl of long blond hair.  

 

ñThat hair color is similar to that of the Lady Bina, is it not?ò said Lykos. 

 

ñPerhaps, Master,ò I said. It did not seem fitting to me, to speak of such 

things, to speak of the Mistress. To be sure, at the troughs, and in the Sul 

Market, I had heard more than one womanôs slave excoriate her Mistress, in the 

most detailed and vivid terms.  

 

I noted that Master Desmond, whom I supposed of the Metal Workers, certainly he 

in whose charge I was, to my annoyance, was still appraising various paga 

slaves, as masters look upon such women.  

 

ñMaster considers slaves,ò I observed. 

 

ñSee that one,ò he said to me, pointing. 

 

ñPerhaps Master would care to gaze upon a slave closer at hand,ò I said. 

 

ñWhere?ò he said. 

 

ñHere,ò I said. 

 

ñYou?ò said he. 

 

ñPerhaps,ò I said. 

 

ñSurely you do not think to compare your beauty with that of the paga girls of 

The Kneeling Slave,ò he said. 

 

ñOn my former world I was thought quite lovely.ò 

 

ñPerhaps for such a world,ò he said. 

 

ñIf we were such poor stuff,ò I said, ñwe would not have been brought here, to 

be put in the collars of brutes such as yourself.ò 

 

ñSome barbarians are of interest,ò he said. 

 

ñYou might learn much from the men of my world,ò I said. 

 

ñOh?ò he said. 

 

ñThey are sweet, pleasant, kind, gentle, sensitive, solicitous, accommodating, 

and wonderful, and they do what we want,ò I said. 

 

ñIs that why the women of your world make such excellent slaves, why they lick 

and kiss our whips and feet, why they beg to be subdued and chained, owned and 

mastered, why they writhe in grateful ecstasy in the thongs and silken cords 

that render them helpless?ò he asked. 

 

ñAh!ò said Astrinax. ñSee that one!ò 



 

ñBut, yes!ò agreed he in whose care I was. 

 

ñYou knew me in Ar,ò I said. ñYou must have agreed to my keeping and 

management.ò 

 

ñI like having you cook for me,ò he said, ñand I enjoy shackling you, such 

things.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. ñI have heard that some men, for whatever reason, see a woman 

as their slave, as delicious, incomparable collar meat, special to them, and 

will n ot rest until she is chained at their feet.ò 

 

ñAnd I have heard,ò said he, ñthat some women, for whatever reason, look up at a 

fellow, from their knees, and recognize him as their master.ò 

 

ñThere is another beauty,ò said Astrinax, indicating another paga girl.  

 

ñShe has brown hair,ò I said. 

 

ñAt least,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñit is more than a hort or two in 

length.ò 

 

ñMy hair will grow,ò I said. 

 

ñI think,ò said he, ñI will ask the Lady Bina to have it shaved off again.ò 

 

ñPlease do not, Master!ò I said. 

 

ñYou are going to be deferent, docile, obedient, humble, zealous, eager to 

please, and such, are you not?ò he asked. 

 

ñYes, Master!ò I said. 

 

ñWhat lovely girls,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñSuperb,ò said he in whose charge I was. 

 

ñBut we have obtained no new men, no new swords,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñAre all taverns like this, Master?ò I asked Astrinax. I suspected not, for the 

apparent quality of the girls.  

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñThe prices here are such that the place should be burned down. 

In a typical tavern a drink is a single tarsk - bit, with which drink a girl may 

go, if you want her. Here, a drink is five tarsk - bits, five! And for all I know, 

the girl is extra.ò 

 

ñNo,ò said Lykos. ñShe goes with the drink.ò 

 

ñBut five tarsk-bits!ò said Astrinax.  

 

ñTrue,ò granted Lykos, resignedly. 

 

At that moment there was an exciting skirl of music, a flash of bells, a burst 

of color, a jangle of beads, and a cry of enthusiasm from the patrons, and a 

dancer was on the floor. After her entry she stood silent, not moving, posed, 

ready, on the floor. I could sense the anticipation, even the difference in 

breathing, of the men. Then the music began, softly, slowly, and the dancer, 

looking about herself, began to move, obedient to the melody of master s.  

 



ñIs she a slave?ò I asked. 

 

ñCertainly,ò said he in whose charge I was. ñIt may be hard to see, beneath the 

necklaces, so many of them, but there is a collar there, close - fitting, steel, 

and locked.ò 

 

ñMuch as mine,ò I said. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñShe is so beautiful,ò I said. ñShe is so soft, so feminine, so utterly female, 

so vulnerable, so needful.ò 

 

ñA slave,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñIt is so beautiful,ò I said. ñWhat is it called?ò 

 

ñIt is a form of dance fit for slaves, is it not?ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I breathed, awed, rapt. 

 

ñSlave dance,ò said he in whose charge I was. 

 

ñSlave dance,ò I whispered. 

 

ñYes,ò he said. 

 

ñI have seen something like it,ò I said, ñon my former world, but I scarcely 

dared look upon it.ò 

 

ñIt spoke to you of things which stirred you, things for which you longed, but 

which you feared, spoke to you of a distant, or forgotten, world, one a thousand 

times more real, I suspect, than that which you knew. It spoke to you of how 

women might be before men, as slaves, and how men might look upon women, as 

masters.ò 

 

ñYes,ò I whispered, ñbut here it seems somehow different.ò 

 

ñIt is different here,ò he said, ñfor this is such a world.ò 

 

ñI think I know this dance, or sort of dance,ò said Astrinax. ñIt will have its 

phases, its swiftness, and its slowness, its emotions, insolence, pride, 

defiance, apprehension, recognition, fear, struggle, defeat, surrender, and 

submission.ò 

 

I heard, it startling me, the cracking of a whip. The dancer reacted, as though 

struck, but th e blade had not touched her. Occasionally it snapped again, and 

again, and, at the end of the dance, as is often the case in such dance, the 

dancer is prostrate, clearly submitted and owned. In this particular dance she 

was kneeling and the fellow with the  whip was behind her. He placed the whip, 

coiled, against the back of her neck, and she lowered her head. The men about 

voiced their approval, and several smote their left shoulders with their right 

hand. Others uttered trilling noises or staccato bursts o f sound. Others pounded 

on the tables. She then sprang to her feet and hurried from the floor, followed 

by the fellow with the whip.  

 

ñPaga, Master?ò asked a girl. 

 

She had not been summoned to our table!  

 



Sometimes a master will summon a particular girl to his table. Masters have 

choices, of course, even if they are interested only in paga. I suppose it is 

natural for a master to wish to be served by one girl, rather than another. On 

the other hand, more than paga might be involved. The particular gi rl, summoned, 

is well aware that the fellow may be considering her for alcoving, as well.  

 

The slave had addressed herself to he in whose charge I was! To be sure, a girl 

might approach a table, unsummoned. But how dared she? I remained, of course, on 

my knees. I had no permission to rise.  

 

She glanced at me, condescendingly, and smiled, with the look of a high - priced 

girl upon one of lesser value, perhaps one who might regard herself as fortunate 

that men had deigned to put a collar on her, at all.  

 

I recognize her soft, light, loose sheen of swirling, diaphanous yellow silk. It 

had been insolently cast before me earlier, and drawn across my face.  

 

It was doubtless her way her of showing contempt for a lesser girl, and calling 

Master Desmondôs attention to the difference amongst slaves.  

 

He was a handsome fellow. Might he not be interested in buying her?  

 

ñYes,ò said Desmond, ñpaga.ò 

 

She then backed away, smiling, and then turned about, making her way to the paga 

vat.  

 

ñAn excellent choice, Kalligone,ò said a tavernôs man, as the five tarsk- bits 

were placed in his hand. Before he left, he dropped a slender silken cord, 

short, coiled, on the table. There was little doubt what such a cord was for. 

Most masters, on the other hand, brought their own cords, bracelets, laces or 

thongs to a table. The tavernôs man then left the table. 

 

ñMaster!ò I protested, tears in my eyes. 

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò asked he in whose charge I was. 

 

ñNothing,ò I said. 

 

Shortly, the slave, whose name I took to be Kal ligone, returned, and, two hands 

on the goblet, knelt before Master Desmond. Her knees, beneath the sheen of 

silk, were clearly spread. Of course, I thought, angrily, she is a pleasure 

slave! But then are not all paga girls pleasure slaves? Was pleasure no t what 

men paid for? Was it not with pleasure in mind, inordinate pleasure, that men 

put collars on such women?  

 

Kalligone did not neglect to glance at the cord, and smiled.  

 

ñHere,ò said Master Desmond, holding out his hand. 

 

ñMaster?ò she said, startled.  

 

ñHere,ò he said. He then took the goblet, and placed it on the table. 

 

ñMaster?ò she asked, again. 

 

ñLeave,ò he said, ñbut remain on the floor. I may want you later. Go, quickly, 

on your pretty little feet, and jangle your bells.ò 

 

ñYou refuse Kalligone?ò she said. 

 



ñGo,ò he said, ñwhile I permit you to retain your silks.ò 

 

ñYes, Master,ò she said, frightened, and withdrew, to a jangle of bells. 

 

ñThey are belled, like animals,ò I said. 

 

ñBe quiet, or you, too, will be belled, little beast,ò he said. 

 

ñI thank Master,ò I said, looking after Kalligone. 

 

ñI think now,ò he said, ñyou are avenged.ò 

 

ñWell avenged!ò I laughed. ñAllison thanks Master.ò 

 

To be sure, how could a man refuse the tavernôs gift of a Kalligone? Perhaps, I 

thought, because there is another slave who, for whatever reason, is a thousand 

times more desirable, at least to him?  

 

ñBut who, now,ò he asked, ñwill serve me paga?ò 

 

ñAllison,ò I said, happily, reaching for the goblet, and holding it out to him. 

 

ñPut it down,ò he said. 

 

I placed it, puzzled, on the table. Astrinax and Lykos laughed. I did not care 

for the sound of their laughter. Some others, too, at the nearby tables, were 

looking on.  

 

ñMaster?ò I said, uneasily. 

 

ñRemove your tunic,ò he said.  

 

ñHere,ò I said, ñMaster?ò 

 

ñNow,ò he said. 

 

I was then naked. Some had gathered around, amongst them the girl, Kalligone.  

 

ñWhat was your former name?ò he asked. 

 

ñAllison,ò I said. ñAllison Ashton-Baker.ò 

 

ñYou are a barbarian, are you not?ò he asked. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñWhat were you on your former world?ò he asked. 

 

He knew, surely, for I had spoken to him of such things, in the camp, when I had 

lain beside him that night, ñbound by his will,ò when he had, so to speak, 

stripp ed me of myself, and I had lain open before him, in so many ways.  

 

ñA student,ò I said, ñat a small school, called a college, an expensive, 

exclusive college, and a member of an organization at the college to which only 

women might belong, called a soror ity, and it the most expensive and exclusive 

of the collegeôs sororities.ò 

 

ñYou stood high in your world,ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said. 

 



ñYou had position, station, resources,ò he said. 

 

ñYes,ò I said. ñI was of what one spoke of as the upper classes.ò 

 

ñAnd you stood high in such classes,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. ñQuite high.ò 

 

ñVery high?ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master.ò 

 

ñAnd what are you here?ò he asked. 

 

I touched my collar. ñKajira, Master,ò I said. 

 

There was laughter from those about.  

 

ñExcellent,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are now going to serve a man paga,ò he said. 

 

ñI know nothing of such things,ò I wept. 

 

ñTake the goblet in two hands,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñNow back away a little,ò he said, ñand spread your knees.ò 

 

ñI am not a pleasure slave!ò I said. 

 

ñAre you white-silk?ò he asked. 

 

ñNo, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñSpread your knees,ò he said. 

 

ñYes, Master,ò I said. 

 

ñGood,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñGood,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñNow,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñI could not tell you from a pleasure 

slave.ò 

 

ñSee her turn red!ò laughed one of the paga girls. 

 

ñNow take the goblet,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñand press it firmly, 

deeply, into your lower belly.ò 

 

The goblet was me tal, and hard, and cold, and, within it, the paga swirled.  

 

ñDo not spill it, or you will be beaten,ò he said. ñNow,ò said he, ñlift the 

goblet, and touch it lightly to your left breast, and then to the right breast, 

and then lift it, and, looking at me over the rim, lick and kiss the goblet, 

slowly, softly, tenderly, lingeringly, and then, after a time, extend the goblet 

to me, arms extended, head down, bowed, between your extended arms.ò 



 

ñAs a submitted woman!ò I said. 

 

ñAs far more than that,ò he said, ñas one who is only a slave.ò 

 

I felt him remove the goblet from my hands, and then I knelt back.  

 

ñNow,ò said he, ñclose your eyes, turn about, put your head to the floor, and 

place your hands behind you, wrists crossed.ò 

 

I glanced, frightene d, at the coil of cord on the table.  

 

I then obeyed.  

 

ñAlcove her,ò said a fellow. 

 

I remained for a time, eyes closed, as I had been placed, but I felt no bit of 

cord whipped about my wrists, fastening them together.  

 

ñYou may open your eyes, Allison,ò said Astrinax, ñand kneel at the table, as 

you will, knees together, if you wish.ò 

 

I knelt up, blinking, just in time to see a frightened, stripped Kalligone, cast 

me a look over her left shoulder. Her hands were tied behind her. She was 

thrust, s tumbling, toward an alcove. I did not think Master Desmond would be 

easy with her. He had, of course, paid his five tarsk - bits, and she, if wanted, 

would go with the drink.  

 

ñMasters!ò I said. 

 

ñDo not be concerned,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñHe does not own you,ò Lykos reminded me. 

 

ñI was afraid he was going to alcove you,ò said Astrinax. ñYou are not an 

unattractive little slut.ò 

 

ñI hate him, I hate him, Masters!ò I said. 

 

ñPut your tunic on,ò said Astrinax. 

 

I did so, in humiliation, and rage. I f eared I tore it a bit, in my haste. A 

typical Gorean free woman, I was sure, later, had I belonged to one, would have 

lashed me for that, for such clumsiness. The Lady Bina, on the other hand, would 

simply locate me a needle and some thread.  

 

ñI must be about my recruiting,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñMay fortune be with you,ò said Lykos, but he did not seem hopeful. It was 

growing late.  

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

ñDear friends,ò said a tavernôs man, ñwe must, in ten Ehn, extinguish the 

lamps.ò 

 

I was half asleep, l ying beside the table.  



 

I did not so much as glance at he in whose charge I was, Master Desmond, whom I 

supposed of the Metal Workers. He had returned from the alcove, after an Ahn or 

so, in a splendid mood. Certainly I well loathed him, he in whose char ge I was. 

Might I not be better placed in the charge of another, but who? Jane, as I 

understood it, would report to Astrinax, and Eve to Lykos. Both, of course, as 

I, were owned by the Lady Bina. In Venna I had seen nothing of Lord Grendel or 

the blind Kur . To be sure, I had not sought them. A few Ehn after Master Desmond 

had emerged from the alcove, a slaverôs man had entered, and freed Kalligone, 

who, perhaps as specified by Master Desmond, was to return on all fours to her 

cage, her silk clenched between  her teeth. It would be removed, doubtless, 

before the cage door would shut behind her. Such cages are tiny, as I understood 

it, and this encourages the girls, for an additional reason, to be zealous in 

the alcoves, that they might strive to obtain a priva te master. Certainly 

Kalligone had approached Master Desmond without having been summoned. I supposed 

I should feel sorry for her. Rather, I was pleased that she was back in a cage. 

I hoped that it was small. In most, as I understood it, a girl can do litt le 

more than kneel, or sit or lie down, with her legs drawn closely up. In such 

constraints a girl is kept well apprised that she is a slave. To be sure, such a 

cage is luxurious compared to the ñslave box,ò usually used for punishment. Even 

the proudest a nd most recalcitrant of slaves, usually a recent free woman, of 

high caste, is quickly broken in such a device, and emerges a readied, humbled, 

and trembling slave, fearful only that she will not be found fully pleasing, and 

in all ways. In the kitchen, at  the eating house of Menon, we had our chains and 

mats. Menon was a kind man. He was often criticized for being too lenient with 

his girls. There was, of course, a whip in the kitchen.  

 

ñProbably we should return to the wagons,ò said Desmond. 

 

ñI have failed,ò said Astrinax, wearily. ñWe have offered good fee, but none 

seem interested in essaying the Voltai, at least as of now.ò 

 

ñPerhaps it is the season,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñWake up, Allison,ò said Master Desmond. 

 

ñI am not asleep,ò I said, acidly, rising to my knees.  

 

I had resolved never to speak to him again, unless, of course, commanded to do 

so. I was not eager to sustain the attentions of a displeased free person. They 

tend to be quick with instruments of correction, usually of braided leather .  

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò he asked. 

 

ñOh, nothing,ò I said. 

 

ñGood,ò he said. 

 

ñI do not like her tone of voice,ò said Lykos. ñBeat her.ò 

 

ñPlease, no, Master!ò I said, quickly, frightened. 

 

It had been made clear to me, quite clear, in the house of Tenalion, that a 

slave must speak to free persons as the slave she is. She is not to forget that. 

She is not a free woman, who might speak in any way she wishes. She is a slave, 

only that. A sharp or unpleasant word may bring her a lashing. Her voice, as h er 

behavior, as a whole, must show that she is a slave, and knows herself such. She 

is to speak softly, politely, respectfully, humbly, and clearly, with excellent 

diction. She is not allowed the mumbling, the indecipherable gibberish, the 

ambiguities, the  false starts and stops, the slovenliness allowed to the free 

woman. She is to address free persons always in the clear understanding that 



there is a collar on her neck, that she is subject to discipline, and that it 

will be inflicted upon her if he is fou nd in any way displeasing.  

 

ñPlease do not whip me,ò I said. 

 

ñIs there something wrong?ò asked he in whose charge I was. 

 

I looked away.  

 

ñBeat her,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñPlease, no!ò I said. 

 

ñDid she not fail to answer a question?ò asked Lykos. 

 

I knew Eve was to report to Lykos. I did not envy her.  

 

ñWhat is wrong?ò inquired Master Desmond. 

 

ñHow do you think I feel,ò I asked, ñkneeling down, my eyes closed, my head to 

the floor, my hands behind me, wrists crossed, and then you abandon me.ò 

 

ñAnd alcove the girl, Kalligone,ò laughed Astrinax. 

 

ñYou were not abandoned,ò said he in whose charge I was. ñAstrinax and Lykos 

were here.ò 

 

ñAnd no one cares how you feel, girl,ò said Lykos. Again, I did not envy Eve. 

 

ñHave you no interest in my body?ò I asked he in whose charge I was. 

 

ñOf course your body is of some interest,ò said he in whose charge I was. ñFor 

example, your ankles shackle well. Of greater interest is the whole of you, 

which I think it might be interesting to own.ò 

 

ñMaster,ò I said, uncertainly. 

 

ñTo own the whole of you,ò he said, ñas a slave is owned.ò 

 

ñSo completely?ò I said. 

 

ñOf course,ò he said. 

 

ñThat goes far beyond law,ò I said. 

 

ñNo,ò he said. ñIt is in law, as well, that the whole slave is owned.ò 

 

ñI see,ò I said. 

 

ñShe needs a beating,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñQuite possibly,ò said he in whose keeping I was. 

 

ñNo!ò I said. 

 

ñShe is a trim little thing,ò said Lykos, ñand I suspect, with a bit of proper 

stimulation, she would be writhingly helpless.ò 

 

ñSurely not!ò I said. To be sure, what did I know of such things? I did sense 

that if he in whose keeping I was were to touch me, I might cry out helplessly, 

and, a grateful, shameless slave, press myself piteously to him.  



 

But I hated him!  

 

He had knelt me, eyes closed, head to the floor, wrists crossed behind me, 

awaiting their pinioning, and then, when I had been released from this custody, 

I had seen him thrust a stripped, frightened, thonged Kalligone before him to an 

alcove!  

 

I was quite angr y.  

 

How I had been treated!  

 

I resolved to speak as little to Master Desmond thenceforth as possible. I would 

have to be subtle, of course. The lash is unpleasant. Let him then, over the 

coming days, puzzle over my coolness, my distance, my aloofness. Surely a free 

woman could make a man so suffer. Why then might not a slave? Let him try to 

fathom the mystery of my remoteness, my indifference, my troubling, inexplicable 

detachment. Perhaps he would then, eventually, regret his treatment of me!  

 

ñAllison,ò said he in whose charge I was, ñI have not been fully satisfied with 

your behavior, as of late.ò 

 

ñPlease do not whip me,ò I said. 

 

ñYou are hereby sentenced to the modality of the mute slave,ò he said. ñYou are 

herewith denied permission to speak . You are silenced. You may not, even, in 

language, beg for permission to speak. As when gagged, one whimper will serve 

for óyesô and two for ónoô. Do you understand?ò 

 

I looked at him with misery.  

 

I would not even be permitted to speak to Jane or Eve , or even to the Lady Bina 

or Lord Grendel, unless I was commanded to do so, which commands were highly 

unlikely of issuance, as free persons tend to be consistent where the discipline 

of slaves is in question. Indeed, if I were to attempt to circumvent th e 

discipline of Master Desmond by an appeal to Lord Grendel, I had no doubt he 

would lash me well, and if I were to attempt to appeal to the Lady Bina I was 

sure she would make inquiries as to what was appropriate under such 

circumstances, and then, when i nformed, as custom recommended, would have me 

lashed as well.  

 

ñDo you understand?ò he asked. 

 

I whimpered once.  

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

The road here was narrow, and rough.  

 

I looked up, at the stone channel of the aqueduct, some hundred feet over my 

head.  

 

We had left Venna four days ago.  

 

The first two days Jane, Eve, and I had been chained to the back of the last 

wagon. This was done by each of us having her hands braceleted before her, and a 



chain run from the bracelets to a ring on the back of  the wagon, three chains, 

three rings, this permitting us to walk abreast.  

 

On the first day, as we were attached to the wagon, Jane and Eve had been in 

consternation that I could not speak with them.  

 

ñSpeak to us!ò said Jane. ñWe are your friends!ò I could do little more than 

shake my head, tears running from my eyes.  

 

ñI do not understand,ò said Jane. ñWhat is wrong?ò 

 

Eve tried even to communicate in our native tongue, which you would understand 

to be a barbarian language. Forgive me, Masters an d Mistresses, it is, of 

course, a barbarian language! But she was seized by Trachinos, cuffed brutally, 

and thrown to the dirt, in her bracelets. ñGorean!ò he said. ñGorean, slave 

slut!ò ñForgive me, Master!ò she wept, kneeling and pressing her lips, again and 

again, to his feet. It is a common placatory behavior of slaves. Slaves are 

expected to speak in the language of their masters. This helps them remember 

that they are slaves. Too, of course, the masters wish to understand whatever 

slaves may say. This  is an additional form of control, and surveillance. 

Trachinos then fastened Eveôs bracelets to the ring chain, and turned away. 

ñPlease, forgive me, Master!ò she called after him. ñSo,ò said Jane, ñeven when 

we are alone, we must speak in Gorean!ò I nodded. I was pleased that she had 

said that in Gorean. We were learning well that we were slaves! ñCan you not say 

something to us?ò asked Jane. I shook my head, negatively, tears running down my 

cheeks. Jane was already on her chain. ñWhat did you do?ò asked Jane. I shook my 

head, again. ñSurely,ò she said, ñyou may use language to petition to speak.ò I 

shook my head, again. Jane looked at me, disbelievingly. Commonly, of course, a 

slave will have a standing permission to speak. This permission, of course, is 

revocable at will, by the master or the mistress. Thus, in a very real sense, 

the slave requires permission to speak. This is similar to clothing. Usually, 

the slave will have a standing permission to clothe herself, if a slave garment 

can be dignified in such a way. On the other hand, some masters require a slave, 

each day, to explicitly request permission to clothe herself. This tends to 

impress her bondage on a girl. If she does not receive the permission, of 

course, she may not clothe herself. Her cloth ing, like her speech, is at the 

discretion of the master. Some masters expect a slave, each day, as in the 

matter of clothing, to request permission to speak that day. If she does not 

receive that permission, she may not speak. ñMay I clothe myself, Master?ò ñYou 

may.ò ñMay I speak, Master?ò ñYou may.ò What Jane had in mind, of course, were 

the usual formulas by means of which a slave, denied speech, may request to 

speak. Some typical petitionary formulas would be ñI beg to speak,ò ñI would 

speak,ò and ñMay I speak, Master?ò The common understanding here is that the 

slave requires the masterôs permission to clothe herself and to speak. She is, 

after all, a slave. The masterôs permission is, actually, implicitly involved in 

many aspects of the slaveôs life. To be sure, most of these permissions are 

standing permissions. And much depends on the particular master and slave. For 

example, it is almost universal that the slave may not leave the domicile 

without requesting permission, and it is often required that s he will state the 

purpose of her departure and make clear her expected time of return. The master 

will be the first to partake of food, and his permission may be required before 

the slave is permitted to feed. The slave will commonly kneel when a free pers on 

enters the room, and, if knelt, will usually await permission to rise. If a 

slave is ordered nude to the furs she will remain there until the master sees 

fit to join her, or, if he wishes, put her about, say, her domestic labors. 

Sometimes the slave, nu de and bound, must await the pleasure of the master. This 

can well heat her.  

 

I heard, ahead, at the first wagon, the voice of Trachinos. The wagons were soon 

to move. Both Jane and Eve, in their brief tunics and close - fitting collars, 

were already attac hed to the back of the wagon, the last wagon, each by a chain 



looping up from their braceleted wrists to a wagon ring, bolted into the back of 

the wagon. I was with them, my wrists braceleted before my body, but was not yet 

on the wagon chain.  

 

I heard s teps approaching.  

 

It was he in whose keeping I was! I instantly knelt, and lifted my braceleted 

wrists to him, pathetically, tears on my cheeks. I pointed to my mouth with my 

pinioned hands, and whimpered, pleadingly. It was only last night, in the paga  

tavern, that I had been put in the modality of the mute slave, but almost from 

the first moment I was suffering. I had struggled again and again last night, in 

the tavern, on the way back to the wagons, when my shackling was being attended 

to, to make cle ar my contrition, and my resolve to be more pleasing. I so 

desperately wanted to speak to him, to return myself to his favor, such as it 

might be, to express my shame and sorrow at my overweening, unconscionable 

pride, my insolence. I so wanted to prostrat e myself before him, to lie before 

him on my belly, to cover his feet with kisses, to beg his forgiveness. I was in 

a collar! I had failed it! Did I think I was a free woman? I was no longer a 

free woman, if I had ever been a free woman. I was a slave, and  knew myself a 

slave. And yet I had been a poor slave. I had not been pleasing! Did I not know 

I belonged in my collar? Yes, I knew I belonged in it. I had learned that well 

on Gor. Did I not know then how to behave in a collar? Yes, I knew! How then 

could  I have behaved so ignorantly, so foolishly, so stupidly, so badly? I 

pleaded as I could, without words. But my protestations had been ignored. Master 

Desmond had declined to relent. It is hard to make clear, one supposes, to one 

who has not been put in su ch a modality, one who has never been ñgagged by the 

masterôs will,ò how this deprivation can so sorely affect a woman, particularly 

a slave, the most helpless and vulnerable of women. We are not men, with their 

large bodies, their strength, their ferocity , their callousness, their speed, 

and power. We are different, so different! What have we, in our collars, what 

means, to win our ways? We have our slightness, our softness, our wit, our 

beauty, and our speech. Is not our speech our delight, our pleasure, our joy, 

our recreation, our weapon, our instrument, our gift? Is it not that whereby we 

can make known our feelings, our hopes, and fears; that whereby we can express 

ourselves, plead our causes, make known our wants, needs, and desires, that by 

means of which we can petition, influence, and wheedle? Is it not that by means 

of which we may beg for mercy, hope to be heard and understood, hope to placate 

the large, dangerous beasts who own us? Without it we are muchly helpless; 

without it how even can we bes t surrender and submit; without it how can we best 

acknowledge and serve our masters? Without it how can we well profess our love?  

 

I knelt before him, pathetically, tears on my cheeks. I pointed to my mouth, 

with my braceleted hands, and whimpered, plea dingly.  

 

He stepped back.  

 

I threw myself to my belly before him, and reached with my closely linked hands, 

to seize his ankle, that I might hold it, and press my lips to his feet, kissing 

them, again and again. Do men not enjoy having women so before them, as 

helpless, prostrated slaves? But he seized the linkage between the bracelets and 

pulled me to my knees, and then to my feet, and then snapped the wagon chain on 

my bracelets. I whimpered, pleadingly, but he had turned away.  

 

Again I had failed t o please him, a free man.  

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 



I looked up, at the stone channel of the aqueduct, some hundred feet over my 

head.  

 

Such structures are majestic, the products of, to me, almost incomprehensible 

feats of engineering, and I had wanted to ex press my wonder and awe at them, 

their size and massiveness, their efficiency, their beauty, the loveliness of 

the sky and mountains behind them, but I was not permitted to speak.  

 

How helpless and alone, how miserable, one soon is, if placed in the moda lity of 

the mute slave!  

 

He in whose care I was, and the others, the free persons, ignored me. Would it 

not have been more merciful if they had lashed me? I was no longer on the wagon 

chain, nor were Jane or Eve. They, at least, were kind to me, and spok e to me, 

though I could not speak back. They no longer spoke of running away. The country 

now was lonely. The small villages were far behind. The terrain grew steeper, 

and more formidable. Twice we had heard, at night, when we were shackled in the 

slave wa gon, from somewhere back in the mountains, the roar of a larl. During 

the day we remained close to the wagons.  

 

We had left Venna four days ago.  

 

The last night at Venna we had visited the paga tavern, The Kneeling Slave. 

Master Astrinax had been unsuc cessful in his recruiting. I had apparently 

displeased he in whose care I was, for I had been put in the modality of the 

mute slave. A tavernôs man was extinguishing the lamps. 

 

The masters were preparing to rise from the table when suddenly a flat, line ar 

object of metal clattered, ringing, on the table.  

 

ñThat is the sword of Trachinos, he of Turia,ò said a fearsome voice, that of a 

large, bearded fellow, clad in the brown of the Peasantry.  

 

But I feared this was no Peasant.  

 

Certainly he carried no staff, no great bow, no sheaf of long arrows, at his 

left hip.  

 

The blade was the gladius.  

 

ñThat blade,ò said the fellow, pointing to it, ñis for hire.ò 

 

ñWe are hiring,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñYou are far from Turia,ò said Lykos. 

 

Turia, I knew, w as far to the south, even beyond the equator.  

 

ñWhat brings you this far north?ò asked Lykos. 

 

ñSword pleasure,ò said the stranger. 

 

I gathered then he was a soldier of fortune, a mercenary, or perhaps a fugitive.  

 

ñYour accent,ò said Astrinax, ñdoes not sound Turian.ò 

 

ñDo you dispute me?ò inquired the fellow. 

 

ñNot at all,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñI might,ò said Lykos. 



 

ñOutside?ò asked the stranger. 

 

ñIf you wish,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñWhose girl is this?ò asked Trachinos. 

 

ñShe belongs to a woman, the Lady Bina, one supposes of Ar,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñIn that tunic?ò laughed Trachinos. 

 

ñHer Mistress might wish to put her out to men, for girl use,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñGood,ò said Trachinos. 

 

I trembled, and looked down. I was afraid to meet hi s eyes. Too, some masters do 

not permit their girls to meet their eyes, unless commanded to do so.  

 

ñShe cannot speak,ò said he in whose charge I was. 

 

ñYou have cut out her tongue?ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñNo,ò said he in whose keeping I was. ñShe has merely been placed in the 

modality of the mute slave.ò 

 

ñIs that true, girl?ò asked Trachinos. 

 

It was surely a test. I kept my head down. I whimpered once.  

 

I sensed Astrinax was relieved. He in whose charge I was was impassive. Lykos 

had moved his rob es a little. I could then see the hilt of his gladius.  

 

ñShe is pretty,ò said Trachinos. This pleased me. I received few compliments. To 

be sure, I knew I was attractive. Otherwise a collar would not have been put on 

my neck.  

 

Still I had no desire to lick and kiss the whip of Trachinos, though I would do 

it fearfully, and well, if it were pressed to my lips.  

 

ñCan you handle a wagon?ò asked Astrinax. 

 

ñBut she does not have much hair,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñThere are two others chained to a slave post, in our wagon camp,ò said 

Astrinax.  

 

ñI know,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñYou have looked upon them?ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñYes,ò said Trachinos. ñThey are pretty.ò 

 

ñYou seem to know something of us,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñI am told you are going into the Voltai,ò said Trachinos.  

 

ñYes,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThat is why you have few fee takers,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñWe will pay well,ò said Astrinax. 



 

ñFor what purpose are you entering the Voltai?ò asked Trachinos. 

 

ñThat has not been disclosed to us,ò said Astrinax.  

 

ñDoes it matter, if you are well paid?ò asked Lykos. 

 

ñNo,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñIt seems you have brought a sword to the table,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñYou are going into the Voltai,ò grinned Trachinos. 

 

ñWe need drivers,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñI can drive, and so, too,ò said Trachinos, ñcan my fellow, Akesinos.ò He 

indicated a fellow standing in the shadows, just within the large double doors 

of the tavern.  

 

ñForty copper tarsks each week,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThat is good fee, indeed,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñPerhaps you think us rich?ò said Lykos. 

 

ñA lowly driver does not inquire into such things,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñYou are aware there are dangers in the Voltai?ò said Lykos. 

 

ñI do not fear them,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñHe is our man!ò said Astrinax. 

 

Lykos rose to his feet, and thrust his robe back, behind his shoulder. He 

indicated the blade, flat, on the table. ñYou can use that?ò he asked. 

 

ñLet us make trial of the matter,ò said Trachinos. 

 

ñThat is not necessary,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñHere is the last lamp,ò said the tavernôs man. ñThe tavern is closing.ò 

 

Trachinos, not taking his eyes from Lykos, bent down and retrieved his blade. It 

seemed almost small in his grasp. He was a very large man.  

 

ñIs blood to be shed?ò inquired Trachinos. 

 

ñCertainly not!ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñIf you wish,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñSurely outside, outside, noble Masters,ò said the tavernôs man. 

 

ñDo not extinguish the lamp,ò said he in whose charge I was, he who had silenced 

me.  

 

ñPlease, Masters!ò protested the tavernôs man. 

 

ñWho shall move first?ò asked Trachinos. 

 

ñI,ò said Lykos. 



 

I backed away, on my knees.  

 

I could not follow the movement of the blades, so sudden, so swift they were, 

but, a moment later, I realized they had crossed six times, from the sound.  

 

ñWell?ò grinned Trachinos. 

 

ñHire him,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñI vouch for my fellow, Akesinos,ò said Trachinos. ñHe has killed four men.ò 

 

Lykos sheathed his blade, and nodded.  

 

ñWe leave tomorrow, at dawn,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñWhose caravan is it?ò asked Trachinos. ñWho is in charge, who stands the fee?ò 

 

ñYou will report to this man, Astrinax,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñVery well,ò said Trachinos. 

 

I had now regained my composure, after my withdrawal from the vicinity of the 

blade engagement, and was n ow kneeling beside the table.  

 

I sensed I knelt within the regard of the stranger.  

 

I did not look at him.  

 

Then I felt his boot put against my upper right arm, and I was thrust to my side 

on the floor. ñAnd what of this little vulo?ò asked Trachinos. ñIs she with the 

wagons?ò 

 

He had not hurt me, nor had he intended to. His action had been no more than a 

way of calling attention to me, as a slave might be indicated.  

 

None of the men at the table objected.  

 

I, of course, was well reminded, first , of my bondage, and, secondly, of the 

power of men, who might do with us, with women, if they pleased, what they 

pleased.  

 

ñYes,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñThen her Mistress, as well?ò asked Trachinos. 

 

ñYes,ò said Astrinax. ñThe Lady Bina.ò 

 

ñAnd she is a she -tarsk, is she not?ò asked Trachinos. 

 

ñNot at all,ò said Astrinax. ñShe is thought to be marvelously, extraordinarily 

beautiful.ò 

 

The Lady Bina, perhaps in her vanity, or perhaps because she was not natively 

Gorean, was often careless in her veil ing. I recalled that from as long ago as 

the Tarsk Market. Too, like many beautiful free women, I suspect she enjoyed 

seeing her effect on men. Certainly I, on my former world, before I was 

collared, had very much enjoyed that sort of thing, a form of amus ing play, 

exciting boys and men and leading them on, and then, when well reassured of my 

attractiveness, pretending to dismay or annoyance, putting them from me, 

dismissing them. Then, of course, I was not in a slave collar. It is my 



suspicion that the fre e women of my former world and those of Gor, forgive me, 

Mistresses, are much the same. Do you not enjoy such games? And are you not, as 

much as we, prepared upon occasion to put your beauty to use, to barter it for 

position and wealth? For example, it is my supposition that, in the markets, and 

on the boulevards, and elsewhere, handsome slavers, perhaps disguised in the 

robes of rich Merchants, do not encounter with you in fact the difficulties 

which one might expect them to encounter in theory. Forgive me , Mistresses.  

 

ñExcellent,ò said Trachinos. 

 

He then, with his fellow, left the tavern. We followed them shortly, and the 

lamp was extinguished behind us, and the large double doors were closed and 

barred.  

 

ñI feel safer now,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñDo you?ò asked Lykos. 

 

ñIt would be better, of course,ò said Astrinax, ñif we could have had two or 

three more.ò 

 

ñI do not trust Trachinos,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñTo be perfectly frank, my dear Lykos,ò said Astrinax, ñI do not trust you, 

either.ò 

 

ñOh?ò smiled Lykos.  

 

ñNo,ò said Astrinax. ñWhat do I know of you?ò 

 

ñProbably little more than I of you,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñIt is hard to get men to go into the Voltai,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñIt is perhaps the season,ò said Lykos. 

 

ñNo,ò said Astrinax, ñit is the Voltai.ò 

 

 

 

* * * *  

 

 

 

We had left Venna four days ago.  

 

With the wagons were three slaves, Jane, Eve, and Allison, the latter not 

permitted to speak, not even to request permission to speak. One free woman was 

with the wagons, the Lady Bina. There  were five free men with the wagons, 

Astrinax, who was much as our caravan master; Desmond, thought to be a Metal 

Worker, in whose care I was; Lykos, whom I supposed a mercenary; fierce, bearded 

Trachinos, clearly skilled with the gladius, at whose backgro und I could 

scarcely guess; and his fellow, thin, reticent Akesinos, who spoke little, but 

watched much. And somewhere there were perhaps two beasts, though, as far as I 

could tell, they were not now with the wagons.  

 

It was now near the Tenth Ahn.  

 

The wagons were stopped.  

 



ñIt is the six hundredth pasang stone,ò said Astrinax, indicating a marker, 

across the road from one of the arched pylons supporting the aqueduct. ñIt is 

here we must wait, for a guide.ò I had been interested to learn that pasang 

stones are found on many Gorean roads; commonly they contain a number, and an 

indication of a direction and destination. For example, on the Vennan road, as 

it is called in Ar, a stone is erected midway between Ar and Venna, lists a 

number, and points in t wo directions. Closer to Ar, the number lists the pasangs 

to Ar, with an indication of the direction of Ar. Closer to Venna, the number 

lists the pasangs to Venna, with an indication of the direction of Venna. To be 

sure, there are many varieties of pasang  stones, and some list only the distance 

to a given point, as though the road had but one destination. Many roads, 

particularly small ones, lack pasang stones altogether. Either they are too 

short or too unimportant, or, perhaps, it is supposed the stones are 

unnecessary, given the supposed familiarity of the terrain to any who might be 

in the vicinity. Here, beside the Vennan aqueduct, the stones contained only a 

number, and no further indications. This was because here the pasang stones 

measured the lengt h of the aqueduct from Ar, and the pasang stones were largely 

a convenience to the caste of Builders, concerned with the care of the aqueduct.  

 

I did not know how Astrinax knew we were to stop here, or that a guide would 

appear.  

 

I did know he commonly  held the late watch when we camped.  

 

Having shared the domicile of the Lady Bina and Lord Grendel in Ar, I probably 

had a better sense of the purport of this journey than the free men with the 

party. Surely it had to do with returning the blind Kur to h is fellows. Whether 

it had a purpose beyond that I did not know. I did know that there had 

occasionally been conversations between the Lady Bina and the blind Kur, through 

the intermediation of the translator, when Lord Grendel had been absent. At such 

tim es I would be dispatched on one errand or another. The Lady Bina, as I 

indicated earlier, had a great respect for, and admiration of, what she regarded 

as true Kurii, in which category she placed the blind Kur, and from which 

category she excluded Lord Gre ndel. This went back, apparently, to a remote, 

metal world. Accordingly she endorsed the scheme of Lord Grendelôs assisting the 

blind Kur to regain his haunts in the mountains. On the other hand, she, 

herself, was reluctant to exchange the delights and com forts of Ar for the 

hardships of some distant, possibly hazardous journey far from civilization. She 

had little sense of the risks to which she might be exposed as a defenseless 

woman in Ar, a barbarian lacking a Home Stone. Lord Grendel, however, had 

info rmed her, despite his usual complaisance, that she would accompany him, if 

necessary, in chains. ñI see,ò she had said, annoyed. I was intrigued by the 

thought of the Lady Bina in chains. I sometimes thought she did not understand 

the extent to which she w as actually in the power of Lord Grendel. If she felt 

his chains on her pretty limbs it would doubtless be clearer to her. I thought 

she would look lovely in chains. But then does not any woman? In any event, she 

later withdrew her objections to the journe y, and, indeed, soon seemed eager to 

be on her way. This change in disposition followed, I think, the aforementioned 

conversations with her large, savage house guest, the blind Kur. She it was who 

contacted Astrinax, possibly through the eating house of Me non, with which 

establishment she was familiar, and engaged him to assist in the venture, buying 

tharlarion and wagons, putting in supplies, and such.  

 

Lykos was standing on the wagon bench of the first wagon, with a Builderôs 

glass, scanning the horizon .  

 

ñWhat do you see?ò asked Astrinax. 

 

ñNothing,ò said Lykos, closing the glass. 

 

ñHow long must we wait here?ò asked Desmond. 



 

ñI do not know,ò said Astrinax. 

 

ñBut you do know we must wait?ò said Desmond. 

 

ñYes,ò said Astrinax. 

 

Jane, Eve, and I, the wagons halted, had come forward.  

 

When Master Desmond turned about, I knelt near him, that I might be before him. 

This required courage, more courage each day. I shook with fear. I knew that I 

had been found displeasing. I did not wish to be i ntrusive, and be punished. 

Too, I had the natural temerity of the slave before the free person. If a slave 

lacks this temerity, it is something she soon learns. A slave may desire her 

master, long for him, want more than anything to surrender herself wholl y and 

unquestioningly to him, ache for him with all the flames of love, yearn to 

submit herself to him as no more than a negligible, meaningless, helpless, 

loving beast, be willing to die for him, but, too, she may well fear him, for 

the whip is his, and h e is master.  

 

But I was desperate.  

 

Please, oh, Master, I thought, be kind. See Allison! She is here, before you. 

See her!  

 

I looked up at him.  

 

I could hardly catch my breath before him. Had I been able to speak, I would 

scarcely have been able to  form words. Surely I would have stammered. I fear my 

lip trembled.  

 

How different he was from the men of Earth!  

 

How helpless, and slave, I was, on my knees before him.  

 

I wanted him to pay me attention. I wanted him to find me acceptable once more,  

as he had before, as the animal I was, a slave, but perhaps one of some 

interest. Please, oh, Master, I thought, let me speak, let me speak! I have so 

much I want to say, so much I want to tell you, so much for which to beg 

forgiveness! Yes, I so wanted t o be permitted to speak, and yet, now, some days 

since my sentencing, I feared even to beg mutely for the restoration of that 

coveted privilege, lest even that might displease him. It would be done, the 

sentenceôs rescinding, if at all, at his wish, not mine. But as much as I wished 

to be allowed to speak, and as much as that deprivation cost me in helplessness 

and misery, what hurt me most was his neglect, his ignoring of me. I think I 

would have rejoiced had I been cuffed or kicked, or tied to a ring and beaten, 

for then, at least, I would have known myself as a reality, however negligible 

and contemptible, in his world. Even a girl in a collar wants to be seen, to be 

recognized, and noticed, even be it to no greater extent than being mocked, 

humiliated, a nd scorned.  

 

Jane and Eve were present, with me, near the first wagon.  

 

He turned away.  

 

ñPlease, Master!ò cried Jane, falling to her knees. ñMaster!ò said Eve. 

 

Master Desmond turned to regard them.  

 


