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Chapter One: 





Linsey Peel was lost in the thump, thump, thump of the heavy bass music as the relentless beat went through her lithe body, causing her to writhe and jerk, abandoning herself in dance. Her hips gyrated wildly, as she rolled and swayed her delightful, concave belly, rotating her pelvis and flicking her head back and forth, her long blond hair becoming wet with perspiration as she danced. The lull of the music and the hard rhythm was all that mattered to her, although she knew eyes were upon her; the stares and admiring glances from the crowd. And she loved it, shuddering with delight as she realised  the crowd had gradually stopped to stand and stare at the delightful creature losing herself to the rhythm. 



She threw herself into the dance, every move of her fine toned body, emphasised by the lights  as their glow slithered  temptingly over her shining, sweat run body. Even her partner, a  well- muscled guy, with  cropped,  grey hair, had ceased trying to keep up with the  twenty  year-old. He just slowly moved to the music, smiling at her, making no effort to hide a noticeable bulge in the crotch of his jeans, as he locked his gaze on the erotic curves of the superbly fit young woman. 



Other eyes were watching the dancing  Linsey; eyes belonging to a fat, elderly Arab wearing full robes of pure white. He was sitting at a table, on a balcony about ten feet above the dance floor and was accompanied  by  two people. A tall, well- muscled black man in a well tailored, lightweight tux,  and  an olive-skinned woman, with long, ebony hair, and dressed in a dark, figure-hugging evening dress. The old Arab’s gaze was alight as he too watched the girl dance, but his eyes displayed emotions that were more intense than the thoughts of most of the onlookers. 



Despite the warmth in the club, the old  Arab wore a headdress shadowing his features and his eyes, half- hooded with lust, glittered beneath arched brows. His dark, bronzed face seamed with wrinkles and his large, hooked nose dilated, as if he could smell the scent of lust and arousal that he imagined would be coming from the girl.  The brooding darkness held barely concealed cruelty, as they followed the girl’s movements. 



He was visualising what her filthy Christian slit would be like right now. He imagined the sweat and the stink of her infidel juices, all combining as the moisture dewed in the coarse, blonde hair of her sex. Her clit would be swelling and pulsing almost as if a huge Arab prick was inside her, forcing her to roll and gyrate beneath a real man. He could sense that her juices would be flowing with the excitement she was displaying, as she swayed and rolled her sexy, svelte white body. Almost  unconsciously, his mouth, half- hidden by his magnificent greying beard, pulled into a snarl of desire, and his teeth shone white as he watch the delicious white girl gyrating on the floor below. 



Sheik Farind Ben Akram began to breathe heavily as he realised he must have this creature for himself, and he made up his mind there and then that the girl would make a delicious addition to his harem of white, blonde Christians. His expression hardened a little. This one was typical. She was a  white Christian slut, parading her sexy body in a lewd and disgusting manner. He nodded to himself and showed his cruel  smile.  Yes, he thought, lewd and disgusting, but so expert. What delight it would be to have her dance for him alone, and to teach her the meaning of a true dance, the dance of submission, the dance of a slavegirl, showing that she gives herself to her Master. 



Farind  made up his mind. He would have her. Yes, he would have to be careful. 

Here in Washington  DC, he had to avoid  displaying  his  natural attitudes.  The abduction of an American girl would  raise eyebrows.  This one would not be the first, but still he would be taking a huge  risk. If the authorities ever discovered anything of these matters, despite his standing,  his Diplomatic  freedom to  move between his home and the United 

States would be rescinded.  If he ever returned,   he would be supervised throughout his visits; forever chaperoned by the American Diplomatic Service. 



He darted a quick glance the woman  sitting next to him. Melina  Spencer.  The woman was an  American citizen of mixed race, Arabian and Caucasian. She worked in the American Embassy in Tarsinia and her cross-culture awareness gave her an advantage over most of the other Embassy personnel. Farind knew she understood  his ways and his inbred traditions and she  was a regular visitor to his Palace. Her professional capacity was the main reason for that, of course, but there was also another attraction for Melina Spencer. 



A satisfied half-sneer pulled at the Sheik’s  mouth. Melina Spencer was a lesbian; a  beautiful woman whose looks belied her age, but she was  a  lesbian all the same.  Her sexual desires were unlawful in  Farind’s homeland, (at least for the citizenry) but he ignored her predilections. Her sexuality was of no real concern to him, personally, but he took every opportunity to make use of  her  desires. In return for  Diplomatic  favours, he kept the woman’s unlawful cravings satisfied, from time to time, granting her the use of the  many white Christian slavegirls in his harem.  He smiled again.  Like him,  Melina Spencer  was obsessed by blondes, and many were the occasions he had used two-way mirrors to watch the woman using his sluts. 



However, it went further than  giving the woman the occasional use of his sluts. 

On more than one occasion, the woman had actually been instrumental in  the acquisition of  new meat for his flock of Christian slaves. So, he was confident the girl who was dancing so wildly, and with such sexual abandon, would be his. One way or the other she would take her place in his harem of white animals. As the music slowly died, and the girl stopped her wild sexy gyrations, he turned to  Melina.  ‘My dear  Melina, you were watching that girl dancing?’ 



The woman nodded and  she smiled salaciously. ‘Oh yes Excellency. What a gorgeous body she has, and how she can move it.’ 



He grinned. ‘She is ripe for a harem. Don’t you agree?’ 



The woman laughed; a soft musical sound. ‘Now, now Excellency, we are in Washington after all and not in Tarsinia.’  



Farind smiled to himself. Melina’s shining eyes gave her away. She was definitely interested in the slut. He could see the animation in  Melina’s face. He knew. She was as eager to be close to the slut as was he. He chuckled, and patted her hand. ‘That is true, but there is no reason she shouldn’t sit with us and take a drink?’ 



Melina  smiled knowingly and winked slowly. ‘None at all Excellency.’  She started to rise. ‘Shall I go and invite here?’ 



He chuckled. ‘You know me well Melina.’ 



‘Indeed I do Excellency. ’ Melina smiled. 



Farind leaned towards the black man who had been sitting  impassively, drinking a soda water. Farind said, ‘Basim. What do you think?’ 



Basim set down his glass. ‘I think Your Excellency will have your way.’    



Farind chuckled. ‘You too know me well my friend.’  



‘Indeed Excellency.’  



Farind  nodded to the man and then turned to Melina. ‘Go Melina.  Tell the slut I desire her presence.’ 



The woman rose slowly and smiled, exchanging a knowing glance with  the black man. ‘Another one for you to train Basim?’ 



He shrugged. ‘If that is what His Excellency wishes.’ 



She chuckled. ‘Well first I must sound her out.’ 






*** 

 





Linsey was in the powder room, looking in the mirror, smiling to herself, as she admired the gorgeous face that looked back at her. God, but she was enjoying herself 

tonight. The music was fab, and she was thrilled to the core, with the abandonment she felt as she danced. There were clubs back home in Chicago, but here in the DC… Wow, they knew how to move. It was just a pity that at twenty, she was too young to drink openly. She didn’t need the alcohol, but it did make things go with a little more of a zing. 

She looked around carefully, and then seeing she was alone, sneaked a small cola bottle from her bag. The bottle was almost  full and there was more vodka than cola in the mix. 

Knowing she had to hurry, she downed the drink in one, shuddered a little as the tingle went through her throat and belly, and then savoured the warm glow that spread through her chest. She sighed in pleasure as she felt it go to her head so slightly. Then carefully, she rinsed the bottle, and dropped it into the bin, before straightening her hair, and checking her lipstick. 



Linsey had put her cosmetics bag away, when an attractive, dark-haired woman swayed into the powder  room, closing the  door behind her. She moved softly across to Linsey and said quietly, ‘You dance very well my dear. You’re attracting almost every man in the room.’ She smiled at Linsey. 



Linsey felt  her defences rise. The woman  was pushing forty maybe, but just gorgeous.  Even so,  Linsey knew exactly what she was.  For sure, this woman was a lesbian and worse a lesbian who was hitting on her. God, these dykes had no morals or manners.  Linsey tossed her long blonde locks. ‘And some of the women?’ She sneered almost. ‘Like you for instance?’ 



The woman gave no reaction, just shrugging. ‘I was merely complimenting  you on your dancing.’ 



Linsey shook her head in disbelief. ‘My dancing? Huh, you were watching more than my dancing.’ She primped her hair. ‘I might be a bit younger than you  baby, but I am  old enough to know when I get a come-on, even from a dyke. ‘She brushed her shoulders carefully. ‘Didn’t I see you sitting with that fat old Arab, on the balcony?’ 



‘You did.’ 



‘Does he know what you are?’ 



‘That’s no t really any  bus iness of yours, or of his, but yes actually he does.’ The woman’s smile became a little cool. 



Linsey sneered. ‘I thought lesbianism would be against the law with those people. 

Nearly everything else is. I’m surprised he wants to be seen with you.’  



The woman seemed not to notice  Linsey’s hostility. She merely shrugged again. 

‘You’ve got a lot to learn about the ways of the Middle East young lady.’ She shrugged. 

‘Anyhow, I am asked to tell you that Sheik Farind Ben  Akram  requires your presence at his table. ‘ 



Linsey felt her jaw gape. ‘Requires? Reee-quires? Am I hearing you right? He requires my presence?’ 



The woman sighed deeply, wearily almost. ‘He is an extremely powerful man. He is used to getting what he wants. ‘ 



‘Well the Hell with him and what he wants.’ 



‘I should reconsider my dear.  The man is a  Noble Prince.  Rich  beyond your wildest imaginings and  used to having his own way. You would be ill-advised to turn down his offer.’ The woman was beginning to sound more insistent. 



‘I don’t give a shit who or what he is. I don’t sit with  someone who thinks he can order me about as he pleases. Tell your high and mighty Prince to go fuck himself.’ She sneered at the woman. ‘No one, repeat, no one requires me to do anything unless they’re my boss. Got tha t?’  



‘Well, I can’t tell him that, but I am asking you again. Just go along. A drink won’t hurt you.’ 



‘I’m not old enough to drink.’ 



The woman smiled. ‘I know. That’s why you  have to sneak  in your drink mixed in a Cola bottle.’ 



Linsey blushed. 

 

‘Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me.  I doubt anyone cares anyhow as long as you don’t buy it here.’ She shrugged. ‘Now why not mollify the old man. It won’t be all that bad.’ 



‘Who  cares?’ Linsey pulled the woman out of her way. ‘I’ll  give him an answer myself.’ She straightened her back. ‘Watch me.’ With anger in every step, she strode back into the dance hall. Then stopping under the soft glow of a red spotlight, she looked towards the balcony and grinned as she saw the white  robes in the gloom above. She waited until she knew he was looking at her, and then she shoved her arm upright, her middle finger extended. ‘Screw you Mister Sheik.’ She mouthed. ‘Get lost.’ With that, she turned and walked quickly to the cloakroom. 






*** 

 





Melina, trembling  a little,  returned to  the table. She was an American, an important figure in the Embassy, but she used the Sheik’s favours, and she knew he would be displeased, even with her.  She wasn’t immune to his anger. She   was a free woman, but the Prince’s favours came at  a price. There were times when it pleased his depraved mind to have her behave as his slave. On more than one occasion, she had been obliged to endure a whipping from one of his whip-masters.  She had set her own trap. 

She could suffer either the indignity  and  the  pain or ruinous exposure. She now feared that Farind would blame her for what the stupid girl had done and eventually…  



Shaking a little, she bobbed a curtsey as she sat down. She lowered her head, as she noticed Farind was just about holding his fury in check. ‘Excellency I tried…’ 



‘Enough  woman. ’ He was speaking in a barely controlled whisper. ‘You failed me. When next you  enjoy my hospitality, I shall have you whipped.’  He  gently fondled her hair, and although it seemed he was being affectionate, he twisted his hand tightly, and with a sham smile, forced her to look at the huge black overseer by his side. ‘And Basim here will be administering the lash. Afterwards you will satisfy him with  your mouth. Is that understood?’ 



Melina croaked a soft. ‘Yes Excellency. But…’ 



‘No buts.’ He grinned wolfishly. ‘Even you could disappear, in Tarsinia, Melina.’ 

He caressed her shoulders softly. ‘And you are a beautiful woman who, despite your age, would fetch a decent price as a slave ’  



Melina was flushed with pent- up fury. He was insulting her again; threatening her with  real-time slavery  He did that, relishing in the knowledge he could always humiliate her, holding the threat of ruining her career over her like a sword of Damocles. Worse, though, she knew he could do just as he said. Have her abducted, just like so many of the other wretched little sluts he owned. 



Melina sat down slowly, realising she must behave as the Sheik wished. Melina trembled even more, and looked down. ‘Please  Excellency. I tried.  The slut just refused. 

There was nothing I could do.’ 



Basim leaned towards the Sheik and interjected. ‘Excellency, your Pardon, but Melina  is right. The  slut can please herself.’ He smiled cruelly. ‘But only for the time being, yes Excellency?’ 



Farind calmed down and leaned back, nodding gently.  ‘Yes  Basim. I  am forgetting. I am  not in  our  beloved homeland. I must be careful.’ He placed his hand on Melina’s head softly. ‘Very well slave Melina . I understand. These Christian sluts have to be taught how to obey a man.’ He smiled at  her. ‘Master forgives his slave. Tonight, you can show me how  grateful  you are.’ He grinned sadistically. ‘Now sit and be silent while I think.’ 



Melina  swallowed her fury, and blushed as she lowered her head, and obeyed him. Because of that little slut’s stupidity, she, Melina, would have to serve this man as a slave. She held back the shudder of disgust as she lowered her head, fiddled with her glass and lapsed into respectful silence. 

 

After a short pause, the Sheik turned to  Keane. ‘Basim, I must have that  girl. I must have her taken tonight, so she will be awaiting me at home in a few weeks time.’ He smiled his beard moving as the smile broadened. He was looking at the dance floor. The man she was dancing with Basim. You see him?’ 



‘Yes Excellency.’ Basim frowned. ‘You want him too?’ 



The Sheik laughed. ‘Basim! I know back home there is a market for strong young white men, but no. I want him to help arrange for the girl to be taken tonight.’ He dug into the folds of his robes and pulled out a leather bag. Inside the bag, metal chinked. He handed the pouch to  Basim. ‘Here are fifty, solid gold English Sovereigns.  You know their worth.’ He shrugged. ‘I doubt that young man will know, but you can enlighten him. 

Tell him they are his if he helps us.’ 



Basim nodded and he hefted the bag. ‘A few thousand dollar’s worth.’ He glanced at the girl on the floor below.’ Sighed and licked his lips. ‘Cheap for such a prize.’ He grinned again. ‘Excellency, the girl is yours.’ 

 







Chapter Two: 





Linsey’s head was floating, or it seemed that way. There was a swelling, ululating noise, like a buzz-saw in her mind as slowly her senses returned. Without even thinking about it, she was begging, whining squealing to them, pleading for them to let her go, but all her protests ended up as splathering  gurgles as she breathed frantically into the hard leather muzzle that was encasing the lower half of her face. 



The noise gradually faded away and still feeling nauseous, she realised that she could see a yellowy diffused light, like the muted glow of the sun. No shapes, no objects and she realised there was some kind of cotton or calico bag over her head. She began to tremble and her stomach rolled in fear as she wondered what had happened to her. 



Linsey moaned to herself and panic took hold as she recollected leaving the club. 

Then, almost before she had time to even think, mauling hands grabbed her, and there were frantic moments of struggle, as she had been quickly marched into the alley at the side of the building.  The struggle hadn’t lasted long. Her attacker was big and strong, and her last clear memory was that of being bundled into a large grey Mercedes in the alley. Then the sickening smell of ether, as something soft and fluffy had enveloped her nose and mouth. She had drifted into darkness. Now, horror coursed through her body and she felt her heart miss. She had been abducted! Oh God! There was no other explanation. 



‘Keep still you stupid slut.’ 



The words came as a sudden shock and Linsey went rigid. Realising someone had spoken, a woman’s voice, deep and cracked but a woman nonetheless. 



Then the immediate worry of how to get away. She had no idea where she was, or what was happening to her, but wanted to scream for help, rip away the awful gag from her face. She soon realised that her arms were stretched wide apart and fastened down to something unyielding, and there was a hard surface beneath her back. Likewise, her legs were constrained too, and she was aware enough now, to realise that to disobey would be stupid.  Still breathing heavily and frantically, through the gag she lay as still as she could trying to slow her panicking heart beat as she trembled at fear of the unknown. 



Then a man’s voice, sounded, deep and authoritative. ‘Take off the hood and muzzle. There’s no one here to worry about her screaming anyway.’ 



Linsey gasped and drew in a deep breath as someone yanked the hood from over her head and her golden hair fell in a shimmering pool about her head. Then the gag fell away and she felt her saliva drooling uncontrolled onto her breasts. 



‘Ah, a delicious looking pigslut.’ The man‘s voice sounded again from behind her. Instinctively Linsey turned her head, but there was the swooooooosh of something whistling through the air. She knew the sound of a cane. Then she screamed out. 

‘Aaieeeeeee!’ The fiery stripe of pain laced across her stomach, and she bucked her hips, trying to absorb the agony, almost peeing herself in sudden shock and fear. 



‘Keep still pigslut!’ It was the woman’s voice again. ‘And stop the screaming. 

You just heard there’s no one to take any notice of it here anyway.’ 



Then she stopped worrying about that as she felt her head pulled upwards, and the strangling feeling of something tight about her neck, and she caught the distinct smell of leather. She realised there was some sort of collar about her neck and she began to tremble violently as wild thoughts cascaded through her mind. 



Then they freed her legs and arms, but before she could move, to try to restore her circulation someone cuffed her alongside the ear, and her mind seemed to explode in a flare of red and white. There were flashing white and blue, spots and stars, dancing before her eyes and there was a ringing roaring in her ears as the blow shook her world. 

 

She barely had time to register it for, in a trice she found herself slammed to her knees, and her hands hand been yanked behind her, to be tied tightly together, both at her wrists and around her upper arms. Forcing her breasts and shoulders forwards, as someone pulled her hair, dragging her into an upright kneel on some kind of rough carpeting. 



She stifled a sob, her mind whirling wondering what was happening. She caught the smell of expensive perfume before someone pulled her hair upwards, holding for a second before slamming her face downwards, so her head and face pressed hard against the rough carpet. 



She trembled with fear and shame, knowing how degrading she must appear, as she felt her skimpy clothing, the attire she usually wore to dance in, torn and loose, hanging about her body. She knew she was virtually naked and helpless, as she trembled before these people. 



Then the man’s voice sounded again. ‘Examine the pigslut.’ 



Linsey’s heart leapt with fright and she moaned in bewildered pain. ‘P.p.please!’  



Craaaaaaack! The cane sliced into her buttocks again, cutting fire just below the hem of her short skirt. 



‘Aaieeeeeee!’ She pulled away from the blow, but just earned herself another slash. ‘Arrghhhhh!’ she cried. 



‘Shut your filthy mouth you Christian pigslut.’ 



Linsey saw red then and she tried to straighten up yelling. ‘I’m not a pig or a slu…’ The cane slashed her across the breasts and Linsey’s head went back as she screamed. ‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeeow Arggggghhhhh!’ 



The woman grabbed her hair, and Linsey could see her cruel, haggard face, old and lined; sunken black, eyes gleaming from the folds of olive coloured skin. The hag spat straight into Linsey’s face. 



The hapless Linsey recoiled. ‘Uhhhghhhhh Acchhhhhh.’ She was shaking her head trying in vain to get rid of the saliva as the slimy ooze ran down her face. 



‘Keep your mouth shut. What you think you are has no meaning here. We decide what you are and we call you whatever we wish.’   



Again the cane howled through the air. Craaaaaaack! Thwaaaack! Twice across her shoulders and yelling in pain, Linsey collapsed. 



They didn’t let her alone. Someone lifted her ass high and she felt her legs being kicked wider. ‘Ohhhhhnnnhhhh N.N.Noooo!’  



Craaaaaaaaaaack! 



‘Aaieeeeeee. Nooooo, p.p.please…’ 



If you don’t shut your wailing slut, I’ll put the gag back on.’ The woman snarled into Linsey’s ear. 



Sobbing gently, Linsey subsided, knowing that wherever she was, she would have to obey, or these maniacs would whip her to shreds. 



Then the woman stooped and took hold of the waistband of Linsey’s mini-skirt and ripped it savagely from the defenceless girl in one tearing grab of her hands. 



Linsey’s delicious buttocks and thighs flashed into view for all to see and she flushed in humiliation as she realised what an undignified spectacle she would be making of herself. But the worst was to come as the woman saw Linsey’s red thong. 



The woman snorted in disgust. ‘A thong. Look Excellency, the slut wears a thong, just like a street whore. Decadent Christian bitch. What decent woman wears one of these? ’ She grabbed Linsey’s chin in one hand and squeezed tightly, forcing Linsey’s mouth half open so her cheeks scraged in between her teeth. Then she slapped Linsey’s face hard. Craaaaaaack! 



‘Owwwww! You  bitch!’ How dare…’ Linsey started into her own tirade but it was hopeless. 

 

Craaaaaaack! The woman struck again. ‘Silence slut. That’s your last warning. 

Any more insolence and you will be bull- whipped. ‘She put her face close to Linsey’s. 

‘You understand bitch?’ 



Linsey felt her will-power slide a little, as she began to realise the peril she was in. She held back her anger and shame and just nodded. 



Then the cane slashed her thighs. Craaaaaaack! 



‘Owwwaaaiiiieieie!’ Linsey scrabbled away on her knees, but she couldn’t avoid another stinging blow to her buttocks. 



‘Is that how you answer your Mistress pigslut?’ 



Linsey frowned, and bewilderment crossed her gorgeous face. What did this woman mean?’ ‘I.I.I, d.d.don’t understand…’ 



Craaaaaaack! The woman’s hand smashed across Linsey’s face. 



‘What do you call me slut?’ 



‘Owaiiieee!’  Linsey sobbed, trying to ignore the stinging, burning pain and the fresh display of wild lights. Shivering in fear, Linsey realised what the insane bitch was trying to get her to say. Disgust coursed through her. She would never be able to say it. 

She couldn’t. It would sound ridiculous. But the cane was threatening again as the woman raised it high, and swallowing back her disgust and shame Linsey knew she had to comply. She mumbled. ‘I’m sorry M.M.M.Mistress.’ 



Better.’ The woman sniggered. ‘And don’t forget again, No?’ 



‘N.n.n.no, M.M.M.Mistress.’ 



‘Now get your arse up high pigslut.’ 



Still confused; her mind a whirl of fear and bewilderment, Linsey mustered enough calm to realise that wherever she was, she would have to ignore the insults; and she knew what would happen if she didn’t comply with this insane woman’s demands. 

Instantly she raised her ass high, her face flushing with indignation and shame. She gasped aloud as the woman snatched the thong away, causing the garment to dig deep into Linsey’s private parts. 



The woman roughly slid the thong roughly down Linsey’s legs, and then handed the ruined skimpy garment to the Prince.  Sarcastically, she said. ‘This really looks like something a virgin would wear. I don’t think!’  



The man spoke again anger in his voice. ‘I was told this slut was a virgin! Have I been lied to?’  



Linsey shuddered, her mind whirling. The man sounded as if he was becoming angry and suddenly a terrifying thought engulfed her. Oh God, what would it be like if he took it into his mind to cane her himself? She knew would never stand that. She forgot herself as she cried out. ‘Please stop… Please don't do anything to me. I really am a virgin. On my honour I…’ 



Swooooshhhhhhh! Craaaaaaack! 



‘Aaieeeeeee Arrghhhhh!’ Linsey sobbed as the cane slashed into her vulnerable flesh again 



‘Silence you slut!’ The woman was almost screaming now. ‘That’s your last warning. ‘Next time it really will be the bull-whip.’  



Linsey couldn’t smother her sobs any more and she began to cry like a scared infant. Where the Hell was she? Where had these maniacs brought her? She sobbed heavily as she lowered her head and between sobs managed to say what she knew she must. ‘Y.y.y.yes M.M.M.Mistress.’ But Linsey had not counted on what her outburst would mean to the woman and this man called Excellency. 



The man spoke again. ‘Is that true Infidel? You are a virgin. No one lied to me?’ 



Linsey knew she dare not face him but she nodded. ‘Y.Y.Yes’ she paused, then realisation dawned as she recalled the woman’s reaction a few moment s ago. She swallowed back disgust and shame. Y.Y.Yes  It’s t.t.true MM.MM.Master.’  



The woman chuckled. ‘She learns quickly.’ 

 

The man said ‘It will be all the worse for you if you are not virgin flesh you infidel pig. So tell me now and be truthful, or be flogged.’ 



Linsey swallowed her sobs as best she could, and flushing with shame she stutter again. ‘I, I’m a. v.v.virgin M.M.M Master. I really am I promise.’ 



‘Very well infidel. We shall see how good an infidel’s promise is.’ He snapped his fingers loudly. ‘Natia… You will examine her.’ 



‘Yes Excellency.’ The woman lifted Linsey’s ass higher and thrust her hands roughly between the soft white, thighs. Then the woman’s fingers found Linsey’s slit and uncaring of the discomfort she was causing the girl, she poked and prodded, ignoring the cries and soft sobs. Then she stopped and straightened. ‘Well, well… Surprise. The slut was telling the truth. She really is a virgin. Her hymen is intact.’ 



‘Let me see.’ 



The woman chucked and pushed Linsey onto her side, then flipped her over on to her back. Ignoring Linsey’s startled gasps and cries, Natia lifted Linsey’s legs high and bent them backwards. Then fondling the girl’s privates she began to murmur.’ Ah yes Excellency. So soft and inviting, and this fuzz of blonde hair too. A true, infidel, blonde virgin.’ 



The man chuckled and then loomed over Linsey. It was Linsey’s first glimpse of him. He was a well-built  man, clearly Arabian and as far as she could tell, in his mid-thirties. He was dark haired and his skin was a deep olive, a thick black moustache added to his imperious air. He was dressed in full Arabian dress, and Linsey felt her soul shrivel as she recalled the old Arab from the club. The one she had given the finger too. Things suddenly fell into place. Oh God! She knew what an insult it must have seemed to the old monster. She had been stupid enough to show off and insult the fat pig and he had arranged her abduction. God knows where she was, but there could be no other explanation. Nor did she need telling what was in store for her. They would take revenge now. She hadn’t cared then but God she was caring now. Uncontrolled terror went through her body  and she began to shake and tremble, in horrified anticipation of what they could do. God! They could do whatever they wished. 



Natia smiled evilly at Linsey and nodded towards the man. ‘Listen well slut. This is His Excellency, the Royal Prince Saleem. He is the son of the Noble Sheik Farind Ben Akram. It was the Sheik whom you insulted so brazenly, in that cursed infidel den.’ She sneered. ‘You thought you were so high and mighty, but now you know the truth. You are nothing. Just property and you belong to Sheik Farind. You are his to with as he sees fit.’ 



Saleem pushed his dark and somewhat handsome face close to Linsey. ‘You heard what Natia said?’ 



All Linsey could do was give him a wide-eyed, terror stricken nod. 



‘And it is penetrating that thick American skull?’  



Sobbing Linsey tried to speak, but the horror of Natia’s words had robbed her of the power to muster the words. 



He grinned. ‘I think she has the message. She will get used to it.’ His black eyes glittered as he straightened and then looked down on her. ‘So we were not cheated after all?’ He started to fondle Linsey’s parts himself, and Linsey flushed deep red as the shame went through her. Then the man reached for her mouth and forced it open, his strong fingers exploring her soft mouth, examining her teeth like as if she was an animal. 



Linsey could barely keep the shame down; she was feeling nauseous with degradation as she tried to absorb what Natia had said. Her insides crawled with revulsion as the beast called Saleem prodded and poked his fingers around her mouth. 

‘She has good teeth too. Perfectly formed and with soft, red lips; full lips. Such beauty, and a virgin too. She will pleasure my Noble Father beyond words.’  



‘And Saleem, remember,’ Natia went on as if Linsey were not there. ‘The slut needs opening properly. You will surely have the pleasure of deflowering this beauty for your Noble Father’s use?’   

 

‘Indeed I shall Natia.’ Saleem grinned and stepped back, to look over Linsey’s body. Then he paused and bent to look closer at Linsey’s sex mound. A frown crossed his face. He stared into Linsey’s terrified, shame- filled eyes. ‘Do I see brown hair among that fuzz? Have you bleached those too pigslut?’ 



Linsey shook her head frantically. ‘N.N.No M.M.M.Master. No.’ 



Then Natia broke in, and with wide eyes stared at the defenceless Linsey’s chest. 

Her hands darted to Linsey’s firm uplifted breast. The she had a sudden glint of triumph in her evil eyes and she sneered. ‘The pitiful slut has had to have implants Excellency. 

Her breasts are fake!’ She began to chuckle. 



Saleem leaned forwards and grabbed Linsey’s breasts in both hands and squeezed. 

Hard, 



‘Aaieeeeeee! Ooooowwwieeiiii! Acchhhhhh! Arrrrrrgghhhhh!’ Linsey twisted in his grip but was unable to break free, tears starting from her eyes, as the man’s grip tightened still more. Then with a satisfied grunt, he finally let go. 



‘They feel real enough to me Natia.’  He grinned at her. ‘Are you maybe envious of this pigslut? Wish you had her beauty? Hmmmm?’ 



The woman shrugged, but  couldn’t hide the obvious as her face soured, and envious anger glowed slightly in her eyes. ‘Excellency, she too will grow old one day.’ 



‘Ah but that is not now Natia.’ He smiled widely at the woman and then his hand went to Linsey’s swelling mound. He squeezed hard and long, grinning into Linsey’s tortured face. 



‘Aaaaaaiiiiiiiiiieeeeee! Aiieeoowwwargh!’ Linsey screamed and squirmed in the man’s grip. It was futile. 



Then Saleem stopped and loosed her. He looked at Natia. ‘Now what about the pigslut’s cunt hair?’ 



‘Ahh Yes Master!’ Natia peered at Linsey’s swollen reddened cunt. ‘I fear you are correct Master.’ 



Saleem bent towards Linsey’s mound, to look closely at the bruised and reddened lips of her sex. He glowered at her then. ‘You are not a true blo nde slut! There are dark hairs around your filthy, Christian cunt.’ He slapped her breasts hard one way then the other, causing her swollen, tender globes to swing from side to side. 



Linsey sobbed. ‘P.p.p.please M.M.M.Master. Stop Please.’ 



‘Answer me you pig. Are you a true blonde?’ 



She shook her head, eyes wide with terror. ‘N.n.n.nooo M.M.M.Master. I dye...’ 



Thhhhwaaaaacck! His hand slammed into her unprotected sex. ‘What colour is your hair then pigslut?’ 



‘M.M.M.Master... Aieehhhhhieee!’ 



Saleem’s hand smashed into her cunt again. ‘Answer bitch. Answer quickly!’ 



Sobbing and wailing Linsey stuttered out. ‘I am just f.f.f.fair haired MM.MM.Master. B.b.but not true b.b.blonde 



Saleem grabbed her aching breasts again and squeezed even harder. 



‘Aaiiiiiiieeeehhhhhhhhhhh! Arggggghhhhh!’  



‘And these breasts. Is Natia right? Are they enhanced?’ 



‘Oh God Master…N.n.n.no. P.p.p.please. Y.y.y.you’re hurting m.m.m….’’ 



Whhhhhhaaaack! ‘ARE THEY REAL?’  



Gasping for breath Linsey shrieked out as his hands smashed into her tender breasts time and again. ‘Aaieeeeeee Arrrrrrgghhhhh. N.n.n.no no. M.M.M. Master they are im.im.im.plants.’ 



He stopped his onslaught and straightened up 



So all I have to present to my Noble Father is a virgin pigslut who has to bleach her  hair to keep it blonde, and who has to enhance her pathetic infidel breasts to make them worthy of looking at.’ He glowered at her. 

 

Knowing what she must say, Linsey stuttered. ‘.Y.y.yes M.M.M.Master…’ She winced and cowered back from him but this time he left her alone. He seemed to have calmed from his rage. 



He turned towards Natia. ‘Well at least the infidel bitch is still something of a prize. Maybe she will not be too dark, when this bleach grows out.’ He smiled cruelly and ran his hands none too gently over Linsey’s trembling body.’ Her skin is pale enough. Slightly tanned but clearly she is a genuinely white skinned.’ He glanced at Linsey’s puffy, red clit. ‘And with this…’ He flicked against the nub of her clit, ignoring Linsey’s sudden wail. ‘She is obviously a Christian of some sort.’ He grinned into Linsey’s eyes. ‘We shall see. I will decide what is to be done with your filthy hide later.’ 

He looked up at Natia. ‘Give the slut something to think about eh Natia?’  



Natia nodded. ‘Yes my Master.’ 



Saleem looked at his helpless prisoner again. ‘She is certainly too much of a prize to sell; at least for the moment. We should enjoy her body first in every way possible. So Natia, you may take her to my room. I shall deflower the slut tonight. Then she will be prepared for the coming celebrations.’ 



The woman nodded somewhat disappointedly it seemed to the trembling Linsey. 



Saleem spoke again. ‘There is a problem Natia?’  



She looked at him. ‘Excellency, I was hoping that I….’ she paused. 



Saleem chuckled and patted the woman’s ample rump. ‘You want to have her in your own bed. Is that not so Natia?’ 



Natia grinned, the relief obvious in her face. ‘Well she needs to be softened up Master. Welcomed to the house as it were?’ 



Saleem chuckled, and then nodded. ‘Very well Natia.’ He wagged his finger at the woman. ‘But if you use the slut’s body, you will not break her hymen. Is that understood?’ 



Natia slid an evil glance toward Linsey. ‘Oh Master, I wasn’t too concerned about using the bitch. I just want to introduce her to some of our discipline.’ 



‘Good, good. And in the process, you will teach her what she must say and do.’ 



The woman grabbed Linsey’s hair, twisting her fingers into the blond locks. ‘Yes Master. She will learn.’  



‘Make sure she does, and see she suffers if she is slow to realise what and where she is.’ 



‘It shall be done Master.’ The woman shook the terrified Linsey. 



Saleem leered. ‘And, if you must take her body with whatever you utilise in place of a male cock, you will mind what I said. It must only be her ass or her mouth that is opened. I will open the worthless pigslut’s cunt.’ 



The woman looked own at her quivering captive. ‘Oh yes Excellency I shall see to all that. Have no fear.’ 



‘Good. Then take her away and see how she performs.’ Saleem then turned and left the room, leaving the two females alone. 



Natia looked down and sneered at Linsey, then grabbed her hair, pulling her head upwards. ‘You heard all that His Excellency your Master said slut?’ 



Shivering with fear, loathing and disgust, Linsey could only stammer ‘Y.Y.Yes M.M.M.Mistress. ‘ 



Then come.’ She tugged Linsey’s hair,’ Crawl to my chambers and we will begin your training in the ways of a sex-slave.’ 



Sobbing head down, Linsey knew she would have to comply and she crawled on hands and knees, like the animal they seemed to want her to be; crawled as Natia led her by the hair, across the carpeted room towards the large oaken door. 



Linsey’s heart was leaping about in her chest, as she crawled after the old hag. 

Swallowing her sobs, shivering in terror, Linsey did her best not to think about, or even imagine what horrors lay ahead. 

 









Chapter Three. 







‘Aieeeeargghhh. N.N.Noooo. P.P.please M.M.Mistress. No…’ Linsey was squealing and struggling as Natia dragged her along, trying to resist the tug on her hair. 



The evil crone hardly noticed Linsey’s feeble, useless struggles. Using her feet and hands the sadistic woman bullied Linsey; kicking and slapping the terrified girl. 

‘Shut your infidel mouth pigslut.’ Natia’s hand smashed into Linsey’s head again. 



Linsey screamed out. ‘Aieeeeargghhh! Unnhhhh N.n.n.nooo. No…’ She began to struggle wildly now, pulling back against the force of Natia’s tugging, ignoring the tears of pain as the roots of her hair burned with the harsh treatment. Linsey could feel and hear the hairs tearing at the roots, but much as she tried to stand the pain and resist, inexorably Natia dragged her along the passageways until they finally came to a large wooden door. 



Natia raised her whip and slashed it savagely across Linsey’s back, into the naked flesh, searing her shoulders. She pushed the sobbing, wailing Linsey against the wall. 

Then placing her foot on Linsey’s slender neck she bore down hard, holding Linsey motionless. She leaned over her charge. ‘Listen pigslut. It’s time you started learning. 

You are a slave. Nothing. A piece of Christian meat for your Master’s pleasure. You will learn that quickly, because if you don’t, the skin will be shredded from your back with the whip. Do you understand?’ 



Sobbing, Linsey collapsed against the floor, her cheek pressed hard against the cold stones. ‘Y.Y.Yes M.M.M..Mistress. Aiieeoow!’ The whip slashed across her waist and the tops of her buttocks in quick succession. ‘Owaiiieee! Ohh… G.G.G.God.’ Linsey sobbed as the lash burned again. Arrghhhhh!  Nnunnnghghhh!’ 



‘Silence pigslut.’  



Linsey heard the door opening and then drew in a much-needed breath as Natia’s foot lifted from her neck. Then Linsey shrieked out in pain as simultaneously, the whip slashed into her thighs, and she felt herself being lifted so that again, her hair was virtually torn from her scalp. She scrabbled, wildly, her bound arms unable to help her, wind- milling her legs about, trying to get to her feet, toppling and tipping as she struggled to keep her balance. 



For an elderly woman, Natia was strong. Effortlessly she dragged Linsey into the room, her kicking, screaming captive wailing, as the rough stone flailed her legs and thighs until finally Natia shoved Linsey hard against a large, wooden frame in the centre of the room. 



Linsey sucked in a terrified gasp as she saw what looked like a low gymnast’s beam, but narrower and much shorter, the triangular shaped crosspiece covered with sweat-stained leather. The contraption was equipped with heavy, evil looking leather straps, and fastened in the floor, close to the beam, ringbolts gleamed in the low light. . 



Natia held Linsey’s head up higher, forcing her to look at the evil contraption. 

‘Here pigslut. Look. This is the wooden pony. ‘She cackled. ‘We have many ways of using it, and you will be riding it often, if you don’t please your Master.’ Then she shook Linsey by her hair, ignoring her wails. ‘This is also where you learn how to take pain.’ 

Giggling the sadistic Natia lifted Linsey, as if she were a feather and casually almost, slammed her waist across the leather-covered structure, knocking the wind from the terrified girl’s body as she slumped, belly down over the beam. 



‘Aieeeeargghhh! Nnnuunnnnoooohh P.P.Please M.M.Mistress.’ 



‘Enough slut. I have no time for this stupidity. Silence!’ Whoooshhhhh! 

Craaaaaaack! 



The whip burned into Linsey’s flesh again raising a hot, red whelt across her back. ‘Aieeeeargghhh!’ Linsey screamed, and writhed to escape the lash. She could do 

nothing as she was suddenly, lifted again, and expertly slammed harder, belly down again, over the padded beam, so her splayed legs were against the uprights. 



She had no time to struggle more, for Natia smashed a heavy blow into Linsey’s head again, and with  her world swimming in a red mist, sparks seeming to fly before her eyes, Linsey could do nothing as she felt the broad leather straps being tightened about her thighs, pinioning her limbs to the uprights of the beam. 



Natia pushed the helpless girl forwards so her upper torso was hanging over the one side of the beam and Linsey screeched out as suddenly and violently, as the weight was taken by her hips and thighs. 



Then another strap was secured tight about the small of her back, pressing her belly and breasts into the padded leather. ‘Aiieeoow. Unnhhhh N.N.n.nooo. Linsey wailed. ‘P.P.P.Pleaseeee N.Nooo…!’ 



Swooooooosh! Craaaaaaaaaaack! The whip seared into her defenceless buttocks cutting her off, and burning a fiery path across her ass. 



‘Aiiiieeeeeeeeeaaahrgggh!’  



‘Silence bitch.’ Natia snarled into her ear. 



Then the room echoed to Linsey’s piercing shrieks again, as she felt her chained wrists lifted, and her arms being pushed high up against her shoulder joints. She screamed out as she felt something shackled to the wrist chains. ‘Arrrggggh. 

N.n.N.NNo!’  Then absolute agony as she heard the rattling of chains and a pulley, as her arms burned, her joints cracking, stretched high above her, forcing her torso upwards and against the tight strap about her middle. The strain was immense and Linsey thought her spine would crack in two. 



The pressure was unrelenting as her manacled wrists moved ever higher, well above her head, leaving her body arched agonisingly backwards, her breasts and belly taught, strained outwards. To make matters worse, Linsey felt her long hair being pulled back savagely, and she wailed out, as she felt her tresses being secured to the waist-strap, forcing her head right back.. 



Linsey was pleading crying, and sobbing, her saliva and tears rolling down her face, mucus and sweat dripping from her chin, over her stretched and strained front, to cover her exposed body with a slick sheen of moisture. Sweating too, Linsey, felt the fear rising, and her trembling, agonised body, waited, defenceless, and open to whatever Natia wanted to do to her. Linsey was sniffling and sobbing, unable to control the dribbles of snot and saliva that ran freely down her nakedness and she gasped and wailed as she tried to find a comfortable position against this drastic, cruel bondage. 



Linsey was shaking uncontrollably now, and she felt her bladder let go, so that her urine splashed hot and free down onto the floor. That merely earned her a few hefty strokes of the whip across her sweaty naked ass, and she wailed out, as the punishing agony scoured through her.  ‘Aeeeghhhhhhhhhhh! Arrrrghhhhhhhh! 

NnnnNnnnnnooooooo! Pppplease! Arrrrghhhhhhhh!’ 



Feeling sick with shame and disgust, Linsey sobbed and struggled against her bonds, yet knowing it was futile. She waited in terror for the burning agonising, slash of the whip across her ass, but nothing came. Still waiting, she closed her eyes tight, as she tried to stop the fiery blush of degradation and shame flooding into her cheeks. Linsey was aware that Natia had walked in front of her, and still sobbing and sniffling, Linsey slowly opened her eyes. A shocked expression changed to one of disgust as Linsey took in the obscene sight of Natia’s nakedness. 



Natia’s bloated, slug- like body, coated with a slight film of sweat, looked nauseating, her sagging breast hanging like great globs of melting fat. She was grinning as she stood in front of Linsey. The evil crone was holding a wicked looking crop about thee feet long, with her hands one at each end of the fearsome thing. She was flexing it in front of Linsey’s tear-streaked face. ‘See this pigslut. This is what I am going to use to teach you what pain really is.’  

 

Natia took her arm back horizontally, and the crop swoooooshed through the air, cutting into Linsey  like a razor, ripping across the exposed taught breasts. 



‘Aiiiiiioowwwwwwwwwwwwwwwwiiieeee! Arrrrrggggggggh! ‘Linsey’s fearful scream was deafening as, time after time the harsh leather covered crop slashed and burned into her breasts and belly. 



Linsey  could see nothing but a red mist as she cried like a baby, screaming and wailing, in sheer agony as Natia tore into her defenceless flesh with the crop. 



Every so often Natia stopped for a moment, and spat into the tortured, half conscious girl’s face. 



‘You are a slave. Tell me what you are slut.’ 



‘Arrrggggh… M.M.Mistress. I. I. I. am. a. a.  a s.s.s.slave. A s.s.slave.’ 



Then the whipping would begin again. ‘I didn’t hear that slut. Tell me again. ‘Tell me!’ 



Craaaaaaaaaaack! Swishhhhhhhhh. Craaaaaaack! Craaaaaaack!’ 



‘Aieeeeargghhh!’ Linsey twitched with the blows trying to ride them, but to no avail. ‘I am… Arrrgh… I am a s.s.s.slave M.M Mistress…Arggggghhhhh!’ 



Natia ceased her onslaught of the virtually unconscious Linsey. She spat in her face, a huge globule of saliva, which she left to ooze down over Linsey’s face. Natia went over to the corner of the room where there was a huge barrel, and bucket. She dipped the bucket and lugged it, full of stagnant, cold water, to drench Linsey’s twitching, moaning form. 



Linsey spluttered and coughed as the stinking water covered her, shocking her back to awareness, causing her to moan and sob at the terrible pain in her breasts and belly. Natia leaned closer. ‘You will serve your Master and you will learn what you have to say when you submit to him. Yes pigslut?’  She slapped Linsey’s cheeks, hard. 

‘Understand infidel bitch?’ 



Linsey felt her anger overcoming her shame and pain and she screamed at the hag. ‘Nooooo I won’t. Damn you I won…’  She vented a shriek. ‘Aiiiiiiieeeeerrrrrrgh!’  



Linsey was cut short as the whip slashed into her body again, searing across her raw throbbing nipples.’ Did I hear you refuse slut?’ 



‘Fuck you!’ Linsey screamed out. ‘Kill Me but I won’t…’  



Swooooshhhhhhh! Craaaaaaaaaaack! The crop seared her again and Linsey wailed out. ‘Nooooouunnnghhh! Nooooo! Coughing and spluttering Linsey screamed again. ‘P.P.Please… no more.’ 



‘So you submit?’ 



Sobbing Linsey managed to nod, the effort causing her more pain, as her tethered hair took the strain once more. 



‘You will serve your Master? As a slave should?’ Craaaaaaack! The crop slashed Linsey again. ‘Answer me bitch.’ 



‘Aaieeeeeee! Yes oh G.G.G.God Y.Y.Yes…’ 



‘And you want to learn how to submit as a slave should submit, don’t you pigslut?’ 



Linsey knew her options had gone. She would get away from them. She had to, but for now, if she didn’t obey she would be whipped to death. Swallowing on non-existent spittle she croaked. ‘Yes. Y.Y.Yes. M.M.M...Mistress…’ Ohh N.Nooo. 

Nnunnnghghhh P.P.Please stop. I.I.I’ll obey…’ 



Shwoooooooooosh! Craaaaaaack! Shwoooooooooosh Craaaaaaack! Two more blows savaged her burning tormented breasts. 



‘Aiarrrrrrrgh! Oh, G.G.God Arrrgh!’ Linsey was sobbing and slobbering crying, her tears running free, the mucous from her nose dripping and flying about as she tried to avoid the blows, her sweat sprayed droplets and yet again, her bladder let go, filling the room with the strong reek of ammonia as the pain grew and grew. 



Then, panting and sweating with the effort of her unmerciful slashing of the helpless Linsey, Natia paused and went up to the bound girl. She looked at her sweating, 

shining body, and again spat into her tear streaked face, and smiled cruelly. ‘I think you are going to suffer here slut. You will submit, but you won’t fool me. I know you will just be feigning; trying to avoid the pain of this room.’ 



Linsey felt consciousness slipping away and Natia’s voice seemed to echo around the room. She was finished. There was little spirit left in her, she had to obey. But that didn’t mean she would have to like it. She mustered another croak. ‘Go to Hell you hag.’ 



Natia just laughed. ‘We are in Hell. Or at least you are pigslut.’  She grabbed Linsey’s face and squeezed, so the inside of Linsey cheeks scraged on  her teeth. ‘Listen to me. When you are taken to your Master you will be on all fours, like the pigslut you are. You will crawl to his feet; you will raise your ass high and kiss his feet. Then you will beg for his attentions. You will beg and offer your wo rthless slut’s body to him for his use and his pleasure. You exist only to please him and to serve with your body.’ 



Linsey’s mind was reeling as she tried to cope with both the fire of agony and the task of remembering what Natia was saying. It seemed so  garbled and so difficult. She would never get it right and they would torture her again. She sobbed, ‘Mistress. I will crawl. Lift my ass and kiss m.m.my M.M.Master’s f.f.feet. I will beg him t.t.to use m.m.me.’ 



Swoosh! Craaaaaaack! The crop seared into her belly and Linsey screamed. 

‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeaargh!   N.N.Noooo. Nnunnnghghhh G.G.God. No more.’ 



‘Then get it right slut.’ 



Linsey sobbed and sucked in much needed air, her face screwed up with the pain as she desperately tried to remember. Then haltingly she said. ‘Mistress, when I.I.I. am t.t.taken t.t.to my MM.MM.Master, I.I.I will be on all fours, like the pigslut I am.’ Inside she burned with shame, almost as unbearable as the agony of her whipped and scarred body. She cringed at the vile things she they were forcing her to say, but gritting her teeth she went on. ‘I will c.c.crawl to his f.f.f.feet; raise m.m.my ass high and k.k.k.kiss his feet. Then I w.will beg to be used. I will b.b.beg him t.t.to use m.m.my worthless slut’s body for his pleasure. I exist only t.t.to p.p.p.please him and to serve him with my body.’ 



Natia cackled then. ‘The slut is learning at last.’ She slapped Linsey’s breasts from side to side and went on. ‘These plastic, enhanced titties will soon be swelling hard with lust for your Master and he will enjoy your body. ‘ 



‘Y.Y.Yes M.M.Mistress.’ Linsey sobbed softly. 



‘You will learn … Now I will leave you here to think and rehearse.’ She leaned to Linsey’s ear. ‘There are microphones in here so you WILL rehearse, and you WILL be heard. If you don’t, then next time it will be the bull- whip that rips your hide from your body.’ 



Linsey felt her face pull into a mask of horror. God! Was there no end to their cruelty?’  



‘Understand pigslut?’ 



‘Y.Y.Yes M.M.M.Mistress I und…’  



Slaaap! Crack! Natia’s hand shook Linsey’s brain, as the blows landed on her face. ‘Just rehearse and rehearse. If you make a mistake in front of your Master you will find yourself having that infidel clit removed, and you will be eating it. Now think about that pigslut.’ 



Linsey heaved and gagged, as the horrific thoughts filled her mind. Her heart leapt about in blind panic as she tried to shut out the horror of possible circumcision. 

‘Nnunnnghghhh. Nooooo.  G.G.God!’ She sagged in her bonds, hovering near to unconsciousness. 



The there was a moments pause before another deluge of icy water pulled her back. ‘Rehearse slut. And keep all that in mind while you do. Or it’s the bull- whip.’ 



Mumbling slowly Linsey opened her mouth and began to recite her humiliating speech. Then she realised with a start, she was alone, in her cruel bondage, suffering the burning agonies and trying to marshal her thoughts, as she started her degrading mantra again. As she suffered alone, alone in her misery, .Linsey was sure she was going mad; 

 




*** 

 





Linsey had recited the words repeatedly, swallowing on a dry mouth, her body shaking with fear and shame, and she realised that soon she knew it by heart. She had forced it out repeatedly, gasping for breath, her muscles straining against  the horrific constraints of her tortured posture, the searing flaming pain on her front, and trying to keep her mouth wet to stop her lips and tongue swelling and cracking. She had no idea how long she had been chained here, couldn’t remember how many times she had been fed. All she could recall was a vague memory of someone coming into the terrible room, from time to time; sloshing water between her lips, followed by a thick, glutinous mess that she recognised as some kind of porridge. They had force- fed her, using a rubber funnel and now the tasteless, thick muck was lying like a rock in her stomach. She felt the foul gas in her belly swelling and she belched, feeling degraded and shamed, at this awful treatment. She felt like the animal they were treating her as. She knew she would fight them, but at the same time realised there was no point, at least not right now. She was theirs for the moment, and she had no escape. She had to accept, unwillingly, that she was a slave to them. So, fighting the shame and the degradation she intoned the mantra again.  ‘Master I am your worthless slut; your pigslut, your slave. I belong to you and I beg to be used. I beg you Master. Use my worthless slut’s body for your pleasure. 

This slave exists only to please you and to serve with my body, satisfying your every desire, my Master.’ 



It never occurred to Linsey that she had stopped stuttering as she gradually, and unwittingly accustomed her mind to her condition, to what she had to say, how she must act. She never even noticed that she had coloured the mantra with her own phrases. All she could do was to behave in a way that she thought would please them, to avoid more whippings and beatings. The sex would be vile, but it couldn’t be as terrible as the fierce agonies she had suffered thus far. 



So as she intoned the mantra, she could think only of being free from this strained, torturous bondage. God, even the degrading act of submitting to the filthy old Arab would be better than this harsh, agonising bondage. At least her  limbs would be free. 



Then with a start, Linsey realised that the old hag was back again, as she felt the rough hands stroking her back and hair. 



Linsey shivered in disgust, and winced, moaning as Natia’s hands went to her breast, aggravating the burning, bruises. 



‘I hope the pigslut means all these things she says.’ She cackled and grabbed Linsey’s breast to squeeze and pull and knead them, sadistically. 



‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeaargh!’ Linsey squirmed futilely. ‘M.M.Mistress Please no more.’ 



‘Silence slave, and recite your lines again. Properly. So I believe you mean them.’ 



Linsey groaned to herself and then, as convincingly as she could she began it all again. ‘Master I am your worthless slut; I am an infidel pigslut; your sex slave. I belong to you and this filthy pigslut begs and implores you to use her worthless body. I beg to be used. I beg you Master. Use my filthy body for your pleasure. This slave exists only to please you and to serve with my body, satisfying your every desire, my Master.’ 



Swooooooosh! Craaaaaaack!’ The crop cut deep into Linsey’s breast and she jumped to the limit of her constraints , her eyes starting out her veins like cords in her neck as the agony blasted through her tortured body. ‘Aieeaaaaarrrrghhhh. Arrrgh! 

Nuuunughhh.  Nuhhhhhhhnoooo!’  



‘That was nothing like the words I gave you pigslut.’ Craaaaaaack! 



‘Aieeerrrrggghhhh! Pleeeeease! Nooooo.’ 



‘Well it wasn’t right.’ Natia went on. ‘But I think our Master will be satisfied with it.’ She pinched Linsey’s nipples hard and cackled as her captive struggled again. ‘Our Master will revel in seeing his white slut degrade herself before him. So, you behave just 

like that and remember to put some feeling into it.’ She continued to paw over Linsey’s’ 

tender breasts. ‘Or I will have these fake, Western tits whipped raw and then cut off. Do you understand now pigslut?’ 



‘Oh God. Y.Y.Yes… Please let me serve him. Let me go so I can serve him. 

Please…’ Linsey could hardly believe what she was saying, but she knew it was what she had to say. She had to plead; give in. Make them believe. Anything was better than this. 

She must submit, to be released from this torment.’ 



Natia ignored her and laughed in her face, as she paused. ‘So how much did these fake monstrosities cost then slut? Hmmm.’ She  flipped the crop up and down across Linsey’s raw breasts. ‘A pretty penny I am sure.’ 



Sobbing, Linsey tried to speak. ‘Thh.thh.three th.th.thousand dollars, Mistress.’ 



Again, none to tenderly, Natia caressed the red, raw globes of flesh. ‘Well you were cheated slut. They are just huge globs of silicone filth. Decadent Christian slut!’ 

Craaaaaaack! The crop burned across the swollen breasts again. ‘What are you slut?’ 



‘A slave. God damn you!’ Linsey struggled to absorb the pain. ‘I’m a slave.’ She was shaking with terror and rage as she struggled again in her hopeless bondage. 



Natia laughed aloud and slashed the crop into Linsey’s belly. ‘At last the slut admits her true self?’ 



‘Damn you yes. You know I have to serve…. ’ 



Craaaaaaack! Craaaaaaaaaaack! The crop burned again and again. 



‘Aaaiiieearrrrgh! ‘ Linsey saw nothing but red mist as the pain shook her, squeezed her whole being and crushed her soul. She was ready to do anything to make this stop. But she would never actually submit to them. 



Natia  played around with Linsey’s tortured breasts gain. ‘You filthy slut. You tempt stupid infidel men with these fake tits. They are useless. They are not the real thing. What good are they?’ She cupped Linsey’s chin. ‘I think they should be removed altogether.’ She giggled sadistically and she fondled Linsey’s agonised breasts once more. 



Linsey shivered uncontrollably, her terror gripping her like a vice. ‘N.N.Noooo P.p.p.please no…’ 



‘You prick-teasing bitch. You’re not so clever now are you slut?’ 



Linsey shook her head, obediently praying that, if she complied, Natia would leave her be. ‘No Mistress… ‘ 



Swooooooosh! The crop howled through the air again. Craaaaaaack! 

Craaaaaaaaaaack! Swoooshh! Craaaaaaack! ‘No more dancing and displaying your pigslut body to men.’ Natia went on. ‘No more teasing and tempting them.’ Craaaaaaack! 

Craaaaaaack! ‘From now on you give out with it slut. You let your Masters whip your worthless, white hide and use you filthy infidel body, properly as a pigslut’s body should be used. You will feel a gorgeous Arab prick tearing into your virgin cunt, opening that hymen. You are nothing; just sex-fodder for our Master. Yes?’ Craaaaaaack, Craaaaaaack! 



The crop slashed repeatedly into Linsey’s breasts and belly, until she was continually sobbing and jerking, slobbering her saliva and her mucous dripping and mixing running down her front, melding with the sweat of her pain and suffering. 



Linsey was screaming, demented in her pain, as the onslaught continued. Her mind was floating in a morass of terror and she felt her bladder opening again, but nothing came. She was becoming dehydrated she knew, as a dull headache added its torment to the flaming, screaming agony in her belly and breasts. Surely, it would not be long now, before she died. She couldn’t stand this much longer. 



Sagging against the clutch of the chains now, Linsey had to suffer the constant strain on her wrists and hair. She no longer had the strength to support her upper body alone, and she knew she was finished. 



Natia seemed to know it to, for she spat into Linsey’s face, and then cut through her locks, allowing the half-conscious Linsey’s head to flop forward.  Then to Linsey’s 

immense relief she felt the chains loosened, as Natia lowered her and began to unbuckle her tortured, abused body form the beam. 



Linsey remembered little else, as suddenly two men, whom she had vaguely registered entering the room, manhandled her away from the wooden horse. She sighed and sobbed once, before she abandoned herself to blissful oblivion as they carted her away. 

 









Chapter Four: 





The pain was indescribable. Linsey knew she was screaming, but no sound was coming out. Gradually her senses returned and she began to shiver, as she felt the burning, fiery sensation on her belly and breasts. Her voice was cracking as she cried out, for release, almost praying for death as she recalled the insanely cruel whipping that the bitch Natia had administered to her. 



Linsey felt her spirits descend lower and lower as she realised she was still  in vicious, tight bondage, and slowly she felt the confusion lifting from her mind.  Then a jolt of fear as she remembered being taken room the other room by the two men. Little else had changed though, for she was still in bondage, but this time strapped to her back, with her legs high in the hair, her ankles fastened into iron manacles, her legs stretched out wide stretching her groin muscles, and exposing her sex completely. 



Then she realised what they had done to her. They had strapped her into a gynaecological chair, but for what purpose, she couldn’t imagine. For now, she had to accept they had put her here, left her and that eventually they would return. Her mind filled with dread as she reflected on that. They would return and God only knew what would happen then. 



She tried to shut it from her mind and blinked sweat from her eyes, trying to focus on the ceiling above. The room was dimly lit by wall lights, and she could just make out the grey stone ceiling above her. In the wash from the lights, she  could also make out the dull reflection of grey painted bricks. She lifted her head a little to look down her secured body, and then half choked as something tight squashed her throat, pressing into her skin under her chin. A tremor of shock went through  her as she realised there was something tight and unyielding about her neck. A metal collar! Damn them, they had put a cold metal collar round her throat! 



Then she forgot about that as her movements caused the reddened mess on her front to blaze into pain once more. She stifled a croaking groan of pain and blinking away tears; she looked down, and then gasped in horror. Her whole front was one reddened, swollen mess of welts and livid bruises. Here and there, some of the lashes had broken the skin so that dried blood marred her once flawless skin. The crop had done its gory work, and the bitch Natia hadn’t spared an ounce of energy. God, Linsey thought in horror, she would never heal properly. She would be scarred for life after that beating Linsey sucked in a gasp of pain as another wave of agony went through her, the burning seeming as if it would burst into flame. She bit her lips hard, trying to will the agony to subside, and sobbing, she turned her head towards what looked like an iron door to her right. 



Then her heart jumped again as she felt the roughened surface inside the collar chafing her neck. The terrifying realisation hit her. The collar’s design was intentional and she had better keep her head still, or her throat would be in as much a mess as her body was. Oh God…What was happening to her? When would these demented people let her go? Surely, they knew they couldn’t get away with all of this. 



She was fretting herself into a highly nervous and terrified state and in moments, she was covered  in sheen of perspiration, the salt in her sweat aggravating the red-raw welts on her belly and breasts. She was sweating ands shivering alternately, as the moisture dewed on her skin, to cool in the chilling air of this horrible room. 



She willed herself to be calm as she realised that too much movement only made things worse. What they were going to do to her next she had no idea, but she knew that it was not going to be pleasant for her. These bastards seemed to think they could treat her as they wished. Then her heart sank further as she acknowledged that they could do just that; just as they wished. It didn’t matter to them that they were treating her like an 

animal; that she had rights. They had her here, in their power. She must obey them or be tortured and whipped. 



The memory of what Natia had taught her surfaced and, almost as if conditioned, she started to mumble. ‘I am a slave Master. A worthless slut; your slave, I offer my slut’s body to you Master…..’ 



Craaaaaaaaaash!’ The room echoed to the sound of the door as it opened wide and smashed into the wall. 



Linsey jumped in fright, as and then wailed out as, with the sudden movement, her agonies started again. Then she forgot the pain, and terror took over again as she realised that the perverted, evil Natia had come into the tiny prison. 



Natia wasn’t alone. There was a naked girl with her, and Linsey’s eyes widened in disbelief as she took in the sight of the gorgeous girl. An obvious slave, the girl was white-skinned, with long blonde hair, and  a gorgeous, figure. She was equally as beautiful, as Linsey and she carried herself proudly walking erect with her gorgeous breasts out thrust, her hands behind her waist, obviously secured there. Around her slender neck, there was a leather collar about four inches deep, and at the front of the collar a gold ring glinted. Attached to the ring, was a small golden key. 



But it was the jewellery that the girl wore that took Linsey’s attention.   Gold and silver jewellery the like of which Linsey had never seen.  A large ring of at least three inches in diameter, dangled from the girl’s nose. The bright golden ring hung over the girl’s mouth in a large ‘O’, encircling her full, soft red lips.  It didn’t end there for the girl had also suffered the indignity of having her nipples pierced, and golden rings hung from each erect, hard nipple, connected by a loop of golden chain that rested over her diaphragm. As if that wasn’t enough, her navel had been pierced and a large, glittering diamond had been forced into her flesh. Then beneath the navel and across the front of her slightly swelling belly, a half circle of smaller rings, all pierced into the delicious flesh, in a neat line. From each of these rings a filament of fine gold chain hung, swinging freely against the tender flesh as the girl moved, the fine links barely concealing her sex-mound. 



Then Linsey gasped in horror as she got a closer view of the girl’s large, well-shaped mound. There was no pubic hair! Her sex had been shaven clean, just like a young  girl’s. Linsey’s eyes almost popped from her head as she then saw the other horrific thing the girl suffered. Her sex had been sewn up; sewn up tight, with gold chain. 

Directly above the girl’s tortured mound, at the base of her belly, Linsey could see, a wicked, red-raw brand, a deep, burned in crescent. 



Even in the dim light, Linsey could see the reddening around the brand, which must have been recent. Around the piercings where the chain closing her slit, vanished into the girl’s flesh, there was more red, puffiness. Below her mound, dangling between her creamy soft thighs, Linsey saw the small golden padlock attached to the ring, which closed the chain and the girl’s genitals completely. Now Linsey realised the purpose of the key at the girl’s neck. It was clear that no one would have access to this girl without using the key beneath her chin. 



Linsey was given no more time to appraise this fascinating, but bewildering sight, for the pair walked straight up to her. 



Natia looked down at Linsey and chuckled sadistically. ‘You saw the slave Elena?’ Natia licked her lips. ‘Delicious little slut isn’t she?’ 



Linsey could do nothing but gape at Natia, as a horrific notion formed in her mind. 



Natia turned to the slave with her, and ran her hands over the soft flowing curves of the girl’s hips and thighs. 



The girl groaned in pleasure, an almost ecstatic expression on her face. 



‘A well trained slut too.’ Natia said. ‘Knows her place, and fulfils it properly. Just as you will, in time.’  

 

Linsey‘s mouth was opening and closing ineffectually as she tried to understand fully what was being said to her. 



Natia went on. ‘That’s right slut. Think about it. That is what is to be done to you.’ She pointed to the shining, adornments in the girl’s flesh. ‘All of these things.’ She stroked Linsey’s soft fuzz of pubic hair. Starting with the removal of this filthy mess.’ 



Linsey’s face pulled into a mask of horror and she tried to shake her head, wincing at the sudden pain from the abrading surface inside the collar. ‘Ughhhhh God. 

N.n.n.nooo…  Mistress N.n.n.nooo.  P.p.p.please N.n.n.nooo.’  



‘No use whimpering slut. You are one of Master’s slaves now.’ She sneered at Linsey. ‘Untrained and of little use yet, but at least you will be made to look the part.’ 

Natia giggled a little then and snapped her fingers. 



Immediately the blonde slave moved and Linsey realised that her hands weren’t chained behind her at all. They were free and as she brought her arms to the front Linsey saw the bowl of lather and the open razor that the girl was holding. 



Linsey struggle against the restricting collar and the metal ankle cuffs. But it was hopeless. She couldn’t move from this damn chair. She knew what the woman was going to do, and she began to wail, ‘Nuhhhhhgggoooooooo. Nnnuunnnnoooohh. Pleeeeease No Mistress. Not that. Please Mistress. I don’t want to be shaven there.’ 



‘Who gives a damn what you want pigslut. I just told you. You will be like the other slaves and we start by shaving that Christian cunt. We want it nice and smooth so you’ll be wholesome and clean, ready for your Master to fuck as and when he pleases.’ 



Linsey sucked in a sudden breath as the evil woman took the shaving brush and daubed a liberal amount of lukewarm lather all around Linsey’s parts, and over her lower belly. Natia worked the lather into creamy foam, none to gently, shoving the coarse bristles carelessly between Linsey’s sore, burning labia, and smothering her shapely mound with the stuff. Then she took the razor, and for a moment held it beneath Linsey’s nose. 



Linsey sucked in a terrified breath and tried to still her pounding heart, control her quivering body, as she felt the keen edge inflict the tiniest nick into the base of her septum. Warm blood flowed down her upper lip and she could taste the coppery, salty tang of it as Natia grinned at her. ‘Any more resistance, causing me to bodge this job, pigslut and I slice your nose right off. Understand me?’ 



‘Unnghhhhh hghhh! Ohh M.M.My G.G.G.God… Y.y.y.yes M.M.M..Mistress.’ 



‘Good.’ Natia took the razor  away and grinned. ‘Now keep still, and just suck your own blood pigslut. It will stop soon enough.’ She giggled. ‘Just pray to your God I don’t slip and cut you somewhere else.’ Giggling still, she tickled at Linsey’s clit and teased it. 



Linsey squirmed,  shocked at the woman’s soft touch and at the thrill coursing through her; followed by shame and degradation as she tried to shut out the truth. It had been a moment of pleasure, soon to be lost in a morass of humiliation and suffering. 



Natia began to shave the trembling Linsey. ‘Keep still you stupid slut, or I will be damaging you. Master wouldn’t like that.’ She cackled ‘He will want to do that himself if he has a mind to.’ Ignoring Linsey’s trembling, she carefully smoothed the razor over Linsey’s mound. 



Linsey could hear the rasp as it took away the soft, blonde tangle of hair, and she swore she could feel a draught around her parts, as the smooth coolness of the wicked blade did its work, baring her virgin mound to the air. 



Natia paused for a moment  as she wiped the razor. Then spoke to the other slavegirl. ‘See this little one. Come and see this pigslut’s clit. Remind yourself of what your infidel cunt looked like before it was sewn and made fit for your Master.’ 



The girl obeyed and moved close and Linsey, mortified with embarrassment, felt her cheeks flaming with blood as the girl bent over to examine her. 



Natia chuckled. ‘Go on little one. Taste that clit with your tongue, tickle it. And remember when you had one, and how it felt.’ 

 

‘Yes Mistress.’ The girl answered a slight tremble of regret in her voice. 



Natia gave an evil giggle as the slave obeyed. The girl even let out a soft moan of ecstasy, as she bent to Linsey’s half shaven cunt. The tip of the girl’s tongue reached out and licked softly at Linsey’s clit, causing her to squirm in her bondage, flushing with shame as she tried to suppress the enforced thrill of pleasure. 



The girl licked and sucked harder, forcing Linsey, against her will, to start juicing up. Sucking harder the girl pulled more juice from the captive slave Linsey, before Natia suddenly pushed the girl away again and said. ‘Now kiss the slut. Let her taste her own filthy musk.’ 



Still moaning in her feigned pleasure the girl obeyed and Linsey was suddenly overcome by the heady aroma of expensive perfume as the lovely girl’s lips touched hers softly, the eager, velvety tongue forcing its way between her lips. 



Linsey held back her sobs as she realised there was a hot burning at her crotch and she felt the flush of pleasure rus hing up to her breast and neck as the gorgeous girl tenderly kissed her lips and caressed her neck, soothing her as Natia went on with her shaving  of Linsey’s shapely mound. 



Each time Natia had to part Linsey’s sex lips she chuckled as she made filthy insulting remarks to the other girl. ‘See how the hot little American slut responds to a woman’s touch.’  She tweaked Linsey’s clit hard and suddenly the slave was kissing harder, passionately, holding Linsey’s head tight as she invaded her mouth deeper with her tongue. ‘Is this pigslut going to be any use to her Master? Will she please him as much as she seems to please a filthy little Christian bitch like herself?’ Relentlessly Natia stroked and fondles Linsey’s newly shaven cunt. Probing with harsh fingers, smearing juices between Linsey’s thighs, and all over her responsive clit; a clit that, despite Linsey’s denial, was becoming proud and hot, a she was obliged to submit to the titillation. 



Linsey mind was full of a mixture of emotions; shame, rage humiliation and strange lust, as the two women worked on her defenceless body. She was desperately trying to resist, knowing that Natia was forcing her to an orgasm. The girl continued sucking and kissing Linsey’s lips, as Natia shaved and cleaned every trace  of hair and soap from around Linsey’s wet slippery cunt. 



Then Natia stopped, and set aside the razor. Unceremoniously she wiped Linsey’s tingling, shaven cunt. Straightening up she said, ‘Finished.’ Then there was a sudden loud Slaaaaaap! 



The other slave girl squealed aloud and straightened up from Linsey’s defenceless, trussed form, then screamed again as once more, as again, Natia’s palm smashed into her buttocks. The girl moved back from Linsey, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. 



Even Linsey’s half-blurred eyes could see the glistening moistness around the horrid, golden chain that held the girl’s mound tight closed. The girl’s own juices were leaking from the shaven and tightly sewn labia, to trickle slowly down her shapely thighs. 



Natia pulled the girl towards her, and grabbed her wet mound, pulled up on the large nose-ring, to expose the girl’s mouth. Then, squeezing the slave’s mound hard, she placed a long hot kiss on the girl’s lips. Then she pushed the wretched girl away and snapped. ‘Get a mirror slut.’ 



The girl obeyed instantly and went to a dresser against the wall, hurrying back with a small mirror. 



Natia grabbed Linsey’s hair and pulled her head up, as the slavegirl held the mirror to her sex. ‘Look pigslut. See how much better that looks?’ 



Linsey trembled as she looked at her own genitals, and her insides curled in embarrassment and shame as she saw the unfamiliar sight of her shaven mound. She caught a sob in her throat, as she realised she looked just like a girl again, and she mewled slightly as felt the shame again. She shook her head in denial, but the strange cool feeling, the slight aggravation from the razor, told her it was not imagined. . 

 

Then Natia’s voice grated in her ear. ‘Once we have that filthy slit, sewn shut, just like this little slut’s, it will be the ideal present for your Master.’ She giggled. ‘After this slut has unfastened you with her teeth, it will be so much easier for His Highness Prince Saleem to open.’ 



Linsey was shivering in horror as she tried to accept what Natia had just said. 

They were going to sew her vagina up! And all those rings! Oh God! She would look just like that poor girl. She began to whimper, ‘P.p.p.please. M.M.M..Mistress…’ 



Slaaaaaaaaaaap! 



Natia’s hand smashed across her face. ‘How many more times slave? Keep your mouth shut, or damn you I’ll have it sewn shut when we sew up that infidel cunt.’ 



She leaned closer, and if you still make noises, I’ll tear out the stitches and have your tongue ripped out.’ 



Linsey’s eyes widened until she thought they would pop and she was shivering uncontrollably as she tried not to think about the horrific details Natia had relished in giving her. God, Linsey, thought, as she tried to stem her rising panic. Oh dear God, she really believed these people would do all these things. 



Natia giggled and ran a hand over her belly. ‘Now keep quiet, or that is what will happen and then… Well, without a tongue to pleasure your Master you will be of no use to him, so you’ll be harnessed to a plough.’ Natia giggled again. ‘Or maybe a trotting gig. 

Even worse little infidel bitch, you could spend the rest of your miserable life chained to an oar on the Royal Barge.’ She squeezed Linsey’s’ nipple ignoring the mewling of pain. 

‘And that wouldn’t be pleasant at all. The barge slaves are kept fit; used everyday, for eight or twelve hours.’ She tweaked Linsey’s nipples again. ‘They even have races and the losers are flogged by the whip masters, to ensure the sluts pull harder, and win next time.’  She squeezed Linsey’s breast and twisted them viciously. ‘You understand now infidel pig?’ 



‘Aiieeoow! Arrrrghhhhhhhh! Y.Y.Yes M.Mistress…’ Then, Linsey could only nod, as her mouth suddenly dried and her tongue seemed to be stuck to the roof of her mouth, as wild imagined pictures formed in her head; imagining what it must be like to be chained to an oar all day long. 



She quickly had those thoughts banished from her mind, as the door crashed open again, and a tall figure strode into the room. Immediately the other slavegirl dropped to the floor, bowing her head low, and presenting her naked, shapely arse towards the man who had entered. 



The wretches’ gesture was ignored, and even Linsey, in her dazed, shocked state could sense that the girl had acted instinctively. Clearly, that was what slavegirls did in the presence of their Masters and Mistresses; and they did it without question and without needing a command. 



Linsey shuddered and tried to stop imagining how many whippings and other tortures the girl must have suffered  to bring her to that state of instant, obedient, submissiveness. Then Linsey herself trembled again. She would have to perform and behave just like that. If she didn’t, she would be beaten into submission. Her only release would be death, if she couldn’t find a way to escape these monsters and have them bought to book. 



Natia smiled and opened her arms welcoming the arrival. ‘Ah Basim. You have come to see the white slut you abducted for His Excellency.’ 



The man smiled, and Linsey felt her heart jump as she realised he was white, a tall, good- looking, man, who seemed so out of place here. 



Natia sneered at Linsey, ‘This is Basim. He is one of the Sheiks many black whip masters.’  She sniggered. ‘Basim also happens to be an American.’  



The man smiled down  at Linsey. ‘Aye little one, and you would do well to remember I’ve had hundreds of slavegirls pass through my hands. Don’t make the mistake that Elena here made. She was stupid enough to think that because we were both Americans I would hold favours for her. ‘He shook his head. ‘For you no favours either.’ 

He walked over to Linsey and looked her.  Smiling softly he caressed her belly and hips, allowing his strong fingers to slide over her mound, to tease and separate the labia. 

‘Hmmmm. A good job Natia. I think the Prince will enjoy using this one.’ He grinned down at Linsey. ‘They call us infidels, little one.’ He shrugged. ‘Even me, and I daren’t even set foot in America without the protection of the Sheik.’ 



Linsey was trying to sort out her whirling thoughts. Who was this man? From what he’d said, he was clearly on the run. She groaned to herself as she realised that whatever his crime, it would have something to do with his allegiance to these monsters. 



He stared at her. ‘Well, I must admit, you are a beauty. I’m quite envious of the Prince.’ He smiled and caressed her face. 



Linsey blushed, trying to hold down the urge to surrender to the caress. Damn them. They had abducted her and they would make the rest of her life a misery if she didn’t escape. He had made no bones about things. There was no point in looking to him for help, even though he was a fellow westerner. He was as bad, if not worse than they were. 



Still caressing her defenceless body, and her freshly shaven genitals, he used his right hand to squeeze in her cheeks in tightly. He stared at her. ‘Put out your tongue slut.’ 



Linsey was suddenly feeling a mixture of emotions as this man caressed and played with her. She loathed the idea, and the things he was talking about were filling her with dread and horror. God, surely they couldn’t be serious about all this depravity. It all filled her with disgust and shame, but she had to admit he was a handsome man. 



He was darker skinned than the usual Caucasian, but that would be the sun. He was tanned enough to pass for an Asian, except his strong features spoke more of the warlike European races. His face was ruggedly chiselled and he emanated a delightful scent of cologne. His eyes were blue and piercing and Linsey could tell he would be firm bodied and lithe. God she had to admit, had she met this man at a party, she would have been willing to make a play for him. 



But this was different, he looked on her as a slave, as nothing. Just a beast to use as he felt. Again the shame flooded her body and  he tried not to cry, as she obeyed, putting her tongue out tentatively. 



Keane grabbed it and pulled it right out, causing her to struggle and retch. But his grip was sure, her tongue was dry, and he managed to pull so hard she feared that if he didn’t soon let go he might drag her tongue out from its roots. 



He ignored her obvious discomfort and smiled. ‘A long, long tongue Natia. The Prince will like that. She’ll be able to get well inside a man to clean him. What do you think Natia?’ 



Natia giggled. ‘Oh  yes Nick. She would indeed, and how nice it would be to make her do it. Even persuade her Infidel soul that it would be a taste from her Master, a taste she should crave.’ She was carefully wiping the last of the foam from Linsey’s privates, and she said. ‘It also looks like a tongue that I will enjoy seeing pierced. We could chain it to her collar. Keep it out to stretch for a day or so, dry it and make it longer, as a toilet slave’s tongue should be Saleem?’ 



‘Yes, but that does not always work Still, it’s a good way of teaching a slave to stand pain, and put her in her place. It will be done after I have ravaged her worthless body.’ He leered at Linsey. ‘My first virgin too. Indeed my honourable father has done me proud.’  He tugged on Linsey’s tongue aga in and twisted it. ‘I shall enjoy ripping deep into your filthy wet, cunt and opening your ass little one.’ He chuckled. ‘And after that I shall take your sweet sluttish mouth and fill your belly with my seed, you will drink and eat much more; whatever I choose to give you.’ He loosed her tongue. ‘Ah yes Christian slut, I am looking forward to bedding you. I will open your body in more ways than you ever imagined. He patted her cheek softly. ‘Now I leave you to the tender care of Natia. She will look after  you.’ With that, he turned away and strode from the room, slamming the door shut as her left. 

 

Natia’s evil chuckle sounded. ‘Oh yes little slut. I shall look after you all right.’ 

She leaned over Linsey’s face, so there was the sudden blast of stale garlic and sour breath. ‘That’s after the party. Assuming everyone will be able to perform. ‘She tweaked Linsey’s cunt and clit. ‘So your opening might be delayed a little.’ She giggled again. 

‘Either way, your opening is something you will never forget.’  She  nodded towards the other girl, ‘And this slut will tell you, from experience, that what we are going to do next is something you’ll never forget either. . She pulled the girl towards her using the ring in the wretched slave’s nose, yanking, ignoring her sudden yelp of pain. ‘Is that right slut?’ 

She held tight to the ring as the girl sank to her knees, pulling the lovely head upwards. 



‘Yes Mistress.’ The girl intoned, forced to gaze up at the sadistic woman. ‘Yes Mistress. That is correct.’ 



Natia sneered at Linsey, as she shook the girl’s head, using the ring, giggling as the girl tried to smother her yelps of pain. She looked down at the slave. ‘Maybe you should show this bitch how a slave really behaves. Show her just what we can make you bitches do; what she will be made to do.’ She loosed the ring. ‘Now slut. Do doggy’. 



Immediately the girl started to crawl around the room, yelping and whimpering, like a small dog, then scrabbling up to Natia’s legs to paw and beg like an animal, snuffling her face inside the woman’s robes, clearly seeking Natia’s sex, panting and yapping, just like a pet. Then she was nuzzling in among the folds of the woman’s robes licking the woman’s thighs, as she tried to get to the crone’s sex. 



Natia, pulled her head away, and stroked her face. 



The girl immediately nuzzled the gnarled fingers as the evil crone stroked and petted her, before pulling her head upwards by her nose ring and rewarding the wretched slave with a treat she had taken from inside her dress. 



The girl sat back on her haunches and contentedly chewed in the treat. 



Natia ignored her, turning to Linsey. ‘That is how you will be behaving soon believe me slut.’ 



Linsey was shivering in terror and she knew she was gaping, wide-eyed in disbelief at what she had  witnessed. Oh God! No… Never would she humiliate herself like that. She’d die first. 



The harridan sniggered as she looked at Linsey. ‘Oh believe me infidel. I know what you are thinking.’ She shook her head. ‘Have no fear, you WILL do these things, and more.’ She cackled. ‘We have barely started.’ She looked at the other girl who had now curled herself up on the floor, like a sleeping dog. ‘See the bitch still behaves like a dog. She has yet to be ordered back to her feet.’ Natia glanced at Linsey again. ‘That is instant, obedience. Ingrained in her with the whip, the goad and the hot iron. She learned, just as you will slut.’ Then Natia turned away and snapped at the other girl again. ‘On your feet infidel. Fetch me the nose punch.’ 



The girl got to her feet instantly. ‘Yes Mistress.’ She hurried away to a cupboard across the room. 



Linsey almost fainted away as she heard that. Oh dear God! ‘M.M.M..Mistress. 

P.P.Please. No Please… Not that. You can’t’. 



Slaaaaaaaaaaap! 



‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeeow!’ Linsey felt the tears springing to her eyes and she could barely see as she heard Natia’s cruel voice. ‘Shut you infidel mouth slut. All slaves wear a ring in their nose. Why should you be any different?’ 



‘B.B.But M.M.Mistress. I, I …’ 



Slaaaaaaaaaaap! The noise sounded around the room again, and screaming Linsey tried to still the display of lights in her head as the blow rocked her head, stung her cheek and rattled her teeth together. 



The sooner you shut your mouth slut, the sooner I can get this done.’ 



The slave girl had hurried over from a large chest by the door, and she handed Natia a large steel contraption, like a pair of pliers. 

 

Linsey felt her eyes widen I horror as she saw the pliers and the small tube Natia was screwing into one of the jaws. Linsey let out a scream as she recognised the leather punch for what it was.. 



‘Aaieeeeeee! Mistress Nooooo Please….’ 



Slaaaaaaaaaaap! Natia said nothing but merely raised her hand again threateningly. Then she said to the other girl. ‘Fasten the slut’s head and hold it still.’ 



‘Yes Mistress.’ The girl moved quietly behind Linsey, and then before there was time for protest, she pulled up the ends of a leather belt, attached to the headrest of the chair. Deftly, she fastened the broad belt around Linsey’s forehead tightening it, so Linsey was no longer able to roll her head from side to side. 



Then Natia leaned over Linsey and held the pliers under her nose. ‘A two inch ring for you slut.’ She held the pliers so Linsey could see it. Then, as Linsey opened, her mouth to scream Natia stuffed a filthy, smelly piece of rag in her mouth, effectively gagging her. ‘Bite on that infidel. It might save your tongue from being bitten through.’ 

She grinned into Linsey’s wide, fear filled eyes. ‘I can’t say this will hurt me more than it will you pigslut.’ She tweaked Linsey’s nose. ‘Because it won’t. In fact, I warn you pigslut. It really will hurt you. More than you can imagine. And I shall enjoy doing it.’ 

Again, she grinned sadistically. ‘What do we think of that then infidel pigslut?’  



‘Mmmmnggssssttt. Phffghghhhgffph! Nnnununnununngh! ‘ 



‘I get the message slut.’ Natia grinned. ‘But I am still going to pierce that nose of yours.’ 

 









Chapter Five. 





Linsey shuddered in terror, and let out a frightened gasp, that breached even the muffle of dirty rag that Natia had stuffed in her mouth. Natia's assistant grabbed hold of Linsey’s nose, forcing slim, strong fingers into her nostrils and yanking her nose open, pulling the flesh upwards to give Natia full access. 



Natia paused in the act of testing the fit of the punch in the jaws of the pliers. 

‘Silence pigslut. I haven’t touched you yet.’ Smiling nastily, the woman tightened the punch in its housing and then held up the pliers for Linsey to see once more, giggling as the terrified captive shuddered and shook, tears streaming from her eyes, sobbing into the dirty rage. 



Natia leaned forwards. 



Linsey felt the cold metal inserted each side of her septum, and then felt the pressure as the woman slowly squeezed. 



‘Uunnghghghghghgghhhhh Nnununnnnnnognnghghgh!  Oooohhnnnghhh! 

Arrghhhhh!’  Linsey was struggling to move away but the strap around her head and the other girl’s grip made this impossible. Slowly the pressure increased and Linsey, beside herself with terror, had the vague realisation that this was Natia’s way, part of her sadistic nature, Instead of piercing quickly and getting the evil job done, she took a long time over it, making her victim’s terror and pain all the more profound. 



Now Linsey’s eyes were streaming, tears running from between her screwed up lids. She was sobbing into the rag, as the pressure gradually increased and she felt the sting of the metal punch cutting slowly, but inexorably, through the gristly cartilage. 



Linsey could refrain no longer and she opened her mouth wide, spitting out the rag. ‘Aiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeearggh!’ Her protracted screams rag around the room, but Natia seemed oblivious as with a final, vicious squeeze, she pressed the cutter right through. 

Then, regardless of Linsey’s struggling in her restraints, she wriggled the pliers around a little, as she made sure the piece of gristle was completely detached; the septum fully pierced. 



Warm, sticky blood ran down Linsey’s upper lip, and into her mouth staining her white teeth, turning her frothing spittle pink, as she screamed again. 

‘Aieeeeaaahhhhhhgggh! Aaaaaaieeeeeee!’  



Natia ignored the struggling agonised Linsey, and calmly removed the pliers, to inspect the cutter. She smiled evilly as she removed the tiny piece of tissue that had been impressed into the tiny circle of the cutter. Then grinning evilly, she held the bloodied gristle up and said to the other slavegirl. ‘Here slut. Come! A tit-bit for you. Come beg.’ 



Linsey was almost unconscious and whimpering now, as the worst of the agony subsided. Sobbing, swallowing the mess of blood and spittle, trying not to throw up, she could only watch in morbid fascination as the girl crawled to Natia, and then begged like an animal. 



Natia, chuckling to herself, fed the tiny morsel of gristle and patted the girl’s head as the slave swallowed the piece of flesh, apparently without concern. 



Linsey could hardly believe this was not some wild, unbridled nightmare. 

However, the agony and the blood told her otherwise. 



Then Linsey was coughing and spluttering as suddenly Natia slapped a cloth over Linsey’s face, a wet flannel smelling strongly of disinfectant. The woman sponged the worst of the bloodied mess from Linsey’s mouth and nose and then inspected the fresh wound. She nodded satisfactorily, and Linsey felt cold metal being forced through the hole. Again, Linsey shrieked out with the pain, as the woman tugged on the ring. There was a final click, as snapped the thing shut. Then the cold feel of the metal draping over her upper lip, as the ring fell forwards. 

 

‘There pigslut. Ringed for good. ‘ She cackled the, ‘You’ll find your Master has many uses for that ring . She snapped her finger to the other girl again, ‘Get the pig’s tongue out slut, and hold it still.’  



Linsey stiffened and her eyes widened again in terror. Oh God NO! Nooooo Mistress!’  



Slaaaaaaaaaaaaap! Whaaaaaackk’ 



‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeeow.’ Linsey screamed out as the woman’s’ hand rattled across Linsey’s face, twice, jarring her mind and clicking her teeth together. ‘ 



‘Silence pigslut.’ She said. ‘I want that tongue out so I can pierce it.’  



Linsey clamped her jaws shut trembling in fright, but still managed to shake head. 



Natia just smiled casually, and inspected the pliers still held in her hand.  She shook her head again and snicked the  pliers together a couple of times. Then she spoke to the slavegirl. ‘You know what to do slut?’ 



‘Yes Mistress.’ The girl moved quietly back behind Linsey, to stand just out of the hapless girl’s gaze. 



Casually, Natia grabbed Linsey’s left nipple and squeezed hard pulling it out, then quickly snapping the pliers shut, cutting another hole in Linsey’s flesh. 



‘Aieeeeargghhh! Ugnnghghg!’  Linsey’s mouth was wide as she screamed and then her cries were suddenly stifled, as the girl grabbed her fear-dried tongue and pulled it out, hard, holding onto it tightly. 



Linsey was bucking and heaving against her bonds as Natia calmly went for the right nipple and without hesitation deftly punched yet another obscene hole through the soft, flesh of Linsey’s nipple. 



Struggling, trying to scream, Linsey was almost choking, as the girl held a tight grip on her tongue, despite the frantic struggles. Then Natia, her robes spattered with Linsey’s blood leaned over her. ‘You pigslut. You’ve ruined my robes. After this is done I will have you flogged for that.’ She looked at the other girl, ‘Now, have you got the slut’s tongue tight?’ 



‘Yes Mistress.’ 



‘Then don’t loose it.’  



As if prolonging the torment, the woman went to the cutters again and changed over to a smaller tool. Then grinning into Linsey’s contorted, terrified face she  place the pliers over the protruding tongue and snipped quickly, piercing another hole right through Linsey’s’ tongue. 



Now Linsey really screamed, her shrieks almost cracking her own ears as the unbearable pain sliced through her tongue setting fore to every nerve ending. The whole room spun as she felt suddenly sick, and she was barely able to breathe as she felt something cold and rough being threaded though the freshly made hole in her swelling tongue. Then she gagged and retched as Natia pulled hard, almost tearing Linsey’s tongue out at the roots as she yanked it down over Linsey’s chin. 



Natia grinned and bent to the tortured Linsey. ‘I have to keep your tongue out slut. Otherwise, it swells and chokes you. Now we don’t want that happening do we?’ 



Through the haze of pain, Linsey realised that a piece of chain had been threaded through her tongue, and she gagged again as she felt the evil woman fastening the chain to the ring, in the collar, just beneath her chin. 



Linsey’s mind was splintering. She was sure she would go mad. What were they thinking of? How would she eat, and even now she was being forced to breathe only through her nose, as her tongue started to swell, increasing her agony as the strain grew on the chain. 



Then Natia dropped the nose ring down over Linsey’s contorted mouth and bent to the fresh holes in her nipples. She glanced at the other slave. ‘Keep the pigslut’s airway clear. I don’t want her dying on me before she can be opened.’ 



‘Yes Mistress.’ The girl dabbed solicitously at Linsey injured mouth and nose cleaning the frothy mess of spittle and blood from he face. She bent to Linsey’s ear as she 

worked and whispered. ‘I’m sorry my sister. But this will heal and you get used to it I promise.’  



Craaaaaaack! 



The slavegirl yelped in pain and straightened up with a start as Natia smashed a piece of slim, steel chain across her hips. ‘Silence pigslut.’ 



Sobbing the girl nodded. ‘Yes Mistress.’ I’m sorry Mistress.’ 



‘You will be.’ Natia warned. ‘Try anything like that again and I will have you on the bastinado for a few hours. Understand infidel bitch?’ 



‘Yes Mistress. I understand.’  



Natia spat in the girl’s face, and turned away, knowing the slave dare not wipe the glob of saliva from her face. 



Natia ignored her and bent to Linsey’s bloodied and injured breasts. Natia took the chain she had use to whip the girl, and as if she was he was parcelling meat for the oven, threaded the chain through both Linsey’s nipples, and fastened the two ends together, to allow the double bight to hang down onto Linsey’s flat, smooth, but bloodstained belly. 



Linsey was now just sobbing quietly, suffering her pain, trying to put it from her mind. 



Natia sniggered at Linsey. ‘Just a little device we use to provide uplift.’ She cackled aloud as she gave the chain a couple of tugs, causing Linsey’s breasts to jiggle about, wrenching more cries from her victim. 



Ignoring Linsey’s discomfort, Natia said. ‘Now we just wait for the bleeding to stop and we prepare you for your Master to sew your infidel cunt shut, so no one but he can use you.’  



Linsey barely heard the woman as she felt the agony finally overtaking her, as she slid into blissful unconsciousness. 


**** 

 





A bucket of cold water shook Linsey into full awareness, and she immediately began to moan as the pain of the recent assaults on her body, the piercings, all began to run fires of pain through her. 



Natia was still there, but the slavegirl had gone. In her place, Saleem was standing near the chair, checking on the tight strapping that held Linsey motionless. 



Then Linsey screamed out a short desperate yell, her splather of blood and spittle spraying out over her fastened-down tongue. The pain of the tugging on her tongue was unbearable and she was grunting and snuffling, as she tried to swallow the excess saliva that was running all over her neck and upper chest, in a slimy oozy mess. Then another scream escaped her throat and more pain in her mouth as she saw the gold threaded ribbon that Salem had draped over his arm and the thick, steel needle he was holding up in front of her face. ‘ 



‘Now pigslut. I will be sewing your filthy American cunt shut tight. I want it done properly, and that means it will be done slowly.’ He tweaked one of Linsey’s freshly pierced nipples. 



‘Aiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuuunnnnnghhhh Arrhhhhhghhghghhhh! Arrrghhhieeeeeergh! 

Unnghhhhh Arrthhhhgggghhh!’  Her pleas were useless, even if hey could have understood what she was trying to say. 



Saleem’s hand smashed across her injured breast and she strained against her bonds as she felt fresh blood running down her belly, as the blow opened the fresh wounds again. ‘Shut you filthy mouth pigslut.’ Now, he was expertly threading the braided gold tape through the needle, and after adjusting the thread, he leaned over Linsey. He grabbed her lower jaw, squeezing her cheeks roughly, so the soft tissue in her mouth grated against her teeth. ‘And keep still. I don’t want to botch this. It must look neat.’ He loosed her chin and then examined her soft, fleshy mound. He stroked her clit softly, and then squeezed the sides of her full, shapely mound together, pushing them up 

and outwards. ‘See Natia, what a huge cunt this pigslut has. A big handful of filthy American flesh. ‘ 



‘Yes Saleem.’ Natia said, ‘And it smells of infidel, pigslut.’ 



‘Well the stink will be less when we have sewn it tight.’ 



Natia giggled. ‘I am looking forwards to seeing that slit closed Saleem.’ 



He laughed. ‘And I am particularly looking forward to watching the other American pig unfasten her when I am ready to fuck this animal.’  



Linsey was cringing inside, tears sliding from between her screwed up eyelids. 

The shame was filling her mind, and shrivelling her soul, and the pain on her stretched chained tongue was becoming unbearable. Oh, God why didn’t they kill her and be done with it, instead of talking about her as if she were some filthy animal not even worth their consideration. 



Then her mind exploded in pain again as the sadistic Arab pressed the needle against Linsey’s flesh, at the top of her sex. 



He chuckled as Linsey stiffened and tensed ready for the pain.  ‘That will be something I shall savour; the opening of a virgin American slut. By Allah I did not think there was any such thing as a virgin American of this pigslut’s age.’ He tweaked on Linsey’s clit again oblivious of her straining and heaving as she tried to still her heart and stop from crying out. 



Then he pressed the sharp needle in, slowly, ignoring Linsey’s shriek as the steel slid easily and neatly right through both of her labia. 



‘Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaeeeeeeeeeeeeiiiiiiiiiirgghhhhhhhhh!’  Her eyes bulged, the veins in her neck stood out like cords, as the pain consumed her. Her spittle and blood sprayed out again and once more the chain  in her tongue threatened to tear itself free, as she opened her mouth wide in her agony. 



It didn’t seem to worry the sadistic brute. He paused, and tightened the straps around Linsey’s belly, so she could barely suck in enough breath to scream. Then scream she did as she felt the cold, sharp needle go right through, and her hips bucked against the unbelievable pain. Then worse, as the coarse, braided ribbon was drawn through her freshly wounded flesh. 



Her eyes bulged; as though they would drop out of their sockets and her mouth widened in a prolonged scram as the pain went on and on, the sadistic Prince calmly sewing her mound shut, as if he was merely repairing a torn garment. 



Linsey’s cries were irrelevant to him as he tightened the braid, snipping off the ends, before tying off the first stitch, tight. Then the needle was inserted again, just a little lower… 


**** 

 





Linsey had no idea how long she suffered the pain and torture of this barbaric procedure, but suddenly he was done. She could feel the sides of her mound tightly held together, and there was a fire of pain in her labia where the braided ribbon aggravated the fresh, bleeding wounds.  Her head was swimming with pain and she was slipping in and out of full awareness as she vaguely heard the two monstrous sadists talking. 



‘See how the pig sweats. The stink is unbearable.’ The Sheik said. ‘You will have to hang her against the wall Natia and give her a hosing down. Then tomorrow, you will bring her to me, and I will see how she performs.’ He bent to Linsey’s clit and smelled it. 

‘At least that isn’t so bad as I thought.’ He said.’ Then he smiled wolfishly at Linsey. I might decide to let you keep that clit, pigslut. It all depends on how you please my guests, when we celebrate my Father’s birthday. So be warned. Fail to please and I will have your infidel clit removed, and fed to you in vinegar.’ He laughed aloud and turned away. 

‘I leave the slut to you Natia. Wash her down, and then cage her until I am ready for her.’ 

 









Chapter Six 





Natia had come for her. Uncaring of her discomfort, the woman had released Linsey from the chair, and cracking a thick cane across her ass, had forced her to her knees. Then without a word, the woman had hobbled her with a length of heavy chain between her ankles. Natia then attached a chain to the front of Linsey’s collar, pulling it downwards to a tight leather belt, fixed around Linsey’s waist. This kept her bent over, as she struggled along. Her nipples, still burned with the pain of her recent piercings, and  it was agonising, as her implants caused her breasts to swing awkwardly and painfully, beneath her bowed over torso. Natia had added to Linsey’s misery, by attaching the chain leash to the ring in Linsey’s nose and she tugged hard, upwards, forcing Linsey  to her feet. Then without a word she dragged the suffering Linsey towards the door, and out into the passageway. 



It was cool in the passageway, but that was small comfort to the suffering Linsey. 

Continually Natia tugged on the nose chain, shouting and bullying her helpless charge along the corridor. 



Linsey did her best to keep up with the woman, to lessen the pull on the chain, but it was so difficult. She scrabbled along as fast as she could, the hobble at her ankles threatening to pitch her over, onto  her face. She whimpered and sobbed. 

‘M.M.M.Mistress Please…’ 



Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttiaack! The chain slashed across Linsey’s shoulders. 



‘Aiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeearggh N.n.n.nooo! Arrrggggh!’ Linsey sobbed trying to soak up the pain, but it was relentless, and she struggled to prevent herself from swooning with the burning agony. 

Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttiaack! 

‘Aieeeeargghhh Nunnnnnnooohhhh Nooooohhhh. Please…’  



Natia ignored her. Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttiaack! Again the chain whistled into Linsey’s naked body. ‘Aieeeeargghhh! Ohnunununoooh! Pleeee...’ 



Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttiaack!. ‘Arrrggggh!’ There was no letting up. Almost with every step, Linsey heard the chain howling through the air. Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttiaack! 

Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttiaack! Repeatedly, the chain seared into her flesh, ripping around her body to cut into her front, catching her freshly pierced nipples, sending waves of sickening pain through her defenceless body. 



‘Shut up pigslut and hurry yourself.’ Natia tugged on the leash again, almost tearing the ring  from the raw wound in Linsey’s septum. More blood ran down her chin and she splathered again, a pinkish foam dripping from her mouth as she tried to swallow, hindered by the stud that had been placed in her pierced tongue, Linsey was feeling pain in almost every cell of her body. Her skin was red raw from Natia’s assault with the chain and her whip. Her nipples, nose, and her sex throbbed and bled freely as she was hurried along the passageway. 



Natia was unconcerned with Linsey’s suffering and each time she faltered, Natia would slash her whip into Linsey’s ass, spitting on her and cursing. ‘Come on. Get your infidel carcass moving. Hurry you filthy bitch. I don’t have time to waste.’ She tugged the chain again eliciting a howl from Linsey, and then turned her attention to Linsey’s legs, slashing the loose end into the suffering girl’s thighs. ‘Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttaack! 

‘Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttaack! 



‘Ooohhhhhhnnnnghh! Mistreessssss! P.P.Puh.Puh.puhleeeeasee. N.n.n.n.no! 

Arrrgh!’  The two blows sent shock waves of pain through her body and she almost fell. 



The chain whistled through the air again. ‘Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttaack! 

Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttaack! Swwiiiiiiiishhhhtttaack! 

 

‘Arrrgh!  Aieeeeeeeeeeeooowwww!’  Linsey felt as if her skin was aflame, as time after time, the chain stung and cut into her smooth, white flesh. Soon, she had no more tears to shed. Dry-eyed, but sobbing and whimpering she lengthened her step as far as the hobble would allow, and did her best to keep up with the evil Natia. 



Every so often, they would pass another slavegirl, or maybe one of the Palace domestics, but none of them seemed to pay any heed to what was happening to Linsey. It seemed to her that it was quite normal to move slaves through the Palace in this way. 

Nobody cared. She was a slave; an animal. What did it matter to anyone? 



Finally, they arrived at a large, ornate iron grilled door, draped on its inside with a white silken curtain. N 

Natia grabbed Linsey’s hair and pulled her to a sharp halt, shaking her, warning her to be still. 



In her misery, Linsey, obeyed, standing, crouched over, sniffling, trembling with fear, her teeth chattering as if she was cold. She could just see through into the bright room, to make out vague shapes moving about. 



Natia pushed the door open  and shoved Linsey through, so she staggered into the large, airy space, almost sprawling full- length on the tiled floor. Gathering her balance, and  staying on her feet, Linsey,  bewildered and shaking like a leaf in the wind, cast terrified glances about the room.  It was warm in here, a little fuggy, and she realised why as she saw the large oval, sunken bath in the centre of the room. Lined with finest marble, the bath was full of clear, blue water that was steaming slightly. Three or four black slave girls were laughing and splashing about in the water, but the instant Natia entered, they ceased their chatter and climbed straight out of the pool to kneel heads down on the floor facing Natia. ‘Greetings Mistress Natia!’ They said in chorus. 



Natia ignored the slaves, who remained motionless, clearly not daring to move or speak again. Kicking and tugging the struggling Linsey, she pulled her towards the pool. 




**** 

 

Saleem was ecstatic. He had enjoyed interviewing the new slave, checking her flesh, as he always enjoyed it. It put the sluts in their place, and let them know they were worthless. Tonight he would deflower the white bitch; the high and mighty Christian, the American pig who had insulted his Noble Father. He smiled to himself, a little ruefully. It was sad for his Father. The old man was impotent, barely able to raise a full erection. No one talked openly about it, but the fact remained. 



Then Saleem brightened. It was indeed an ill wind blew that no good for at least someone. A satisfied grin spread across Saleem’s swarthy face. His father’s problem meant he could not open a virgin himself. Someone had to do that for him, and as the eldest Son, Saleem had that honour and pleasure. 



Saleem sighed with contentment as he pondered on the American pig. She was quite petite, although her mound was as plump as that on a true voluptuous Arabian woman. The Christian slut’s mound was like a ripe peach. Made to give delight to a true man. Even so, that didn’t mean her filthy hole would be big enough to accommodate his huge cock, until the bitch had been stretched a few times. So, as the slut’s hymen split asunder, it would probably hurt him. He shrugged to himself. It would be a pain of triumph as the hymen gave way and the bitch became a true slave. He would relish her screams of pain as her cunt-blood ran. 



Saleem sighed contently and almost licked his lips at the idea of taking the bitch. 

He had deflowered women before of course, but always blacks, or Arabs. There had been pale-skinned Asians too and eve n Chinese, but the slut from America would be his first true, white virgin. And that she was indeed an American, would make it all the more sweet. Ah Yes, Tonight would be so special. He was going to enjoy this one. Absently he rubbed at his massive cock, as he felt it stir beneath his robes. 



Beside him was the slave girl Elena, who had assisted Natia to pierce Linsey. The girl sighed and stroked Saleem’s face as she gently removed his robe. Then she dropped 

gracefully to her knees before him and took his huge cock in her mouth, her fingers stroking his scrotum. Saleem sighed, pushing the girl away from him and picked up a short cane. Swooooooosher! Craaaaaaack! 



‘Aiieeeeaarghhhhhhh!  MM.MM.Master! N.n.n.no! please. No!’ Elena pleaded as she scrabbled on the floor, cowering beneath the cane. ‘Master, I have to clean your Noble person.’  



Saleem bent and grabbed her long hair to shake her. ‘Well just clean me. I will tell you when you may pleasure me for the honour of drinking my cum.’ 



‘Master. Please I am sorry.’ 



‘You will be infidel. Now get on with it. Clean me. And don’t make me cum or I will have you on the rack for a night.’ 



‘Y.y.y.yes Master. This slut apologises.’  Elena dropped her head low, trembling waiting for the blow of the cane. 



Swooooooosher! Craaaaaaaaaaack! ‘  



Elena just grunted as she absorbed the slash across her shoulders and then blinking away tears, she looked up at him. ‘M.m.may this s.s.slave clean you Master?’ 



For an answer, he grabbed her hair again and pulled her towards his  loins. ‘Just open your mouth, and get on with it.’ 



Trembling still, Elena took his huge cock in her small hands, and opened her soft full lips, to enclose the hardening cock. Then as Saleem stepped towards his bath, slave Elena moved along on her knees, crawling, keeping up with him and sucking hard on his shaft, already beginning the cleaning of his hot, hard shaft, her tongue rolling around the pulsing knob, swallowing the sweat and stale urine as she licked and sucked him clean. 




**** 

 

At that moment, Natia was pushing Linsey down to her knees beside the pool. 

Deftly she removed the belt from around Linsey’s waist, unfastened the chain that was bending her double, and then unshackled the hobble from her ankles.  Next, she walked around the kneeling, blushing slave and examined her. ‘Hmmmm. Not bad for an infidel.’ 

Grinning in Linsey’s face, she unclipped the leash form the ring in Linsey’s septum. ‘She kneels well, aye girls?’ 



‘Oh Yes Mistress Natia.’ The black girls giggled as they answered. 



Natia seemed in better humour and she said, ‘She bears a few bruises, but then Saleem will expect that.’ She giggled ‘besides adding a few more.’ She came to kneel in front of Linsey. She leaned close to the trembling girl and then grabbed her hair, to pull her close, so she could lick Linsey’s left cheek, dragging her tongue all along the side of Linsey’s face, up to the hairline. The Natia grimaced. ‘She tastes sour. Just as I expected from a Christian pig.’   



Linsey held back a sob as Natia went on. ‘Look at her. All sewn up and ready for Master to open like a ripe fruit.’ Then to humiliate Linsey further, Natia felt between Linsey’s legs and sniggered as she wormed her fingers through Linsey’s thighs, and started to play with  Linsey’s tight puckered anus and her sore, aching, sewn- up cunt. 



The black slavegirls sniggered, as they watched the humiliation of their fellow slavegirl. ‘Oh Mistress. The arrogant, American bitch will learn well. Just as we did Mistress.’  



Natia smiled evilly and nodded as she played insistently with the helpless Linsey’s parts. 



The girls even began to lick their lips, in anticipation as they watched. 



Then Natia glowered at them slightly, and understanding immediately what their Mistress wanted, they started softly growling with lust  and gradually gave in to their mounting desire. They began to rub themselves, and soon were cuddling and caressing one another, licking and kissing as they gently massaged themselves, pausing now and then to watch Mistress Natia toying with the new slut. 

 

The woman was clearly trying to degrade Linsey even more as she stroked a finger across Linsey’s sewn cunt; again, harder this time causing Linsey to wince as the finger aggravated the fresh wounds.  ‘If you need to pee slut, we have inserted a tube into your hole. Just enough to let your stinking waste run out.’ She sniggered and traced her fingers around to Linsey’s tight puckered anus. Then she shoved hard, and rammed her finger deep into Linsey’s ass. 



‘Aieeeeargghhh!’ Linsey arched backwards at the  sudden intrusion, then gasped again as Natia dragged her finger out quickly. She ignored Linsey’s sobbing and inspected her finger. 



‘Hmmm… Almost clean.’ She grabbed Linsey’s face in her hand squeezing her cheeks in so Linsey felt her teeth scraging the inside, bruising the delicate tissue. It seems you emptied yourself slut. That is good.’ She shoved her finger against Linsey’s lips. 

‘Now clean it slut. I don’t want to smell infidel shit on my hands.’ 



Linsey heaved and retched, as she realised what Natia was telling her to do, and she shook her head. No… No, I won’t… I woo…’ 



Slaaaaaap! 



Linsey’s world dissolved into a firework display as Natia clouted her across the head. Then Linsey felt the sudden, vicious yank on her hair as her head was jerked upright, a million needles of pain lacing her scalp. 



Natia hissed in her ear, ‘Suck it clean bitch. Now. Or it’s the bull- whip.’ 



Whimpering, gagging and heaving Linsey forced herself to shut out the reality of what she had to do and started to lick the woman’s gnarled finger, gagging at the taste of her own ordure as she licked and sucked at the finger. 



Finally, Natia was satisfied and sneering at Linsey she said. ‘And you had better stay clean in there bitch, ready for your Master’s cock. He will open your  tight ass also tonight.’ She cackled, and leered into Linsey’s face. ‘It will make you bleed, and your infidel ass juices will flow. You will stink, but not much worse than you Christians normally smell.’ She spat on Linsey’s face. ‘That is because you eat the flesh of the pig, you filthy scum.’ 



All the time the other girls were groaning and whimpering their lust as they played with one another’s bodies, and massaged wet, hot sex slashes, licking cheeks and sucking nipples. 



Linsey tried to shut out the sounds as she cringed inside, full of shame, degradation eating away at her heart. Natia was deliberately humiliating her in front of these bitches and Linsey could do nothing to stop her. She lowered her head in defeat and her soul seemed to shrivel, as she thought about what was to come that night. She was praying that this nightmare would end, that someone would somehow get her out of this mess. 



Natia jerked her captive back into reality, by grabbing Linsey’s nose and squeezing, tugging hard. 



‘Aaiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeggggagh!’  Tears sprang from Linsey’s eyes and rolled down her cheeks as the agony spread through her nose and face and she feared blood would seep again. But it didn’t, and it was clear the despicable piercing was maybe beginning to heal. 



Natia’s voice grated in her ears. ‘You’re day-dreaming slut. Wake up!’ 



Linsey started and sucked in a nervous gasp. Then she thought. If only… If only all this horror was just a fearful dream, from which she could waken. It wasn’t though. It was reality and she would have to suffer it until her rescue.  She hung her head lower and Natia stood up to lean over Linsey and grab a handful of the blonde hair. Yanking Linsey’s head up she spat in her face again, and then walked across to the there entwined black slaves, dragging Linsey across the shiny floor. 



Linsey was wailing. ‘Aaiiiieieeeeaargggh! Nunnnnunnunoo, uhhhhnnnoooo! 

P.p.p.please Nooooo!’ 

 

Natia ignored Linsey’s piteous wails. ‘Time for you to get the filth of your Christian hide.’ Natia said. ‘We can’t cleanse your infidel soul, but at least we can stop you smelling like a pig.’  She snapped her fingers, and said to the black slaves. ‘She reeks of pig. Cleanse the sow. Prepare her for Master Saleem, and be sure you make a good job. Of it, or I will have you all pulling a plough for a few weeks.’ 



The girls fell away from one another and knelt before Natia, nodding. Then in chorus, they said. ‘Yes Mistress Natia. It will be done.’ 



Then unceremoniously Natia placed her foot against Linsey’s naked ass and pushed her, so she slid forwards, lost her balance, sprawled and fell into the water… 



‘There you black sluts.’ Natia said to the other girls. 



Giggling with delight, squealing their pleasure, they stood up and, as one, jumped in after the wretched, spluttering Linsey. 



Splllaaaaaaaash! Water sprayed everywhere as the girls hit the water, their hands reaching out; spiteful clutching hands, that pinched and scratched as they caught hold of their new plaything. Giggling and screaming with delight, they began shoving her under the water, then dragging her out again, teasing and laughing, as Linsey spluttered and coughed, trying to get her breath, as the insistent ducking went on. 



Natia yelled above their frolicking. ‘You sluts had better make sure you don’t break her hymen. Or you will find yourself eating each other’s nipples tomorrow.’ 



The girls paused, one of them holding a spluttering, retching Linsey up on her feet, by her hair. They looked at each other then nodded. ‘Very well Mistress Natia’  



‘Good. Now get on with it.’ 


**** 

 

After that, the girls had been gentle with her. They had lathered and soaped her, softly working scented bath-oils into her skin and washing her hair. Then solicitously they had dried her with huge soft towels. As one girl combed out Linsey’s soft flowing tresses, the other two began to give Linsey an expert manicure and pedicure. 



The last touch was to apply a light layer of make- up, and then to repaint her nails with patterned, coloured varnishes. Finally, they were done, and now, Linsey stood naked, collared, and shuddering slightly with the fear of the unknown as she abandoned herself to her fate. Knowing deep inside, she had no option, until she could get her chance to escape. 



Her train of thought was disrupted as the girls came over, and one of them draped her in a pure white, silken robe. The soft material brushed her naked flesh and Linsey had to admit to a strange feeling of pleasure as the cool, material brushed gently against her flesh. She swallowed back those pleasurable feelings, as she reminded herself. She was nothing to them. They were preparing her as a living present; a piece of flesh intended for nothing more than abuse; an unwilling plaything; the toy of sadistic rapist, who would debase and degrade her. There was no way she would ever learn to enjoy anything they did to her, whatever Natia said. The mad bitch would never make her enjoy being enslaved and degraded. 



Linsey closed her eyes, and tensed her will, wanting to lash out at this bitch, as Natia debased her even more, chuckling evilly as once more, she clipped the chain- leash on Linsey’s nose. 



Linsey sobbed aloud then. ‘Oh no! P.p.p.please Not the leash Mistress…’ 



‘Shut your mouth slut.’ Natia hissed in her ear. You are an animal and I shall take you to  your Master on a leash. You go to your Master’s room, prepared as the beast and the virgin you are.’ She sniggered, ‘Though Allah only knows how it is possible that a slut like you remains a virgin.’  She chuckled. ‘Unless Allah Himself decided to keep you pure just for your Master.’ She leaned close to Linsey. ‘Now pigslut, recite your submission. The words you must use to Master Saleem, before he decides whether or not to rip your sluttish sex apart.’ 



Linsey felt her spirits drop again and she lowered he r head. She couldn’t remember a thing but vague phrases. Even thinking of what little she recalled, filled her 

with feelings of shame and degradation. Holding back the sobs, controlling her panic-stricken heartbeats, she hoped Natia wouldn’t remember the exact words either. She started to recite. ‘Master, I am your pigslut slave. I am worthless, and beneath your consideration. I grovel before you and offer my infidel body for your taking. Master please use this slave as she begs to be used. This slut submits to you and begs to be taken by you Master. Take me Master please, take me.’ Her heart shrivelled as she incanted the vile words, but she knew it was that or suffer the whip, as well as enduring a terrible raping. God, it would be bad enough, but surely,  if she obeyed them, that monster would at least have some consideration? 



Natia snorted. ‘That wasn’t exactly as I instructed you slut.’ She slapped Linsey’s face hard. ‘But it will have to do.’  She sneered in contempt. ‘I couldn’t expect a pigslut like you to remember everything I suppose.’ Then turned to the three black girls, and clapped her ands once. ‘Off with you sluts. Back to the Harem. Beg the Eunuch to give you each five lashes of the whip.’ Natia chuckled. ‘Across your beasts.’ 



The slaves knelt in unison, bowed their foreheads to the floor. ‘Yes Mistress.’ 

They intoned, as shaking they got up, bobbed their heads in deference and submission, and hurried form the room. 



The horrified Linsey could barely grasp what was happening to her and about her. 

She doubted the girls had done anything to deserve punishment, and God she had no reason to sympathize with the bitches, but she had an inking that disobedience was but one of many reasons for punishing a slave in this awful place. One thing Linsey knew. 

The girls would obey and would indeed beg the punishment; maybe they would enjoy their beatings. But never her. No matter what Natia thought or said. 



Natia made one last check of the robe and then went across to a cupboard by the door. She came back with a strange, metal object in her hand, and Linsey sucked in a horrified gasp as she realised what it was. A shining, stainless steel chastity belt. 

Linsey thought she would swoon, as she swallowed hard, fought to stay on her feet. Dear God! What next? These people were utter maniacs. They were out of the loop. God help her. She had insulted a fat greasy old Arab, but God; was that so terrible that it warranted what was happening to her right now? 



Natia crouched in front of Linsey and then opening the steel contraption, she fitted it around Linsey’s hips. ‘Your virginity must be protected slut. Only Master Saleem will have the pleasure of using your virgin cunt and ass.’ She tightened the adjustable ratchet at the side. 



Shaking with apprehension Linsey gasped as the cold metal pinched and squeezed. Tears welled from her eyes, as Natia tightened the belt yet more, pinching the flesh at Linsey’s hips and spreading her thighs, where the unyielding metal went between her thighs. 



Then the woman’s fingers played around the two holes in the steel corset, feeling through the apertures to caress Linsey’s reddened, sore cunt, and smoothing her fingers across the tight puckered ass. ‘The belt fits snugly bitch?’ 



Swallowing her shame Linsey nodded and whispered. ‘Yes Mistress.’ Snug was an understatement. The contraption was pinching and digging hard into her groin and her freshly shaven cunt, chafing and scraging her hips and cutting into her ass crease and it was all Linsey could do to prevent herself from pleading with the hag to take it off her. 

But of course that would be futile. She had to bear this, and pray for rescue or escape. 



Natia was oblivious to Linsey’s discomfort as roughly she tugged the leash on Linsey’s nose-ring bringing more tears to stinging, watering eyes. ‘So we go slut. To your Master. Prepared, as he likes his slaves to be. Unbroken and ready to be opened. 

Properly.’ She sniggered and tugged on the leash again. ‘Keep up slut or it will be more pain.’ 



There was no whip this time, and Linsey wondered what she would have to endure, in addition to a brutal rape. However, she made no more struggle. It was futile. 

Nor did she cry. Dammit, she wanted to cry, even if only in frustration, but somehow she knew the Prince would want to see her looking what he would think of as her best. 



Mute and shaking with apprehension Linsey followed Natia from the room with her mind in a whirl of wondering, and bewildered imaginings. 

 





Chapter Seven 





When they arrived at Saleem’s chambers the Prince, stripped  down to a pair of silken pyjama bottoms, lay casually on a huge bed draped with silken sheets and raised on a raised marble platform. There was a noticeable bulge in the crotch of Saleem’s scant garment and idly, he was stroking the golden hair of the slave, Elena, who was kneeling, shackled to a ring in the marble, by a long length of chrome dog chain. She was completely naked but for her collar, and her gold piercings. 



Elena caught Linsey’s glance and gave her a sly smile. Then, as if saying ‘Look, I am Master’s pet.’ she moved languidly, lifted herself a little to drape her upper body half on the bed, the chain at her neck jingling, as she placed her head in her Master’s lap. Her hand gently stroked his thigh, and pursing her lips, she began to blow softly on the thin silk of his pyjamas, all around the area of his genitals. The sly smile was still in her eyes as she cast glances at Linsey, then gradually her hand sneaked upwards towards Saleem’s tight, muscled belly to swirl over his torso, as her head nuzzled at his crotch. 



Linsey drew in a gasp as she looked at the beautiful girl, pawing and fawning over the Prince. Was Elena playing games? Or had she been told to do this? Who knew? 

Linsey knew only one thing. She would have to be doing the same things to the mad sadist. Worse, that bulge in his silken slacks, free of its restraint would be tearing into her virginity, ripping her hymen asunder and taking her purity away forever. 



She began to tremble as she looked at the pair on the couch, yet, even  in her highly nervous state, her shaking bewildered senses had to agree the Prince was a handsome man. Finely muscled, with sculpted features, and skin more tanned than olive. 

Neither did he have a huge, hooked nose, as did his Father.  Linsey had to admit, the Prince would surely be a strong and passionate lover and in any other circumstances, she might have willingly surrendered her gift to a man such as this; only of her choosing. She swallowed bitter recrimination. Tonight, that was not how it was to be. 



‘Ahhhh! You bring the slave Linsey to me Natia.’ Saleem beamed as he pushed Elena aside, uncaring that she slid down from his lap to fall sprawling on the marble. 



He stood up stepped over the slave as though she were a dog, and walked across to Linsey. 



He stood looking at her for a moment, and Linsey swallowed as she tried to shut out the pleasure she felt from his musky after shave, and the proximity of his smooth firm body. She had to make herself hate this, but with such a handsome man, it was going to be difficult. Oh, God help her suffer this as she must, bravely, but please not to let her cum, for either hers or this evil Arab’s pleasure. 



Natia bowed her head to Saleem. ‘The infidel slut is pure Master. Nothing has broken her hymen. She is intact, and belted as you demand Master.’ 

Saleem looked up and down the trembling Linsey’s body, half hidden by the sheer silken robe. Then he grinned, a wide malicious slice in his features as he grabbed the robe and with one sweep of his hand, he tore it from her. 



‘Aeeiiiiiiieeee!’ Linsey screamed instinctively, and her hands crossed over her breasts, hiding them from him. 



The Prince’s arm moved like lightning. 



All Linsey knew was the thundering blow to her face, the stinging of his open palm across her cheek and the taste of blood in her mouth as her teeth bit into her cheek. 

Then there was the brightness, and the roaring in her head as bright lights danced in her head, so she could barely make out the beast’s words. 



‘Keep you hands away for your breasts pigslut. You do not cover yourself in my presence. Ever!’ 

 

Linsey felt the awesome power in his voice and then to her utter amazement, without being told, she sank to her knees in front of him, wincing as the chastity belt cut into her body. 



‘She kneels as a slave.’ Saleem grinned at Natia. ‘You have taught her much Natia. 



‘She was hard work Master. An Infidel who still thinks she is better than us.’ 



‘Well we shall soon see what she is good for’ Saleem said as he took a key from the pocket of his silk en trousers. He grabbed Linsey’s hair, and she saw the display of lights again and wailed out as he lifted her bodily by her hair. He ignored her cries. 

‘Stand still slut.’ He bent and then unlocked the belt, removing it, and dropping it to the floor. He kicked the belt aside, and remained crouched in front of her, examining her sore, aching stitched-up sex; fondling her thighs and hips, sniffing at her red-raw wounded cunt. 



Linsey shook and trembled, feeling more vulnerable than ever, and she felt knew her face was suffusing with shame and embarrassment. 



Then Saleem he stood up again and appraised Linsey properly.  ‘My pigslut stands before me, naked.’ He chuckled. ‘For an infidel, she is beautiful, I must agree.’ He walked around her stroking her beasts, her waist and shoulders, patting her tight butt and shapely thighs, feeling in between her legs, assessing her as he might an animal. He cupped her ass cheeks again, and squeezed slightly, ‘Tight ass cheeks Natia. By Allah, I shall soon be enjoying the feeling of these slapping against my thighs.’ 



He was in front of Linsey again and his hands slowly played with her breasts, and swirled over her nakedness, tracing the contours of her body, feeling the plump roundedness of her sewn cunt, as he examined his property. He looked at her face, grinned and then reached for her jaw, forcing her mouth wide, eliciting a sharp gasp from her. 



Saleem shoved his forefinger inside her mouth, pulled back her lips as if inspecting a horse. ‘First chance I have had of seeing this animal properly Natia.’ He said as he continued to degrade Linsey, with his brutal examination. The he loosed her and looked into her eyes. ‘Do I have to put you in a dental gag so you don’t bite your Master?’  



A shudder of revulsion went through Linsey as she realised what he meant. She was going to have to take him in her mouth. She knew she would be too petrified to do even that without forcing herself. To degrade herself like that would demand all her will power. Once that hurdle was crossed,  the idea of biting just wouldn’t enter her mind, knowing as she did, that a terrible whipping or some other fearsome torture would ensue. 



‘Well slut?’ 



She looked up and swallowed non-existent saliva. ‘No Master.’ 



He pointed to the floor. ‘Then on your belly slut. Prostrate yourself.’ 



Linsey buried the shame and degradation as she obeyed feeling the soft fibres of the thick carpet against her skin. She was terrified. She didn’t know what to do, other than remain prone on her belly her face buried in the carpet pile. 



Then the tearing of the roots of her hair, as Natia grabbed her and twisted her face sideways, pressing her right cheek to the floor. ‘Keep your face like that you stupid cow, or how will you breathe?’ Natia’s whip slashed through the air. 

Swwwwwwwiiiiisherrrrrr! Craaaaaaaaaaack! 



‘Aaaiiiiiiieergh!’ Linsey arched her upper body lifting her breasts clear of the floor, as the leather bit into her shoulder, leaving a red welt in its wake. As she collapsed back to the floor, expecting another slash she saw the Prince ambling back to the bed, where he snapped his fingers to the slave Elena. ‘Disrobe me slut.’ He said. 



Elena knelt before him and with her head lowered, she slid her long slender arms upwards to find the fastening of this silken trousers.  Deftly she undid the braided cord and pulled the trousers down, so Saleem could step out of them. Naked now, the Prince pushed Elena aside contemptuously, kicking her in the ass, when she moved too slowly. 

She scrabbled to kneel beside the bed again, tripping over her chains, in her haste, filling the room with the metallic clinking, as the chains twisted around her nakedness. 



Saleem had no eyes for Elena. He was staring intently at his fresh prize, the slave Linsey. He stood full height arms folded and his feet wide astride, his body gleaming in the low light, and his massive cock standing upright against his belly, the huge weapon pulsing slightly, the purple head of his cock engorged with blood almost steaming, with his passion, as he looked across at the prostrate naked Linsey.  ‘Come here you virgin slut.’  



Linsey stuttered a ‘Y.Y.Yes MM.MM.Master…’ Linsey started to rise. 



Natia’s whip howled. Swwwoooooooosherr! Craaaaaaack! 



‘Arggggggggaieee N.n.n.nooo!’  Linsey tried to evade the lash, but a second time it seared her flesh and she collapsed to the carpet again sobbing. 



Natia didn’t seem to notice. ‘Stay on your belly slut and crawl like the infidel scum you are.’ Natia hissed at her. ‘Offer yourself to your Master as you’ve been taught.’ 



The carpeting that Linsey was lying on finished about twenty feet short of the bed, where it became an expanse of marble tiling that sloped upwards to the bed. It was shining, and smooth, and Linsey knew it would be cold to her skin. Shuddering and trying to  stem her tears, she began to worm her way towards the bed. The torturous journey was, just a few yards, but it was so difficult trying to keep prone and yet move towards him. The cold marble against her flesh did nothing to cool her sweat run body and soon she was slipping against the tiles as the sweat of fear pumped from her pores. 




**** 

 





Saleem sat on the edge of the huge bed, waiting. The slave Linsey was untrained, and, much against his will, he summoned a little patience. Besides, he also wanted to see her crawl and degrade herself before him. Then he would enjoy, even more, the opening of her filthy, Christian cunt. She was a delicious piece of white meat, all the same, so for his entertainment, she could struggle; humiliate and debase herself. He saw Natia’s arm raise with the whip but he caught her eye and shook his head. ‘I want to see the infidel struggle Natia. ‘Just leave her to do as you taught her.’ 



He watched in contempt. This haughty American was just another naked white bitch he could enjoy before giving her to his Father. He knew his father would do his best to use the bitch, but with his inability to maintain a proper erection would have to use the pigslut for other perverse diversions. He would soon tire of that and would then sell her on for profit. Neither he nor his father had any kindness in their hearts for these white sluts. Especially Saleem himself. He had been educated in England and too often, these arrogant Infidel cows had treated him with disdain, apparently for no other reason than he was Arab. Now, he was able to repay these sluts. They were nothing more than naked livestock to beat and abuse. And this one? Well a virgin… Ahhhh, Allah and life were good the Faithful. 




**** 

 

Linsey heard him chuckling as she tried her utmost to reach his feet, sliding along on her belly, gasping and spluttering as she inched towards him, slipping  on the shiny marble slope. 



Then Saleem grinned and nodded, “Get on your hands and knees. It will be easier to crawl.  Then, you may offer yourself.’ 



Linsey obeyed, getting to hands and knees, trembling with fear, but managing to crawl until she stopped at his feet. 



‘Well slut?’ 



Saleem stood up towering over her now, in all his nakedness, his erection full and strong He had unhooked Elena’s chain from the stonework, and was holding the shining metal leash in his right hand. He grinned evilly as he gazed down at her. 

 

She cowered, but he just grabbed her hair, he yanked her closer to him. ‘Kiss my feet pigslut.’ 



Linsey stiffened with horror. Damn him, she wouldn’t do that. But she heard the rustling of Natia’s robes and out of the corner of her eye, she saw the woman raising the whip. Linsey had no choice and with her stomach churning with shame, she began to paw at the maniac’s feet, kissing and licking at him. 



He seemed not to notice, merely saying. ‘Keep at it slut until I say you may stop.’ 

Saleem then pulled the slave Elena to his side.  He hissed at her. ‘Kneel; show me your butt pigslut.’ 



‘Yes Master.’ Elena turned from his and lowered he r head shoving her buttocks up towards him. 



‘Wrists pigslut.’ 



‘Yes Master,’ Elena put her arms behind her waist and crossed her slender wrists Saleem, still seemingly oblivious of Linsey licking and kissing his feet, wrapped the chain tightly about Elena’s arms. ‘Stay there should I need your body pigslut.’  He said to Elena.’ I may be using you in a moment.’ 



To Linsey, debasing herself at this lunatic’s feet, it was a nightmare. Despite being so close to his feet, the air was thick with the smell of the Prince’s pulsing cock, and Linsey, her head lowered licking at his feet, kissing his ankles and toes, shuddered as she waited for him to begin her rape. Rape! That was what it was, but she had to humiliate herself like this, and then offer herself to him. Beg him to use her body, in effect asking him to rape her. 



Her heart hammered like a drum and her stomach roiled in fear and tension she tried to shut out of her mind what she would have to endure. 



Saleem stood over her, holding his huge cock downwards towards Linsey.  ‘Keep licking slut.’ 



Choking back her sobs, Linsey returned to licking and kissing his feet with more vigour. 



Then out of the blue…Swooooooosher! Craaaaaaack! 



‘Aiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeearggh!’ Linsey screamed out and arched back as Natia’s whip scoured across her buttocks. ‘Put some meaning into it you pig.’ Natia said. ‘Or it’s more of the whip. 



Saleem laughed and pushed Linsey’s head down again. ‘Just keep licking cow!’ 



Linsey knew she must obey and she grovelled before him, running her tongue, eagerly, over his feet. 



‘Higher slut!’ 



Obediently, Linsey struggled to a half-standing position, licking at his calves. 



‘Higher pigslut!’ 



Linsey grabbed his thighs with her hands and began to caress his hairy legs, as she kissed his thighs. 



‘Higher!’ 



Craning her head backwards, Linsey, submitted, feeling the revulsion crawling through her belly as she debased herself, still caressing his thighs and buttocks, began to kiss his scrotum. 



‘Higher!’ He grabbed her head and pushed it towards his huge cock. ‘Suck it you Christian slut.’ 



Linsey opened her mouth wide to admit Saleem’s now rampant cock and then gagged, almost vomiting as Saleem shoved hard into her mouth pushing his huge cock towards the back of her throat. 



Linsey might well be a virgin, but one thing she did know, was how to give a man a good mouth job. That was why she had managed to hang onto her virginity. She could spend a man like this, and then ease herself out of situations, before they were ready to perform again. 

 

But here it was going to be different. There would be no way out, and this man was careless of how roughly he handled his women. Women were his slaves. She was one of them now, of that there was no doubt. Like it or not she had to accept that or suffer awful consequences. 



Linsey concentrated on putting all this out of her mind and relaxing. She was a virgin yes, but she wasn’t naïve. She knew how to fellate a man, indeed it was one of the reasons she had stayed a virgin. No man had ever lasted very long when she took them in her mouth. However, that was different. That was because she had wanted to do these things, and for a sound reason. 



So Linsey knew how ensure it didn’t hurt her throat. She also knew how to make men think she was enjoying it. It was the best way! Even more so in the position she now found herself.  Then she shook herself, mentally. Think she was enjoying it. Damn them, she really was starting to enjoy it. She had to make herself seem to enjoy this, or she would be punished anyway.  Oh God no but, she really was beginning to enjoy sucking this huge man’s massive cock! 



Linsey was suddenly sucking and licking her tongue entwining around his manhood, feeling the hard hot member thrusting in and out of her mouth. She shut out the feelings of lust that hovered, waiting to rise higher as she felt her sex juices leaking through her sore, inflamed sewn- up sex. Shuddering with disgust and shame, she felt her body shaking as the heat built up inside her and the flush spread through her belly and breast as she tried so hard to hold back. It was futile. She had to cum. If she didn’t, she knew she would suffer a whipping, and also to her shame she knew she would also suffer the mental pangs of silent frustration. Oh God what was wrong with her? She should hate this but… 



Her thoughts were shattered, as the orgasm suddenly overtook her whole being. 

‘Aaaiiiuohhnghhoooh! Ohhhhhhhuungghhhhh Arrrrrgggggoooooooohhhh!’ 

Aaieeeeeeeyyyeessss!’ Linsey shuddered and shook, writhing, as the forced orgasm gripped her, twisting and writhing, her body beyond her control as the orgasm burned hot passion through her soul. Her cunt juices ran freely and she felt the heat aggravating the holes in her labia as her mound swelled a little, flushing and hardening, the juices forcing their way through her cruelly sewn cunt- lips. She gulped and coughed a little as she was obliged to swallow the hot gush of Saleem’s seed, as he pumped himself to a climax, jetting his spunk down her throat, as though her gullet were nothing more than a slack, empty hosepipe. There was no real unpleasantness for her, no gagging over the taste of the stuff! She pulled away from the huge cock and lowered her head her body shivering with the recent delights of the orgasm, he mind filled with disgust; forced to enjoy these bastards’ attentions. Yet, instinctively she knew what to say. ‘Did that satisfy Master!’ 



Saleem slammed his hand across her face, sending her flying. ‘Ask no questions of me pigslut.’ He stepped over to her, and grabbed her hair again. 



‘Aaaaaaieeeeeee!’ Her feet scrabbled to get close to him to ease the pain, until finally she was back on her knees in front of her Master. 



Saleem pointed to his cock. ‘Lick my shaft clean slut!’ 




Linsey groaned to herself. She should have known. ‘Master forgive me! I forgot!’ 

She lowered her head again, then, straightened up involuntarily as Natia’s whip cut into her buttocks. She screamed out. ‘Mistress…. Master! Please ! Don’t whip me!’ 



Natia lowered the whip. ‘Slavegirls shouldn’t forget what they have been taught.’ 

She said. 



Then Saleem grabbed her hair and pulled her head in, towards his cock. ‘Now! 

Clean it up!’ 



Linsey knew she hadn’t been told any of this by the crone Natia, but she knew there was no alternative but to accept whatever they decided to dish out. Curling inside with shame she reached up languorously, and began to lick at the wet, sticky cock, removing and swallowing the stray spunk, then sucking hard, to draw out the last dribbles from his pipe. She looked up at her Master. ‘Is that good enough Master!’ 

 

Saleem pushed her to one side. ‘It’ll do, though you’ve much to learn. And you will learn won’t you?’ 



‘Yes Master!’ Linsey knew by now the best course was to submit. Call him Master. Agree to whatever they asked of her. 



‘You know the best course is submission!’ 



‘Yes Master!’ 



He nodded. ‘Then it’s time for you to offer yourself. ‘ 



Linsey hung her head, fighting with the feelings of shame and disgust as she tried to remember the lessons. 



Shaking with apprehension, Linsey obeyed, pressing her face down against the tiles, lifting her buttocks up high. She was panting, and her body was shaking with fright. 

Her shapely breasts were heaving as she knelt before this evil sadist, whom she knew, in her heart, was now her Master. She started to recite. ‘Master, I am your filthy pigslut. 

Your cunt-slave. I am worthless, and beneath your consideration. I grovel before you and offer my dirty, infidel body for your taking. Master please take my whore’s body. Use your slave as she needs to be used.  Your white whore submits to you and begs to give herself to you Master. Take me Master please, take me.’ Not knowing, or caring if she had got the words right, she felt her heart shrivel as she incanted the vile words, but she knew it was either that or suffer the whip, as well as enduring a terrible raping. God, it would be bad enough, but surely, if she obeyed them, that monster would at least have some consideration? 



Saleem seemed to ignore her, and walked around behind her to bend over her crouched, trembling body. Intently he peered down between the shapely columns of her trembling thighs. Putting his finger into his mouth to wet it, he then touched her tender anus and began to shove the digit deep into her asshole. 



Linsey winced in discomfort, felt  her face redden with hot shame and gritted her teeth as the finger forced open her virgin anus. She wanted to scream and wriggle away from him, of course, but she knew she dared not. She wanted no more of Natia’s whip. 

So, she did nothing to anger them fur ther. Besides, it couldn’t be any worse that when the bitch Natia had done this, and she had not been expecting it then. 



Uncaring of her discomfort, Saleem continued shoving his finger into her soft white body. 



Linsey gasped a little as she felt her tissues giving way and she felt her insides creep. She knew what he was doing. He was merely stretching her, making her ready for some further invasion; and she knew it wouldn’t be his finger next time. 



She stifled a scream as Saleem withdrew his finger, snatching away from her. 

Then she felt the hot, dampness of his huge member, burning into her spine almost, as Saleem laid his awesome weapon between the cheeks of her arse. Slowly he allowed his penis to slide along the cleft of her buttocks, towards her now distended anus, until she felt the heat of the bulbous glans, burning, pressing against her tight, puckered anal ring. 

She screwed up her eyes, and sucked in a breath, willing herself to accept this rape, without struggle. That way it would surely be easier for her. 



The expected surge of his manhood never came. 



Just at that moment, Natia said. ‘Master, I think this slut needs her Infidel cunt opening.’ She lifted Linsey’s head by her hair, ignoring her whimpering. The slut Elena can do it with her teeth.’ 



Saleem straightened up. ‘Ahhhh yes. Natia you are right. Watching these two sluts perform will help me ready myself properly. He grinned. ‘I confess the bitch did use her Infidel mouth quite well. Maybe even I need to recover after that. And it will be a be wonderful start to the evening.’ 



Linsey had barely registered what Saleem had said when she was suddenly kicked in the rump and she squealed out as Natia snarled. ‘Move your white arse. Get over to your sister slave.’ 

 

Linsey obeyed, instantly, crawling towards the shackled Elena, her heart hammering, guessing what was to come next. Oh God No! She couldn’t. She wasn’t a lesbian she wouldn’t do this. They could whip her to death but she wouldn’t. She stopped in front of Elena and unable to hold back, allowed the tears to run from her eyes..  She waited; miserable, sobbing as suddenly it came home to her. There would never be any escape. Going to prison must be like this. Knowing that you were no longer free, and to accept whatever fate brought your way. 



She looked at the other girl, and her heart fell, as she saw the same dull acceptance in her eyes, as Saleem unfastened the shackles from her wrists. Like Linsey, she was glistening wet, obviously sweating in fear, not wanting this anymore than Linsey herself. 



Elena’s head was down, submissive now; she looked so pathetic, although, just a mirror image of herself, Linsey decided sadly. 



Saleem moved towards Elena and kicked her in the ribs. ‘You know what to do slut.’ He said. 



‘Yes Master.’ She straightened up and moved slowly to Linsey and then bending low, began to nuzzle Linsey’s belly She looked at Linsey and moaned, trembling, shaking her head as if to say she was sorry. Then she lowered her head to Linsey’s reddened cunt. 



Saleem seemed suddenly impatient as he grabbed Natia’s whip. 

Swwwoooooooosherr! Craaaaaaack!’ 



‘Aarrrrrrrrieeeeearrgh!’ Elena squealed out and straightened her hands going to the fiery stripe across her ass cheeks. 



Swwwwwwwwwwooooosheer! Craaaaaaaaaaack!’ 



‘Aiergh Nunnnnnnooohhhh my Master… I obey.’ Elena dropped to Linsey’s mound again and in her haste to obey, grabbed the braided thread in her teeth and none too gently she pulled. 



‘Aaaiiiiiiieergh!’ Oooohhhhhhhhuhhhhhhhgnnngh!’  Linsey screamed out, as the braid was jerked undone, and torn from the pierced holes in her labia, causing a burning pain to radiate through her mound and up into her lower belly. She writhed and squirmed as Elena, driven on by the thhhhwaaaaacck, thhhhwaaaaacck, of the whip, frantically licked and bit to tear out the rough braids form Linsey’s cunt. 



The last braid came free, and a mix of sweat and blood sprayed from Linsey’s swollen mound as the whip suddenly landed across her thighs too. Then in moments, both Linsey and Elena were writhing under the fury of the whip as Saleem flicked it across their naked flesh, picking his targets carefully. ‘Come on sluts.’ He roared as he slashed into them. ‘Show me how decadent infidel sluts enjoy each other. And make it good.’ 

Thwaaaaaaaaaack!’ Thhwaaaack! 



‘Aiergh! Aiergh! Nunnnnnnooohhhh! Aeeeghhhhhhhhhhh!’ Writhing Elena and Linsey screamed together as they tried to avoid the lash. They were wasting their time. 

They would have to obey, and screaming and crying they embraced each other. 



Saleem stooped  his onslaught, and took a bottle of green liquid from Natia. He flung the plastic bottle at Elena. ‘Work this into her filthy body. It will make her smell fresher for when I take the slut.’ 



Elena grabbed the bottle and hurriedly unscrewed it  



‘Get on with it sluts. Tempt me. Make me want this virgin whore.’  



Saleem then held the whip threateningly over Linsey, ‘Beg this slut for it whore. 

Open your legs and get on with it. You know what we want you to do.’  



Linsey felt her insides shrivel, but knew she  must obey. She began to whine. 

‘Elena, Elena, please, p.p.p.please.’ Then, her mind went into turmoil as she noticed the other girl’s eyes brightening, her hips beginning to wriggle, obviously becoming excited at what Linsey was being forced to do. 



Saleem cracked the whip expertly across Linsey’s left breast, ‘Make it look good like the slut Elena is doing.’  

 

Linsey grunted with the pain and then realised she would have to switch off her distaste and obey or her skin would be flayed from her body. She nodded frantically. 

Anything to avoid that horrifying whip. 



Elena’s deep blue eyes were brighter with excitement, although Linsey could see the sympathy in them, as she shook her head slightly, and gave the smallest smile, and shrug; as if to say she was sorry for what she had to do. Then she dripped some of the liquid, an oily perfumed balm, onto Linsey’s belly. 



Saleem shook her shoulders, ‘Hurry pigsluts.’ 



Still looking into Linsey’s eyes, Elena began to work the oil gently over Linsey’s belly and thighs, moving closer to the ravaged bloodstained mound, also rubbing her hips against Linsey as she worked. 



Linsey knew she should deny it, but the soft feel of the small hands and the silkiness of her tongue began to get her aroused, as Elena’s insistent massage went on. 

She could see Elena too was becoming aroused, for her breasts were beginning to rise and fall with ever- increasing rapidity. 



Saleem chuckled, and nudged Elena with his toe, whilst speaking to Linsey, ‘This one has been trained to prefer her own kind; other Christian bitches.  She makes a fine slave for Mistress Natia… Maybe my noble Father will decide you should join her.’ He chuckled. ‘After I have opened you. ‘He slashed into Elena’s back again. 



Elena mewled slightly but bore the pain as she continued to massage and lick at Linsey’s swollen, bloodied cunt. 



Crrraaaaaaaaaaaaaack!  ‘Hurry girl, get on with your filthy sexual advances to this whore. Show us what you really like slut.’ 



Elena looked at him, and shook her head, ‘Master I am try…. Aaaiiiiiiieergh!’  

The whip slashed her breasts and she fell backwards, scrabbling on the marble. 



Saleem growled at her, ‘You should know better by now slut.’  



Trembling, Elena bent back to Linsey and caressed her belly again, touching her lips to Linsey’s ravaged bleeding cunt softly kissing the injured mound, making soft crooning noises as she kissed and massaged the oil into Linsey’s flesh. 



Linsey made to pull away from her, suddenly feeling distaste. But then Linsey frowned. If she was so disgusted, why was she trembling at the girl’s touch? Then she shrugged mentally. It was simple. Any sort of kindness was welcome after the privations she had suffered. She looked at Elena and gave tiny shrug. 



Elena’s eyes filled with empathy then and gently,  she recommenced washing Linsey’s body, but this time allowing her hands to wander into the intimate places, sliding her fingers about Linsey’s sex and buttocks. The oily, slippery fingers slightly parted Linsey’s labia and fluttered about her anus, and despite her feelings, Linsey knew she was getting ever more aroused, as the delightful massage went on. 



Soon Elena gave a groan and began to pull Linsey’s body close to hers so both of them were writhing against each other, their bodies exuding the sweat of  passion and the scent of the perfumed oil in the warm room. 



Surrendering to it all, to her fate, knowing there was no other way, Linsey grit her teeth and  lay down and rolled over as Elena mounted her, kneeling astride Linsey’s quivering body, locking her knees against Linsey’s waist. Panting heavily, Elena began to work the oil harder into Linsey’s breasts and started to grind her hips against Linsey’s soft belly, sliding herself up and down, 



Soon, Elena was entirely abandoning herself to the ecstasy and threw her head back as she began to move herself faster and faster against Linsey’s skin, her hands reaching behind to masturbate Linsey’s clitoris. 



In moments, Linsey too was writhing in passion beneath Elena’s shapely body, as the sexy girl ground harder into Linsey’s body. Then Elena arched right backwards and squeezing Linsey tightly with her knees, let out a shriek of ecstasy as her body exploded into a climax. Then she dropped forwards, and her eager lips sought Linsey’s, her mouth opening, her tongue delving into Linsey’s willing mouth. 

 

Linsey too felt her insides glow and tingle, sending shudders of passion through her. In response, Linsey’s tongue slid into Elena’s mouth and, locked in a tight embrace, the two girls rolled over until Linsey was on the top. 



Now it was Linsey’s turn to make love to Elena and, almost as if she had done it all her life, she slid her hips upwards, along Elena’s slim body, towards her gorgeous face. 



Elena grabbed Linsey’s buttocks, pulling her close to her up- lifted face, burying her head in the vee of Linsey’s thighs. Elena’s tongue immediately began to slide in and out of Linsey’s sex, licking, sucking; breathing gentle currents of air along Linsey’s thighs. Soon Linsey was surrendering to her own passion, grinding her wounded sex against the lovely face, ignoring the pain of the fresh pierced holes in her labia, until she too began to writhe, her movements spasmodic, her fingers bunched in Elena’s hair, pulling the head ever closer to her. Finally, with a rush of passion, Linsey’s own orgasm burst from her body, drenching Elena’s lovely face with her juices. 



Linsey collapsed forwards, as the passion drained and once again Elena kissed, this time Linsey tasting her own juices, feeling sudden wonderment at this new experience. She shook her heart racing as she fought with her bewildering emotions. She hated this, yet… Oh God… What was wrong with her? She had to get away, find a means to escape, and yet, that had been… Again, her disgust mounted and shame filled her mind. She stifled a sob, as she began to wonder if they were winning, turning her into what they wanted her to be. A slave. 

 









Chapter Eight 





Linsey’s thoughts were suddenly shattered then as someone grabbed her hair, and she yelped. Aieeeeargghhh!  Aahhhieeeeeeenunnnhh!’  Suddenly she was struggling, in the grip of another man who had come into the room. It was another Arabian, who was much taller and more muscular than even Saleem. The man also bore a striking resemblance to Saleem. He chuckled loudly as he dragged her from Elena and as her flailing heels dragged and bounced along the floor, Linsey realised that Natia had gone. 



Saleem held Elena whilst the new arrival twisted his hands tighter in Linsey’s hair, and effortlessly, he lifted her clear of the floor. 



‘Aieeeeargghhh! Nunnnnnnooohhhh Aaaarrrrghhh!’  Linsey wailed as her weight came onto the roots of her hair. Then he slammed her to her knees again, and held her tight, forcing her to look at the slave Elena. Eyes watering with pain, Linsey got a blurred view of the girl she had so recently been cavorting with, and Linsey shivered with terror and disgust as she realised what she had just so willingly done, yet also she was terrified at the thought of what was yet to come. Then the weight came off her hair and she settled back to her knees. 



Saleem grinned into Linsey’s face, ‘This is my honourable Brother. Prince Kemen and he will help me open your body for our noble Father to use tomorrow night. 

Welcome him slut.’ 



Linsey knew well enough by now, how she should behave, and she swallowed her panic and grimacing at the pain in her scalp looked up to the man, who was a virtual double of the Prince. ‘M.M.M.Master w.w.w.welcome.’ She tried to lower her head but he made her stay up right. 



Saleem was pulling Elena up to her knees. 



Kemen dumped Linsey into a kneeling position and Saleem grinned at her. ‘So whore. How was your first lesson from a lesbian?’  



Linsey began to shake her head, frantic, her heart hammering, with the fear of what would happen to her; and the awful realisation that it might be their intention to pervert her; make her into the plaything of a lesbian. 



Saleem just grinned at her, as if reading her thoughts. ‘I know you prefer men. So I thought you should at least experience  another woman.’ He grinned at is brother. ‘I think she rather enjoyed it.’ 



Kemen shrugged. ‘It matters not my brother. The infidel is a slave. She will please whoever we give her to, or suffer the consequences.’ 



Linsey groaned to herself then, as she acknowledged whatever was to happen to her, there was nothing she could do about it. She knew these men spoke the truth. She had enjoyed it, as much as she could enjoy any enforced assault on her body. Her head sank to her chest as the two men ignored her and Elena for a moment, and tried to shut out their voices. 



Saleem said. ‘Slut Elena. You will leave us. Go see Mistress Natia and have her beat you before you satisfy her.’ 



‘Yes Master.’ Elena smothered a sob, and obediently turned around, got to her feet and left the room at a little trot, her jewellery jingling as she ran. 



Saleem turned to Kemen. ‘Now we can begin my brother.’ He grinned. ‘You will open the slut’s ass Kemen?’ 



‘I was hoping to have a turn at that big swollen cunt of hers, but it seems I have to defer to your seniority Saleem. He grinned. 



Saleem’s laugh boomed out, ‘I am sure this slut won’t mind the attentions of both of us together. Come.’ He grinned again, ‘To the sauna Kemen. Bring your whip. This little slut needs discipline!’ 

 

Grinning now, Kemen tugged Linsey’s hair, and half-walked, half dragged her across the room to a wide, wooden door in the wall, beyond the huge bed. Kemen loosed Linsey’s hair and without warning, smashed a short whip into the top of her buttocks, causing her  to screech out, and straighten up, wriggling her hips trying to ease the burning pain of the blow. Saleem gave her another sudden stroke, this time across the backs of her thighs, and once more Linsey screamed out in her agony. 



At her front, Saleem merely grabbed her shoulders and forced her head down into the carpet ‘Head down slut!’ he growled. Nodding at Kemen he said, ‘Another one Kemen!’ 



Swwwoooooooooooooshhhhhhheeer! 



The whip slashed into Linsey’s buttocks again, 



‘Aiiiergggggggggh!’ she screamed in to the carpet, unable to lift herself up now, due to the pressure from Saleem’s hands on her shoulders. She coughed and spluttered, as fibres from the carpet got into her mouth and she winced as they began to manhandle her, groping and squeezing her waist and her butt cheeks, pinching the inside of her thighs. 

Oh God! Why didn’t the bastards just get on with raping her and leave her to her own misery. 



But she knew why. 



They were expert sadists. 



They would prolong her misery until she was at screaming pitch, until she almost begged them to take her body, so the torment would stop. Then they would find something else to do to her for their so-called amusement. 



Saleem laughed then as Linsey sagged. It was almost as if she was surrendering to them, ‘She is ready I think Kemen!’ 



Kemen sniggered, and then he stepped closer and allowed his huge hands to wander over the shapely rear end of the helpless Linsey, digging his fingers into the fresh whelts, giggling as Linsey screamed out at this new agony. He bent down and peered intently at the slave girl’s rounded buttocks, and then he gripped hard, holding Linsey steady as Saleem, with a roar of delight, shoved his thick, hard penis deep into her mouth. 



Kemen was amused watching Linsey’s anus close up from the opened position he had forced it into. Now Kemen was starting to move into Linsey’s tight ass pucker and she grunted in shame as she was shunted back and forth, as these two brutal young Arabs took her in her mouth and ass. 



Soon, buffeted back and forth by the force of their fucking, her knees were rubbing on the carpet, adding to her misery as the fibres burned her skin. She groaned and had to resist the natural urge to bite down on Saleem’s cock as Kemen gave her an unusually hard shove and drove his hot prick deep into her rectum. ‘Aaaiiieearrrrgh!’ 



Linsey screamed as she felt hair torn from her scalp. Arggughhhuuumpphhhhh, Guurrggghhhhhuhhghhghghhh!’ Linsey was gasping for breath as her mouth as Saleem’s hard, hot shaft filled her mouth. 



Kemen ignored the muffled wails, as he pulled her head up to be rewarded with a view of Saleem’s swollen cock ramming deep into the throat of the white slut. The rape went on and on, Linsey losing track of time until suddenly both men grabbed her and pulled, almost tearing her body in two as simultaneously they reached their climaxes. As one, they pumped loads of hot, white spunk into their little toy. Linsey collapsed on the carpet. But not for long. 



Saleem stood up, breathing heavily and stood there, stroking  himself to a full erection once more, ‘Come my brother. Hold her shoulders. It is time I opened this slut properly, spilt that filthy hymen asunder.’ He reached for Linsey again twisting his hand in her locks. 



Linsey, tried to bury the shame and degradation as she was sweating and panting, her ass burning, her mouth thick with the salty taste of semen, ,but she began to realise she couldn’t rid herself of anything. Her heart leapt and writhed almost as she realise just how used and degraded she felt.  She was a white-woman; a virgin for God’s sake, but 

these inhuman monsters were treating her as though she were a filthy whore, a mere animal. 



She tried to draw breath and strength, tried to stop the panic, but she began to hyperventilate, straining for air that didn’t seem to come. A crashing blow in the stomach, doubled her over, before Kemen savagely pulled her upright by her hair again. 

Then he let her totter around, at arms length, keeping her upright, as she fought for more air. 



Finally, Linsey, her eyes streaming, her stomach aching, began to recover her breath. She tried to swallow, but her mouth was bone dry, as her terror began to mount. 



Kemen was grinning at her, and fondling his swelling shaft. ‘See how she sweats Saleem. Such a filthy Christian slut.’  He shrugged. ‘But then I suppose it is natural for pigs to wallow in filth.’ He sneered again and pointed the whip at Linsey. ‘However, she will feel the strength of my arm none the less for her filth.’ 



Kemen still holding Linsey’s hair, kept her head still, so she found her gaze locked on Saleem. Kemen growled in her ear. ‘My Honourable Brother is now going to open your filthy infidel cunt.’ He shook her. ‘You will respond as a slave responds to her Master, and your orgasm will be long and mighty. Otherwise you will feel my whip, until your bones show. Understood slut?’ 



Linsey, fighting to keep the horrific images from her mind nodded, and croaked. 

‘Yes Master.’  



‘And you had better make it good slave.’ Saleem said. ‘Or tomorrow I shall instruct My Noble Father to cut that precious infidel clit from you and feed it to you pickled in aspic.’  



Linsey was shaking so much it was all she could do to remain upright, and the strain on her hair was making her eyes stream with tears. 



Saleem went on. ‘I should have told you that my brother is our Noble Father’s Whip-Master.’ He gave her a cold smile. ‘Kemen is an expert in training sluts to perform as they should.’ 



Kemen lifted her up higher on her toes, her hair tearing at the roots, bringing tears to her eyes, ‘You are about to find out why I am a Whip-Master’ Kemen chuckled again. 

‘Just be thankful that I won’t be able to attend Our Father’s celebrations tomorrow.’  

Kemen chuckled, a deep throaty sound, welling up from deep within his chest. ‘I have a bundle of pony-sluts to prepare for the racing tomorrow.’ Then his face twisted into a cruel grin and he stepped over to her, bending the whip right before her face. ‘But now you will learn why we love infidel virgins to open.’ He pointed to some slatted wooden seating on the one side of the room. ‘Saleem we’ll stretch the slut over the woodwork!’ 

He flicked his whip back and forth, his eyes gleaming as he relished the swish of its passage through the air. ‘I intend to give her something to think about.’ Again, he flicked the whip; allowing it to, swish through the air. ‘And I want to hear how she screams!’ 



Linsey moved back, lifting her arms in an instinctive gesture of defence. Futile! 

She yelled out as, the whip struck her tender breasts and Kemen grabbed her upper left arm. Saleem went to her other side and between them they frog- marched her over to the seating. 



Screaming and struggling, her legs milling about, Linsey tried to resist. 



Her reply was just the chuckling of the two men as they shoved her towards the seating. 



Linsey was fit, quite strong in fact, but she was no match for the men. Struggle as she might, she couldn’t break free of their grasp. Their huge hands were squeezing her arms like twin vices, and they dodged her flailing legs, as she tried to kick out at them. 



They slammed her, face down, on the second level, her breath whooshing out of her lungs. She felt her breasts squash flat against the wooden slats, and her so recently pierced nipples burned as they pressed between the wooden strips. Savagely, they pulled her arms outwards and she felt her wrists secured to the woodwork. She sucked in a frightened gasp and turned her head to one side, to see that they were using leather strips 

to tie her wrists. Again she struggled, kicking out  with her feet, trying to hurt them, but just wasted her time. All she was doing was providing a rather erotic spectacle for these perverts. She sagged, knowing what was to come. The evil Kemen was going to beat her, and she could do nothing to stop him. Even as the thoughts entered her head, it became even clearer, as the men each grabbed one of her ankles, to stretch her thighs wide. 

Before she could resist further they strapped her ankles to the uprights beneath the lower seat, so that she was, completely powerless. 



Kemen smashed his whip into the woodwork beside her head and she jumped, letting go a squeal of fear. Then as she heard the whip  swishiiiieow  through the air, she started to wail, until one of them grabbed her hair and pulled her head back. She retched as strong fingers stuffed a filthy piece of rag into her mouth. Then Saleem was growling in her ear. ‘I know what Kemen said, bitch. He wants to hear you scream!’ He chuckled. 

‘But not just yet.’ He tugged on her ringed nose, to emphasise his words. ‘So, when I take the rag from your mouth, you’ll oblige, won’t you?’ He released her nose, grabbed her neck in one huge hand and squeezed hard, just below the swell of her skull. The pressure of his grip made her feel dizzy, but she still struggled against him, trying to spit out the filthy rag. 



Kemen merely pulled her head even further back. ‘WON’T YOU!’ he shouted. 



Linsey subsided, knowing she was finished and nodded slowly. 



Kemen removed the rag from her mouth and chuckled. ‘Now you WILL scream. 

As much as you want.’ He giggled. ‘It might help you keep your mind off the pain.’ 



Linsey stared to sob then. ‘Please. Let me go. I haven’t done anything to you.’  



Kemen’s voice cut in. ‘That is true, slut. You have done nothing to Saleem or to me. But, you insulted our Noble Father and you are an infidel. These are both sins you will pay for.’ He chuckled. ‘You are also a virgin, and we are going to change that. You and your fellow slaves must learn. As well as pleasing your Master’s you must learn the true path. Your virginity is not yours for the keeping. It is ours for the taking.’ 



‘Oh God No!’ 



He chuckled again. ‘Only your God would save you now, but He is resting this day, so I believe.’ He laughed. ‘Such a convenient day for us.’ He placed the whip handle on Linsey’s trembling shoulders and softly traced it down her spine. ‘In fact, any transgression will result in severe punishment.’ Then he lifted his arm high, and brought it down in a scything arc, flattening out at the bottom of the swing, so the swing so the whip seared horizontally into Linsey’s taught, offered buttocks, the blow instantly raising a line of reddened fire on the soft flesh. 





‘Aaaiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrggggggggggh!’ Linsey had thought that Natia’s beating was bad, but it was nothing to this. She had never experienced pain like it. Her agonised screams bounced around the room as the sudden, blaze of intense agony caused her buttocks to contract. She wriggled, still yelling, trying to bleed away the withering pain, but before she noticed any difference, the second blow fell, and her body jerked upwards, against the leather straps, another hoarse ‘Aiieeeiiiiarghhhhhhhhh!’  

bursting from her lips as the restraints on her wrists and ankles stretched her joints. The n her screams were almost continuous, each one merging into the next as the whip rose and fell, burning, blazing pain across her buttocks. Linsey, of course, couldn’t see, but she knew, the flesh of her behind was being raised into fearful ridges of blue and red whelts, as blow after blow, ripped into the sensitive flesh. Then the nerve endings in Linsey’s skin began to give up the effort, so that the sharp agony became a dull-ache. 



Her tormentor seemed to sense this natural anaesthesia and suddenly the whip found a new target, this time tracking a searing whelt across the tender flesh, just below the swell of Linsey’s up thrust buttocks. 



As the beating went on Linsey was beginning to understand why Kemen was called a Whip-Master. The savagery of the beating was causing her to jump upwards and forwards, in an instinctive effort to get away from the punishing whip. But this merely caused her more pain, as her movements merely forced her weight against the tight 

leather bindings, so they scored into her fle sh. Then another line of heat, this time lower still, as the sadistic Kemen altered his aim, to begin the scourging of the backs of her spread thighs. Then he followed it by another cut, just above her bent knees. Clearly knowing exactly what he was doing, the evil Kemen, started all over again, and he began to work systematically, gradually moving the blows upwards again, until once more; he was slashing the whippy whip into the red-raw flesh of Linsey’s battered arse-cheeks. 



Beside herself with pain now, Linsey was hoarse, her screams blending one into the other. ‘Aaaiiiiiiieergh! Arrghhhhh! Nooooohhhh Aiiieeeeeeeeeaargh!’ 



The whip rose and fell, again, and again, crashing into the tight-stretched skin of her defenceless, bare behind. Another awesome blo w slashed into her and with her eyes streaming tears, she began to beg for mercy, trying to twist around in wild panic. She knew it was useless but she was also aware that she would have to make the man stop before he whipped her to death. 



Then, as if he could read Linsey’s mind, Kemen ceased the onslaught. Even above her sobbing, Linsey could make out the rasp of the sadistic man’s breathing, as for a moment there was respite. Linsey twisted her head around and through tear-streaked vision saw the bastard standing to one side, the whip hanging from his hand. ‘Perhaps now you will realise just what you are. Virgin or not, you Infidel slut.’ He spat. Then he raised his arm and the whip hissed through the air to thunder into Linsey’s flesh again. 



Linsey was done with screaming. Her throat was sore, dry, cracking almost. Her backside was inflamed, the nerves completely deadened. She certainly felt the blow, but now she merely whimpered, and then clenched her muscles as the whip sliced through the air yet again, to add another wicked stripe to the mess of whelts that Linsey knew would be on her flesh. Then it ceased again and Linsey heard the man step back, breathing heavily. 



Now Kemen was speaking into her ear, a half-chuckle in his voice. ‘How do you like your new life slut? He didn’t wait for a reply. ‘Not much I shouldn’t wonder.’ He giggled. ‘Now you see what insolence gets you.’ Another sadistic chuckle. ‘And all because you couldn’t resist insulting our Noble Father.’ A pause then. ‘Well, where you’re going you won’t be doing any insulting’ He grabbed her hair and shook her head for emphasis. ‘It will be you who will be insulted, used and treated like the slut you are.’ 

He slammed his open palm into Linsey’s inflamed behind, extracting a harsh groan. ‘And you will be getting used to the feel of a whip, and a few other things besides, across this tight little arse of yours.’ The man straightened. ‘I will grant you one thing. You are still conscious, and not many sluts could say that, after I have finished with them.’ He chuckled, ‘But there’s much more for you slut. I will be testing you to the whip again. 

We will see one day just how much you can bear.’ 



Linsey whimpered trying to keep her buttocks from tensing, her hips from wriggling against the fearful pain that was engulfing her rear end. Somehow, she knew. 

Wriggling was precisely what they wanted to see, but her backside was hurting dreadfully and it was almost impossible to keep still. 



She heard Kemen chuckle again. ‘That’s right, Christian bitch! Jiggle those soft buttocks about! Such a sight will ready us for the next part of the proceedings.’ Then there was one more terrific, searing blow from the whip, and Linsey started to black out. 

She hovered on the brink of unconsciousness, just slightly aware that Kemen had dropped the whip and had stalked out of the room. There was a fearful nagging in her brain, as she wondered what the bastard had meant by "the next part of the proceedings". 



But in her heart she knew. 



She was soon to find out she was right. 



Mercifully, someone was unfastening the leather bindings from her limbs, and Linsey, whimpered as she was hauled her to her feet, the movement aggravating the pain in her buttocks and thighs. The mist of agony was making her feel dizzy, and her mouth was slack, open and she was dribbling slightly, her saliva running down her naked front. 

The slightest movement sent fresh waves of agony through her throbbing, red-raw 

buttocks and thighs. She was so preoccupied with the centre of her pain; she barely noticed that Kemen had returned. Then she shuddered as through the mist of pain she heard the terrifying Whip-Master’s voice. ‘My brother, I’ll bend the slut over. I want to see if she is ready for us.’ 



Linsey made no effort to resist as Saleem applied pressure on her head, and bent her forwards. She merely sucked in a tired gasp of air as a rough hand went between her thighs, the blunt, uncaring fingers impatiently spreading her sore, bloodied labia, seeking the depths of her sex hole. She was in so much pain; the agony gradually consuming her whole mind, and seemingly, she had lost all will to object. She just stood there, submissive, obedient even, as Kemen worked his hand right into her sex. Then she groaned, and her heart fluttered as without warning, she felt the first stirrings of her juices. The obscene, massage went on and she tried to suppress her mounting desire, knowing she didn’t really want this, but knowing also, there was very little she could do to prevent her natural, physical responses taking over. 



Then the problem vanished he withdrew his hand and jerked her upright again, the noose tightening around her neck. Kemen shoved his hand beneath her nose. ‘There, slut! 

Smell yourself!’ He pushed his fingers between her lips and into her mouth. ‘Taste your own juice!’ he sneered. ‘It seems you found the beating somewhat satisfying. Maybe you are beginning to like this treatment?’ 



Then Linsey almost vomited as the man forced his fingers down onto the back of her tongue, then she swallowed, instinctively, as her own juiced moistened her sore, dry throat. 



Kemen chuckled, as he took his hand from her mouth. ‘My brother, I believe she likes the taste of her own filthy slime.’ He dried his hand in Linsey’s hair, and then grabbed her chin, holding her head upright. He stared into her eyes. ‘It might be that she also likes the flavour of another woman.’ He shrugged. ‘In time, I have no doubt she will find out.’ He squeezed her cheeks, so her teeth scraged into the soft flesh inside her mouth. ‘That’s right isn’t it?’ he loosed her and stepped back. 



Linsey drooped her head in shame. This man had no right to treat her like this, and he had no right to assume she was a slut just because... Her mind was a mess of conflicting thoughts. How could she explain? True, the juices from her own body had tasted quite sweet, had been welcome in a way, moistening her ravaged throat, but she had been more or less forced to swallow. It wasn’t because she liked it for God’s sake. 

Then, sadly, she realised. It didn’t matter what she felt, wanted or needed. To these monsters, she was less even than an animal. Mutely, she shook her head, then looked at her tormentor. She managed to croak through her burning throat. ‘No. Please... Please! 

Let me go. I really won’t...’ 



A sharp slap across her face cut her off. ‘That is very true slut!’ From now on, you do nothing unless you are told.’ Kemen snarled. ‘And most of that you will not wish to do.’ He sniggered. ‘Not at first, anyway.’ He added mysteriously. 



Saleem broke in. ‘Kemen, my brother. I have to open this slut.  If you want to use her too, then we must waste no more time. I must prepare her for our noble father, and that will take some time. He grabbed Linsey’s arms and pinioned then to her sides, guiding her towards the benching. He pushed her against the woodwork, so her shins barked on the front rail. ‘Up there slut!’ he growled. ‘And be quick about it. On your hands and knees. ‘  



Now Kemen grabbed Linsey’s hair and leering at her, he twisted her around, then forced her back so she plumped down on the slatted seat, causing her to cry out as the movement aggravated the sore flesh of her bottom. Kemen grinned in her face. ‘If your pretty little arse is too sore to sit on, then why don’t you do as you were told and get on all fours?’ He patted the wooden seat. ‘Now move slave! Get up there!’ He ordered. 

‘Turn side onto us.’ He giggled. ‘I need room to service you. In front and behind!’ 

Another wicked chuckle as he guided Linsey onto the seats. 

 

She flinched, stiffened, waiting for a shock. Nothing came and she swallowed, stealing a glance at her tormentor. 



Kemen cuffed her alongside the ear. ‘Hurry slut!’ He said. ‘You were given an order. Do it! NOW!’ @@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@ 



Groaning inwardly, Linsey obeyed, clambering up onto the lower seat, adopted a hands and knees position, before turning so that the slats ran along the length of her body. 



Kemen pulled her head lower. ‘This time your arms and legs are free. There are no belts to hold you.’ He ran a hand over her haunches, ‘You will soon long for sexual release. But,’ he warned. ‘You stay as still as possible. That way, I get all the enjoyment.’ 



Linsey, knowing what he meant, lowered her head in embarrassment. She knew she was going to be raped by this sadistic bully and there was absolutely nothing she could do to stop him. If she screamed out, it would be pointless. There was no one who would hear anyhow. At least, no one who would care. She also knew she would have to stay still, or be punished. Also, in order to do as Kemen had said, she knew she would have to grip the wooden slats, or she would be battered about between the sadists and the wall in front of her. Swallowing her fear, she grabbed the slats, her small fists, wrapping around the wood. 



Kemen’s laugh boomed out then. ‘See My brother! The Christian bitch is readying herself for me.’ He snorted. ‘She is all but begging for me to start!’ 



Saleem dismissed Kemen’s remarks with a wave. ‘Kemen, it doesn’t matter whether she likes it or not. It’s for us to enjoy, not her.’ 





Kemen grinned ‘Ah! Yes My brother. Indeed you are right.’ 



Linsey could hardly believe what she was hearing. They were talking about her as if she wasn’t here, or as if she didn’t understand them. The enormity of her situation struck home. Oh God help he r! Between them, they would half kill her. 



Then Linsey yelled out as Saleem grabbed her hair. He twisted forcing her head upward. She was obliged to loose the wooden slats and as her shoulders lifted, her firm, well-rounded breasts pushed forwards, showing them that, despite the embarrassment in her expression, her nipples were suddenly hard and swollen, throbbing even. 



‘Oh Yes!’ Kemen breathed. ‘Such breasts. Such nipples.’ He caressed the trembling Linsey’s upper body. ‘Our Noble Father will really like this one.’ He leered at her and Linsey shivered with fear as she saw the crazed expression on his face, the fierce lust in his eyes. Then Kemen stretched out a hand, to lift her left breast. He squeezed, hard, and Linsey winced, biting her lower lip, trying not to cry out. The pressure intensified, until she could stand it no longer and she yelped out, her hands reaching for his wrist, to tear his hand away. She was wasting her time. All she got for her trouble was a swift kick in the ribs from Kemen. ‘Keep still slut!’ Then with a chuckle, he loosed her, so her breast fell forwards again. 



Her breast was throbbing with the pain, the bruise clearly beginning to form and she sagged again, smothering her sobs, just wishing they would get on with it and maybe then leave her alone. 



Saleem licked his lips. ‘Yes. Kemen, the slut has nice tits. Except they aren’t natural.’ He bent to Linsey, ‘Are they slut?’ 



Swallowing on a dry mouth, Linsey shook her head and mumbled, ‘N.N.No Master…’  She flushed ‘No. They... they are implants M.M.Master.’ 



Kemen chuckled, ‘Well they look good.’  He squeezed again, until Linsey squealed out. 



Kemen laughed. ‘She still feels pain there and that is all that matters.’ He looked at Saleem. ‘My brother, are you going to open the slut now?’ 



That was when Linsey experienced the first fluttering in her stomach. Suddenly, she was breathing more heavily as she looked at the massive erection that Saleem was sporting. Ohhhh God... No… She knew, another time, another place… Her pulse was beginning to race. A warm glow was spreading through her belly. With difficulty, she tried to regain her composure; knowing she must deny herself sexual arousal. That would 

only increase their enjoyment. But it wasn’t easy. Her confused mind was playing games with her. Of course it was! 



But this was no game and there was no escape for her. 



She was being obliged to perform and, much as she knew, under normal circumstances, she would welcome this man, to submit to him, with the absence of choice was filling  her with dread. She swallowed again knowing she ought to scream out at them; force them to leave her alone. But that was futile, she knew. They would just see it as a way of having even more enjoyment from taking her body. Again she tried to deny the throbbing desire, that was pulsing away inside. The she gasped aloud as she felt her genitals begin to throb, her labia started to swell outwards, like a flower, to expose her wet, burning sex- hole and her prominent, tingling pleasure bud. She was suddenly longing for stimulation. It was all she could do to prevent herself from clawing at it herself, to squeeze it and to sink her own fingers deep into her body. 



She felt shame, but that was again pushed aside by the lust, as she began to pant, wanting Kemen to begin his assault of her body.’ Oh God!. She groaned inwardly. What was wrong with her? She shouldn’t be feeling like this, with the looming prospect of being taken by a monsters like this. Yet, denying it was useless. The plain fact was, she was hot for sex. Right here and now. 



Nothing had happened of course, but suddenly the space was smaller, hotter and it was forming the nucleus of her whole being. The air was hanging heavy with naked lust and Linsey trembled with pent- up desire, as she waited. Then,  again she shuddered, knowing they were playing with her mind, teasing her just biding their time. 



Her throat was still dry and her breathing was beginning to rasp as she tried to calm herself, ready for the impending onslaught. She could also hear the two men breathing, and once again, fear shouldered aside her desire. Oh God! She prayed, Please let them hurry up and be done with her. She screwed up her eyes, trying to gather the strength to give Saleem what he wanted. 



Once she had satisfied the pervert and survived maybe there would be a glimmer of hope then. Maybe, she could escape after all. Despite the beatings, the warnings, she knew she had to try one day. And she would. She would get a chance. Sadly though, she knew, if she ever did escape; get ho me again, she would never be able to complain to anyone. Her cheeks flushed with shame and embarrassment, as she thought about what she should do, once free of these monsters. Yet, what had happened to her since that awful night in the Dance Club, what was about to happen here, was just too much! Too shameful even to think about, much less complain about to some gloating Police Officer, male or female. There was just no way would tell anyone. 



Linsey jumped then as Kemen’s voice cut in. ‘Push your arse up  slut, and hold your head high.’ He encouraged her with a jerk on her hair. ‘And get your mouth open wide.’ Clenching and unclenching her buttocks, clamping her teeth against the pain juddering through her tortured buttocks and hips, she obeyed, gripping even tighter on the wooden slats beneath her. 



She knew they were looking at her, she could feel the intentness of their gaze and she suddenly wanted to recover her modesty, to shield herself from their lustful gaze, with her hands. But she sucked in a gasp of surprise as she felt her nipples suddenly harden, felt her stomach flip with a twitch of nervous anticipation, felt her labia begin to throb, to swell and to pout, exposing her vagina. 



Still she couldn’t look at the two men, but she had no illusions about the sight that she must be presenting to them. If she had harboured any illusions they would have been dispelled by the ragged sounds of their breathing, as they too began to reach full arousal. 



‘Higher with those buttocks slut!’ Saleem had a crop  now and he tapped her reddened buttocks, slipped the crop between the red-raw globes and began to tickle her sex lips. 

 

Linsey gasped, expecting more punishment. Nothing came and, obediently she shoved her hips up even further, peaking her buttocks, painfully stretching the ravaged skin of her shapely bottom. 



‘Lift up your head slut and put your hands on your head.’ 



Linsey obeyed, arching her back, so her breasts jutted out even more. Her mouth was open, ready, her gaze directed at the woodwork in front of her. 



Then, surprising her, Kemen was in front of her, kneeling on the wooden benching, grinning, his huge penis fully erect, his shiny, purple glans looking as if it would burst. ‘First, I want to see how you suck a real man!’ Grabbing her hair he pulled her head back against Saleem’s grip and without any further hesitation, he lunged straight into her ready mouth. 



Then, unexpectedly, Saleem yelled out. ‘This has to be done. I must open this infidel virgin now!’ Instantly then Linsey felt her vagina burn and the pain radiated through her as Saleem took her, savagely, uncaringly, and tore her hymen  to shreds, ramming deep into her body, ignoring her muffled screams as Kemen pounded into her mouth. Then the sheer force of his entry, widened her passage,  more and she shuddered as she realised she was juicing for this evil monster, his thick hot pulsing shaft exciting the sensitive tender membranes inside, pressing her clitoris hard against her pubic bone. 

She spluttered her saliva around the shaft of Kemen’s huge tool, the gristly organ completely filling her mouth, stretching her lips wide, as the man began to pump in and out of her face. 



Then from behind, again, there was Saleem, his hands scrabbling into the sore mounds of her buttocks, his fingers pulling her body against him, so she bounced back and forth between the two of them. Almost in perfect time, each man sank himself into her body, the cock in her mouth swelling, flattening her tongue and Saleem’s huge monster, spearing into the depths of her belly. 



Linsey abandoned herself to the rape, and her spine arched like a bow, as she groaned with each mighty thrust from Saleem. She was just able to breathe, each time Kemen withdrew from her mouth; surprising herself at the ease with which she took this huge cock. Groaning, Linsey allowed her throat to relax, so the bloated penis slid right into her gullet, the heat of the thing seeming to spread through her chest. 



Despite Kemen’s boasting manner, he didn’t last long and within a few more thrusts, he was leaning back, hanging onto her hair, yelling out his lust as he pumped his copious load of scalding sperm into Linsey’s mouth. The hot creamy liquid slid straight down her throat, and even before she realised it she had swallowed the hot jet of salty spunk in one. 



Saleem, in his own passion, snatched her arse-cheeks wider apart so he could lunge even deeper into her gaping, wet sex. In moments he had thrust right into her, plumbing her depths, making her feel as though her whole belly was taking him. His thighs slammed against her thrashed buttocks as he rammed himself right home; again and again, thrusting into her, feeling massive, filling her, stretching her slippery sex- hole wide. Much as she wanted to deny it, Linsey knew she was boiling to a climax herself; ashamed of what she was doing yet somehow relishing the fact that she was being used as a mere sex-object, knowing that she could do nothing but kneel there and take every thing they wanted to give her. 



Kemen had slid from her mouth now, and his sperm trailed across her face. 

Eagerly almost, she grabbed for the penis, slipping it back into her mouth, sucking it dry, draining it of every drop of semen. Kemen was gasping with desire again, lunging into her, mouth, clearly desperate to regain his erection. But he seemed to be finished and with a dismissive gesture he withdrew from her and turned away. 



Linsey moaned in true passion then, as Saleem lunged once more, her back bent into an even greater bow of pleasure, as his weapon lunged. She shoved her buttocks towards his thrusting, her breathing becoming ragged as she allowed her mouth to go slack, to gape, her saliva and the last dribbles of  Kemen’s semen dripping from her 

mouth, unheeded as the warmth of lust overtook her. She bucked against Sale em again her sore buttocks, burning anew as he ground up against her with each thrust. 



She slid along the slatted benching, fingers losing grip on the timber and beneath her breasts swung to and fro, in abandon. Her orgasm was rising quickly now and she fought for every breath, as she tried to hold onto the delicious sensation as Saleem began to quicken his movements. Kemen, sensing Saleem’s approaching climax, began to encourage his brother. ‘Come Saleem! Give to the slut. Flood her out my brother. Let it go!’ 



Saleem responded to Kemen’s urging and his movements quickened his loud breathing turning to groans of passion. Finally, he arched back, thrusting right into Linsey’s body, yelling aloud as his climax overtook him. 



Linsey squealed in pain and pleasure as she felt the boiling lust jetting into her and she clenched her thighs, as the sperm continued to spurt, his prick thudding deep into her body, stiffening, swelling, pulsing his load, draining into her abused body. The huge member filled her completely and his seed squelched out making a sucking noise as it found its way out to run freely down her thighs. Gasping, straining, squealing, she squeezed her thighs together again, still trying to retain him, to contract her muscles so she could milk every  drop from him, as she had her own orgasm. Now she paid no heed to the red-raw striping on her flesh, intent only on keeping that gorgeous fat cock inside her; almost praying for the release of her boiling, threatening climax. 



There was to be no release fo r Linsey though, for suddenly Saleem withdrew and there was the immediate stab of a needle. 



No orgasm for Linsey! 



She yelled out in anguish as consciousness drained away. 

 









Chapter Nine 





The sumptuous room was heady with the scent of food, spices, perfumes, and the musky scent of sheer human lust. It was warm, but not excessively so, the air conditioning set just right. The atmosphere was charged with lust; the air heavy with the scent of it. In all parts of the huge room there were groups of naked bodies intertwines, the sounds of their lust m enjoining into a low hum and chatter. Occasionally there was the sound of leather slashing into naked flesh and the cries of tortured slavegirls rang out from all around the huge room. 



In one corned there were four huge blacks, their dark skin glistening in the low light, their muscles rippling, each of them with a slave in front of him as in concert, they ravaged their helpless victims. The girls could do nothing but scream in agony as their anuses were torn asunder by the huge black, shafts, the men lunging frenziedly into their kneeling bodies, the slaves unable to move, their limbs fastened to the floor by bright metal chains 



In the centre of the room there was a silk lined well, filled with soft cushions, where three more huge, muscled  blacks were laying back, as they were pleasured by a golden haired, white bodied slavegirl. A hatchet faced woman of about fifty, herself naked, wielded a short, but wicked looking whip. Her skinny, pendulous breast swung loosely; as she lashed into the helpless girl, slashing her in to frantic action, forcing her from one man to the next. 



Squealing, crying the girl moved as fast as she could, and trying to evade the flicking leather. At one moment, she had one of the huge black cocks in her mouth, sucking and licking for all she was worth. Then the whip would slash into her and she grabbed for another of the huge glistening cocks with her small white hands, to begin massaging the man to a huge erection. Then suddenly the woman would kick the wretched slave, pulling her head to her own sex, grinding her bony hips into the squealing sobbing girl’s face. Then she loosed the girl to begin clawing at her own sex, as she panted and dribbled in her lust, watching the girl pleasuring the three men. 



The girl’s sweat and her own saliva were flying everywhere as the whip slashed into her body and every now and then one of the men would grab her head to force her deep over his shaft, lunging into her soft mouth, causing the girl to retch and heave as the incessant rape of her mouth went on. 



Then suddenly, Prince Saleem stood up and tapped a spoon noisily against a thick, glass bowl. It sounded out like a church bell, and immediately the room became silent, but for the muted sobs and squeals of tortured, ravaged slavegirls.  Even that subsided as Saleem rapped against the glass again. ‘Silence you white bitches, or I will have you all on the rack!’ 



The sobbing all but ceased, and smiling to the room Saleem said. ‘My friends ignore the sluts for a moment. It will soon be time to drink a toast to my honourable Father.’ He bowed to the huge, fat ugly old man beside him. His father, Abdar Ben Farind, was lounging back, on a huge cushion, his enormous belly rolling from side to side whenever he moved. Beside Farind sat the evil Natia. 



Saleem smiled at his Father. ‘In a short while my Noble Father, we shall charge our glasses, and drink to your health. First though, I wish to present you with your Birthday gift.’  



Farind rubbed his hands in childish glee and looked up at his beloved Son. ‘Ahh Saleem my boy. Why have you been wasting your money on an old man like me?’ 



Saleem grinned in delight. ‘My Father, I honour you with a gift for your sixty-fifth birthday. I assure you the gift was worth every piece of gold I have spent on it. ‘He smiled. ‘We must not allow this occasion to go un-remarked.’ There was a ripple of 

approving  murmurs and Saleem looked around again at the smiling faces of his guests. ‘I am sure we all wish to see what I have bought for your delight my Father.’ 



There was more expectant hubbub, as the guests nodded and whispered for a second or so, Then Saleem smiled around the room and clapped his hands together loudly. The room fell silent as soundlessly the wide double doors swung open.’ 



Four well- mucked, black male slaves, came in, one at each corner of an ornate, oblong, box, covered by white silk. The box was about six feet long and two feet square, and the men had no trouble in carrying it into the room, where they approached Farind, to set the thing down on the floor before him. 



Saleem took his Father’s hand, lifted it and kissed the huge ruby ring on his father’s finger. ‘My Honourable father. Your birthday gift. Fully wrapped for your delight.’ 



The old man chuckled and his eyes glittered in anticipation as he clambered to his feet, wheezing and grunting to lumber his gross figure over to the box, where he tore aside the silk covering. 



The whole room gasped in awe as they saw not a box, but a cage; a cage made with golden bars, and inside, they could just discern an obvious female form, trembling and shaking beneath the concealing wraps of a full burkah. 



Four, naked black slave girls had followed the cage in, and now one of the naked beauties went to the front of the cage. Kneeling before Sheik Farind, the girl bowed her head. ‘Master your present awaits you.’ Then still with her head down, she reached out and unfastened the catch on the door at the end of the cage, swinging the small gate wide. 



Farind was chuckling in delight, his huge fat from wobbling about as he bent down to peer into the cage. He reached out a podgy hand, and grabbed at the shaking terrified girl inside. Like a child with a new toy, her dragged her from the cage ignoring her squeals of protest as she was pulled roughly to her feet. 



Then Farind held her upright steadying her as he appraised the covered slave. 



The crowd in the room were stunned into silence as they saw the shrouded girl standing there, shaking, her panicky breathing moving the folds of her all concealing garment. The girl stood there, shaking with fear beneath the heavy, hot burkah, her bare feet and ten freshly painted, toenails peeking from beneath the hem. 



Natia rose from her seat next to Saleem and walked over slowly. Bowing to Farind, she smiled. ‘Master, I shall prepare the present for you.’  



‘Good, good.’ Farind was playing the moment for everything it was worth, going along with the melodramatic ceremony  



Obeying Natia’s earlier order, Linsey was holding back the need to cry out in fear and shame, standing there in silence, accepting whatever was to happen, knowing she could do nothing. Natia had made no bones about what would happen if Linsey disgraced herself. 



Then Linsey started to tremble even more as she heard  the evil Natia’s voice, 

‘This slut is a present to our Master His Excellency, Sheik Farind. The pigslut is given to him to use as he sees fit.’ She smiled at the crowd, ‘Now, do we want Master to show us how he deals with his present? How he dominates and enjoys this Christian slut?’ 



A chorus of anticipation rose up, the crowd shouting gleefully in the affirmative. 



Natia held up a hand and silenced them. ‘The slut will perform well I am sure. 

The pigslut knows what will happen if she does not.’  She poked Linsey’s belly, and then pointed towards Linsey’s hidden sex- mound. ‘There is a filthy Christian clit under there. 

The pigslut knows if she fails to please, that infidel clit will be removed and she will be made to eat it for her supper!’ She cackled as the catcalls rose from the crowd. 



Sheik Farind was beside himself with eagerness to get at his new prize and he stepped over to the terrified Linsey. Then he reached for the headpiece of the burkah and with one swift grab, he pulled it upwards and clear of the shivering Linsey. 



The silence was shattered with gasps, as the slave’s form could be seen; but not fully revealed. She still had on a thin, silken gown, covering her nudity like gossamer, so 

that the gorgeous tones of her flesh showed through in tantalising glimpses, as the garment moved slightly in the current of the air conditioning fans. 



But they could see her gorgeous face, and they marvelled at the shimmering cascade of golden hair that fell down her back. To finish the picture, the light glinted on the golden ring in the girl’s nose, and on the small, golden ball that hung from the ring, by a three inch length of fine, gold chain. 



Farind grabbed at the girls hair and pulled her to him. 



‘Aaiiiieieeeeaargggh! Linsey squealed as she felt her hair pulling almost from its roots, as Farind dragged her toward him. Like a dog with a bitch, Farind began to sniff at Linsey, all over, his face twisted into an evils smile as he humiliated the terrified girl. 

‘She smells of infidel!’ He laughed aloud. ‘Her cunt stinks of Christianity.’ With a nasty grin on his fat ugly face, he pinched Linsey’s nipples through the silk robe, holding tight as she squirmed, trying to break free. ‘But we shall soon alter that.’ He turned to Natia. 

‘Disrobe the pig. Let my guests see what my beloved Son has given me.’ He stepped back as Natia moved towards Linsey. 



Natia chuckled evilly and snapping her fingers at the four black men, she said. 

‘Remove the cage. Leave it outside for when this slut has entertained us.’ Then she reached for the shaking Linsey. She leaned towards Linsey. ‘On your knees slut!’ 



Linsey knew by now, and she dropped instantly to her knees, her heart sinking and filling with fear and shame. ‘Mistress.’ 



The evil woman leaned over her. ‘And how do you like your mobile home slut? 

Hmmm?’ 



Linsey swallowed on non-existent saliva and began to shake even more with fear of the unknown and the visions of   imagined horrors that awaited her. She knew exactly what to say. ‘It’s b.b.b.beautiful Mistress.’  



‘I am glad you like it. You will spend your time in it, unless Master is using you.’ 

She giggled. ‘Isn’t that a wonderful prospect slut?’ 



‘Y.Y.Yes. M.M.M..Mistress.’  Linsey felt her stomach lurching, as the bile rose, at the thought of spending all her time, locked in the cramped, confines of that uncomfortable cage. 



Natia shrugged. ‘She will get used to the words Master Farind.’ She said as she reached for the fastening behind Linsey’s neck. 



Then slowly she disrobed Linsey completely so the marks of the whip became apparent, more feint now they had time to fade a little. 



From her robes, Natia drew out a long shining metal spike and then lifted Linsey’s face tilting her chin. ‘On you feet slut. I don’t want to bend down.’  



Linsey obeyed and got up again. 



‘Tongue.’ Natia snapped. 



Mute and obedient, Linsey extended her tongue. 



Natia grabbed, pinched and pulled Linsey’s tongue as far as it would extend ignoring the piteous wails as she caused Linsey’s eyes to start with tears. Brutally, Natia pulled it out as far as she could, before pushing the spike through the hole she had punched through so recently. 



Linsey sucked in a horrified gasp and swallowed, without thinking. 

‘Aieeeeeeearrrrrrrgh!’ She squealed out, as the strain on her tongue pulled the spike  hard against her lips, keeping her tongue out, preventing her from swallowing, as slowly her saliva built up to well and ooze out of her mouth. 



Then Natia went on to disrobe Linsey. ‘Look at the white slut. This American bitch, who thought she was better than us.’ She allowed the robe to fall exposing Linsey’s recently shaven mound. She pulled on Linsey’s pierced nipples, stretching them out painfully, as she examined her helpless captive. ‘See these false breasts,’ Natia chuckled. 

‘Implanted because of  her stupid infidel vanity.’ She pulled the chain attached to Linsey’s breast, causing her captive to hiss with pain, so more saliva dribbled down the girl’s front. 

 

Natia ignored Linsey’s discomfort as she went on. ‘And this nose ring. Ideal for her Master’s leash.’ 



The crowd were making encouraging comments, as Natia went on to humiliate and degrade Linsey. ‘Just think how this ball will swing, and pull on that Christian nose, making her writhe and sob, increasing Master’s pleasure.’  She tweaked the spike in Linsey’s tongue. ‘Then there is the spike. Removable of course, so she can pleasure us with that tongue of hers.’ She sneered into Linsey’s face. ‘Or for when we wish to fasten it to her collar.’ She breathed her filthy breath into Linsey’s face. ‘The spike remains there slut, when you are not being used.’ She giggled. ‘In fact, in a few days we pierce your tongue further back and we will weight your tongue so it becomes longer, to be of use to clean your Masters and Mistress’s after they have answered the call of nature.’ 



The crown were laughing and chattering softy now as they watched the shaking white-faced girl holding back sobs of fear, shame and trepidation. 



Then, as Natia pointed out other various intimate parts of Linsey’s body, the terrified girl blushed a fiery, shamefaced red, as Natia carried on remarking. ‘We can attach her tongue to her nose too. The slut will wonder how she could have so long a tongue by the time I finish with her.’ Natia cackled as she finally had Linsey stripped naked, with hands shackled behind her back. 



Now, Linsey was fully exposed to the leering crowd, her arms manacled behind her back, her ankles manacled, a short chain allowing her only small steps. Natia turned her around a couple of times letting the guests appraise the new slave. ‘This piteous specimen of Christian filth is our new slave. Our gift to his Highness Sheik Farind.  The new slave Linsey.’ she announced. ‘We found her in a den of corruption in New York. 

The slut had the crass nerve to make obscene gestures to our Noble Master. Now she will pay, for that and for the way in which she used her body to tease and excite men. ‘She chuckled, ‘I must tell you though. Much to our surprise, the pigslut was a virgin.’ 



At this revelation, the guests chattered excitedly for a moment before Natia held up her hand, ‘But Master Saleem took care of that slight inconvenience. He made sure she knows how to take a real man’s shaft. Our Noble Prince and  his brother, Kemen prepared her, Saleem himself opened her ready for his father, to prevent any harm that the tight Christian cunt might do to the Royal person!’ She smiled at Farind then. 

‘Master, your honoured Son took great delight in burying himself to the hilt in this slut’s filthy body.  He forced her to full slave-orgasm.’ She smiled at Farind. ‘And now Master, we present this piece of Christian filth to you as a gift, as a token of our love and appreciation. We know she will please you, and you will convert her to our ways.’ Then Natia shoved the wretched Linsey towards the fat evil monster. ‘Go pigslut. Kneel before your Master, His Highness Sheik Farind.’  



Linsey stumbled as she moved, and then obediently fell to her knees before the man, her head lowered, her saliva dripping uncontrollably past the spike and onto the floor. 



Natia bent down to Linsey and removed the tongue spike. ‘Now slut you grovel and you offer yourself as you were taught.’ 



Longing to work her mouth and jaw to ease the pain the spike had inflicted, but not daring to, Linsey obeyed, blushing furiously as she dropped to her belly to prostrate herself. She slithered forward towards Sheik Farind. She reached for his sandaled feet and then began to kiss and, lick at the vile, stinking, misshapen toes. Between sucking and licking, Linsey managed to get out the words she had been taught. ‘Oh my master. 

Happy birthday exalted one. This worthless slut is your present. I offer my filthy slut’s body to you, to use as you see fit.’ Repeatedly she kissed and licked at his feet and ankles. ‘Master, I am your birthday gift.’ She could barely coax the words from her mouth, and her stomach heaved with disgust as she remembered how obese and gross this monster was. ‘I am yours to do with as you please this night. Every hole of this slut’s body is yours to use as you see fit. Master I am yours.’  



Farind turned his massive bulk toward his son. ‘Only for the night?’ He joked. 

 

Saleem laughed back. ‘Ah Father, that will suffice you!’ He winked. ‘If I know this bitch she will see to it that you might well be with Allah by morning.’ 



The guests laughed aloud at this, and his belly shaking as he too laughed, Farind stooped to Linsey, and clipped a leash to her nose ring. Then he pulled it taught, but warning her to stay still, he said. ‘That remains to be seen my son.’  He pulled on the leash slightly, tilting Linsey’s head upwards, but warning her with an admonishing finger to remain still. He stooped and swirled his fat hand all over the trembling Linsey’s body,. 

‘But such a way to go My Son.’ 



‘Ah maybe Honoured Father, but if that ever did happen, I would personally tie each of her limbs to a Range Rover, and tear her body asunder.’ He looked at Linsey, and the smile vanished. ‘So you should pray to your Infidel God that such harm doesn’t befall my Noble Father slut.’ 



The both men laughed and Saleem shouted. ‘Everyone fill your glasses.’ Then he held his drink aloft. ‘My noble Father. A toast to you. Happy Birthday.’  



The guests applauded and cheered as they toasted the old man, clapping loudly as he bent to Linsey. 



Then Saleem held a hand up and gradually the applause died down. ‘The slut will drink a toast too I think My Father.’ He turned to the four black slavegirls who had followed the cage into the room earlier. ‘You four sluts.’ he said as he pointed to the  men who had carried the cage in. ‘Grab these fine fellows. Bring them to orgasm and let them fill a glass with their seed.’ He leered at Linsey. ‘You my pretty slut will drink every drop as your toast to your Master.’ 



The four slavegirls obeyed, crawling towards the men, where they started to caress, their legs, and hips kissing and liking at the men, slowly making each erect, until four huge black cocks strained upwards. Then softly and slowly the girls began to masturbate them, kissing and licking their balls as they carefully brought them to the brink. 



Natia and Saleem grabbed Linsey’s arms and lifted Linsey to her knees, then held her head tightly, forcing her to watch, as the glistening sweating girls laboured over the four black cocks, slowly stroking and caressing them until they strained and gasped, writhing to the touch of the slaves. 



Linsey watched in horror and awe as the massive weapons pulsed and swelled, then, just as the men began to throb and jerk, one of the slavegirls held up a large brandy bowl in front of them so each man could guide  his seed towards the vessel. 



Grunting and gasping with lust the men emptied their seed into the glass, until it was almost full of the viscous milky white fluid. 



By now Farind had reached for his slut, and he grabbed Linsey’s hair, to pull her head back, forcing her mouth wide open. 



Natia took the bowl of warm spunk, and tipping the glass of cum to Linsey's lips, watched, grinning as the stuff oozed into the helpless Linsey’s mouth. 



‘Arrrgh Ughhhhh!  Linsey spluttered and tried to spit out the stuff, but she was soon screaming. ‘Aaaiiiiiiieergh! N.Nooo Aiieeoow!’ The woman smashed a crop into her naked ass and the glass was tipped right up, so Linsey felt the salty, warm liquid sliming into her throat, spilling over her lips to dribble down her neck and chest. The old crone merely used another glass to scoop up the stray cooling mess and then poured that to into Linsey’s offered mouth. This went on and on, as they struggled with the heaving and writhing Linsey, persisting until every drop had gone into her mouth. Then someone snapped her mouth shut; held tight until she could do nothing but swallow the filthy tasting load of spunk. 



The woman hissed in her ear, ‘Hold it down bitch or you suffer the whip  for an hour.’ 



Gulping retching and swallowing to avoid vomiting Linsey cringed inside, knowing she had to obey, as the salty thick sludge slid into her belly. Gasping and coughing, she retched a little more but managed to shut out of her mind what had just 

gone into her belly. Sobbing she lowered her head in misery and degradation, as she tried to shut out the jeers and laughs of the crowd. However, they hadn’t finished with her yet. 



Farind’s crone of a wife grabbed Linsey’s hair and shook her. ‘Now crawl over to each of those fine men and beg them to allow you to clean them with your tongue.’ 



Linsey stiffened in horror as she looked at the four huge black men lying back now, resting, their flaccid cocks still huge and covered in the stray remnants of their so recent orgasms. 



Linsey shook her head. ‘P.p.p.please no Please.’ 



Craaaaaaaaaaack! Craaaaaaack! Craaaaaaack! The woman’s’ crop slashed into Linsey’s shoulders and waist like lighting, sending waves of agony through her body. 



‘Aaaiiieearrrrgh! Aiieeoow! Linsey screamed out as the leather tore into her abused flesh.  Still yelling out her misery, Linsey tried to think rationally as she realised there was nothing she could do to avoid any of this. She closed her mind to what she was doing and forced herself to scurry on hands and knees towards the men. 



Throwing herself at their feet, she grovelled upwards, clawing gently at their muscular legs, her mouth wide and begging. ‘Masters please. I beg of you. Let this slut clean you. Please let me lick your beautiful cocks clean.’  



The men laughed and knelt to her, each shoving their huge cocks at her mouth at once. 



Shutting her mind to the horrors of what she was doing she swallowed back the shame and degradation as she moved from one to the other of them, carefully cleaning their glistening cocks of sticky half dried semen, knowing what would happen if she baulked again. 



Finally, the old crone was satisfied and unceremoniously, she dragged Linsey back by her hair, to hand the leash to Farind. ‘Master your slave. She is ready I think.’ 



Farind beamed at his ugly old wife. ‘We begin immediately Makita and you will ensure the bitch does what you know will please me.’ Farind dragged Linsey to her feet pulling up on the leash almost tearing off her nose, 



‘Aaaiiiiiiieergh’ Linsey wailed. ‘P.p.p.please M.M.M.Master…’ 



Slaaaaaaaaaaap! Farind’s huge hand smashed across her cheek, ‘Silence slut. You will learn to take your pain without wailing like a stuck pig.’ He jerked on the leash. ‘On your knees pigslut and hurry. We go to my chambers. ‘ 



Linsey was sobbing inside, her shame filling her souls as she heard the guests yelling out disgusting remarks, commenting on the night ahead of her. Linsey looked back helplessly, over her shoulder at Natia, as if asking for mercy that she knew would not be forthcoming. 

 









Chapter Ten 





Farind hurried Linsey along, walking, half-running along a myriad of passageways, tugging and yanking unceasingly on the nose- leash, so that Linsey staggered and tripped, sobbing and crying trying to keep up with the evil monster. 



Finally, they reached a corridor that Linsey seemed to recognise, and Farind stopped in front of a large door, opened it and grinned at Linsey as the noise of girls laughing and squealing in obvious pleasure came out to them. Then Farind placed a foot in the small of Linsey’s back and pushed, so Linsey tumbled through the doorway to find herself back in the huge tiled bathroom. 



Nothing seemed to have altered. The three black girls were there, sitting by the bath, draped across the steps at the one end. Linsey’s eyes were starting from her head as she realised they were all covered in soap, and the positions they were in, the shining light in their eyes, told her they had been enjoying each other’s company, probably lathering one another with the sweet scented soap. They started to giggle and point at her, gibbering away in their strange language, and Linsey felt her cheeks redden, as shame ran through her spirit. 



She felt dirty inside, used, like a soiled beast. The two brothers had stripped her of every shred of dignity, or so she’d thought, until the party. She could still taste the evil mess she had swallowed and it was all she could do to prevent herself from vomiting. She cringed even more as she recalled the evil things she they had made her do. Now she had to wait here and try to shut out he vile memories until Farind chose to tell her what she was to do,. She was shaking and shivering with fearful anticipation of what the night was to bring. 



Farind waste no time and tugging on Linsey’s nose- leash, he snarled. ‘Squat pigslut, just as if you are going to pee and put your hands behind your head.’ He raised the leash threateningly. 



Linsey, cowed and shaking, obeyed biting her lower lip, trying to absorb the agonies all over her naked body, the soreness and the bloodied mess about her genitals and anus and the burning pain from countless whip slashes. 



Farind looked down at her in contempt. ‘I like to see a pigslut Christian slave squat like this.’ Farind sneered. ‘It puts you in your place you infidel scum.’ He loosed the chain and took a crop from his robes. 



He turned to the black slaves and smiled at them. ‘You see your white skinned sister here.’ He began to touch Linsey’s sex and nipples, stroking and pressing the tip of the crop into Linsey’s private places. ‘This slut has just filled her belly with hot cum from your black brothers.’  He grinned at them. ‘I think the slut enjoyed the taste.’  He cackled. 

‘She certainly enjoyed licking and cleaning the ir hot cocks afterwards. Didn’t you slut?’ 



Linsey blushed furiously, and shivered with disgust at the memory, but she knew what she must say. Shutting her mind to the degradation, she nodded. ‘Yes M.M.Master.’ 



Swiooooooshhhherrr! Craaaaaaaaaaack! The crop bit hard into Linsey’s shoulders. 



‘Aieeeeeeeeergh!’ Linsey cried out. 



‘Answer properly slut, as if you mean it.’ 



Linsey regained her balance, sobbing and cowering still. ‘Oh y.y.y.y.yes M.M.M.Master. It was wond… wond.d.d.d.derful!’ Linsey cringed inside at being forced to say these vile things debasing, degrading herself, again and to make it worse, in front of these black bitches too. 



Farind laughed and tilted Linsey’s head upwards with the crop. As the black girls relaxed, Farind began using the crop to tease and tickle Linsey’s privates and nipples as 

he nodded towards the black slaves. ‘Tell these bitches how you enjoyed yourself with their black brothers.’ 



Linsey looked up frowning. ‘Master? I don’t under…’  



Swooooooosher! Craaaaaaaaaaack! Swooooooosher! Craaaaaaaaaaack! The crop burned into Linsey’s hide again. ‘You know full well what I mean pigslut. Tell them.’ 

Farind almost yelled in Linsey’s ear. 



Sobbing and gasping, Linsey tried to speak properly, but it was hopeless. She couldn’t make herself sound convincing. She had been terrified in that huge room had hated every second of it, praying she would die. But she knew she would have to make it sound convincing. She managed to speak. ‘Oh Master it was wonderful. Those gorgeous cocks were s.s.so h.h.hard and hot.’  Tears were running again as a shamed and disgusted Linsey debased herself. ‘It was wonderful having the hot cum t.t.to d.d.drink M.M.M.Master.’ 



‘And the black cocks?’ 



‘Yes M.M.M.Master. They were so n.n.nice and h.h.hard and s.s.s.so, so h.h.hot, M.M.Master. S.s.s.so b.b.big.’ ’ Linsey’s cheeks were aflame with the flush of shame as she spoke, knowing that the alternative to degrading herself was more torture and whipping. 



He scowled at her. ‘A pitiful attempt slut, but I will accept it for now. However, you will learn your submission fully. Soon you will be saying these things and truly meaning what you say. You will know your place.’ He sneered. ‘That you are not so high and mighty as you thought, when we found you in that infidels’ den of iniquity; and when you made that obscene gesture to me?’ 





‘N.n.n.no Master.’ Linsey hung her head, tears of shame running freely as she freely admitted to herself, that she didn’t feel so superior right now. She was ashamed of herself, and the way in which she had submitted to them; the things she had done to avoid punishment. The whip was a fearful thing, but she knew, she should have let them whip her to death. She swallowed the shame and regret and she longed for her home again. 



Farind turned to the black girls. ‘Cleanse and groom this slut. Have her every hole cleansed and prepared properly. Enjoy the pigslut’s body, if you must but.’ He warned them. ‘Don’t turn her against men altogether.’ He chuckled evilly. 



The girls looked at one  another worry creasing their faces, before suddenly giggling among themselves as they realised Farind was giving the white slut to them to play with. They nodded as one. ‘We obey Master.’ They chorused gleefully and moved towards Linsey, beckoning her, teasing her, licking their lips and grinning, chattering away in their own tongue. 



Farind grinned and turned away to stride from the room. 



Linsey was clean and fresh now, but the three girls had made her suffer. 



They had not hurt her, but the things they  made her do, revolted her to the core. 



She shuddered inside as she recalled the smell and the taste of the hot juices they had smeared all over her, as they rubbed their hips against her , two of them holding whilst they took turns in using her as their cum toy. They had covered her with their hot sticky juices, forced her to tongue them, to open their black cunts, and to taste their tight asses, giggling as they degraded her, letting wind into her face, and rubbing their soiled parts over her mouth and nose. They were as perverted as their Master and Linsey began to wonder if this was to be her fate, to be perverted just like them. 



Each of the girls had taken turns in rubbing Linsey’s face into their genitals, and filling her mouth with their juices and  sweat. Then after they had finished pleasuring themselves with their plaything, they had taken turns riding her around the room on all fours. Finally, they rolled an exhausted, humiliated and degraded Linsey onto her back. 

Then, holding her ankles and wrists, they took turns to stand astride her defenceless body, laughing at her as, one by one, they urinated all over her nakedness, soaking her with stinking, stinging hot pee; kicking and prodding her as she tried to evade the streams of 

stinking, urine. Once they had tired of their amusement, they had flung her into the bath and set about cleaning her, ready for her encounter with the Master Sheik Farind. 






*** 

 





Natia had collected Linsey from the care of the three slavegirls, and had now brought her to the sumptuous surroundings of Sheik Farind’s private chambers. Now they both stood waiting, Linsey dressed in fresh white robes, her nose leash hanging free, and her collar tight about her neck.  Linsey was shivering slightly, her knees shaking and threatening to buckle as she looked at the gross, repulsive slug of a man, kneeling naked on the bed, his slack, fat belly hanging beneath him, touching the sheets. 



Kneeling behind him, there was a gorgeous bodied white girl, with startling blonde hair draped over her shoulder. The gross beast had hold of a shiny chain, shackled to her collar and he tugged the chain between his legs, hiding her head, as he pulled the wretched slavegirl close into his groin, her head buried between his huge thighs. 



He was ignoring Natia and Linsey’s presence, intent on pulling the girl’s head and mouth close to his fat, flabby body. Linsey could hear her whimpering and the sucking slopping sound as the Sheik groaned in lust. ‘Ah yes my slut. Clean Master’s cock. Lick it spotless as you know it must be.’ He tugged again on the leash as she struggled to obey, heaving and coughing, sobbing into the muffle of his fat, hairy groin. She was doing her best, licking and cleaning the repulsive old man’s shaft and shaking with barely concealed sobs, as she tried desperately to please the filthy sadist. 



Then the Sheik sighed wearily. ‘She does not even raise a pulse from my loins.’ 

He dropped the chain and pulled his leg into a position to reach the wretched girl’s shoulders. With a contemptuous snarl, he pushed her flying from the bed and tugged on a rope hanging by the side of his bed. 



The girl went sprawling onto the floor as a loud bell sounded outside in the corridor. Almost immediately two black male attendants came into the room via a side door. 



Pointing to the girl, Farind shouted to them.  ‘Take this useless slut to the strappado and flay her soles. I want to see her crawling for at least a week.’ He picked up a short whip to slash thorough the air. Swooooooooooossheeer! Crrraaaaaaaaaaaaaack! 





‘Aiiiiiiiiiiieerargggh!’ Nnnuunnnnoooohh! Aiiieeeeeeeeeeow!’ The girl squealed trying to evade the whip, only to put her buttocks into the range of Farind’s crop. 



Swwwoooooooosherr! Craaaaaaack! 



‘Aieeeeeeeeergh!’ The girl was crawled away from him, squealing and sobbing and the two men leaned over her, grabbed her arms and dragged her out, ignoring her squealing protests. 



Linsey felt her heart swell with pity and regret for the girl, but she knew it cold well be her next time, if she didn’t please this fat old creep. She shuddered inside as she looked at his bloated body, repulsed by the old man's wrinkled skin and rolls of doughy fat. 



Natia wasted no time and reached for Linsey’s nose leash and tugged, forcing her to approach the old man’s bed. ‘Grovel before your Master. ’ She said, ‘Offer your worthless infidel body to Him.’ 



Linsey was shaking and shivering again, and she wailed out in shock as Natia tore the scrap of silk from her, pushing her flat to the floor by the Sheik’s bed. Then she lifted Linsey’s hips so she knelt, head down., her buttocks sticking up high. 



Swwwwwoshhhhhhhhhhhheeeeeer! Craaaaaaaaaaack! It was Farind’s crop that sliced into Linsey’s ass-crease, the whippy end searing her still sore and bleeding labia from behind. 



‘Aaaaaaiiiiiiirsaaggrgh! 



Craaaaaaack!’  



‘Aaargggggggggieargh! N.n.n.Noooonununohhh!’ 

 

‘Here bitch.’ Farind urged her. ‘We don’t have all night.’ 



Sobbing and writhing from the pain, the naked Linsey began to paw at the filthy lecher’s gnarled and stinking feet. Knowing she must, she caressed his vein-shot calves and began to kiss and lick his feet, gagging at the stink and the taste of filthy stale sweat and grime from between his twisted toes, feeling sick as she noticed the green- yellow fungus under his thick, dirty toenails. She tried her best to close her mind to the degradation of what she was doing. ‘M.M.M.Master. P.p.p.please this slut b.b.b.egs to b.b.b.b.be used by you. .P.p.p.please take her worthless b.b.b.body and fuck her. She gives herself t.t.t.to you completely M.M.M.Master.’ Her insides shrivelled and her soul felt as if it was dying as she heard herself uttering the filthy words. 



Natia was still behind her and cackling aloud, as she grabbed Linsey’s hands and deftly crossed them behind her back, shackling her wrists. Then reaching through Linsey’s legs, she grabbed a handful of Linsey’s sore and ravaged cunt, lifting her ass, before grabbing the long hair, to lift Linsey as easily as if she was a feather. 



The old man was grinning and cackling aloud, massaging his own floppy, bloated cock, as he lifted his legs and sat back on the bed his legs astride, watching gleefully as Farind threw Linsey onto the bed between his legs. Then Farind grabbed Linsey’s hair and dragged her screaming into his groin so his stinking, fat thighs clamped her head, forcing his flaccid cock against Linsey’s mouth. 



Linsey thought she would die of shame as she caught the reek of stale urine admixed with the sweaty, sweet smell of an unclean ass, as her head nestled right where the other girl’s head had been, just those few minutes ago. 



‘Carry on and finish that bitch’s job you American whore.’ His hand engulfed her mouth as he unclipped the nose leash and snatched it away, causing her to wail again. But he muffled her yells by forcing her head under his thighs as he lifted, twisting Linsey over and forced her head beneath his ass, as he lifted his butt clear of the bed to make room for Linsey’s head. Then he bore down on her face wriggling his fat, thighs engulfing her and his flaccid cock hanging over her mouth so Linsey needed no telling what she had to do. 



She gagged a little as she opened her mouth as wide as possible as she was forced to take his cock in her mouth. Then she began the mind numbing, degrading task of cleaning the filthy stinking animal. Shutting her mind to the horror of it she started licking his smelly prick, rolling her tongue around, to clean him as she knew he expected. 



Then to Linsey’s immense relief, Farind seemed to be happy, for he lifted himself away from her and grabbed her hair again. He purled her head up and looked into her tear-streaked face. He grinned as contemptuously, he wiped her hair across the mesas that surrounded her mouth. ‘You will make a good bed-slave, and I think I will keep you with me for a while. ’ He cackled again. ‘As long as you satisfy me, in the way you take a fat Arab cock.’ 



Now Natia took control of Linsey; grabbing the long hair, pushing her closer still to the lecherous, perverted Sheik. .Now the Sheik began to get hard, and his pathetic floppy cock, jerked a little as Linsey’s face was pushed closer to him. 



Natia grunted at Linsey. ‘Open wide you stupid slut. Suck your Master, again. 

Make him hard and make him cum.’ Using Linsey’s collar, and her shackled wrists Natia pushed again, and then began to move the helpless Linsey’s head back and forth faster , forcing her to take the useless, limp cock into her mouth. 



Linsey’s stomach lurched, and she coughed and spluttered, her saliva spraying her own naked chest. ‘Arghhhharrruchhhhh!’  Uggggh yuuuchhhhhhhhhargh!’ But it had no effect. The limp piece of gristly flesh just lay there soft and useless in her mouth, stinking and tasting vile. 



Craaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaack! Natia sliced the crop into the naked but tocks again. 



‘Aaiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeergh!’ Linsey struggled, trying to get the flaccid cock to harden. But she was wasting her time, The old man was  just too far gone to get a full hard-on, and all he could do was slap the floppy, wet piece of flesh across Linsey’s face 

and lips as he tried to get something stirring, enough to make a proper lunge at his slavegirl. 



Linsey felt herself curling up inside with disgust and shame, as the assault on her body went on. The stink was causing her to wretch and ga ga, and she was swallowing repeatedly to prevent herself form vomiting. It was disgusting for her. She coughed, choked and gagged as Natia continued to thrust Linsey's mouth over Farind’s vile cock, but the old man’s cock couldn’t respond. 



The Natia herself grabbed for the flaccid member and began masturbating him. 

‘Lick Master’s balls you stupid cow, excite him, or your clit will be removed as soon as we have finished with you.’ 



Linsey stiffened with horror again and frantically she began to lick and kiss the vile monster’s hairy balls and ass, as Farind tried to get some response form the old man’s member. Suddenly there was a slight jerking in the Sheik’s cock, and it began to rise a little. 



Natia squealed with delight.’ Master! Yessss!’ She grabbed Linsey’s head, and lifted it upwards, ignoring her wails as her hair took the weight. Farind shoved Linsey's mouth over the vile piece of slowly hardening flesh, pushing her head vigorously back and forth until Linsey began to balk desperately and attempt to pull out. 



Then suddenly Farind grunted and gasped out. ‘I am cumming Natia! Hold her head steady.’ 



Farind twisted her hands in Linsey’s hair and forced her to stay still as Farind jerked his hip upwards and vented a long gap of pleasure as he aimed his  gristly cock at Linsey’s face and began to spurt his seed into Linsey’s mouth. 



Farind had strong hold of Linsey’s head and jaw, gripping it, as the Sheik also made a grab for the blonde head, making sure Linsey could do nothing but swallow. 



Linsey shook and gagged with terror and shame as the hot, slimy spunk, spat from the sadistic monster’s weapon and she gagged and retched as her mouth was filled to overflowing.  She tried to pull away, to spit out the evil mess, but Natia held her flush against Farind’s pubic hair while he completely emptied himself, engorging her mouth. 

Natia clamped Linsey’s jaws together, and she was powerless to do anything but swallow the whole slimy mess. 



When Farind finally released Linsey her eyes were red and watery, she was gagging. ‘Uhhuuuughhhhh! Arggggghhhhh Yyyechhhhgghhh! Ughhhhh! 

Achhhhhhuuunggh. Nnnuhhhhoooh! Unnghhhghhghghgghgh!’ she tried to struggle and pull away as her stomach revolted against the disgusting creamy filth inside her. 



Farind ignored the shattered Linsey and looked at Farind’s growing and pulsing penis and she smiled. Master is growing hard again.’ 



Farind grinned at her in return. ‘Ah yes Farind. Indeed, this is causing me to feel young again. So long since I made a slave swallow my essence.’ He caressed his member slowly and it continued to grow. It wasn’t massive, but it was becoming hard enough. 



Natia smiled and caressed the growing cock. The she moved over to Linsey, grabbing her hair. Quickly, Natia pulled Linsey’s hips up and stuffed a large pillow under her middle, raising the gorgeous, tight ass high. She opened Linsey’s legs. ‘Master, her cunt is slick and wet. Hot for your cock.’ 



‘Aye Natia.’ Farind was still massaging his cock. ‘The pigslut runs free with juices, and now I will show her what an Arab cock will do to her.’ 



‘Oh yes Master, the American bitch is yours for the fucking.’ Farind said, fawning over his legs. 



The Sheik’s face lit up with triumph as he looked down at Linsey, spread before him completely at his mercy. Suddenly, his growing prick began to jerk again as he caressed the smoothness of the girl’s tight, shapely hips, and allowed his fingers to thrust into her tight secret places. He grinned into her face. ‘Ah American pigslut, you are to be rewarded. You make even an old man feel the surge of his manhood again. Now you will feel it pulse and throb inside that infidel cunt of yours.’ He grabbed her hair, and shook 

her head from side to side, ignoring her spittle that flew about, ‘And you will let your juices run only when I tell you slut. I warn you, if you cum before I give you permission I will personally bite off that clit of yours and force it down your filthy Christian throat, until you either swallow or choke to death.’ Then he lumbered his fat bulk between her spread legs and lifted her thighs high, stretching her ass cheeks taught. His hot limbering prick rested against the ravaged lips of her mistreated cunt, and he stared intently into her terrified face, as he lunged deep. 



Even though his cock was not fully erect it was enough to make Linsey cry out, 

‘Aiiiiiiiiiiieeeeerrrrrrgh! Nooooo N.n.n.no! Aaaaaaaaaieergh! 



He ignored her, lunging deeper and faster, until his obscenely fat belly was slapping against her thighs, his hands forcing her legs higher and further back, so her ass stretched ever tighter beneath his bulk. 



Then Natia’s crop howled through the air Swooooooooooossheeer! 

Crrraaaaaaaaaaaaaack! Searing across Linsey’s behind causing her to buck against the huge bloated figure of the Sheik. 



Linsey whined and wailed. ‘Aeeeigrgggggghhhhhhh! Oohhhnnuunnnoohh! 

Aaaiiiieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerghhhh! Oh G.G.G.God! Ahhhhhnnuununuooohhhhh! 

Aaaarrrrghhh! Her cries battered about the room as the Sheik suddenly found his cock fully engorged with blood, almost if he were a yo ung man again as he pummelled and pumped into the helpless Linsey. 



Screaming and writhing Linsey tried to protect herself, but she could feel the pain, the burning, tearing ache as the walls of her cunt stretched and began to spilt asunder, further even than Saleem had opened her, as the he vicious rape went on and on. 



Then again. 



Shwoooooooooosh! Craaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaack! as the crop slashed into her flesh, causing her to buck and writhe  just increasing the evil sadists’ pleasures. 



Craaaaaaaaaaack! 



‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeaargh!’ 



Craaaaaaack! Swiooooooshhhh! Craaaaaaack! 



‘Aiiiergggggggggh! P.P.pleeeeaasss Aiergh! Arrrgh, nununghhhhhoohhhh!’ 



Linsey was wasting her breath for the Sheik just ignored her. 



He was moving faster now and his sweat was dripping all over Linsey, mixing with her own sweat, the sweat of fear and revulsion, as shame coursed through her, as she shuddered with the degradation of being taken this way. Then she knew she had to make it stop and there was only one way. Chocking back her sobs of humiliation, she shut her mind to what she was doing and relaxed. Ignored as best she could, the vileness of what was happening and tried to imagine it was a young lithe lover that was taking her. 



The Sheik seemed to notice as he gasped in pleasure aga in, ‘Ahhhhh Yeeesss! 

The slut enjoys her Master’s cock. Yessssssssss, Yessss Ahhhh. Aauuooorrrghhhhhhh aghhhhhhh!’ He roared out passion and lust as he suddenly allowed his cock to swell and harden to its limit.  Then he was rigid with passion as he arched his back and gave one final lunge right into the shattered Linsey’s body. ‘Now, now, now!’ he roared at her as his hot, load of thick spunk spurted into Linsey’s ruined cunt. 



He looked down at her in contempt as he watched her start her orgasm. ‘I have conquered yet another white infidel slut, and made her my slave.’ He grabbed her neck. 

‘Now. Let your slimy filthy juice run bitch. NOW!’ 



‘Aiergh Argggggggggggg yesssssssssssssssssssss!’  Linsey screamed out as she felt the forced orgasm shake her body. It began to wring her out like a limp cloth, the flush spreading through her like a forest fire, as her juices welled then flowed, almost spurting around the huge cock inside her body, She barely noticed the vicious swipe of Natia’s crop now, as she surrend ered shamelessly to the all consuming orgasm. Finally, she allowed her senses to slip, the darkness overcoming her. 


**** 

 



 

Her awakening was rude and abrupt. A shower of icy water covered her nakedness, drenching her, so cold it caused her battered, red-raw skin to jolt into painful awareness, and she gasped and mewled for breath, as the pain took hold. 



Natia was standing over her, and she could feel cold tiles against her skin, as the water drained away. They were back in the huge bathroom, but alone this time. Natia kicked her in the ribs. ‘You are a disgrace pigslut.’  



Linsey blinked in bewilderment. ‘P.p.p.please M.M.M.Mistress? I.I.I…’ 



‘Silence pigslut!’ Natia waved hear aside with an imperious movement of her hand. ‘We are finished with you. Sheik Farind has decided you are no use to him. Just once you aroused him, but you failed to keep him interested. So, you are to be sold.’ She spat on Linsey. ‘We might just about make enough to cover the time and trouble we have spent on trying to convert you  into a useful pleasure slut. You will be sold to the highest bidder. ‘ 



Linsey was shaking and shivering with the cold of the water and the fear of the unknown, as she wondered in bewildered panic what was to become of her. 



Natia seemed to know what Linsey’s thoughts were. ‘You should pray to your Infidel God you are bought by someone who just needs a personal slave. A master who needs you for his bed only.’ She sniggered. ‘Personally I see you as fit for an Algerian Brothel, and that’s probably what will happen to you.’ 



Linsey looked up trying to speak but she was trembling so much she couldn’t get a word from between her lips. 



Natia shook her head slowly. ‘Now we will see how well you really can dance, for it is that which will decide on your fate. We Arabs like a slave who can dance for us. 

It is a great asset, and it helps find bitches like you a good home. So it’s up to you slut.’  

She cackled. ‘Tonight you dance slave! You will dance, dance for your life.’ Natia grabbed Linsey’s hair and lifted her up from the floor, ignoring the screams, and clicked on the nose leash, ‘So come slut, off to the Catwalk, where we shall have you display yourself with your dancing.’ 



Linsey could do nothing but stumble along behind Farind as the woman dragged her bodily from the room, yelping out as the chain stretched and aggravated the wound in her nose. Oh dear God, what horrors was she to face now? 




**** 

 



Natia had dragged Linsey along the dimly lit passageways that were a feature of this part of the palace, until she had reached a large pair of oaken doors.. Shoving As Natia shoved her through the doorway, Linsey realised it was even darker in this room than in the corridors, and in vain he tried to make out her surroundings. However, Natia gave her no time to worry about it. 



The evil Natia slashed her crop once more into Linsey’s defenceless buttocks dragging a shriek from the terrified girl. The Natia dragged her captive across to the side of the room. 



Linsey was just about aware of Natia securing her neck to a bar running along the wall, before a needle sank into her arm yet again. The terrified slave had just enough time to groan in fright before she knew no more. 

 









Chapter Eleven: 



The room was large, rectangular, with a parquet floor. As Linsey looked around at the place that Natia had left her, she realised she was in gymnasium with her face pressed close to a set of wall-bars, her neck shackled to them with short length of chain. She was on her knees with her thighs spread wide, by a wooden bar and, with  her arms shackled high up her back, her wrists, secured to the rear of her collar. She could also feel the soreness in her vagina and she realised they had put back the stitches in her labia. 



Saleem’s voice echoed around her befuddled mind then, ‘About time pigslut!’ 



Linsey groaned, as full awareness returned, and caught a glimpse of his feet, just at the edge of her vision. More torture was to come. 



Then to her sudden relief, Saleem unshackled her from the wall-bars and freed her arms, removing the bar  from between her knees. He growled in her ear, ‘Don’t get any ideas pigslut!’ He pulled her to her feet and turned her around, pointing to the centre of the well-equipped gymnasium. In the middle of the room, there was a patch of sheepskin rug. 



‘Over there,’ he said, ‘Stand on the rug.’ Pushing Linsey forwards, he guided her to the centre of the rug. ‘Now get yourself into the display position, bitch.’ 



Linsey frowned. What did he mean? No one had told her about any display position. She swallowed. Well at least she knew how to kneel. Surely, the display position, whatever it was, must mean he wanted her to show off her body. 



With nervous anticipation clutching at her stomach, Linsey went over to the rug and knelt, sitting her buttocks back, to rest on her calves. She leant back, resting her hands on the floor and, blushing, she pushed out her breasts, towards him. As best she could, she spread her thighs and winced, as she felt the pull on her labia, where once again, the threads aggravated her wounds. Then she screamed out. ‘Aiiiiiiieeeeeeeeee!’ as Saleem’s whip cracked across her offered breasts. ‘Arrrgh! Nnnnnnuuuuhhhhnnnnnooo!’ 

Her hands went to the hurt and she screeched out, cowering, glancing up at him, her eyes wide with fear. What had she done wrong? 



Coiling the whip, Saleem sneered at her. ‘It is good that you offer your tits to the whip, but I said adopt the display position.’ He curled his lips back, ‘Now, do it bitch.’ 



‘B.But Master I don’t know....’ 



He let out a impatient sigh, and forced the whip handle between her thighs and her calves. He pushed her buttocks upwards, ‘First of all, you keep your thighs up and your infidel arse off your legs.’ 



Linsey swallowed nervously and lifted her buttocks, waiting for the slash of leather across her ass cheeks. 



Nothing happened. He just went on, ‘Then it is hands behind your neck and fingers locked. Keep that spine straight, your elbows back and your tits out.’ 



Remembering Farind telling her that this was his favoured position for slaves, Linsey realised this must be what the old pervert had meant. Trembling Linsey obeyed, linking her fingers behind her neck, pressing her elbows back, so one again, her breasts tightened and jutted out towards him, the fresh whelt showing red and angry against her white skin. 



He nodded, satisfied, then went across to a cupboard by the door and took out a short, stubby cylindrical object, with a large domed head, like an imitation penis. As he came closer to Linsey could see the switch under his thumb and she shuddered. A vibrator! These perverts.... 



Saleem cut into her thoughts, ‘They told me you were learning. It seems they were wrong.’ 



‘I’m sorry Master I didn’t kn...’ 

 

Saleem placed his right foot between her spread knees. Then he stood looking down at her, tapping the vibrator against his palm, ‘You’re sorry?’ He sneered, ‘You will be sorry, if you don’t begin to act as a slave should. ’ He sneered at her and held up the device, ‘You should be begging for this little device in your infidel cunt. It’s small but super-strong,’ he grinned sadistically. ‘This is Master’s Mini- goad!’ 



Linsey felt the fear stutter through her. Not a vibrator! A goad! A goad shaped like.... She didn’t need to be told why. She felt her insides shrivel. That thing would put her through pure Hell, if he used it inside her. Shaking now, Linsey lowered her head and mumbled, ‘Please Master. No. No more.’ 



He chuckled, ‘The infidel is scared?’ He snorted, ‘This is only small, but as I said, it’s twice as powerful as a normal goad. SEE!’ He stabbed out with the thing, and a jolt of agony went through her as the domed end contacted her left nipple, almost knocking her backwards and extracting a screech of pain from her.  ‘Aaiiiiiiiiiiiiargggggghhhhhh! 

Linsey doubled over, her hands going automatically to the fire at her breasts. 



That earned her another jolt, this time, the metal burning into the side of her neck, the surge all but rendering her senseless. 



‘Display position pigslut!’ His angry tones reverberated about the room. 



Trying to stay upright, Linsey fought against the threatening faint, writhing, and wriggling her torso, wanting the pain to go away. Sobbing she placed her hands back behind her neck, and as the pain subsided, she forced her breasts outwards again. But of course, this merely aggravated the fresh injuries to her breast and she groaned, as the pain burned at her soul. 



Again, Saleem placed his foot between her spread thighs, pushing against her right knee forcing it further outwards, ‘Wider pigslut,’ he said, ‘Let’s see those knees wider apart.’ 



Grunting with the pain now, Linsey tried to obey. The stitching in her cunt was pulling like hell as she tried to obey. Then he leaned forwards and took out a fine bladed knife. Grinning into her pained features, he carefully sliced through the threads in her sex, and she yelped out as the tension was suddenly released and her labia gaped, fresh blood starting to flow. 



He ignored the blood as he r sex gaped wider. Saleem was still not satisfied, 

‘More.’ He hissed. 



Gasping and sweating with the pain, Linsey tried to obey. God! Saleem must stop soon. If he kept on with this torture, her sex- lips would be torn apart. She lowered her head and grimacing with the effort, gasped out, ‘I’m trying Master. I’m trying, but it hurts...’’ 



‘Well yo u aren’t trying hard enough! We have to stretch that infidel cunt. Now, Wider.’ He cracked the whip beside her ear again. ‘And keep your head up!’ 



Linsey obeyed, fully expecting the flesh of her sex- lips to give up the struggle and burst asunder with a burst of agony. 



He leaned towards her face and grinned at her, ‘It really hurts doesn’t it!’ 



Linsey managed a painful gasp, ‘Yes Master!’ 



‘Well, we won’t have to worry too much about that will we?’ 



‘No Master.’ Linsey was lathering into a full sweat now  as the pain became almost unbearable. 



Saleem chuckled grinned sadistically, ‘Right then pigslut. Hands down. Lie on your back!’ 



Almost sighing with relief, Linsey obeyed wincing, as her labia let a blast of pain got through her; the movement causing more discomfort where the goad had burned her. 

Then more pain as the bullying Saleem lifted her legs up and pulled them apart, pushing them back over her head. 



Linsey began to tremble, whimpering, knowing that her thighs, buttocks and genitals were completely at his mercy now, available for the whip or the goad, whichever 

this monster decided he would use. Oh God! She prayed and prayed. No more! Please No more! 



The goad didn’t touch her. Nor the whip. 



Instead Saleem peered closely at her stretched genitals, ‘That will do for now,’ he said, shifting his gaze to her tortured face, ‘But we still need to widen those holes a bit.’ 

He shrugged, ‘I know the stitching was to prevent you fucking, but some of the guests like to do it with the stitches in place. They like to see blood.’ He cracked the whip again, 

‘Display position!’ 



As fast as she could, Linsey obeyed, yelping out as the movement aggravated her pain once more. Trembling, moaning nervously, Linsey waited, in fearful dread of her tormentor’s next move. What fresh torture would he devise? 



The evil sadist walked around her and, as she tried to turn her head to keep him in view, he growled a warning, ‘Keep still bitch!’ 



Slowly he came right around to her front again, a thoughtful expression on his face. The n he knelt and placed his huge paw on her sex- mound, pushing her pelvis upwards, straightening her thighs, and grinning, as she whimpered in pain. Reaching into the vee of her thighs, he held the goad in his fist, the bulbous metal tip of the evil instrument resting against the tight ring of her anus. 



Linsey began to pant in fear again as she anticipated the worst; God! Natia’s treatment of her had been bad, but it was little, compared to the awful threat of what that goad would do to her if Saleem pushed it in there and switched it on! 



He grinned, shaking his head, taunting her; all part of the torment, ‘Not today pigslut,’ he said! ‘This time, I just want your knees well spread with your infidel cunt nice and wide.’ 



Linsey screamed softly, as she tried to force her knees wider apart, her buttocks automatically sticking out further and her back hollowing. 



Saleem nodded, ‘Good. That’s good,’ He moved the goad a little and touched it against her vagina, just resting it there for a moment. Then he lowered  his fist, to the floor, so the goad was pointing upwards, about three inches beneath her stretched sex-mound, He grinned, Lower yourself. Slowly! Very slowly!’ 



Linsey whimpered trying to plead with him, knowing the goad was going inside her vagina, but not knowing if Saleem would actually switch the thing on whilst it was in her body. If he did, the pain would be monstrous; could even kill her. But she knew she had to obey or she really would be punished, maybe with both whip and goad. Her breathing was becoming irregular now as her nerves caused her to gasp for air. Slowly she inched her pelvis towards the threatening goad. 



‘Stop!’ 



Linsey sucked in a relieved breath, but immediately began to shake as her muscles protested at the awkward position she was being forced to hold, her genitals poised just an inch, at most, above the waiting goad. 



Saleem grinned as he kept her there for a few seconds, gazing intently into her eyes, as she tried to keep her vagina away from the goad, which, she knew, would now be switched on. 



Then Saleem growled, ‘Take it in pigslut. Right down to my fist!’ 



Linsey groaned, ‘Oh no! Please Master...’ 



‘Do it!’ He sneered, ‘Don’t worry. It’s switched off, ‘He grinned, ‘I think!’ 



Linsey knew she couldn’t trust him, but she also knew she had to obey, whatever he had decided to do. 



Moaning she lowered herself towards the improvised dildo, waiting for the blast of agony. The cold tip touched her vagina and she drew in a gasp of shock. But that was just her nerves. To her utter relief, there was no sudden jolt of agony and she relaxed a little. She didn’t like being forced to take this thing into her body, but at least, she could bear it. And if she behaved, he might not switch it on. 

 

Wincing as the bulbous end of the thing began to nose into her labia, Linsey kept going, and shaking as the goad forced her sensitive labia apart, stretching them against their natural limits. 



No, the goad wasn’t switched on, but it still hurt, terribly, as gradually, her damaged, throbbing sex lips enfo lded the thick metal tip. Her hips went lower, the goad being forced deeper into her body and Linsey began to sob with the pain, as her flesh stretched, tugging at the raw wounds where she had been pierced, adding more torture to the invasion of the goad. 



‘STOP!’ He barked. 



Again Linsey trembled, as she tried to hold herself still, her thigh muscles burning with the effort, as she waited for the inevitable shock. 



But nothing came. Instead, he said to her, ‘Pull it inside yourself. Let’s see how good those muscles really are.’ 



Feeling her cheeks hot with the blush of shame, Linsey contracted her vaginal muscles, gripping the huge goad. It was easy enough to grab the thing, but being metal, the goad did not give at all, as would a man’s penis, and it hurt the walls of her passage, as she tried to draw the vile thing in. But gradually she managed it, feeling the goad slipping deeper into her body. 



Then Saleem said, ‘Now pigslut! Milk the thing. Shaft yourself with it. Work those infidel hips up and down and take the goad right in, like it was a steaming, hot lump of male sex- muscle. You can dance, now dance and take that deeper.’  



Shaking with fear, and loathing, Linsey obeyed and began to pump herself over the goad. Soon though, she realised her juices were actually flowing, despite herself, and the task gradually became easier as her sex-juice lubricated the goad. In moments, she was able to take it fully inside; right up to Saleem’s fist and she began to moan in genuine pleasure, the pain, ebbing away, as the thick, goad extracted more and more juice form her body. Then she pulled herself back to reality. This was no pleasure. She was being forced to do this. She hated it. They wanted her to like it, but damn them no…   

Now she was twisting her upper body  as well as pumping herself up and down. She started to writhe, her movements becoming frenetic, as her orgasm neared; almost as if the goad was a real penis. The sooner she had orgasm, the sooner this evil bastard would let her be. 

She shut her mind to what she was doing and abandoned herself to the goad. 

It 

didn’t take long and, with a small scream of ecstasy, Linsey allowed her passion to explode. Gasping, sweating, saliva dribbling from her slack lips, she sagged against his fist, as the shuddering orgasm thrilled through her body. She squeezed the walls of her vagina onto the goad, trying to milk it, just as if it had been a real male organ. She shuddered and sobbed, her cries part passion, part pain and part shame, as the last of her juices flowed down and over Saleem’s hand. 



He just grinned, and pushing her body upwards,  snatched the goad from her body, pushing her to the floor, to watch her as she lay there grinding her thighs together, shuddering and gasping as the last of her passion drained away, replaced by deep shame and a feeling of defeated disgrace. 



Then he kicked her in the side, ‘On your feet pigslut. Time for some exercise.’ 



Still panting, and sweating Linsey frowned, but obeyed her Master and got to her feet to stand waiting for the next order. 



Saleem scowled at her, ‘Feet wide astride and lean forwards.’ He held up his hand and bent his fingers over at a right angle, ‘Like so.’ He started to move his fingers up and down, ‘Keep going, and make sure your back is straight.’ 



Linsey was in pure agony as she tried to obey him. Now the passion had gone, she was aware again of the pain from the goad, whilst the wounds in her cunt were beginning to hurt once more. 



He let her do about ten bends, then when her torso was horizontal, he said, ‘Ho ld it there!’ Walking behind her, he stroked the whip across her buttocks, chuckling as she 

trembled, and waited for the slash of the whip. He bent down and put his hands on the inside of her thighs, to brush his palms up and down the velvety skin between  her legs, 

‘Hands back through here pigslut!’ 



Linsey obeyed, feeling for the backs of her knees. 



He brushed his hand through the crease between her buttocks, ‘Now,’ he said, 

‘Stroke your thighs, like I just did. And do it slowly.’ 



Groaning and sweating with the effort, Linsey obeyed and began to caress herself, stretching her fingers back, feeling for the base of her spine, then pulling her hands back through to the front, massaging her sex parts. Normally, as a trained dancer, this would have been easy,  but in her present state, and with the pain in her labia, things were different. Soon her whole body was trembling with the effort and she was holding back the sobs, as she tried to maintain the bent over position, whilst massaging herself. 



The evil Saleem just grunted in satisfaction, ‘Good for now pigslut,’ he said, 

‘Now get back to the display position.’ 



Linsey sank to her knees, her relief spreading through her tortured body. 



The respite was brief, as he kicked her knees further apart, ‘Now come on!’ Let’s see those hands moving again.’ He chuckled, ‘Only this time, let’s see some juice slut!’ 



Blushing with shame, Linsey obeyed and began to cares her belly and thighs. It was easier now that she was kneeling and soon she was leaning forwards slightly  and reaching further back towards her anus and buttocks. Suddenly, she found herself having to shut out the passion that was rising inside; trying to bury the feelings of lust and the tingling of desire, as her juices began to flow again. But she knew she  had to put on a show for this evil monster. Soon, Linsey was fully aware that she was relishing the act of caressing herself; even for the pleasure of this evil sadist. She knew it would heighten the bastard’s joy at having her do this, in front of him. 



Then, as if from nowhere, vivid memories of past lovers, tender gentle lovers began to dance in her mind, her movements began to speed up; become erratic.  Again, she shut out her delight, still not wanting Saleem to see it. She knew she was wasting her time. Each time her fingers neared her sex; she began to breathe more heavily, yet knew she dare not masturbate properly. She had learned; slavegirls were not allowed any real pleasure. 



Then Saleem chuckled, ‘Go on then pigslut!’ He said, ‘Pleasure yourself  if you must!’ 



Linsey shuddered, and gave in. The sooner she did, the sooner he would tire of this charade. Her fingers wavering and fluttering about the crease between her labia, massaging her clitoris, Still panting and moaning she remonstrated with herself. Oh! 

God! What a little pigslut she was! She knew it, but she didn’t care. It was a wonderful feeling, knowing she was performing like this in front of him, knowing she was submitting; filling her mind with lust; her stomach jumping about with nervous  tremors of pure sexual excitement. 



Why, oh why! Why was she such a pigslut? Where had this sudden desire to debase herself come from? Maybe it was true? Perhaps she was a natural slave, and this wonder had been lurking within her all these years, just waiting to be awakened. Linsey moaned with passion and frustration as she tried to reason with herself. One part of her mind telling her to stop, that she wouldn’t submit while her bodily responses screamed for more. 



Now she was leaning backwards, her hair brushing the floor behind her and her hands were clawing at her genitals, as she sought to heighten her pleasure even more. Her breath was coming in heavy, short gasps and she began to loll her head in pure abandon, droplets of her sweat flying from her soaked hair. Then finally, the rush of warmth as the tide of juice welled up inside, to flow from her body, slicking between her thighs and soaking her hands. She let out a howl of pleasure as she pulled her torso upwards up and leant forwards, still plunging her hand in and out of her vagina, not caring about the pain from the ragged holes in her labia. Not caring that Saleem was watching; caring about 

nothing but the delicious thrill of her shuddering climax. For a moment or so she remained bent forwards, as she recovered, gradually becoming aware of the shame that was filling her mind, now the moment was past. At least the degradation was almost over; surely? 



Saleem allowed her no rest though, and he said, ‘Clean those fingers pigslut! Suck the juice from them. All of it!’ 



Linsey sighed to herself, and hesitantly put her fingers in her mouth. She sucked the juices from them, shuddering with horror as she realised what she was doing. She had no more time to worry about it, because Saleem snapped out, ‘On yo ur belly pigslut!’ 



Linsey obeyed, experiencing another momentary shudder of horror, as she wondered if he was going to rape her again. Then it she felt her spirits plummet, as he took her arms behind her, crossed her wrists and shackled them together. Next, he pulled her arms upwards and secured her wrists to her collar. He nudged her in the side with his foot, ‘You wait for Natia. She will be here soon! Then he gave her one wicked slash of the whip across her exposed buttocks and, ignoring her shriek of pain, he bent to her arm and slid a needle into the muscle. He giggled. ‘Don’t go away will you?’ he taunted. 



Linsey never saw him leave the room. 

 





Chapter Twelve 





Linsey was completely terrified; bewildered and disorientated. 



The last thing she recalled was Saleem shoving the needle into her arm.  Now she was on her knees again, head down in submission, aching in every joint and aware only of her misery and pain. She trembled with disgust and embarrassment as she gradually became aware of her nakedness. She ought to be used to it by now, but she doubted she ever would get used to being treated like this. She would endure it, until she could escape, but that was all. 



She was aware suddenly, that there was someone else in the room, she could hear soft  breathing, but she knew enough to keep perfectly still, until someone told her to move. She tried to hold back the shame as she felt someone looking at her. Knowing that whoever it was, they were drinking in the sight of her nakedness, relieved only by a pair of white high-heeled shoes, and a stiff, leather collar snugged around her neck. Linsey blushed  and shivered violently, grimacing against the pain of her  aching shoulders, caused by the way they had shackled her wrists behind her, before binding her  upper arms tightly together with coarse rope. 



As she sobbed in misery, she tried to clear her mind of her terrible ordeals. But her deflowering was still a painful, embarrassing sear in her mind; her vagina and anus still ached and stung, after the pounding that the two Princes had given her, as they had forced their huge cocks deep into her virginal flesh. Her anus was sore, and felt as if it would never stop burning, and she had swallowed so much sperm that she could still taste the saltiness, each time her stomach rolled and she stifled tiny burps. Still her mind revolted as she thought of the disgusting, bloated Sheik Farind, and the way he had pawed over her body, filling her with his vile semen. 



Yet a tiny insistent thought nudged her mind as she  recalled the smooth, dark flesh of the young Princes. Their handsome faces; muscular bodies and huge, hard gorgeous pricks. She had to admit, that normally, she would never have looked at a dark skinned man, but they had been something different. Violent, and uncaring yes, but there had been something sensual about it.  She had found it easy to imagine them as white lovers, except no white man had ever thrilled her like that, despite her knowing they had raped her.  What was wrong with her mind? Was she going mad? And now? Where was she…? In some huge round room, squatting on a rough, hempen rug, her buttocks just clear of the rough surface, head down and shaking, before an attractive woman, who was lounging in a huge, leather armchair, raised on a silk covered platform. 



The woman was dressed in a skin- tight leather jump suit, with the top half of her face concealed by a tight hood, that covered her eyes and upper face. Her long, svelte legs were also encased in the supple leather, and her feet were looking  elegant, in patent leather high- heeled shoes that emphasised the shapely calves and perfectly turned ankles. 

The leather suit clung to the woman’s well- formed body showing off her tight curvaceous figure perfectly. The shiny, skintight leather squeaked with freshly applied cream as she moved in the leather chair. 



Linsey was sneaking sly glances from beneath her lowered brow and she had the strange sense that there was something familiar about this beautiful woman. But so confused was Linsey, that even if  the woman had not been wearing the half hood, she probably would still not have recognised her. 



Then Linsey scented the perfume that emanated from the woman, and instantly recognised it. It was unique in this part of the world. Her heart jumped in panic, as she felt certain the woman was from the New York club. She knew her slightly. She had seen her there from time to time, usually in the company of swarthy, rich- looking man and women. Then Linsey remembered gossip she had heard. The woman was from the 

American Diplomatic Service, and worked in liaison at the Arabian Trade Commission in New York. It WAS her! She didn’t know the woman’s name, but it had to be her. A sudden ray of hope glimmered and Linsey wondered. Was the woman here to negotiate for her release? 



Linsey’s heart was pounding now, as she wondered. Hoped fervently that was the case. It had to be the same woman. There was no mistaking that scent. She had smelled it the other night. Or, was it two or three nights before? Her hopes sank a little as she realised that she didn’t know for sure. Time had ceased to have any meaning since her abduction, she had lost track of the days and nights. She hadn’t a clue what the time might be now. 



One thing she did know was that if this was the same woman she had met at the Embassy dance, then she was obviously over here on business, so that had to be an omen?  That meant it could be evening, or, for all she knew, in this windowless room, it could be a weekend daytime. Then a sense of disappointment overcame her as she realised no woman on business, would be dressed like this. Suddenly, the prospect of release was vanishing, as the woman made no move to release her aching arms from their cruel bonds. 



On the contrary. Linsey, risking a glance upwards, could see that the woman was sneering down, haughtily, looking at her helpless captive. Then she leaned forwards and tilted Linsey’s head a little, causing a rush of blood and a tremor of fear to the beautiful Linsey’s face. Then there was an audible metallic click as the woman leashed Linsey’s collar to a fine, golden chain, and then sat back tugging on the chain gently. The woman smiled coldly. ‘You recognise me slut?’ 



Linsey’s hopes melted away, and she drooped her head. ‘Yes M.M.M.Mistress.’  



‘Good. That will make things a little easier.’ The woman smiled, her teeth showing white and even below the mask and she tugged the chain a little. ‘Your Master, enjoyed your filthy hide last night. Did they tell you?’ 



Linsey recalled the scathing Natia had given her. No M.M.M.Mistress. she mumbled. ‘They said….’ 



She chuckled again. ‘I know what they said. And that you were to be sold. ‘She laughed. ‘That is a shame for you little one. ’ She laughed again. ‘In fact I know what is to happen to you. But before that, he ha s graciously allowed me to have you for a while.’ 



Linsey looked up ashen faced. ‘M.M.M.Mistress? I.I.I. I d.d.don’t understand.’ 



The woman shrugged. ‘I care not what you do or do not understand. For now, you are mine, dressed as I like to see a white slut dressed.’  She sighed, and tipped Linsey under the chin with the tip of a leather bound quirt.  ‘I relish the sight of naked filth like you wearing heels and grovelling before me. In your rightful place at my feet and at my beck and call.’ She stroked Linsey’s cheek softly. ‘Tonight, I shall feel my heart race as I look down at you on your belly.’ She grinned evilly. ‘Such a fine slut you are.’ She chuckled. ‘You are a new slave; a delicious, American pig with the body of the finest of whores. Those long  gorgeous legs looking so fine in those sexy high heeled shoes. Oh yes I am going to enjoy you this evening.’ 



Linsey stammered, unsure how to take this woman’s words. Insults mixed with compliments. "Err,,, Ahhhh. Thank you Mistress. I …Yeeecchhhh!’ Suddenly fine spittle was spraying from Linsey’s mouth as her head jerked upright and she retched, choking as the leather collar dug into her neck. 



The woman snarled then, as she pulled the chain tight, dragging another half-throttled gasp from her captive. ‘Silence slut. Who told you to speak?’ 



‘N.N.n.nooo one M.M.Mistress...’ 



The woman raised the quirt and swoooooshed it downwards, hissing it through the air. Krrrrraaaaaaack! The leather cut hard into the tops of Linsey’s thighs. 



‘Aaieeeeeee….’ Linsey shied away. ‘Arrghhhhh N.N.Noooo Nooooo! 

P.p.please!’ Aaieeeeeee!’ She was squealing, and wriggling her legs to ease the sudden burning from the slash of the thin leather. It did nothing to help her. Only added to her 

pain by more choking as the chain was pulled tight again, fetching the collar up beneath her chin, scraging her  soft, slender throat and pulling her almost flat on her face in front of the woman. 



The woman laughed and stood up to push Linsey’s head down into the rough hempen carpet, then placing  her foot across the side of Linsey’s neck pulled the chain tight again. ‘That’s right slut. Get down before me where you belong. Just because we share our nationality, doesn’t mean you will please me.’ The quirt slashed into Linsey’s offered and defenceless ass, as she struggled. 



‘Aaieeeeeee unnhhhhnnhhh nooo Pleeeeease! Nunnnuhhnnnnoo!’ 



The quirt cut into Linsey’s tender flesh again and then she screamed out in agony as the woman took hold of her hair and yanked her upright, kicking her sharp-toed shoe into Linsey’s side, as she straightened her up, and set her back onto her knees. 



The woman stepped back and the quirt howled through the air. 



Swoooshh! Krrrrraaaaaaack! Biting searing pain burned across Linsey naked shoulders and the backs of her upper arms. Wracked with sobs and squeals, she squirmed futilely against the tight chain in an effort to avoid the punishing lashes. 



The woman stood impassively above the writhing sobbing Linsey. ‘That’s what you get when you disobey slut.’ She dug Linsey in the  ribs with her toe again. ‘You understand?’ 



‘Y.y.y.yes M.M.Mistress…’ 



‘On the other hand….’ The woman knelt and gently raised Linsey to her knees, stroking and caressing the naked white flesh. ‘If you behave, and obey implicitly, you will be well- treated.’ She straightened Linsey’s hair a little, brushing it with her hands. 

‘And I must say, you still look extremely edible. I am sure you can impress me.’ She traced the quirt softly across the flawless skin of Linsey’s back. 



Linsey shivered and felt goose-bumps rise, as she listened to the sweet tones of the woman’s voice, and felt the soft caress of the leather across her body. What was the matter with her? For God’s sake she should be ashamed, scared out of her wits, yelling and demanding to be released, but all she knew was the warm feeling in her sex, as she realised she was juicing. She swallowed hard, and held down the lustful feelings. Damn them. They wouldn’t break her. She would defy them, fight them and be so much trouble they would be only to pleased to let her go. 



Then the woman said. ‘Don’t try to hide your feelings slut. Not from me.’ She chuckled. ‘My friends in this wonderful land make sure I get much experience with slaves like you. ‘Snooty bitches who think because they’re American they can’t be touched.’ She sniggered. ‘Then they find they are gasping for their Master’s touch, for his cock. Dreaming of it, begging for it; so needing that to be satisfied they will even come to a lesbian like me.’ 



Linsey stiffened with sudden rage then and shook her head violently. ‘No way, you twisted cow! Never!’ 



The woman just laughed a musical sound in the large room. ‘Well slave Linsey it’s unfortunate for you that you’ll find out the hard way, just how wrong you are.’ 



She lifted Linsey’s right breast in a well- manicured hand and stroked softly, 

‘Now, slut, don’t be foolish. Why resist? Let your feelings take over. Surrender. Let it flow. I shan’t mind.’ She stroked repeatedly, making Linsey’s nipples harden despite the shame and degradation that flowed through her. 



Linsey shook her head. ‘Pleeeeease N.N.Noooo. Please?’ She raised tear-stained cheeks to the woman. ‘Get them to let me go please?’ 



‘Ahchhh girl. Stop whining.’ She squeezed Linsey’s breast a little harder, and gripped pulling the helpless girl towards her, spreading her leather-clad thighs as she did so. 



Linsey sucked in a horrified gasp as she saw the flash of white flesh in the open crotch of the tight leather trousers, and then caught the musky scent of the woman’s parts. 

The woman had her other hand in Linsey’s hair now, and she pulled towards her, forcing 

Linsey’s head nearer her crotch, clamping her leather-covered thighs against Linsey’s head. 



Linsey was overcome with the scent of the woman’s sex, and the aroma of well-oiled leather, as the soft, but strong thighs clamped her head. Shuddering with her disgust Linsey struggled and pulled against the woman’s grasp. 



Then Linsey felt her head pushed down to the floor again, and twisted to the side, as the woman knelt beside her, pulling the chain taught, keeping Linsey’s head low and her cheek brushing the rough fibres of the carpet. The woman was whispering I Linsey’s ear now. ‘Tell me slut. Were the Princes’ cocks nice? Did they feel good in those tight little Christian holes of yours? Hmmm?’ 



Linsey sobbed, knowing she had to submit and shame flooding her whole being she nodded. ‘Yes Mistress. Yes it was. ‘Oh Dear God, but it had been such a gorgeous night of sex. She wanted to deny that so much, but despite knowing she was a slave now, and that the Princes had been uncaring and brutal, to her eternal shame she had enjoyed some of the terrible night. And the orgasm she had experienced! Oh dear God…  



The woman’s hands started to caress Linsey’s sore slit, and her hand enfolded the mound of the defenceless slave. ‘And did he make you juice like this? ‘ 



Linsey shuddered and grit her teeth, as she tried to resist the insistent caresses, shaking her head to deny the feeling inside. Humiliation went through her and she knew her face was aflame with embarrassment, as the woman’s lewd caresses went on. 



Then the tip of the quirt was pressed against Linsey’s ass, and she squealed out in shock as she felt it slide in, almost easily, aggravating the burning soreness from the Prince’s huge cock.’ 



‘Aaieeeeeee. N.N.Noooo Arrghhhhh.’ She squirmed and struggle to no avail as the woman began to fuck her ass with the handle of the quirt. ‘Come on slut lift your ass. 

Relax, and it won’t hurt so much. You’ll love it.’ 



Linsey knew she had to comply as the  quirt sank deeper and deeper, until tears of shame and disgusts streamed down her face. 



The woman yanked Linsey’s’ head upwards by her hair and planted a firm wet kiss on her unwilling lips forcing Linsey’s mouth wide, so the tongue could worm its way into Linsey’s mouth. 



Linsey struggled as the woman invaded her mouth and her ass, then to Linsey’s further degradation, she felt the toe of the woman’s shoe, she pushed deep into her ravaged sex. Struggling whimpering and whinging, Linsey felt like a mere  thing, and object, just an animal, used to satisfy this perverted woman’s lust as the attack went on and on. Finally, Linsey realised that there was only one way it might stop. 



She started to moan and shudder, trying to convince the bitch that she was enjoying this, then wriggling her hips and ass, returned the slobbering wet kisses, trying to control the revulsion in her stomach, as the woman ravaged her body with the quirt and her shoe. Suddenly Linsey felt the shame flood over her and she was almost mortified with disgust, as she let go with an explosive orgasm, writhing moaning gasping and whining for more as he tried to fight her needs against the demands of her denial. Her body shuddered all over as her juices flowed and flowed, spurting from her to soil the carpet under her thighs. 



All the time the woman was kissing and pressing her face harder against Linsey’s kissing and slobbering as she claimed Linsey’s helpless body. Until she herself shuddered and her own juices came in a torrential spurt, from between the leather-clad thighs, drenching Linsey’s tear stained face with hot, musky fluid. She forced Linsey’s mouth wide, making her drink the squirting juices and, sobbing and spluttering, Linsey felt the hot juices go down into her stomach. 



Then the woman suddenly stopped and pushed Linsey aside. Then quickly she knelt astride the exhausted Linsey, and placed her left hand on her neck, with her right hand pulling the chain leash taught. ‘Well little slave.’ She said with a grin. ‘You are a hot little slut aren’t you?’ 

 

Linsey was still shuddering slightly and her cheeks flushed again. 



The woman laughed.  ‘Is the blush from humiliation or because you enjoyed the kiss? Hmmmm?’ 



Tears flowed, and Linsey sobbed as the woman started tom play the tip of the quirt around the nipples of Linsey’s full, rounded breasts. Soon Linsey was struggling to deny the pleasurable feelings again and the woman leaned to her ear. ‘Now slut, have you ever felt a girl's tongue on your throbbing, honey-covered clit? Hmmmm?’ 



Groaning Linsey shook her head. 



‘You’re not like that then slut?’ 



‘N.n.n.nooo. Mistress I.I.I ‘  



Well, the quirt traced down Linsey’s flank and around to her sex as the woman said. ‘Well I imagine there are lots of things you haven’t used your sluttish body for. Eh?’ 



Bewildered, degraded and ashamed Linsey could only nod.’ 



‘That will soon change. Oh yes indeed.’ She giggled.’ When these heroes here have finished with you, you won’t recognise yourself. Not even in a mirror.’ 



‘What… what do you mean Mistress?’ 



The woman stroked Linsey’s face. ‘Well now, you have had your nose and your tongue pierced. And your clit has also been done once.’ 



Linsey stiffened with horror hardly believing her ears. ‘What?’ She began to gable a little. Mistress. I d.d.don’ t under…’ 



‘Your clit girl.’ The woman sounded impatient now and Linsey half expected a blow from the quirt. ‘You precious Christian bud will be pierced properly and you’ll have a ring fitted to it.’ She giggled. ‘Be happy. If you were to stay here, you wo uld likely have your clit sliced in two and each piece will be pierced and ringed.’ She stroked Linsey’s horrified face. ‘Come now girl, surely you must have noticed other girls with the rings fitted?’ 



‘Mistress I didn’t take much…’ 



‘Well you had better  start taking notice. Learn to obey and to please these men and women who will want your body. If not, then you will surely sit-up and take notice when Saleem tends to your piercing.’ She giggled. 



Linsey began to sob, shaking her head. ‘No, no, they wouldn’t’. 



The woman smiled then. ‘The best you can hope for slave is that they might not pierce you. 



Relief showed in Linsey’s face then the woman went on. ‘They might decide to cut it off altogether, and make you eat it.’ 



She threw back her head and laughed aloud as Linsey screamed then. The woman slapped Linsey’s face hard, sending her mind reeling, and her head seemed to burst in a shower of stars and shining spots. 



‘Your clit isn’t the only place you’ll be pierced let me tell you.’ She played gently, with Linsey’s sex lips, stretching the wet labia, already neatly seamed with holes from the recent braiding. ‘You get the idea slave? Hmmm?’ 



‘Yes M.M.Mistress…’ 



‘Now, let me…’  







That was the last sound Linsey heard as she fainted away. 

 









Chapter Thirteen 





Her awakening was rude and abrupt. 



A shower of icy water covered her nakedness, drenching her, so cold it caused her battered, red-raw skin to jolt into painful awareness, and she gasped and mewled for breath, as the pain took hold. 



Natia was standing over her, and she could feel cold tiles against her skin, as the water drained away. They were back in the huge bathroom, but alone this time. Natia kicked her in the ribs. ‘You are a disgrace pigslut.’  



Linsey blinked in bewilderment. ‘P.p.p.please M.M.M.Mistress? I.I.I…’ 



‘Silence pigslut!’ Natia waved hear aside with an imperious movement of her hand. ‘We are finished with you. Saleem has decided you are beyond training for our purposes. You were of no use to Sheik Farind either. You failed to keep him aroused and interested. You even fainted away, on Madam Alicia.’ She spat on Linsey’s breasts. 

‘What use are you slut?’ Natia shook her head. ‘No use at all. Our Noble Masters have decided you are to be sold.’ She spat on Linsey. ‘We might just about make enough to cover the time and trouble we have spent on trying to convert you into a useful pleasure slut. You will become just another white whore, vanishing into the wastes of our homeland; sold to satisfy the pleasures of the highest bidder. ‘ 



Linsey was shaking and shivering with the cold of the water and the fear of the unknown, as she wondered in bewildered panic what was to become of her. 



Natia seems to know what her thoughts were. ‘You should pray to your Infidel God you are bought by someone who just needs a personal slave. A master who needs you for his bed only.’ She sniggered. ‘Personally I see you as fit for a stinking, back-street, Algerian brothel, and that’s probably where you will end up.’ 



Linsey looked up trying to speak but she was trembling so much at the horrifying prospect, she couldn’t get a word from between her lips. 



Natia shook her head slowly. ‘Now we will see how well you really can dance, for it is that which will decide on your fate. We Arabs like a slave who can dance  for us. 

It is a great asset, and it helps find bitches like you a good home. So it’s up to you slut.’  

She cackled. ‘Tonight you dance. You dance, dance for your life.’ Natia grabbed Linsey’s hair and lifted her up from the floor, ignoring the screams, and clicked on the nose leash, ‘So come slut, I have to take you to the Catwalk, where you will display yourself with your dancing.’ 




**** 

 



Linsey could do nothing but stumble along behind Natia as the woman dragged her bodily from the room, yelping out as the chain stretched and aggravated the wound in her nose. Oh dear God, what horrors was she to face now? There was little time to wonder more, for Natia dragged her out of the room, yanking on the nose chain. 

In moments they were in the cold, stonewalled corridor and Linsey was shivering in terror and fearful anticipation , her mind yet again, a whirl of doubt, panic and wonder as she looked along the corridor towards a set of high, heavy drapes, about twelve feet away. Through the heavy coverings, she could just make out the subdued murmur of many voices. 



Natia stood looking at Linsey, and then pulled her head backwards, by her hair. 

‘Remember, I have the whip!’ She reached for her collar and dragged her to her feet, then, ignoring her struggles, unshackled her from the wall. ‘Stand still you pig-slut!’ She cuffed her twice, and waited until she ceased struggling. Then, keeping hold of the chain, she dragged her out through the main drapes, to stand her behind the fly. 

 

Linsey was unprepared for the scene that greeted her. The room was cathedral-like with floodlights studding the high, vaulted ceiling. Below her, to each side of a maple-boarded catwalk, there was an audience of about fifty men and women, most of them holding clipboards and pens. Some were  taking rapid notes as they conversed among themselves. 



In fascination, Linsey stared, open- mouthed, at the spectacle, and at the catwalk, which stretched in front of her. 



What a catwalk! 



Linsey quaked. 



It was the longest catwalk she had ever seen, extending fully thirty or forty yards into the circular room and was about five feet high. At the far end of the walk there were a few steps leading up to a round stage, some three feet higher, above the heads of the spectators. On that raised dais, the leather-clad figure of Saleem, standing over a subjugated slavegirl. 



The girl was kneeling in the centre of a red circle and her head was down, her long, dark tresses brushing the floor. Around her neck there was a chain and Linsey could make out the twinkling of a metal disc, lying on the girl’s bent shoulders. Linsey could just see there was a number on the disc. Then she realised why the disc was twinkling. 

The slavegirl was slowly revolving, obviously kneeling on some kind of turntable. 



Even from here, Linsey could see the sheen of sweat on the girl’s body, the livid whip marks on her golden skin, and the heaving of her shoulders after the exertions of whatever she had been called upon to do. 



Then, the turntable stopped and there was a loud burst of applause, followed by the metallic crackling of a loudspeaker. Linsey recognised the voice of the Sheik Farind. 

‘That was Lot Nineteen, ladies and gentlemen. An Italian slave.’ The Sheik sighed. ‘Ah! 

That beautiful hair; those gorgeous breasts. Such an erotic  performance! And from an untrained slave would you believe!’ A chuckle then. ‘Obviously she’s seen the light. 

Hoping to please and wishing for a kind owner!’ The loudspeaker clicked off, and there was an ironic chatter of laughter, as heads bent to clip-boards and people began to scribble. 



Linsey trembled. She was no stranger to public gatherings, and even she had once or twice, ‘strutted her stuff’ on a catwalk. Nevertheless, she was terrified at having to walk along this one. It was not so much that she knew she would have to do it naked but that she would have to perform to the crack of Saleem’s whip, when she reached the dais. 

Saleem would have her complete obedience. She had no wish to feel the leather from him. 



Her thoughts were interrupted by the crack of Saleem’s whip. The kneeling slavegirl straightened her upper body immediately, stretched her knees wide apart, raised her arms upwards and outwards, and threw her head back, fully displaying her voluptuous body to the audience. Linsey knew, without being told. Saleem was forcing the girl into a mute proclamation; ‘Look! I am beautiful! Buy me!’ 



There was another gasp of appreciation as slowly the turntable began to revolve again, ensuring everyone had a proper view of the merchandise on offer. Then the turntable stopped, with the girl facing the long walk back towards the drapes, where Linsey stood waiting her turn. 



Saleem cracked his whip again and the girl climbed to her feet, her body moving into a final twirl, with her arms still stretched outwards.  Then Saleem pulled her arms down, placed them behind her back and handcuffed her wrists. He twisted the collar around, so the metal disc hung above the gorgeous breasts, and forced her arms up her back to secure her wrists to the back of her collar. With the whip handle he nudged her buttocks, propelling her down the steps. Another crack of the whip and the girl yelped out, trying to pull her hips away from Saleem, as the leather flicked her buttocks. She began to prance her way back, twisting her body in dance movements, to the sound of 

more canned music, a thumping insistent beat, punctuated by the crack of Saleem’s whip as he followed her, every so often catching her around the thighs or on the body. 



The girl reached the gap in the drapes and Linsey could hear her laboured breathing, smell the sweat sheening her olive skin. Also, Linsey noticed the flush of red about the nipples, over her belly and in the cheeks of her face. She could also see the shiny stickiness around the girl’s shaven sex, where her juices were slicking between her thighs. As the chained slavegirl waited for Saleem’s next command, Linsey could see, she was grinding her legs together in suppressed ecstasy, clearly trying to deny the orgasm she must have just experienced. 



Most of all, Linsey noticed the strange look in the girl’s eyes. Not fear or despair, as might have been imagined, but a different light. Yes, there was sadness in her face, submission too: but also something approaching satisfaction; as if the girl knew she had given a good performance; as if she had shown them all what she had to offer. And also final confirmation, the girl had indeed just experienced a shattering orgasm. As the slavegirl passed Linsey, they exchanged a brief glance. In those dark, inviting brown orbs, Linsey saw a challenge; pride even and Linsey felt pity for her. The girl had allowed these beasts to pervert her, persuade her to their evil ways. Well not Linsey. She couldn’t get out of this predicament, but damn them if she would let them think she enjoyed it. 



Saleem coiled his whip as the girl went past Linsey, and then followed her through the drapes. The music stopped and the girl was shepherded towards one of the cages, shoved inside and shackled, like the other girls, to the rear bars by the neck and the waist. Then the gate was closed on her. 



Saleem turned to Princess Natia. ‘They went crazy over that one.’ He grunted. 

‘For the love of Allah, I can’t see why. She needed too much whip!’ Then he shrugged. 

‘Still, they’re buying, not me!’ 



Princess Natia licked her lips as she glanced at the chained Italian beauty. ‘Think I might put in a bid myself.’ She laughed as the slavegirl immediately began to tremble, and then he went on. ‘But why should I buy it, when I can just try it!’  



The girl  trembled again, sucking in a shuddering gasp. Loathing came into her face as she looked at Princess Natia. The woman ignored it and pointed at Linsey. ‘The American pigslut Highness. She’s the last one today.’ 



Slowly, appreciatively, Saleem looked Linsey’s figure up and down. He reached for her neck and pulled her towards him. ‘Now! What have we here?’ He smiled slowly; a lopsided, surprisingly gentle smile, and his eyebrows raised. ‘Hmmm! My little Linsey; the virgin I opened so successfully.’ He caressed her cheek with the back of his hand, then ran his palms down the sides of her shapely body and framed his lips into a kiss. 

‘You look as though you’re ready to dance to my whip!’!’ 



‘She dances well Highness.’ Princess Natia interrupted. 



‘Oh I know! Don’t I little pigslut?’ 



‘Yes Master!’ Linsey lowered her head. 



‘Well let’s hope you remember how to show your prowess!’ He smiled again. ‘If I need the whip, just remember. When you’re kneeling, one crack means you stand. If you’re standing it means you kneel.’ He fingered the whip. ‘Two cracks and you lie on your belly. Simple enough for you?’ 



Linsey nodded. ‘Yes Master!’ 



He leaned forwards. ‘Be good or the whip will land on your flesh.’ 



‘Yes Master.’ 



He grinned. ‘And remember. I decide what happens afterwards. So all the while you’re out there, you dance.’ 



‘Yes Master.’ 



‘You dance well, or it’s back into storage for another week or so.’  



His words were drowned then as the loudspeaker crackled once more and the old Sheik’s harsh tones were heard. ‘Now, the final display, before the auction.’ he said. ‘An 

American slavegirl. Recently acquired by our own Natia. A sexy, well endowed blonde, even more so as these breasts have been expertly enhanced. The pigslut is not a virgin, but still a desirable beast. We think you’ll agree, she’s a natural slavegirl. For your pleasure, ladies and gentlemen, Lot Twenty!’ 



Saleem nudged the shaking Linsey forwards, and suddenly the room was filled with flashing, coloured strobes and her ears were battered with more canned, electronic music. A hypnotic, thumping beat. Hesitantly at first, Linsey stepped forwards into the weaving rainbow of lights. 



She couldn’t see much of the audience now, but she could hear the appreciative whistles, yells and cheers; she could smell the waft of expensive perfumes, overlaid with a lacing of tobacco smoke, as she began to walk down the catwalk. Then she yelped out, arching her hips forwards, as Saleem’s whip caught her buttocks. 



‘Dance pigslut!’ Saleem ordered. 



Pushing the thoughts of the leering spectators away, Linsey allowed her body to fall naturally into the sexy rhythms of the dance. 



Damn them all, she thought. 



So, she was naked. 



But she how to dance, and by God  she looked good. Oh Yes! She looked good. 

So, if these perverted bastards wanted a performance then that was what they would get. 

With or without Saleem’s whip. 



She began to shimmy down the catwalk, head back, hair streaming behind her; eyes half-closed, letting the pulsing beat thrum into her soul. Her upper body bent further back and she thrust out her hips. With her arms slightly akimbo, beating the air, in time to the music, she began to shake her torso, so her breasts began to jiggle. She delighted in the feel of their weight as they trembled, feeling her nipples harden, just as they always had, even on a normal dance- floor. As ever, the old tingle made itself felt in her vagina, as the rhythms plucked at her; playing her almost; like an instrument. Then she began to roll her hips, faster, until her whole pelvis  vibrated in the familiar gyrations of the South Sea Islands traditional dance. Almost immediately, her pores opened and sweat began to flow, dampening her hair. Small droplets of perspiration sprayed off her lithe body as she danced and her hair began to whip about her head as her dancing became more and more frenzied. 



Abruptly then, she was halted, as the leather of Saleem’s whip twined itself about her neck and she staggered a little as he pulled her towards him. She regained her balance, then strangely  felt a thrill of triumph as, she saw the intense look of pleasure; lust even, in his dark eyes. Saleem arched Linsey’s spine backwards, smiling at her and then pulled her into his muscular body. He twisted her around, so her lips nestled into the cradle of his neck, then he dropped to one knee and allowed her to slide gently downwards, settling her wide open legs across his right thigh. 



Linsey could feel the supple leather of his suit, slipping; sliding; slithering, like sheer velvet against her sweat soaked skin, and she let herself bow over backwards again, so her hair brushed the floor beside his right foot. She shuddered, feeling the goose bumps rise, as Saleem traced the whip handle along the curve of her stretched, offered front starting between her taught, thrusting breasts and tickling its way downwards until the stiff leather slid down between her glistening sex- lips. Then the whip handle gently massaged her vagina, before Saleem transferred his attention to the silken skin of her inner thighs. 



Linsey began to mewl in forced passion now and abandoning herself to the moment, she wriggled her pelvis against his bunched thigh muscle, clamping her legs, trapping the whip handle in the golden vee at the base of her belly; hating herself for surrendering to this sadist, yet still delighting in the dance. 

She shook her breasts again in time to the beat, hearing yet more yells of appreciation from the audience, but suddenly no longer caring they were there, or that she was being made to behave like a hot little slut. God but she was enjoying it! 

 

Bursts of passion bubbled inside her and her juices began to flow. She knew an orgasm was close. But no! She wouldn’t allow it. She was not a whore. They wouldn’t make her do just as they wanted. They could force her to dance. She would enjoy that, for its own sake, but she wouldn’t give then any satisfaction. 

Oh God! What was wrong with her? She was curling with shame and degradation inside, but God this was dancing; this really was dancing. 



Saleem allowed her to  slip from his knee to the floor where she sprawled at his feet, to writhe on her belly, in time to the music, knowing she must please regardless of the shame she felt. She was panting, her sweat-run body slipping easily over the polished maple of the catwalk. 



The whip handle traced across her back and she shuddered, tensing ready to feel the wicked lash, knowing what a strong arm this evil sadist had. Playing her part to the full, praying she would please and avoid the whip, she grabbed his calf, to inch  her body upwards, onto her knees, her hands caressing the hard muscled leg, clasping it to her body. She was almost sick with the shame that she had to perform like this for baying animals, who wanted to see her do nothing but debase herself. 

Swallowing the shame, she knew she had to make them believe she was enjoying this. 

And she knew to her shame that eventually she would have to… She shuddered and closed her mind to the terror of having to orgasm before these monsters. The shame and humiliation of it wo uld kill her. 

She shut out the prospect of it from her mind, concentrated on the dance. 

Moving higher, she began rubbing her crotch against the hard bone of Saleem’s his shin and her breathing became ragged gasps. Her body was shaking, in abandon, as she moved to the beat of the music. She worked her way sinuously upwards, licking at his body, rolling her tongue on the shiny leather, until her cheek was resting on the inside of his thigh. Now she could feel the pulsing heat of his erect penis, even through the leather and she clawed at him as her tongue began to slide around the bulge in his groin. Now, playing the part to the utmost, shutting off the disgrace and shame, her own hand reached for her crotch and she began to grind her thighs together again. 



Then whip cracked, twice, and immediately Linsey dropped to the boards again, prostrating herself on her belly. 



He flipped her over onto her back and, she screamed as the whip was raised. 

‘Pleasure yourself bitch!’ he snarled down at her. The whip whooshing down Krrrrraaaaaaack! 

‘Aiiieeeeeeeeeeow.’ She wailed as the leather lased into her thighs. ‘Arrrrrrgghhhhh! 

Nnnuunnnnoooohh Please, Nooooo Ohhhh!’ 



But she knew she had to obey and cringing inside, her hands went for her genitals. 

With her feet and shoulders flat to the floor, she raised her hips, tears starting from her eyes as she heard the subdued groans of these depraved people. Shame and humiliation filled her being as she spread her knees and began a slow caressing, self massage off her belly and breasts, her fingers probing her own vagina each time her hands reached her sex- mound. 



She shut out the crowd’s moaning, and knowing she couldn’t stand more of the whip, concentrated on pleasing Saleem,. Her thighs were now slicked with her juices as she jerked her hips up and down, to the insistent beat, virtually oblivious of anyone or anything around her. Her groans became louder as she vented her passion, all the time, stroking herself, ever closer to orgasm. 



Then Saleem straddled her writhing, wriggling body and he bent towards her. His fingers caught her collar, standing up straight as he did so. He lifted her then, clear of the floor, so she sagged, her body bent backwards again. Sobbing gently to herself, she closed her eyes and ears, and allowed her hands to wander over her own body, smearing herself with her juices as Saleem, held her, effortlessly. With his arm wound her waist, he pulled her a little higher and then he allowed her suspended body, to sag, still tracing the whip handle about her breasts and belly, adding its massage to that of her own hands. 

 

Then he forced the handle deep between her labia, so that even above the music, Linsey’s scream sounded.  ‘Aaieeeeeee, Nooooo!’ Linsey squealed at the pain as the handle forced its way into her sex. She could hear the squelch of her own juices and she knew her face was burning with humiliation. . The whip traced upwards, all the while Linsey was arched beneath him, caressing herself more urgently now, dwelling longer at the vee of her thighs, trying to please this evil maniac, so he would spare the whip. 

The handle of the whip, hovered near her mouth and she knew what she would have to do. Shuddering with degradation, her body trembled as her lips fell open to admit the thick, leather shaft.  As her arms stilled and she grabbed the whip handle, to begin sucking and licking at it, as though it was a penis, sliding her tongue up and down the length, tasting her own salty-sweet love juices; feeling sick, wanting to die of shame. 



Then Saleem took the whip away, cracked it and once more allowed Linsey to slump to the floor, where she rolled over as he slowly pushed her towards the end of the catwalk. 

The audience vented a roar of appreciation and he bent to Linsey, writhing beneath his spread legs. He hissed at her. ‘Kneel pigslut!’ 



Linsey trembled with effort and fear as she obeyed, holding her body upright, gasping with her physical exertions, as Saleem threaded the whip between her legs. 



Linsey knew what she had to do. She reached behind her buttocks and grabbed the lash, wrapping it about her small fists. Then she began her writhing dance again, this time allowing her upper body to sway from side to side, as she began to saw the leather back and forth between her thighs, feeling the fresh torrent of sex-juice, as the leather worked deeper and deeper between her labia. Then her sinuous writhing changed as she spread her knees wide and began to lower her torso backwards, displaying her genitals to Saleem. Gasping and screaming quietly, Linsey gouged  the supple lash deeper into her dripping sex, her hips gyrating, faster and faster as her climax mounted. 



Then Saleem hissed. ‘Now girl! Now!’ 



Linsey went wild, dropping the lash, her hands seeking her genitals, almost tearing at herself, forcing her fingers into her wet, dripping sex, clenching and unclenching her buttocks and thighs, as she began to moan and wail, her juices rushing from deep within her. Her whole body shook, and she gasped out aloud as the mounting orgasm took hold of her; wrung the passion from her. She screamed out once, in utter defeat at having been forced to this unwanted orgasm, yet knowing to her deep shame and chagrin, it was a true orgasm. 



That made the humiliation all the deeper as the crowd started to jeer and moan lustfully at the exhibition they were being treated to. To be seen as enjoying this, as if proving to these monsters that what they believed about her and other western girls was true. But God, she had rarely had an orgasm like this one. As the flow began and her wringing wet body slid about on the shiny floor. She began to wail as the scalding surge of a gigantic orgasm, shook her whole being; her juices breaching her fingers, to rush between her thighs in a miniature flood. 



The music stopped and the only sound  was Linsey’s gasping and moaning. The audience seemed to have been stunned into silence by what they had seen and there was an expectant hush. 



Then the crowd erupted and the thunderous applause began; the calls for more; the crowd barely able to prevent themselves from climbing up onto the dais after the spent, degraded and humiliated Linsey. 



Finally, the applause died and then Saleem snatched the whip from between her thighs. Linsey felt the lash sear across her shoulders and she screamed out, but like the trained animal she knew she would have to become, she got onto all fours, and trembled as Saleem straddled her back. He lifted his feet clear of the floor, so his whole weight came upon Linsey’s back and dug the whip handle into her buttocks. ‘Onto the dais girl! 

Now!’ 

 

Gasping with the effort, Linsey climbed onto the small dais and came to a halt inside the red circle. She was half-aware of Saleem slipping a chain and disc about her neck and then, gasped as his hand went between her buttocks, lifted her a few inches clear of the floor and then spread her knees. He bent to her ear. ‘Head down slave!’ Then Linsey felt the turntable moving. 



The whip cracked and she knew exactly what to do. Just as the Italian girl had done, she threw her upper body backwards; arms spread wide, the back of her head actually touching the floor behind her. Hardly believing what she was doing, she began to murmur. ‘Please! Buy Me! Someone buy me!’ 



As the turntable slowly revolved, Linsey was almost deafened by the roar of applause and another great shout of approval went up as the audience demanded yet more. 



Once again, the row died down, and the loudspeaker cracked. ‘Lot Twenty Ladies and Gentlemen. A truly professional performance. Yes?’ 



The applause again was deafening and, as it eventually trickled down to nothing Saleem cracked the whip, signalling Linsey to rise. 



The turntable had stopped and still shuddering with the shame of having to debase herself as she had Linsey walked back down the catwalk in a half- trance, not even caring to avoid the crack of Saleem’s whip on her buttocks. She could feel her erect nipples standing proud of her shapely breasts and she knew her face, breasts and belly would be flushed as she was forced to savour the burning still present in her vagina. And, if she had never known before, she knew now. She was a slave. She didn’t want to accept this but she had no choice. This was to be her life from now on. 



In a daze, she allowed herself to be led towards the cages, where she was placed in a spare cage and shackled to the rear bars. Then, she groaned as Natia stepped up to her and grabbed her hot, wet sex- lips. Her fingers sank into Linsey’s body and she grinned into the slave’s face. ‘Hot little slut!’ Then withdrawing her hand she slammed the  door of Linsey’s cage and locked the padlock, Se leered at her. ‘You sold yourself slut. Easiest transaction we ever had.’ 



During the last few minutes’ excitement, right until the very end, she had all but forgotten the purpose of the catwalk exhibition. 



Her breathing became quicker and shallower. God! She couldn’t believe her ears. 

The horror and shame coursed through her, as it hit home, that she had not only danced to a whip, but she had been sold. Like a piece of meat. Oh Dear Lord, this couldn’t be. It was a waking nightmare! However, she knew it wasn’t and she began to tremble She had actually been sold to someone as a slave! 



She held back her sobs. The humiliation was never ending. One thing she did know. It would not be the final link in the cha in of her slavery, but just another step along the road to permanent abuse, subjugation and degradation. After that she would truly be a slavegirl. She would know in her heart she belonged to someone. She was beginning to know already; she was just a slave. Please God if she couldn’t escape this life then let her owner be someone who would be kind to a slavegirl. 



Then her heart leapt with terror, as she heard a familiar voice, a woman’s voice. 

‘So, bring my new slut Linsey to me. I want to get her home as quick as possible.’ The woman laughed. ‘We have much to learn about each other.’ 



Linsey felt her senses reeling. It was Melina Spencer. 



Linsey thought her heart had stopped, and stupefied with shock she just walked meekly towards her new owner. Her heart hammered, as she saw the gorgeous woman who awaited her. Linsey had to agree, Melina Spenser was truly gorgeous. 

She swallowed her bitter regrets, and realised this was the beginning of a process; one that would eventually lock the memories of her old life away forever. Linsey could sense the awakening inside her heart and in a bewildering moment of revelation, she knew why she had managed to hold on to her virginity, until it had been so forcibly and brutally 

taken from her. That was her only regret now. That Melina Spencer would not have her as a virgin slave. 





Suddenly relishing the quickening of her pulses, Linsey walked meekly, but willingly towards Melina Spenser; toward her owner and for better or for worse, a new way of life, 



END 
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